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Episode 1
The Moran Files
Chapter 1

FRAMED
George Bronson is my name. I’m a private investigator.
People call me a private eye or P.I. for short. I’ve been doing this
for more years than I want to count.
My work is mostly on domestic cases. I have enough to pay
my bills, although my expenses are very small. It’s not
glamorous. I do pretty much the same thing every day. My job is
to help people.
I used to be married, but now I’m married to my work. I was
then too, that is why my marriage did not last.
This is one of my cases.
It was very early, maybe three in the morning, when the
phone rang next to my bed. When I looked at the caller ID, I did
not recognize the number. I usually ignore calls, especially if I
do not know who they are, but something told me to answer it.
“Hello, do you know what time it is?” I asked as I answered
the phone.
“Yes, I do, but this is very important. I need to speak with
you as soon as possible. Something terrible has happened, and I
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need your help,” a female voice on the other end of the line said
in a panic.
“Who is this?” I asked.
“I can’t tell you that on the phone. I need to meet you in
person. Can you meet me at the All-Nite Diner on Forty-Third
Street in say, thirty minutes?” the voice asked me.
“I guess so, how will I know who you are?” I questioned.
“Don’t worry about that. I know who you are,” the voice
replied and then with a click, the line went silent.
Getting up from my bed, I threw some water on my face to
help me wake up. Looking in the mirror, I saw my reflection.
Time was passing quickly. My hair was thinning on top and the
color was now almost all gray. My eyes had dark circles under
them from a lack of sleep. I knew I needed to lose some weight,
but my work kept me very busy, or at least that was my excuse.
My penchant for eating the same food at the same place every
day made it difficult to stay on a diet.
My clothes were in a pile at the end of my bed from the day
before. I pulled on my pants, threw on a sweater, and put on my
socks and shoes. I had no idea why I was going to the All-Nite
Diner to meet a complete stranger, but something about this
intrigued me.
I found my gray overcoat, wallet and house keys and then
checked my pocket to make sure my gun was there. I always
take it with me, just in case. I couldn’t find my glasses, so I left
without them. I locked the three locks on my door and then left
the building,
It was a cold autumn morning, so I buttoned up my gray
overcoat and pulled the collar up around my ears. As I walked
out into the brisk air, I had second thoughts about going out so
early. What could be so important that I needed to meet someone
at this hour, but since I was already on my way, I decided to go. I
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was fortunate to have an early bus on my route.
The bus took me to the bus terminal and then I transferred to
the Forty-Third Street bus. I had done this a thousand times
before because the All-Nite Diner is the place I go for dinner
almost every night.
I walked into the restaurant and sat at the end of the counter
close to the door. I undid the buttons on my coat and got
comfortable, at least as comfortable as one can be on a stool.
The room was almost empty. There were a few regulars
sitting at tables in light conversation. They go there to eat after
the night shift. I didn’t recognize any of them.
Marge, the waitress, came over, surprised to see me.
Marge had been working at the All-Nite Diner for the last
five years. Her black dress had a few rips from wearing it every
day, while her white apron held her pen and tips. She wore a
black headband pulling her short white hair away from her face.
She was always friendly and remembered everyone’s name.
“Hey George, what brings you here at such an early hour?”
she asked as she placed a menu in front of me.
“Hi Marge, I’m meeting someone. Bring me a cup of Joe
and a newspaper, OK?” I asked rather rudely.
I’m not a morning person, so of course, I wasn’t in a very
good mood.
Marge brought me my coffee and a newspaper, and then
went to help another customer. I took the cream she brought me
and added it to my coffee along with two packs of sugar.
I was trying to read the morning newspaper, when a young
lady of about twenty-five took the seat next to me. I didn’t take
much notice of her at first, but when I looked in the mirror across
the counter, she smiled at me.
She had straight red hair down to her shoulders. Her brown
leather jacket was buttoned tightly to her neck to keep out the
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cold and a white scarf was wrapped around her neck. She wore a
stylish skirt, which was much too short for the cold autumn
weather and black zippered boots that came up to her knees. Her
cheeks were red from the cold. She looked nervous and kept
looking back at the door.
Turning to me, she said in a whisper, “Mr. Bronson, I’ve got
a big problem.”
I recognized the voice from the phone call, so I leaned to my
left to hear her better.
“My boyfriend is dead. Earlier tonight I went to the store and
when I came home, he was laying on the floor with blood
coming from his head. I’m afraid the police will think I did it.”
She paused for a moment, looked around, and then took
something from her pocket.
“He had this paper in his hand. Can you look at it for me? I
don’t understand what it says,” she explained to me.
She handed me the slip of paper she had taken from her
boyfriend.
Looking at the paper, I determined it was in some kind of
code. I’d seen something like this before, but I’d never had to
decipher it. I tried to make out what it said, but it was impossible
to read without my glasses.
“What’s your name, young lady?” I asked as I looked back
over at her from the paper.
She had disappeared. I looked around the diner, but she
wasn’t anywhere to be seen.
Marge was behind the counter talking to another customer.
“Marge, where did the young lady go?” I asked her
Turning to me she replied, “What lady? I didn’t see anyone
here.”
Marge answered, while shrugging her shoulders.
“She was just here sitting next to me. You didn’t see her?” I
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asked expecting that Marge had seen the girl.
“Nope, I didn’t see anyone but you,” she replied. “Are you
sure someone was there?”
“Yes, she was just here,” I replied.
She just gave me a look as if I was crazy and then returned
to help her other customers.
I looked at the piece of paper again. There must have been
something important about it. Perhaps if I went home and got
some sleep I’d be better able to translate the numbers, especially
if I had my glasses on.
Once more, I looked around the diner to see if the girl was
there. She must have run out of the restaurant.
I caught the bus and retraced my steps back to my apartment.
When I got home, I unlocked the three locks and walked in
the dark room.
For over ten years I’ve lived in this old rundown building,
mostly because I was able to afford it. It’s only one room with a
small closet and a bathroom. I wasn’t home very often, so having
a nice apartment wasn’t that important to me. The place doubled
as my office.
On my desk in the corner of the room were papers stacked
that should have been filed away a long time ago, but since Eve,
my former secretary left, I did not have the time or the desire to
clean it up.
It was now five o’clock in the morning, so I dropped onto
my bed, not even taking off my shoes, I fell fast asleep.
My phone rang. I fumbled around looking for my phone. I
found it in my pocket. When I looked at the display, there was
no number on the caller ID again. It was now nine o’clock.
“Hello, who is this?” I asked.
“That’s not important. Were you able to decipher the words
on the note?” the same female voice answered with a question.
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“Quite frankly, I came home and went back to sleep. I
haven’t had a chance to look at the paper yet. If you give me
your number I’ll call you back when I’ve got an answer for you,”
I said now sitting up on my bed.
“No, I’ll call you back in one hour.”
Then the phone went click and she was gone.
Being awakened from a deep sleep makes me very grumpy.
As I got up, I rubbed my eyes, stretched my arms in the air and
then headed for the bathroom.
Just then, I heard a strange noise. The handle to my
apartment door was turning very slowly.
How could that be happening, and then I realized I had not
locked the three locks on my door when I came home. That may
have proved to be a big mistake, I thought.
Tiptoeing over to my overcoat, I got my gun and hid behind
the door; holding my gun ready to use it if I needed to.
The door swung open slowly. I could see the reflection of a
person in the glass on the picture over my bed. I could not make
out who it was, but I could see a gun in their hand. As soon as
the person walked past the door, I hit the gun out of their hand
and then pointed my .38 special at them. I kicked the gun under
the bed with my foot.
It was the girl from the All-Nite Diner!
“Go over to the bed and lay on your stomach, face down!” I
ordered her.
She went over to the bed and did as I had told her to do. I
took a belt from the chair at my desk and tied her hands behind
her back. She fought me a little, but I pushed the gun into the
middle of her back to make her stop. When I was certain the belt
was tight enough I rolled her over.
“OK, you’ve got some explaining to do young lady, and it
had better be quick because I’m not in a very good mood right
6
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now,” I said, as I looked into her eyes.
She did not answer me.
“I’ll give you one more chance and then I’m calling the
cops. You broke in here with the intent of using your gun. That
won’t go down very well with the police. Start talking!” I
ordered her.
She ignored me. I pushed her back down onto the bed,
picked up my phone and began to dial 911.
She screamed, “Stop! If you do that you’ll be in just as much
trouble as I am.”
I hung up the phone.
“How’s that?” I asked.
“They’re going to find your gun in my apartment. They’re
going to discover it was the murder weapon that killed my
boyfriend, and then you’ll be part of all of this,” she explained to
me.
“My gun? This is my gun. What are you talking about?” I
asked her, showing her the gun in my hand.
“Look at it closely. You’ll see I switched it. I did that while
we were sitting in the diner. I went home and I killed my
boyfriend with your gun right after our meeting,” she said almost
laughing.
It was hard to tell if she was telling me the truth. I looked at
my gun. I had only had this gun for a couple of weeks. I hadn’t
memorized the serial number, so there was no way to verify if
what she was saying was true or not.
“So, he wasn’t dead when you met me?” I asked, quite
puzzled.
She laughed, “He was as good as dead when we talked.”
“What’s on this paper?” I asked as I showed her the paper I
had put into my pocket.
“That? Oh, that’s just something that was in my boyfriend’s
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hand. I gave it to you so you wouldn’t notice I was switching
your gun. It was a distraction,” she said grinning.
“So, why did you call me earlier to ask if I had figured out
what was on the paper. You seemed to think it was really
important,” I questioned her.
“I wanted to make sure you were home,” she replied.
I sat her down in the chair at my desk and began to think of a
way to fix this. If what she was saying were true, I would have a
big problem explaining why my gun was in her apartment and a
bullet from it in the guy’s head. I had to come up with a plan,
and an alibi, to put the blame back on her.
She had thought this out pretty well and made sure it looked
like I did it. She wanted me to appear guilty. But why?
As I reviewed how things had gone since the call early in the
morning, it did not look good for me. Marge had seen me at the
diner early in the morning. I had told Marge there was a girl with
me, but she never saw her. I didn’t have an alibi other than the
story about the girl.
Afterward, I had gone home.
If anyone had seen me leave so early in the morning, the
police would have known I would have had enough time to leave
the diner, kill the guy and make it home.
The phone calls on my call register would probably lead the
police to the apartment, since the first call I received was before
I went to the restaurant. That call would link me to the homicide.
I tried to make sense of what was going on, but I couldn’t
figure out what she was doing.
“Why are you doing this to me?” I asked the young lady.
“You’re such a schmuck. It was easy to set you up,” she
said.
“But why me?” continuing with my questions.
“You don’t know who I am, but six years ago you put my
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father in prison for the rest of his life. I’m just returning the
favor,” she replied. “Now it’s your turn!”
“Who’s your father?” I inquired.
“Frank Moran. You remember him, I’m sure,” the young
lady said, looking at me straight in the eye.
Of course, I remembered Frank Moran. He was a serial killer
who murdered thirty people before I trapped him in his
apartment. They arrested and convicted him. If our state would
have had the death penalty, he certainly would have been
executed.
It became obvious, if the police came, Ms. Moran would lie,
and then I would have an even harder time convincing them I
had nothing to do with the murder. I had to make a plan.
“So, why did you come to my room?” I asked her.
“I called to see if you were here. When I knew you were in
the room, I was going to shoot you, and then I would tell the
police you shot my boyfriend. I was going to tell them I was so
angry I wanted revenge. They would probably let me go since it
would be a crime of passion.
“Actually, it didn’t really matter. I just wanted you dead or
in jail,” she answered me with an angry look.
“If you wanted me dead, why did you set me up for the
murder of your boyfriend?” I asked her wondering what her real
plan might have been.
“I want the police to think you killed him. Then your
reputation would be ruined, just like my father’s,” she answered,
with hate in her eyes. “Either way, your life is over.”
Looking at my situation, it didn’t look very good for me. Ms.
Moran had set me up, and it was going to take all my skills as a
detective to get out of this mess.
Since my reputation with the police department was not that
great, I couldn’t trust them to make this easy for me. I decided I
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needed to do some investigating on my own. I had caught her
father without any help, so I concluded I could solve this case on
my own.
Putting my face as close to hers as I could, I asked, “OK,
Ms. Moran, where’s your boyfriend now?”
She spat in my face, and said, “You’re the PI. Find him
yourself!”
I pushed her hard, sending her back onto the bed and wiped
the spittle from my face. Reaching into the pockets of her jacket,
I looked for anything that might be a clue. In her right pocket, I
found a keychain. In her pocketbook, I took her wallet and inside
I found her driver’s license. The address was close to the AllNite Diner. Her name was Katie Moran. She had the same name
as her father.
In my drawer, I found a rag and put it into her mouth. I tied
another rag around her eyes and then secured her to my chair
with another belt. After I made sure she couldn’t escape, I got
ready to leave.
“I’ll be back soon, Sweetheart. You don’t know who you’re
messing with!” I said as I walked out the door, locking the three
locks as I left.
I got onto the same bus I rode earlier in the day and
transferred to the Forty-Third Street bus ten minutes later. The
address was just two blocks past the diner.
A block away from her building, I got off the bus and
walked toward her apartment building. As I crossed to the other
side of the street, I looked for anything that might be suspicious.
She may have already contacted the police and they might be
watching the building.
There was an alley behind the building where I found an
emergency ladder. It was broken, so it made it easy to go up to
the emergency landings, which are on the back of all the
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buildings in our city. I climbed up the ladder, and as I reached
the fire escape, I searched for an unlocked window on the second
floor. When I found one, I went in.
Fortunately, it was in an abandoned apartment. I went
quietly from room to room making sure it was empty until I
found the door to the hall. I opened the door slowly to see if
anyone was there. I left the apartment and slowly walked into the
corridor. I crept to the window at the end of the hall and looked
out to see if anyone was outside that might be looking for me. It
was clear.
The apartment number on her license said #423. Her
apartment was on the fourth floor. I took the stairs instead of the
elevator up to the sixth floor and looked around. Then I went
down to the fifth floor, nothing there, and finally to the fourth
floor. I slowly opened the door to the hallway from the stairs. I
didn’t see anyone.
When I got to the door of apartment #423, it was locked. I
looked up and down the hallway. It was clear. Then I used her
key to open the door. Using my handkerchief on the door handle,
so as not to leave any fingerprints, I gently opened the door. I
was prepared for anything that might happen. My hand was on
my gun just in case I needed it.
The entrance was dark. I moved slowly and quietly into the
apartment. When I got to the living room, lying in the middle of
the room was the boyfriend. He was older than I expected. He
was exactly as Ms. Moran had described. There was a bullet
wound in the back of his head and a gun was lying on the floor
next to him that looked just like mine. The window in the living
room was open, so the room was cold. The wind made the
curtains flutter in the breeze.
Being very careful not to disturb anything, I walked gently
around the body checking to see if there was anything I missed. I
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looked around the room. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary.
There was a sofa along the wall and a coffee table with a few
scattered plates and glasses. The TV was still on. The light from
a tall lamp in the corner cast a long shadow across the body in
the middle of the floor. There was a pool of blood next to his
head, which was almost dry.
The dining room was a mess, and the table had many dishes
on it. The place hadn’t been cleaned in a while. It was evident
that some had been living there. It was hard to imagine a stylish
young lady like Ms. Moran lived like this.
I poked my head into the bathroom. Other than many toiletry
items on the sink and on the tub, nothing seemed out of place.
The bedroom was the same as the rest of the apartment. The
bed was unmade and across the floor were stacks of clothes. The
chair in the corner was barely visible beneath the clothes piled
on it.
I knelt down and looked under the bed where I found big
balls of dust. As I was getting off my knees, I noticed something
unusual. The mattress was a little higher on one side than the
other. I lifted the mattress, and stuffed between the mattresses, I
found a laptop computer.
My handkerchief came in handy again as I put it around the
laptop and gently pulled it out.
I took it to the table, opened the cover, and turned it on, but
nothing happened. The battery was dead. I looked around for the
power supply, but I couldn’t find it. I decided to take the laptop
with me. I put it inside my overcoat.
It was hard to avoid disturbing the body as I gently walked
around it checking one more time to see if there was something I
missed. As I did, I was tempted to pick up the gun and take it
with me because I knew the tests the police would do on the
bullet would identify it as the murder weapon. I resisted. If it
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were mine, they would know soon enough.
In order to have a gun permit, I had to register my gun with
the police department. If my gun were the murder weapon, the
serial number would trace the weapon to me. I was getting
nervous now. I knew better than to tamper with that kind of
evidence, so I left it alone.
As I went out of the apartment, I opened the door slowly and
peeked through the small crack to see if anyone was in the
hallway. It was empty, so I ran to the stairs and went down to the
first floor. I found the rear door was unlocked. I went out into the
alley and walked up a couple of blocks, hiding behind whatever I
could find, and when I felt it was safe, I caught the bus for home.
Across from my apartment building was a computer shop. I
went in to see if I could buy an adapter for the computer. I was
lucky. They had just what I needed. It cost more than I wanted to
spend, but considering the situation I was in, I was willing to pay
just about anything for it. Then I crossed the street and returned
to my apartment.
When I entered my room, Ms. Moran was struggling to get
out of the chair. I took off the blindfold so she could watch me.
She glared at me in anger. I just laughed at her. I checked the
belts holding her to the chair to make sure they had not come
loose.
Sitting on my bed, I plugged the cord into the wall. I took the
laptop out from under my overcoat and placed it on the bed.
When Ms. Moran saw the laptop, her eyes got as big as fried
eggs. I turned it on and it booted up just fine, but it stopped at the
login screen and asked for a password. I’ve been working with
computers all of my life. I used to work in cyber-security, so
breaking this password wasn’t going to be very difficult. I went
to my desk and took out a flash drive I stored in the center
drawer.
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As I returned to the laptop, I smiled at her.
The flash drive slipped easily into the USB port, and I let the
device do its magic. In about thirty seconds, I was into the
computer’s hard drive.
“You thought a little password would keep me out? Huh! It
was a piece of cake!” I said to her in a mocking voice.
I searched the hard drive looking for clues. There wasn’t
anything out of the ordinary there.
When I looked over at her, I noticed a smile on her face. It
gave me an idea. Maybe she had a hidden folder on the laptop.
After I clicked on the ‘Show Hidden Files’ feature, sure enough,
there was a hidden folder.
When I tried to open the folder, it asked for another
password. This was going to be a lot more difficult. Opening a
protected hidden folder isn’t nearly as easy as de-encrypting a
login password.
None of the common passwords I could think of worked.
I thought about pressuring Ms. Moran for the password,
when suddenly a thought occurred to me. The piece of paper she
had given me might be the hidden file password. The format of
the code would be perfect for something like that.
The paper was on my dresser, so I got it and brought it to my
bed. Looking into Ms. Moran’s eyes, it was obvious she had
made a big mistake giving me that paper.
I put on my glasses and started to look at the numbers. I
typed them into the screen and waited for something to happen.
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Chapter 2

RUNAWAY
Like magic, the files were there. I searched through the
folders and saw people’s names on them. Then to my surprise, I
found a folder with my name on it. I opened it and as I read
through the different screens I realized I was reading about the
plan she had created to make me look guilty! It had taken her a
long time to collect all the information on me. She had my
address, my phone number, my daily schedule and copies of past
newspaper reports about what I had done. There were pictures
she’d taken of me at different places around the city. Everything
about my life was in there.
The hard drive contained many similar folders about other
people I didn’t know. The information on them seemed to be just
as complete as the file on me.
Turning to Katie Moran, I said, “I must say, Ms. Moran, you
did a fine job of investigating me. You would’ve made a very
good private eye. It’s too bad you used your skills in such a
negative way.”
I complimented her. However, I was very sarcastic when I
said it.
The young lady began to squirm in the chair. She acted as if
she wanted to tell me something, so I decided to let her speak. I
took the cloth out of her mouth.
She had trouble speaking at first and then she asked for some
water. I got a glass and poured some water into her mouth. I kept
15
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my distance as she drank, in case she wanted to spit at me like
before.
When she was able to speak, she spoke up and said, “You’re
a lot better than I thought you’d be.”
“What do you mean by that?” I asked.
“You were able to discover what was on that paper in less
than three hours. I’m very impressed,” she responded to me.
“What are you talking about?” I asked.
“This is all part of my plan. It doesn’t really matter to me if
you see those files or not. They won’t be of any help to you,” she
said in defiance.
“I still don’t get what you mean,” I said, not fully
understanding what she was saying to me.
“I wanted to prove to you this was all a setup, as I said
before,” she said.
“What about the other people you have in here,” I asked.
“I’ll get credit for those,” she said.
“You mean there are more?” I asked surprised.
“Yes, and more to come after that,” she laughed.
“How am I supposed to trust what you say?” I asked an
obvious question.
“It doesn’t matter to me if you believe me or not. I’ve set
you up and you’ll get what’s coming to you!” she bragged.
What was odd to me was my name was toward the end of the
file. There were twelve names before mine and two after.
“Who are these people?” I asked.
“Most of them are dead already. Your time will come soon
enough,” she said to me in a threatening way.
In order to investigate all of this further, and to clear my
name, I decided I needed to get out of the apartment and check
out what she was telling me. I inspected the belt around her waist
that was holding her to the chair. It was still tight.
16
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Picking up her cell phone and the laptop, I left, locking the
three locks as I left.
The back door of my apartment building was unlocked so I
went out and hid behind a dumpster. From there I called the
police using her cell phone.
It rang several times before a man’s voice answered and
said, “Hello. City Police Department, how may I help you?”
“I need to talk to someone about a serial murderer,” I said.
“I’ll transfer you, hold on one minute, please,” a voice said.
A few seconds later another voice answered, “Hello, this is
Detective Max Rider, who is this?” the man asked me.
I decided not to tell him.
“I’ve got a serial killer. If you want to see her alive you’ll
have to come and get her. You can find her at 1342 Oak Drive
Apartment 32B,” I told the detective.
And with that, I tossed the phone and laptop into the
dumpster and ran down the alley to the first street. I looked to
see if anyone was watching me. Then I went into a café across
from my building and sat at a table next to the window.
Five minutes later, ten cars with their lights flashing came
flying down the road, and just as I had suspected, they turned
into the alley. Many police officers jumped out of their cars
hunting for the phone. They traced the call and knew it had come
from that location. One of them found the phone and the laptop
in the dumpster. Then they began to look for me.
At that point, I knew something wasn’t quite right. Watching
from the café, I saw a red headed woman and an older blonde
man enter my apartment building. Thirty minutes later, they
came out, but they didn’t have the girl. They jumped into one of
the cars and sped off.
Realizing I wouldn’t be able to return to my apartment for a
while, I decided to wait and watch. I was certain there were
17
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going to be many eyes watching my apartment to see if I
returned.
Without knowing what was going to happen next, I knew I
wasn’t going to take any chances. The girl who was framing me
was trying to make me look bad, and it was working.
When things calmed down, I looked around to see if I knew
anyone on the street. I cautiously left the café. I slowly walked
several blocks away from my building and went into a drugstore
where I bought a few things I thought I might need to keep ahead
of the police, as well as a prepaid cell phone because I had left
mine in my room.
After I left the drugstore, I decided I needed to get some
help. While I walked down the street, I called my only friend at
the police station, Sergeant Pedro Gomez.
By punching star sixty-seven, I turned off the caller ID so he
wouldn’t be able to track the number of the phone I was using.
The phone rang a few times and then a voice answered,
“This is Sergeant Gomez, how can I help you?”
“Hey, Pedro, this is George Bronson. I’ve got a problem and
I need your help,” I said.
“Hold on a second, I’ve got to move. There’re a lot of people
looking at me right now,” he replied.
He came back on the line a few seconds later.
“Where are you?” he asked.
“You know better than to ask me that, Pedro. I need some
information,” I requested.
“Like what?” he asked.
“What’s going on?” I questioned him.
“Well, for starters, the whole city is looking for you. I’m not
sure what it’s all about though. I don’t have much information
for you right now. It seems the State Police are looking for you
too, something about a serial killer,” he told me.
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“Serial killer!” I exclaimed. “They think I’m the serial
killer?”
“Not so fast, George. I said they’re saying something about a
serial killer. I’m not sure what it’s all about. I’ll need to call you
back in an hour or so. What’s your number?” he asked.
“I’ll call you in an hour,” I responded.
I hit the ‘end’ button and then turned off the phone because I
didn’t want anyone to track where I was. I was pretty sure they
would try to use the phone’s GPS or cellular signal to find me
like they had tried before.
A bus took me to the park in the middle of town. As I
walked through the park, I avoided being photographed by any
of the many cameras that watch the streets. I’ve lived here long
enough to know where they are and how to avoid being watched
or photographed. I sat down on a bench close to the fountain
because there were many people close by, so I was relatively
safe.
After an hour, I called Pedro again. The phone rang for about
twenty seconds and then Pedro answered. That was longer than it
should have taken him to answer the phone.
“Hello, George?” Pedro asked.
“Yes, it’s me. I think I need to go now. I know you’re
tracking this call,” I said to him.
Just before I hit the ‘end’ button, I heard him yell out my
name, “George!”
My only link to the police department, Pedro, was now
trying to find me. I knew I was completely on my own. I was
going to have to use all of my experience and training as a
private eye to figure out how to get out of this mess.
There was a trashcan close by, so I threw the phone into it. I
walked over to a hot dog stand at the entrance to the park and got
a large hot dog on a large bun with mustard, cheese and chili
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sauce, as well as a large drink. I have a weakness for hot dogs.
I needed to get as far away as I could. I needed to go
somewhere that no one would ever suspect I might go.
Pulling up the collar on my long gray overcoat and pushing
my baseball cap down over my eyes, made it more difficult for
anyone who might be looking for me to recognize me, but I
knew I needed to do more.
The next bus that went out of town came by and I got on. I
stayed on it until we reached the end of its route. I stayed low in
my seat and avoided anyone’s eyes to make sure no one would
know who I was.
When I got off the bus, I was on the outskirts of the city. It
stopped at a gas station with a convenience store. Once inside I
found the restroom, went in, and opened the bag of supplies I
had purchased at the drugstore. I took out the scissors and cut my
hair shorter. Then I colored it with hair dye changing my hair
from gray to brown. While I was doing this, there were people
knocking on the door who needed to come in, but I just ignored
them.
When I was just about done, the manager opened the door
with a key, poked his head through the doorway, and asked, “Are
you OK?”
“I’m fine, just a little problem with a hot dog I ate earlier,” I
replied. “I’ll be right out.”
As I left the restroom, I could see the people, who were
waiting in line, were angry with me, but I didn’t care. I walked
past them as if nothing had happened.
I purchased a blue sweatshirt with a hood on it, a pair of
sunglasses, a newspaper, and a different baseball cap. I changed
into the new clothes and left my old ones in a trashcan just
outside of the store. The wind was strong and cold, so I put my
overcoat over the new sweatshirt.
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My money was running low and I needed to use an ATM,
but I knew the camera would record my transaction. That could
lead the police to find where I was, and then they would come
for me.
While standing next to the ATM, and out of the line of sight
of the camera, a nice woman walked up. I told her I was blind
and asked if she could take out some money for me. She agreed.
I gave her my card and the PIN and told her how much I needed.
After she did the transaction, she gave me the money and the
card. I thanked her as she walked away. After she left, I counted
the money. She was an honest person. She had given me the
exact amount.
The ATM video would show the old woman, not me, taking
the money out. I could say my wallet had been stolen if they ever
asked me about why my card had been used at that location.
Now I had some money to use to get out of town, but where
would I go? I began to have second thoughts about running.
Maybe the best strategy would be to stay and prove I’d done
nothing wrong. It was time to use my years of private eye work
to my advantage, so I changed my mind and decided to go back
and fight.
It was a decision I didn’t feel confident about, but in the end,
I felt I didn’t have a choice. Basically, because I had no place
else to go.
While I stood in the cold waiting for the bus to take me back
to town, I thought about what Katie Moran had said about
framing me for the murder of her boyfriend. Something about
what she told me, and what I saw, didn’t add up very well. It was
gnawing at my mind. Something wasn’t quite right, but I wasn’t
able to figure it out right then.
Thinking about the information on the computer, I realized it
was very complete. If the police had the computer, they would
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have a lot of material they could use against me, assuming they
knew how to get to the hidden folder.
When the bus that would take me back the city arrived, I got
on, went to the back seat, and sat down. It was getting dark, so
the lights inside of the bus made me nervous.
The newspaper provided some cover. I could hide behind the
paper so no one would be able to see me. Occasionally, I looked
over the top of the paper to see if anyone was looking at me. As I
began to read my newspaper, thinking it would give me a
distraction from everything that was going on, I read about the
events in our city.
So far so good.
When I got to page two of the newspaper, I saw a headline:
‘Serial Killer Strikes Again’.
As I read the article, I began to sink in my seat. The news
article talked about a man who had been shot in the head with a
handgun. The paper went on to describe the way the man died
was similar to seven other murders in the city. I had read about
the serial killer before, but now it was getting personal. The
killer was framing me for the last murder, which would then
possibly link me to the others. Now I was thinking about running
again.
How was Ms. Moran involved? Why had my gun been used
in the murder? Why were they looking for me? Why had they
tried to trace my call? Why was Pedro not helping me? All of
these questions were running through my head.
Being a fugitive was not how I pictured myself. This was the
opposite of my usual routine. Instead of running from the police,
I used to help catch the bad guys. Now it appeared I was the bad
guy. Even though I didn’t have the best reputation with the
police, I’d never broken the law.
Two blocks before the bus terminal I got off the bus. I was
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sure the police would be watching for me at the terminal, as well
as at the train station and at the airport.
I knew of a motel where they don’t ask any questions. I
could check in, get a room, and sleep for a few hours before I
made my next move.
At the motel, I paid the clerk in cash for one night. He gave
me the key to a room, and then I walked up the stairs to the
second floor.
When I opened the door to my room, I saw a simple room
with a large bed, a dresser with an old TV on it and a picture of a
flower garden over the bed. At the end of the room were the
closet and bathroom. It would be good enough for now.
My room had a big window that looked out over the parking
lot and over at the building on the other side, which was identical
to mine. I closed the drape, which made the room very dark.
Exhausted, I set my coat on a chair, laid down on the bed
and fell asleep as soon as I hit the pillow.
Suddenly, about two hours later, I was awakened when the
door to my room burst open and three men in police uniforms
entered.
Pointing their guns at me, they shouted, “Get up, you’re
coming with us!”
Totally surprised, I did as they asked. They turned me
around and put handcuffs on my wrists. I asked for my overcoat,
so one of the police officers draped it over my shoulders. They
led me out of the room to the parking lot were at least twenty
police cars were parked with their lights on. I was feeling very
important since they needed so many police officers to bring me
in.
They took me to the police station where I was processed. I
had to stand in a line behind some of the meanest looking people
I had ever seen. This was all new to me. I had never been
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arrested before. They took my picture and my fingerprints.
After I was finished, they took me to a chair in the lobby,
connected my handcuffs to the arm of the chair, and told me to
wait. They told me they would be taking me to a cell at the back
of the police station in a few minutes. I sat down and got as
comfortable as I could, which wasn’t saying much.
While I was waiting, I saw Pedro talking to one of the
officers who brought me in.
Pedro is a short-dark haired man with dark brown eyes. He’s
of Hispanic descent. When he looks at you, it feels like he’s
looking right into your soul. He’s one of the best interrogators
the police force has ever had, and he became a sergeant faster
than anyone in the history of the city. We had become friends.
Actually, he was my only friend on the police force, and he knew
me very well.
“Hey Pedro, over here!” I yelled.
Pedro looked over at me and signaled he would be there in a
minute.
He continued to talk to the officer while I sat. I was very
uncomfortable. The metal cuffs were hurting my wrists. Every
time I tried to change my position, I only made it worse.
Pedro walked up and said, “Sorry about that. I was getting
some information about what’s going on with you.”
“How’d they find me?” I asked.
“An anonymous caller told us where you were. Somehow
they knew where to find you. I think they recognized your
overcoat,” Pedro answered. “I’ve got to go to a meeting. When
I’m done I’ll come to see you. We’ll try to get you out of here as
soon as we can. Captain Klein is talking to the judge right now.”
The answer he gave me was a big surprise to me. Now they
were going to help me? I had never been welcome in the police
station before. If I had only thrown my overcoat away they never
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would have found me.
A little while later, an officer came and led me down a long
corridor to a cell.
Once I was inside of the cell, he took off the handcuffs. I
shook my arms to try to get the blood back into my hands.
When the door closed, it rang out with a loud bang. I sat on a
metal bed along the wall. The small room was white with only a
small window in the door. A metal toilet and sink were in the
corner. It was boring.
While I sat thinking, I put my hands into the pockets of my
overcoat. There was something at the bottom of my left pocket I
didn’t recognize. I pulled it out and when I looked at it, I knew it
was a tracking device. I had seen something like this at the store
where I buy my equipment for my job the last time I went there
to look around.
Suddenly I realized, it must have been Katie Moran who had
put the tracking device into my pocket. How could have I been
so stupid? I had thrown away the cell phones and my clothes, but
I never thought about getting rid of my overcoat.
I rolled it up and it made an excellent pillow.
I had left my watch on the dresser at home, so I had no idea
of how much time went by before the door opened. It was Pedro.
He stood in the doorway motioning for me to follow him.
“Come with me,” he said, as he opened the door wider. “We
need to talk.”
Very drowsy, I sat up, shook out my overcoat, put on my
black glasses, and followed him out of the room.
“What happened to your hair?” he asked me.
“I dyed it to create a disguise. I didn’t want to be found.
How does it look?” I answered.
He laughed.
“Looks pretty silly to me,” Pedro said, and then told me to
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come with him.
He led me down a long hallway and into a small room. It
was an interrogation room where they take suspects who are to
be questioned. It’s where they try to get criminals to confess to
their crimes.
In the middle of the room was a table with two chairs on
each side. Along one wall was a large mirror made of one-way
glass. People on the other side can watch the conversation in the
room without being seen. A single light hung from the middle of
the ceiling. In the corner was a camera that records all the
conversations.
I’ve been in an interrogation room before, but then I was the
one asking the questions.
We sat down and the questioning began.
“So, George, you’re in a bit of a pickle here. I need you to
tell me exactly what happened and why you ran from us?” Pedro
began.
I told him about the girl, explained what she had done to me,
about the guy lying on the floor in the apartment, the paper she
had given me, and the file on the computer. In addition, I
described how the young lady had tried to convince me she had
framed me for the murder. I was honest and told him everything.
“George you’re good, but you’re also stupid.” Pedro sat back
in his chair with his hands behind his head. “You assumed some
things before you had all of the facts.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“You are so easily fooled sometimes,” Pedro answered.
He leaned forward and continued, “I want you to think about
everything that has happened to you since yesterday. Think
about what you saw. Remember the facts and the events. See if
you may have missed something. Start from the beginning and
concentrate on what happened.”
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It was confusing. What was he asking me to do?
“Tell me everything again. Don’t miss a detail,” Pedro said,
as he took a pen from the table and began to write down what I
was telling him.
Re-telling what happened, I started, “Well, it was around
three o’clock in the morning when my phone rang. I don’t
normally answer the phone at that time of the morning, but for
some reason, I felt I needed to take the call. The voice on the
phone sounded like she really needed my help.
“We met at the All-Nite Diner on Forty-Third Street. She
was really nervous and acted like she was being watched. While
we talked, she gave me a piece of paper, and while I was looking
at it, she disappeared. She told me later she’d exchanged my gun
with hers while I was reading the paper.
“I asked Marge, the waitress, if she saw what happened to
the young woman who was sitting with me. She said never saw
her,” I paused.
“Wait a minute, Marge never misses anything! How did she
not see the girl?” I asked myself.
Pedro looked up from his paper and muttered, “Uh huh. Go
on.”
Continuing my story, I told him, “I went back to my
apartment and fell asleep. Around nine o’clock I got another call.
There was no number on my cell phone’s caller ID. The caller
told me she would call me back in an hour. She never gave me
her name. It was the same person I met at the All-Nite Diner.
“When I went to get cleaned up in the bathroom, I noticed
the handle on the door to my apartment was turning slowly. I hid
behind the door and when it opened, I knocked the gun out of her
hand and pushed her onto my bed.”
Pedro interrupted.
“I thought you had three locks on your door?” he asked.
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“Yeah, but I was so tired I must have forgotten to lock
them,” I answered a little embarrassed.
Then I continued, “It was then she told me she had switched
my gun and had used it to kill her boyfriend.”
Then Pedro interrupted me again, “She said she used your
gun?”
“Yes, she told me she had switched my gun,” I replied.
“Did you check your gun to make sure she was telling you
the truth?” he asked me.
“Not really. I hadn’t had my new handgun long enough to
know. After she told me who she was, and why she wanted to set
me up for the murder of her boyfriend, I just assumed…….” just
then I realized I may have fallen for her story.
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Chapter 3

STORY
“Did you check the serial number on your registration?”
Pedro asked.
“No, I didn’t think of that,” I replied, realizing it would’ve
been the logical thing to do.
“Go on,” Pedro said still writing some notes on his paper.
“Are you telling me that my gun wasn’t used in the killing?”
I answered with a question of my own.
He responded, “Just finish your story. We’ll get to the details
later.”
Now I was confused. I slowed down. I was concentrating on
exactly what I had seen. The discussion wasn’t going the way I
wanted it to. I was beginning to see things differently than I had
the first time.
“She told me she was the daughter of Frank Moran, the
serial killer I helped capture six years ago. She told me she was
setting me up for the murder of her boyfriend in revenge for
putting her father in prison. My detective instincts told me I had
to go to the apartment to see if I could find something to clear
myself of what she was trying to do to me,” I continued my
story.
“Why did you go to the murder scene? You know you
could’ve broken the law by disturbing evidence,” Pedro
questioned me.
“I needed to buy some time. I thought the tests on the bullets
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would come back to my gun, so I needed to find a way out of the
mess. After she told me about what happened in her apartment, I
decided I needed to see it for myself. I took her wallet and keys
and then went to the apartment,” I responded.
“OK, so you felt you could clear your name by going to the
murder scene without notifying the police?” he asked and then
paused. “I think she expected you’d do that.”
“Looking back at it, I think you’re right,” I answered.
“When I got there, I climbed up a ladder on the back of the
building and went in through the back window of an empty
apartment. Come to think of it, I was a little surprised at how
easy it was to pull the emergency ladder down,” I said, more to
myself then to Pedro.
Continuing, “I checked out the empty apartment. After I left
the apartment, I went floor to floor in the building to see if
anyone was looking for me. When I found her apartment, I went
in. The key I used was shiny and new. I found the young man
with a pool of nearly dried blood next to his head.”
Again, I stopped to think.
“Wait a minute, if she’d killed him just a few hours before,
the blood wouldn’t have been dry. He must’ve been dead for
several hours before I got there!” I was shocked at what I’d just
recognized as another mistake in my thinking.
“Do you agree with me?” I asked Pedro. “Do you think he
was already dead when she came to see me at the diner?”
“Just finish your story,” he told me.
Hesitating for a minute, I thought about what I had just said.
“Well, the apartment was a mess. I found a laptop computer
in the bedroom. The power supply was missing. Nothing else in
the place seemed out of the ordinary……,” I paused. “Except for
the window in the living room was open and the TV was turned
on. OH MY! Someone may have been in the room just before I
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came in.”
“Go on,” Pedro said calmly.
“On my way home I purchased a power cord, and then I
went back to my apartment. I used my USB drive to log onto the
computer because it had a login password. It turned out the paper
she had given me had a password for a hidden folder on the
drive.”
“When I opened the folder on the laptop there was a lot of
information about me. She knew all about me. The young lady
told me she had set me up for the murder. She complimented me
on solving the mystery of the code on the paper.”
“What paper and what code?” Pedro asked.
“I told you, she gave me a piece of paper at the diner. The
code on the paper opened the hidden file on the laptop,” I
replied, a bit frustrated Pedro wasn’t listening to me.
I showed him the paper I had in my pocket.
“After that, I got scared and I ran away. I managed to get out
of town, but when I thought about my situation, I decided to
come back to try to clear my name. Then you guys came to get
me in the motel room,” I finished.
“Hold on a moment, I’ll be right back,” Pedro said.
He left me alone in the small room. I was on one side of the
table looking at a mirror on the other, which I knew was oneway glass. Not knowing who was there, I smiled and waved.
A few minutes later two people came in. I had seen them
before. They were the ones who went into my apartment when I
called about a serial killer.
One was an attractive red headed woman in a dark blue suit
with a white blouse. She was about thirty-five.
Following close behind was a tall blonde man of about forty
who was wearing a black suit, white shirt and a red necktie. They
looked professional and serious.
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They had badges hanging around their necks.
“Hello George. My name is Detective Julie Carson,” the
female said, as she took the seat across from me.
She wasn’t smiling.
“This is Detective Max Rider. I think you talked briefly to
him earlier when you called to report the serial murderer.
“As I told you, I’m Detective Julie Carson. We’re with the
State Police. You have been both helpful and a problem for us. I
must say, your methods as a private investigator are certainly not
normal,” she said.
I just smiled at her. I thought it was a nice compliment.
She opened a folder she had in her hands and turned it, so it
faced me. She showed me a picture of a young lady with red
hair.
“Have you ever seen this girl before?” she asked.
I looked at the picture she showed me.
“It kind of looks like you,” I said, as I looked up from the
picture at her.
Detective Rider laughed softly.
Detective Carson looked up at him, not very amused.
She turned back toward me. “I’m serious, have you ever
seen this woman before?” she asked sternly.
“Yes, she was in my room. I left her there when I called the
police. Did you find her?” I asked.
“She was in your room?” Julie asked very surprised.
“Yeah, I had her tied up to my chair,” I said surprised.
Looking at Detective Rider, confused they hadn’t found her,
I said to him, “I told you she was in my room when I called.”
“When we went into your room all we found was an empty
room and the window was open,” Detective Rider told me.
“She must’ve left the room just before you got there. She
must’ve been in a big hurry,” I suggested.
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The two detectives turned and talked together for a minute
and then they turned back to me.
They looked at me very seriously.
“OK, here is what’s going to happen. We’re going to
announce to the press we’ve captured the serial killer,” she said.
“You are? Who’d you catch?” I asked surprised.
“We’re going to say it’s you,” she finished.
“ME?!” I exclaimed.
“Yes you. We’re going to try and get the real killer to make
a move. Serial killers don’t like it when someone else gets credit
for what they’ve done,” she explained.
“That doesn’t make any sense. Why would I be framed for
the murder and then the serial killer wants to get revenge? So,
who’s the person in the picture?” I asked.
“It’s Katie Moran,” Detective Carson answered.
“She told me her real name?” I asked surprised.
“It appears so,” Detective Rider explained. “She’s one of our
prime suspects.”
“But she said she wants me to get credit for the murder, not
her. This is getting very confusing!” I muttered.
“We don’t think so,” Detective Carson answered.
There was a pause in the room while I sat back trying to
make sense of all they were telling me.
“Did you say there were hidden folders on the computer we
found in the dumpster?” Detective Carson asked.
“Yes, I have a code to open them in my pocket,” I answered.
“Do you think you could open the computer and get to the
hidden folders for us?” Detective Carson asked.
“I think so,” I replied.
They brought the laptop into the room. The USB drive was
still in the port. They plugged it into the wall and it booted up. I
reached into my pocket.
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“Here’s the paper she gave me,” I said as I opened it.
I typed in the password, and then I opened the hidden files.
“Perfect!” Detective Carson said.
The two detectives left the room carrying the laptop. They
were gone for quite some time. While they were gone I almost
fell asleep. I was so bored.
When they returned, they had more questions for me.
“After looking at the computer, we were a bit confused.
You’re not her next target. Actually, we suspected that you
might be on the list and found your information, but there are
four people in front of you. Why do you think they are coming
after you now?” Detective Carson asked, as she sat in the chair
across from me.
“How’d you figure that out?” I asked.
“When we looked in the folder on the computer we
discovered seven of the people on her list are all dead. We found
information on all the victims. The killer kept a diary of the
murders. She listed the victim’s habits and how she was able to
gain their trust,” Detective Carson added.
“What we don’t understand, is why they skipped over the
four people before you,” Detective Carson questioned.
“I don’t have any idea. I guess you would have to ask Katie
Moran that question,” I said, only half serious.
Detective Rider leaned forward onto the table, and said,
“What you’ve told Pedro is of great value to us. Your perception
of the murder scene has given us even more to go on. We
appreciate it. We now know the pattern the killer is using, so we
have a pretty good idea of how she works.
“What we don’t know is how she plans to kill you and the
others who remain on the list. We want to work with you to set a
trap, so we can catch her.”
Changing the subject away from me, I asked, “So, who’s the
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dead guy in the apartment?”
“His name was Charlie Stanton. From the biography we got
from the laptop, he was one of the jurors during Frank Moran’s
trial. During our investigation, we’ve been able to find what the
other murders had in common. What we’ve found out so far is
all of the other victims were jurors,” Detective Rider explained
what they had discovered.
“Some of this we already knew, but the information on the
computer has given us a lot more to go on,” he continued to tell
me what they had found.
Detective Carson added, “On her computer we found
information about you, the prosecuting attorney, four more
jurors, and the judge. From what we can tell, she’s going after
everyone who was involved in sending her father to jail. It seems
she’s taken on her father’s personality.”
“What do you want me to do?” I asked.
“We’re going to release you. The newspapers will say you
were able to make bail,” they explained.
“How can I make bail on a capital murder charge?” I asked.
They looked at each other.
Then Detective Rider suggested, “We’ll tell the press we
don’t have enough evidence to hold you. We’ll tell them you are
person of interest.
“We want you to return to your normal life. Do all of the
things you usually do. The only difference is you’ll be wearing a
microphone and GPS so we can track where you are and we’ll
know what you’re doing. We’ll be watching from a distance.
You’ll be safe,” Detective Carson, explained the plan to capture
the real serial killer.
“We feel she’ll have to move more quickly now that she
thinks you’re getting all the credit for what she’s done,”
Detective Carson informed me.
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I sat back in my chair. I think they were telling me, I was
going to be the bait. I wasn’t comfortable with this at all.
It took a while before I left the police station. I went to the
technology center and they gave me the equipment I was
supposed to keep on me at all times.
After leaving the station, one of the first things I did was to
go to the All-Nite Diner to get something to eat. When I walked
in, Marge was serving customers at the counter. She looked up at
me and laughed.
“What happened to your hair?” she asked, with a big smile
on her face.
“I thought I’d change my image. Do you like it?” I
responded, with a smile and posing like a photography model.
“Not really. I liked it better when it was longer and gray,”
she answered laughing at me.
I sat down and ordered my regular meal. I had a cheese
sandwich, potato chips, and a cup of coffee. I always added a
piece of apple pie for dessert.
After helping some of the other customers, Marge came over
to talk to me.
“Where’ve you been? I’ve missed you the last couple of
days,” she said leaning forward with her elbows on the counter.
“It’s a long story,” I answered. “Hey, do you remember
when I was in here the other day and a young lady came to talk
to me? Why did you say that you didn’t see her?” I asked Marge.
She leaned even closer and said in a soft voice, “I was told to
say that. The girl who told me to do it said it was a practical joke
on you. Did it work?” she asked.
“Better than you know,” I replied.
I sat at the counter for quite some time relaxing over a nice
cup of coffee.
“It was nice to see you George. I hope to see you tomorrow,”
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Marge said, as she ended her shift and headed for home. I waved
and let her know I would see her the next day.
The meal was good, as always. When I finished, I caught the
bus back to my apartment. There were new locks on the door and
someone had replaced the wood around the frame. As I thought
about it, it made sense they had broken down the door in order to
look for Katie Moran.
When I went down the superintendent’s office to get the new
key, he asked me lot of questions and warned me if it ever
happened again he would throw me out of the building.
I just agreed and left. I knew he was only making a threat. It
is too hard to find new tenants in a dump like this.
The new key didn’t work easily to open the three locks.
After struggling with it, I finally opened the door slowly with my
hand on my gun in my pocket. I walked into the room and
looked around. Everything looked normal. The chair I had tied
Katie to was in the corner, and the belts I had used to tie her up
were lying on the bed. Other than that, it looked the same. The
window was still open. It was chilly in the room.
I closed the window and looked across the road to the
building on the other side of the street. I was hoping someone
was watching.
There were no messages on the answering machine on my
desk. I sat down on the bed to think. I knew Katie Moran was
coming for me. How was I supposed to act normal?
Thinking of a way to settle my nerves I decided to take a
long hot shower. It might relax me, besides I hadn’t cleaned up
in two days.
The faucet on the shower turned easily as I let the water
warm up. I looked in the mirror. I realized why people were
laughing at me. I really did look pretty funny. I had short choppy
brown hair and my two-day beard was white. I laughed at
37

A PRIVATE EYE

myself. I was hoping if I took a long enough shower some of the
dye might come out.
My clothes were in a pile on the toilet seat as I climbed into
the shower. It felt so good. I let the warm water run over my
head.
Suddenly a shiver went down my back. It was as if a cold
wind had blown into the room. I quickly dropped to the bottom
of the tub. I heard a gunshot and a bullet flew over my head and
buried itself into the tiles behind me. I curled up into a ball.
Another shot rang out, and then I heard a moan and then a thud.
Was it me? No. I checked myself. I was OK, I hadn’t been
hit.
Listening intently to what was going on to see if I was still in
danger, I stayed in the shower. There was silence.
When I peeked over the edge of the tub, I saw a red headed
woman lying on the floor. In her hand, she had a gun. Smoke
was still coming out of the barrel. There was blood on the floor
beside her head. I tore the shower curtain off the bar and
wrapped it around my body.
Panicked, I got out of the tub, picked up my clothes, stepped
over the body and went into the main room.
Just as I got to the room, my door flew open with a loud
crash. I was standing in the middle of my room with a shower
curtain around me when three police officers ran into the room
with their guns pointed at me.
“Don’t shoot!” I yelled. “I’m unarmed! I don’t have a gun,”
I said, as I dropped to the floor with my hands and legs spread
out.
The police officers stepped over me and looked in the
bathroom.
One of the officers called on his radio, “All clear here. It
looks like we got the suspect.”
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Sitting up to see what was going on, I looked around the
room.
“What’s going on here?” I questioned the police officers in
the room, while sitting on the floor wrapped in my shower
curtain.
“We saw this lady enter your room. We saw her from the
window across the street. When she aimed her gun at you we
took a shot and we got her,” one of the officers told me.
“Do you realize she shot at me, twice?!” I screamed.
“I was lucky I ducked just before she shot at me. The bullets
are in the wall,” I said pointing to the holes in the wall just above
my tub.
“You’d better get dressed, the medical examiner will be here
shortly,” the other officer said.
As he rolled the girl over and removed the gun from her
hand, a red wig fell off her head. The killer we thought was
Katie actually had short white hair.
The body in the bathroom looked familiar.
When I saw her face I exclaimed, “Oh My God! It’s Marge
the waitress from the All-Nite Diner. What’s going on here?!”
The officer used his radio to talk to the people across the
street in the other building, “The victim appears not to be our
suspect, Katie Moran. The man here says that her name is
Marge.”
A voice came back, “Are you sure?”
The officer asked me again if the lady was Katie Moran.
I confirmed to the officer that the lady who was lying in my
bathroom wasn’t Katie Moran but Marge from the All-Nite
Diner.
They asked me if I knew her whole name. I told them I only
knew her as Marge.
Since I was only wearing a shower curtain, I had to look for
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a place to get dressed. The closet was the only place where I
could get some privacy, so I went inside and got dressed. It was
really hard. The closet is so small I had to bend over the whole
time.
I began to think. How had Marge gotten mixed up in all of
this? How many other people does Katie Moran have working
with her? What kind of a network does she have? What is the
connection between Marge and Katie? These were the questions
that were going through my head. I needed to find out what the
answers were.
By the time Detective Carson and Detective Rider appeared
I was dressed. I still hadn’t shaved or finished my shower. Water
was still dripping from my head.
“What’s going on here? Who’s that lady on the bathroom
floor?” Detective Carson asked almost immediately upon seeing
the body on the floor of my bathroom. “Where’d she come
from? Do you know who she is?”
Detective Carson went to the bathroom and looked at the
woman who was lying on the floor. She then turned to me with a
puzzled face.
I answered her question, “I know her as Marge. She was my
waitress at the All-Nite Diner where I eat almost every day. I
don’t understand this. Can you find out who she really is?”
I was now totally confused
“We’re going to have to wait for the Medical Examiner to
get her identity,” she said again.
Looking down at the dead lady she shook her head in
confusion.
She continued, “This is a surprise to us. It isn’t what we
expected at all.”
“I think I would have to agree with you,” I responded
Not long after the Medical Examiner arrived at my
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apartment, as well as the other forensic specialists, I knew they
were going to spend most of the rest of the day analyzing the
crime scene.
The bullet that killed her had come through my window and
into the back of her head, killing her instantly. I looked out of
my broken window at the apartment where the shooter had been
waiting for his shot. I was lucky to be alive.
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Chapter 4

CASE FILE
I put on my gray overcoat, found my glasses, picked up my
cellphone, and left my apartment to be alone. I walked down
toward the park to try to sort out everything that had happened to
me since meeting Katie Moran in my mind.
As I left, I called Pedro, “Hey Pedro, did you hear about
what happened in my apartment?”
“Yeah, pretty strange,” he replied.
“Do you think I could come down there and look at the
laptop again? There might be something we missed,” I
suggested.
“Sure, I’ll get it out of the evidence locker for you. When
will you be here?” he asked.
“I’ll come right now. There’re people all over my apartment
so I won’t be going back there for a while,” I answered.
“OK, see you in few minutes,” Pedro said, as he hung up the
phone.
I got onto the bus and headed to the police station. The
image of Marge on my bathroom floor was on my mind. What
did she have to do with all of this?
As I walked into the station, everyone was staring at me. I
went to Pedro’s desk. He wasn’t there. I looked around for him,
but I didn’t see him. I asked one of the officers where he was,
and as expected, they pointed me to the break room.
Just then, Pedro came out with a cup of coffee and a
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doughnut. I smiled at him, tempted to say something about the
break room, but I resisted.
We went to his desk. The office had many desks in one large
room. Each desk was for a detective. The desks had many case
files stacked on them. I thought about my desk at home. They
looked just like mine.
It was really noisy in the room because the detectives were
talking on their phones at the same time. If I didn’t know what
was going on I would think it was mass confusion, but there is a
method to the way they do things. At a moment’s notice, one
detective can ask for assistance and then the others jump to help.
They work very well as a team.
I sat in the chair next to Pedro’s desk.
“Why are they looking at me like that?” I asked Pedro as I
turned and stared back at them.
“Maybe it’s your hair,” Pedro joked. “Actually, they’re just
curious about what happened in your apartment today. Come
with me, the laptop is in the interrogation room. You’ll have
more privacy there,” Pedro explained to me.
I just stared back at them.
Pedro got up from his desk and led me down the hallway to
the small room where the computer was waiting.
He opened the door and let me in.
The computer booted up just as it had before. I took the
paper out of my pocket and used the code to open the folder
again. I began to look around inside the folder and looked at the
information on the people involved in the conviction of Frank
Moran.
My file was just as complete as the others. I was wondering
why the police weren’t providing protection for these people,
especially me.
I spent a couple of hours searching for anything that could
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be of use to my investigation. I was getting bored so I began to
search the other files on the hard drive.
There were a few unfinished letters, a spreadsheet, and other
miscellaneous files. When I opened the folder called ‘Pictures’ I
was surprised at what I found.
There was picture after picture of Katie Moran and Marge
together in many different places. The pictures had two other
women and a man in them as well.
After looking at the pictures, I went back to Pedro’s desk. I
waited for him to come back.
When he returned, he saw a note on his desk. He read it and
then raised his eyebrows in surprise. “They have the identity of
the woman who was in your room. We have a DNA match.
She’s Marge Moran!” he said looking very surprised.
“Marge Moran!” I blurted out. “She’s related to Frank
Moran?”
“From our database, it says that Marge Moran was the exwife of Frank Moran. They had four children. We’ll get the
names of the children and their addresses as soon as we can. It
seems we may have a family involved in these serial murders,”
Pedro guessed.
Now I knew who was in the pictures.
I showed the pictures to him. Now, he had something to go
on to find their identities.
While Pedro returned the computer to the evidence room, I
sat in the chair next to his desk waiting.
An officer walked by and dropped something onto Pedro’s
desk. I was curious to see what might be on the paper, so I
looked around to see if anyone was watching me, and then I
slipped the paper off his desk into my lap. I looked down at the
paper and read what it said.
It said:
44

A PRIVATE EYE

‘A phone call came into the police station for you.
The lady said her name was Katie. She says you
have her number.’
When Pedro returned, I handed him the message.
“An officer gave this to me to give to you,” I watched to see
if he had a reaction.
“Thanks,” he said, as he took the note from me, his
eyebrows went up.
“I have to make a call, excuse me please,” he said as he got
up to leave.
“Wait a minute. What’s going on?” I asked, as I pulled on
the sleeve of his jacket.
He pulled away and said, “I’ll let you know soon enough.”
With that he walked away, pulling his cellphone out of his
shirt pocket.
On his desk I saw a couple of case folders. One of them was
marked ‘Moran’, so I moved it over closer to me so I could look
at it.
It seemed to have a lot of information inside, and since no
one was watching, I took it, put it under my overcoat, and went
to the restroom. I went into one of the stalls, sat on the toilet, and
opened the folder. There was a lot of information in the folder I
already knew. What I didn’t know was that the police had done a
complete search of the apartment where I had found the dead
body and had found Marge Moran’s finger prints on the open
window and on the gun on the floor. (Which by the way was not
mine.) I recalled the TV was on and there was an open window.
It must have been Marge who went out the window just before I
arrived. Many questions were beginning to be answered, but
many more were coming to my mind.
Why did they think Katie was going to kill me when Marge
was obviously the prime suspect? Now I was getting more
45

A PRIVATE EYE

confused than ever. Why did Katie set me up in the first place?
Why was I included in this crazy plan of hers?
In the folder, there was a lot more information about Katie.
More than the detectives had shared with me. From what I could
see from the file, I was in a lot more danger from the other
family members than from Katie alone.
I continued to read the file. On the next page, I saw a list of
names. They were the names of the people in the pictures.
There was Marge Moran the ex-wife of Frank Moran. Then
there was Katie, Robin, Sarah, and Frank Junior.
Pedro already had all of this information. What was going
on? Why had Pedro acted so surprised? He acted as though he
had never heard of them before.
There were several more pictures. They were of the crime
scene where the boyfriend was killed.
Included in the file were several pictures of me. They were
mostly from the observation cameras around Katie’s apartment
building. I had been seen when I went there. The police already
knew I had gone into the apartment. Suddenly I was feeling
panicked again, but then I saw the time of death the medical
examiner reported was a lot earlier than when I was there. I
finally had an alibi.
A couple of the sheets looked important, so I tore them out,
folded them, and put them into my pocket. The rest of the file I
put into my overcoat pocket and then went back to Pedro’s desk.
He hadn’t returned yet, so I placed the file back where I found it.
I sat for a few minutes looking innocent. I removed the
microphone and the GPS, put them into Pedro’s desk drawer,
and then I left.
Thinking to myself, I asked, “Who can I really trust?”
Facing the police station is a small café. I went there to get a
cup of coffee and a doughnut. As I ate my doughnut and drank
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my coffee, I sat looking out the window. About twenty minutes
later Detective Carson parked in front of the station and went
inside. It wasn’t long before she walked out with Pedro beside
her. They got into the car and drove away.
“Why were the two of them going somewhere? Where were
they going? How did they know each other so well?” I thought
to myself again.
Now I was beginning to get more confused.
After I left the café, I walked three blocks to one of my
favorite stores. I usually go there when I need a new piece of
electronic equipment for a case. They’ve got all the newest
gadgets for private eyes, like me, which we use in our business. I
looked around and found what I was looking for, a small police
scanner.
I paid for my purchase and left the store. The scanner came
with a book, which listed the common frequencies used by the
different agencies in the police department. Looking through the
book, I found the State Police detective’s frequency. I walked to
the park, but this time I didn’t avoid the cameras because I
wanted to be able to document where I went and the time I was
there. I would be able to provide a solid alibi if anyone ever
asked.
I purchased a chili hot dog and a drink from the hot dog
stand at the entrance to the park. I walked to a bench close to the
entrance and sat down. After I finished the hot dog, I began to
read through the papers I brought with me.
Just then, I heard a familiar voice over the scanner.
“We need to contact the police chief. It seems we’ve had a
leak in our investigation,” Detective Carson’s voice came over
the little speaker on the scanner.
“I agree. I’ll meet you at the office in twenty minutes,”
Detective Rider’s voice responded.
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“Ten-four,” Agent Carson’s voice answered.
The more information I gathered, the more confused I
became. I was trying to sort out who was with me and who was
against me.
The papers I had placed in my coat pocket provided a lot of
new information. I took my time reading over the documents.
Most of the facts I already knew. Pedro had already told me a lot
of what was there, but what was upsetting were the things he
hadn’t told me.
Relief came over me when I saw the information about the
gun, although the same model as mine, it didn’t match my serial
number. The gun on the floor was the murder weapon, not mine.
It was registered to a Michael Benton. Two years earlier it had
been reported as stolen.
As I continued to read the information in the file, I became
aware of some unusual facts. The descriptions of the murder
scenes revealed a common formula. There were similarities,
which indicated there was a lot of planning and thinking that
went into each murder. The one thing that stood out the most
was in each case the victim had become very close to the
murderer. The killer had been able to build a level of trust with
the victim before they died.
In the case file, it listed three men and five women who were
already dead, and in every case the victim wasn’t in their home.
They were always in a different person’s residence. There was a
thread connecting all of the murders, but it appeared the police
hadn’t been able to figure it out what it was until now. The only
address that linked the murders to the Moran family was Katie’s.
So, why had she allowed this to happen? It put the suspicion
directly on her.
As I continued to read, I realized, in my case, they hadn’t
followed the same strategy. Something was different. Marge had
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changed the way they had done things in the past.
Remembering the file on the computer, my name wasn’t the
next one on the list. My name was near the end. All the victims
had been killed in the order on the list.
Why had Charlie Stanton been killed in Katie’s own
apartment? Why was I being involved in that murder? What was
she trying to do?
While I sat in the park listening to the scanner, I was also
deep in thought about what I was reading.
Just then, a familiar voice behind me said, “If you turn
around I’ll kill you.”
I froze. “OK, what do you want?” I asked.
“I want you to stop these senseless murders. I know my
mother is dead. The rest of my family wants to get revenge for
that, so be very careful. I’m working with Sergeant Gomez to let
him know when and where they plan to take their revenge. You
need to be careful,” the female voice warned me.
Then there was silence. She disappeared. I knew the voice. It
was Katie Moran.
Confused and a little afraid, I just sat there for a while. I was
hoping that someone had seen Katie on the security camera and
would come to help me.
Just then, I heard Detective Carson’s voice come over the
scanner.
“Do you know where George Bronson went?”
“No, we thought he was at Sergeant Gomez’ desk,” came
back a reply from Detective Rider.
“He was in the police station but now he’s gone. Has anyone
seen him?” Detective Carson’s voice came over the speaker
clearly.
“No, I thought he was with Pedro,” Detective Rider
returned.
49

A PRIVATE EYE

I laughed at the fact that they were looking for me. I waved
at the camera across from me, so someone would see me.
A few minutes went by and then Detective Rider’s voice
came back.
“We found him. He’s in the park waving at one of the
observation cameras. Should we send a patrol to bring him in?”
he asked.
“No, I think he’ll come in by himself,” Detective Carson
replied.
I stood up, waved at the camera again, and headed back to
the police station.
It took about ten minutes to walk. I was very cautious and
kept my eyes open for anything out of the ordinary.
When I walked in the front door, Pedro was there to greet
me.
“George, where did you go? I thought you were going to
wait for me here,” he said, as he walked up to me.
“I just went for a walk. It was hot and boring in here. By the
way I think these are yours,” I answered, as I handed him the
pages I had torn out of the folder earlier from the Moran case
file.
Pointing to the papers, I continued, “Would you mind
explaining what this is all about?”
“You weren’t supposed to see that!” he said a bit angrily at
me.
“Well I did, and I’ve got a lot of questions to ask you,” I
responded, not in a good mood.
Just then, Detective Carson’s voice came over the scanner,
“Did you find him yet?”
I reached into my pocket and quickly pushed the off button
on the scanner and grinned at Pedro.
“So that’s how you knew we were looking for you,” Pedro
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said, as he shook his head. “Come back to the Captain’s office.
We need to talk to you,” Pedro pointed the way.
Pedro led me to the back of the station. We walked down a
long hallway with many offices on either side. There was a lot of
activity going on. People were coming and going past door after
door. The captain’s office was at the end of the hall.
When Pedro knocked on the door, the captain waved for us
to come in. The captain was sitting behind his desk on the phone.
He was a man of about fifty. One felt immediate respect for
him because of his demeanor. He had short white hair that
circled his bald head. His white shirt had stars on the collar
indicating his rank. He had a pleasant smile.
On the coatrack behind him was his dark blue uniform and
on top of the rack, placed neatly on a hook, was his dark blue hat
with the city’s logo on it.
Once inside, and with the door closed, the noise disappeared.
The office was big with a large desk. Around the walls were
many shelves and on them were pictures of important people,
trophies, and other display items.
“OK, I’ll call you back in a few minutes,” the captain
finished his call.
“Come in Mr. Bronson. Have a seat,” the captain pointed to
a chair in front of his desk.
“We have a few things to talk to you about,” the captain
started.
“I agree. Looks like we do,” I said, as I looked back at
Pedro.
“We need your help to solve the mystery of the serial
killings. Our department has been under a lot of pressure by the
mayor’s office and from the press to stop the killer, or killers,”
the captain began.
“We’ve been looking at the files on the computer you found,
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and we have discovered some facts we didn’t know about
before,” he continued.
“I know, I was looking at those files earlier, before Pedro
took the computer to your crime scene experts,” I spoke up. “So,
what can I add?”
“We need your insight into what’s going on. You’ve been
brought into the middle of all of this and we think you can give
us a different perspective,” the captain explained.
I paused for few seconds in order to organize my thoughts. I
was surprised the police department was asking me for my help.
Turning back to the captain I began, “Well, I think some of
the assumptions made earlier were completely wrong. Looking
at the file, and the information on the computer, I’d have to
guess Marge was the leader. The family wants to get revenge for
Frank Moran’s conviction. I’m pretty sure how the children fit
into the picture, but as far as Katie is concerned, I’m a little
confused.”
The captain stopped me and asked, “How’s that?”
“Well, what she did when she came to me was completely
out of character compared to the methods used in the other cases.
It almost seemed like she was asking me to help, but I just got in
the way,” I answered.
“I would agree with that,” Pedro teased me.
I looked over at Pedro surprised at what he had just said.
“What do you mean by that?” Captain Klein asked me
leaning forward.
Turning back to the captain, I said, “She came to me. In the
other cases the victims were lured into a trap. Like the other
people on her list, Marge was watching me very carefully, so she
knew my routine and what I did every day. I made that easier for
her by eating at the All-Nite Diner every day.
As a result, the information I found on the computer about
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me was very complete.
“Second, Katie didn’t kill me when she had the chance. She
let me capture her.
“Third, she made it possible for me to enter her apartment so
I could find the computer. Once I had the computer, it was easy
to find the evidence.
“Fourth, she gave me the paper to the computer’s hidden
folder. I think she wanted me to figure out that it would open the
information on the computer. That way she could keep her
cover.
“Fifth, when I left her alone, when I went to her apartment,
she didn’t try to escape. When the police came, and she needed
to get away from my apartment, she was able to do it easily. I
think she needed to know what I had discovered, so she would
be prepared for the next step. After that, she was in a position to
tell Pedro what was going to happen next.”
“You know that she’s been talking to Pedro?” the captain
asked.
“Yeah, she left a message for him to call,” I replied. “I saw
the note.”
Pedro looked at the captain and smiled, realizing he may
have unintentionally given a secret away.
“And last, she talked to me in the park to warn me that her
family was looking for revenge for the death of her mother. She
said she would contact Pedro when she knew the place and time.
If I didn’t know better I would have to say she has been trying to
use me, not kill me,” I finished.
At first, Pedro and the captain were quiet. The sound of
silence in the room was almost too hard to bear.
Finally, the captain spoke up.
“Well, George, you’ve got most of it. So, what do you think
is next?” the captain asked me.
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“I think there are three violent people out there who are
looking to get even for the death of their mother and the
conviction of their father. Although I don’t know what their plan
is going to be, it can’t be good,” I replied.
“We have one piece of information you have not seen,” the
captain said as he opened a folder on his desk. He stood up,
reached across the desk, turned the folder around, and opened it
so I could see it.
Each page had more information about the seven other
murders. I turned the pages slowly and reviewed the information
on each one.
Looking up I asked, “How long have you been working on
this?”
“About five years. That’s when the first victim was killed.
Since then we’ve been trying to understand how they were
connected. It wasn’t until you brought us the computer, with the
hidden folder, that we were able to put the pieces of the puzzle
together.
“We’ve had an informant who’s been giving us little pieces
of what’s been happening all along, which we now know was
Katie, so we know the whole story,” the captain said, as he sat
back into his chair. “I think she was unable to give us what we
needed, so it appears that she used you.”
“So, when you set me up, you knew it might be Marge who
was going to try and kill me?” I asked very surprised.
“Kind of like that. We weren’t sure, but we had a pretty
good idea it would be her or Katie,” the captain admitted.
“What do you need from me now?” I asked.
“Katie has contacted Pedro, as you already know. She told
us her siblings are going to finish the job, but we need you to
help us catch them,” Captain Klein explained.
“Wait a minute. You want ME to be the bait AGAIN!” I
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shouted, as I jumped up.
“Sit down George. We just need your help to set the trap,”
the captain tried to calm me down.
I sat back down and the captain explained what the plan was
going to be.
“We’re going to let Katie know our plan and then she’ll pass
the information on to her family. Her siblings think she’s just
pretending to work with us, when in fact she really is,” the
captain explained.
Pedro spoke up, “Katie has told her siblings I’m a corrupt
undercover officer and I’m giving her information about you.
Since you’re not popular around here, the family won’t have any
problem believing that you are under arrest for the murder of
their mother.”
“Thanks for that, buddy,” I responded sarcastically.
The three of us formulated a plan. I didn’t like the idea of
being a target again, but it seemed like the only logical way to
trap the killers. Pedro would call Katie and inform her I had been
arrested again. The charge would be obstruction, and they would
be taking me later that day to the courthouse for my pre-trial and
bail hearing. She would then pass the information on and tell
them where the best place and time for the family to get a shot at
me would be.
“They’re going to take a shot at me?” I asked panicking.
“The place will be surrounded by police. Don’t worry,’
Captain Klein tried to calm me down.
After our meeting, I went to the crime lab and got fitted with
a bullet proof vest. They gave me an orange jumpsuit with the
number 98565 printed on it. Written in big letters on the back
was ‘City Jail’. I put on the jumpsuit over the bulletproof vest. I
felt really fat.
Detective Carson and Detective Rider met me in the
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hallway. They were wearing vests with ‘State Police’ written on
the front and back.
“I’ll be leading you down to a waiting car in the garage.
Based on the information we gave them, they’re expected to
make an attempt to shoot you there,” Detective Carson informed
me.
Once I was fitted with the equipment, they took me to the
tunnel that leads out to the underground garage. When they
transport a prisoner to court for trial this is the way they have to
go.
As they led me down a long narrow hallway, I had my hands
behind my back as if I was in handcuffs, but they were actually
free.
We turned the corner at the end of the hallway and just as we
did a bullet rang out and struck me in the chest causing me to fall
backward onto the ground. I lost my breath.
The police opened fire in return. A car sped out of the
parking lot, but three police cars blocked the entrance to the
garage.
Three people jumped out of the car and began to run in
different directions. The police had the entire parking lot
surrounded, so the three killers had nowhere to run. Soon they
were caught, on the ground, with guns pointed at their heads.
We captured the Moran family. The trap had worked.
However, I lay on the ground trying to catch my breath. The
bullet really hurt and was going to leave a big bruise where it
had hit me, but at least I was still alive.
Detective Julie Carson helped me to my feet. I stood at the
entrance to the station and watched as the Moran family was
dragged into the jail.
They glared an angry stare at me. One of them tried to spit at
me, but the officers pushed her head down before she could do
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it.
As I walked back toward the offices, Pedro came running
down to meet me.
“Are you OK?” he asked out of breath.
“Yeah,” I responded. “I don’t think I’m ever going to
volunteer to be the bait ever again,” I replied, still trying to
regain my balance.
“The captain wants to see you when you are ready,” Pedro
informed me.
Returning to the crime lab, they removed my vest slowly. I
had a big bump where the bullet had hit me. Stuck in the vest
was the bullet.
“Do you want the bullet for a souvenir?” the technician
asked me.
“Sure, I can put it into a bottle and show everyone how close
I came to dying today” I responded, staring at the bullet.
I put it into my pocket.
“Come with me. We’re going to talk to the captain,” Pedro
informed me.
We walked down the hall. Almost every officer we passed
either clapped their hands or complimented me.
They said, “Good job”, or “Well done.”
It was never like this before. I was never welcome in this
place.
Pedro and I walked into the office. Captain Klein stood up
and shook my hand. On the other side of the room was Katie
Moran. I was surprised to see her.
She greeted me. I nodded at her and then sat down.
“You’ve done a great thing. I know it took a lot of courage.
We thank you from the bottom of our hearts,” he said to me.
“Don’t expect me to do this again anytime soon!” I
responded.
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“How did you know who was behind all of this?” Pedro
asked.
Thinking for a moment, I then looked at him and said, “It
was just good old fashioned PI work, and a lot of luck.”
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Episode 2
The Reynolds Files

OFFICE
Chapter 5
George Bronson - Private Eye #312. I stood back and
admired the words on the door in front of me. I walked up and
polished the letters with the sleeve of my gray overcoat. I then
took the new key out of my pocket and opened the door. It was
dark inside, so I searched for the light switch. It was just to my
right. When I flipped the switch, it took a moment for the
fluorescent lights to turn on. They flashed and flickered a few
times and then finally lit up the room, I looked around.
Directly in front of me was the new receptionist’s desk. My
receptionist, Sally Wilson, would arrive in about half an hour.
Behind the desk was a new filing cabinet.
Sally had spent several days organizing the files I had
brought from my apartment. She was very good at it. I was
happy to have that finished and out of the way, especially with
all of the new work I was getting.
Next to the desk, and to the right, was a brown sofa. In front
of it was a coffee table with a few magazines scattered on it. I
had picked up a few of them at the newsstand the day before. On
my left was a water cooler that made a gurgling noise as a
bubble floated to the top. The walls were plain and the carpet on
59

A PRIVATE EYE

the floor was the normal gray color seen in most offices. It
wasn’t fancy, but it was nice for me, and most of all, it was mine.
My old place came to my mind where I had an old desk, in
the corner of my dirty rundown apartment, with the phone and
answering machine sitting among the stacks of unfiled papers. I
began to wonder why anyone would have hired me while I
worked out of there.
Behind and to the left of the desk was the door to my office.
Painted on the door was ‘George Bronson – President’. I was
very proud of my new title.
The morning sun was coming in through the windows, as I
walked into my office. I turned on the lights, hung my overcoat
on the coat rack next to the door, and looked in the mirror on the
wall. My hair was almost back to normal. I still had a little
brown on top, but it was longer now. I walked over to the
window and looked out over where I had sat on the park bench
only a couple of months before wondering if I should stay in
town or leave. There was a thin layer of snow on the ground. We
were having a warmer than normal winter. We usually had a lot
of snow on the ground at this time of year.
It seemed like a very long time ago since that big case. It
was the biggest case I had ever had. Now I was so busy I was
considering hiring another PI to help me.
The Moran case had made me famous. All the papers in
town and even the local magazine had done stories about how I
had helped solve the mystery of the serial killers.
Business was good.
Most of the cases I was getting were domestic in nature.
They included long periods of time watching people, usually late
into the night. If they made a mistake, I documented it in a
photograph, which I would then give to the client.
Occasionally, I worked on a more interesting case, but that
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didn’t happen very often.
There was one case where a thief had broken into several
jewelry stores and left no clues. The robber knew how to disable
all the security systems in the stores. I looked at the pattern he
used in choosing the stores he was going to rob, and I guessed
which one would be next. I set up a trap using surveillance
equipment I had purchased at my favorite store. It was a batteryoperated camera and used a wireless signal. He would not know
it was there. Therefore, he would not be able to turn it off.
We caught him in the store. He worked for the security
company that had installed the systems in all the jewelry stores.
He asked me how I caught him.
I just answered, “Good old fashioned PI work.”
There was a nice bonus for me on that one.
Walking toward my desk, I sat down in my chair, put my
feet up onto the desk, and leaned back with my hands behind my
head. I thought about smoking a cigar in celebration of my new
office, but I didn’t smoke and I reasoned it would only make the
office smell bad. The thought just passed through my head.
There was a knock on my door. I looked at my watch. Was
Sally early?
“Come in,” I said, as I dropped my feet to the ground and
pulled the chair up to the desk. I wanted to look like a boss.
The door opened and to my amazement, in walked Katie
Moran, the daughter of Frank Moran, the serial killer I had sent
to prison, and Marge Moran who had tried to kill me.
“Hello George, remember me?” Katie asked, with a smile on
her face.
“How could I forget,” I replied.
When she walked in, I stood up and pointed to a chair in
front of me for her to sit down.
Before I opened my new office, I had done studies on office
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décor. I read that if the chair behind the desk is higher than the
chairs in front, it gives the boss a feeling of being superior. The
guest feels below them. It is a power thing.
“So, what can I do for you Ms. Moran?”
Katie Moran sat down in the chair in front of the desk. She
could barely see over the edge of the desk. She sat as tall as she
could to see me.
I thought to myself, “Maybe I’d gotten the chairs a little too
short.”
“I’ve been thinking about what you said to me when you had
me tied up in your apartment. You said I’d done a good job of
collecting information on you and that I’d make a good private
eye. Well, I thought that maybe I could work for you,” she
stated.
“You want a job?” I asked, not expecting this at all.
“Yes, I really need a job, and I know I can help you,” she
replied very confidently.
“How do you know that I’ve got enough work to keep you
busy?” I asked.
“I’ve been watching you,” Katie stated directly. “Would you
like to see the files I’ve got on you?”
She reached inside of her bag and took out a large folder.
Inside of the folder were several pictures of me. I especially
liked the picture of me ordering a hot dog from the vendor in the
park.
I hadn’t gone back to the All-Nite Diner since the big case.
Instead, I usually got a hot dog at lunch. I was such a good
customer the owner gave me a free hot dog after I purchased
nine, so every two weeks I got a free one. Looking at the picture
made me a little hungry. The small hot dog stand in the park
stays open most of the year.
Katie saw me looking at the picture.
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She said, “You know, you really shouldn’t eat those things
every day. They aren’t good for you.”
Ignoring her, I continued to look through the pictures. I was
glad to see she didn’t have any personal pictures of me.
“OK, Ms. Moran, these are pretty good pictures
documenting what I’ve done over the past few weeks. Why
should I hire you?” I asked.
“Because I’ve got a few more you may not want people to
see,” she responded with a smile and a laugh.
I looked up from the pictures a little surprised.
“Oh, really? Can you show me the pictures?” I asked.
“Depends on how this discussion goes,” she replied still
smiling.
“So, you’re going to blackmail me for a job?” I asked.
“Kind of like that,” she smiled even bigger.
“So, what kind of work are you looking for?” I asked a
direct question.
“While I was following you I noticed there were times you
weren’t able to do a complete job because you were called away
to do something else. I can fill in the gaps when you have
another case to work on.
“I’m very patient and I don’t mind waiting for things to
happen. Here are a few more pictures I took that might be
helpful to you on some of the cases you’re working on right
now,” Katie said, pulling out another folder from her bag. She
placed it on my desk and then sat back in her chair, almost
disappearing from sight.
She showed me at least a dozen photos of cases I was
currently working on in her folder.
“These are really good. When did you take these?” I asked,
still looking at the pictures.
“Usually after you left, I stayed behind and finished the job
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for you,” she smiled again, leaning forward toward the desk. Her
face was just barely visible.
They were good. Two of the pictures I really needed in order
to close an important case I was working on at the time.
“I’m impressed. You spent a lot of time following me,” I
said to her.
Then I had a thought.
“Are you planning to compete with me?” I asked.
“The thought had crossed my mind, but then I thought, it
would be better to work with you than against you. You’ve got a
pretty good business here, thanks to my family, and I thought to
myself, why not help you,” she stated directly.
“Assuming that I decide to take you on, I would have to hire
you as an employee,” I said.
“Employee!? I was thinking more like a partner,” she
jumped back at me.
“Partner? Why should I make you a partner?” I asked, very
surprised at what she had just said.
“Because I can bring you business,” she replied.
“How’s that?” I asked
“I’ve got a case right now I think will make money for both
of us. I can’t do it alone. I can help you and you can help me. In
the end it’ll be good for both of us,” she answered, still looking
over the edge of my desk.
“Would you mind if I pull my chair around to the side of the
desk? It’s not easy seeing you from down here,” she asked me..
“OK,” I said as she moved the chair where we could see
each other better.
While she moved the chair she commented, “Why did you
buy such low chairs. I feel like a little kid down here.”
Laughing, I said, “That’s the point.”
“What’s the point?” she asked.
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“The point of the chairs is to make me appear to be more
important,” I answered.
“That’s stupid,” she replied, as she tried to sit up taller in the
chair.
“OK, so what’s this big case you told me about?” I asked
sitting back in my chair once again with my hands behind my
head.
“My father is in prison for murder, as you know.
“Last week I went to visit him.
“Well, his cellmate told him about some things he had done
that the police don’t know about,” Katie shared with me.
“What kind of things?” I asked.
“He didn’t say,” she gave me an answer.
“Why me? Why do you want to work with me? He must hate
me just like the rest of your family does,” I asked.
“He won’t know that you are involved. If I’m hired I can tell
him you are my cover. He won’t know that you’re helping me to
find out more about his friend and what he’s been up to,” she
responded.
“I’m going to have to think about this for a while,” I said, as
I leaned forward looking her in the eye.
Getting more curious I asked, “How do you think I can
help?”
“I’ll tell you as soon as you give me a job,” Katie said
smiling.
Thinking for a moment, I made her an offer.
“I’ve been thinking about taking on an employee recently,
but not a partner. What if we give it six months and see how it
goes? I’ll pay you twenty percent of the money we earn on jobs
you work on,” I proposed.
“Give me three months and thirty percent, then we have a
deal,” Katie said reaching out her hand to shake mine.
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We shook hands.
“This could get really interesting,” I said.
Katie and I sat and talked for a while. As we did, we
discussed how to split up the work I was doing.
“By the way, where are those pictures of me you were going
to blackmail me with?” I asked.
“Oh, I was just kidding. I don’t have anything like that,” she
smiled again.
Things were feeling a bit awkward. I wasn’t completely sure
I could believe her at this point.
There was a knock on the door.
“Come in,” I said.
The door opened and Sally walked in carrying some papers
in her hand.
Sally Wilson was a woman of about thirty. She was dressed
in jeans and a gray hooded sweatshirt. Her black hair was short
with a streak of blonde running through her bangs. I found her
through an employment agency. She seemed competent for the
job, and she accepted a lower salary than most of the others I had
interviewed. She wasn’t going to dress up, but that didn’t matter
to me.
“I’m here for work,” she said.
When she noticed Katie she asked, “Is this a new client?”
“No, this is Katie Moran, she’s a new employee,” I answered
from behind my desk.
“Did you say Katie Moran?” Sally said a little louder than
she wanted to. “Isn’t she the daughter of Marge Moran, the lady
who tried to kill you?”
“Yep, but she’s also the one who helped us capture her
family,” I replied.
Sally looked very surprised.
She said softly under breath, “Whatever, you’re the boss.”
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She turned and walked out of the room.
“She doesn’t like me, does she?” Katie asked a little
surprised.
“What do you expect?” I asked.
“I’m not sure. I hope we can work together without her
hating me,” Katie stated.
“Don’t worry about Sally. She’ll be fine. When do you want
to start?” I asked her.
“How about now? Where will I sit?” she asked looking
around the room.
“I guess I’ll need to get another desk in here. I’ll arrange that
today, but we won’t be spending a lot of time here,” I advised
her. “We’ll be out of the office working most of the time.”
I moved some things around on my desk trying to find my
calendar for the day. Then a thought came to me.
“One other thing, I don’t want you to use your real name.
It’ll get real confusing for my clients,” I added. “Have you ever
used another name?”
“No, but I could use my mother’s maiden name. How about
Katie Stewart,” she suggested.
“OK, Katie Stewart it is,” I answered. “We are going to need
to go to the police station to get you registered as a PI.”
As we walked out of the office, I told Sally to call the office
furniture store about renting another desk and chair. I explained
to her how I wanted the office to be arranged. I wanted Katie’s
desk to be along the wall to the right of my desk.
Right then I wished I had gotten a bigger office. Now I was
going to have to share my space. I was hoping it would all work
out in the end.
“We’re going down to the police station. We’ll be back in a
couple of hours,” I told Sally. “We’ve got to go and get her
credentials as a PI.”
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She didn’t look very excited about adding Katie to the firm,
but it was my decision.
It was a sunny day so we decided to walk. I put on my
overcoat and made sure I had my keys with me. Katie put on her
coat and gloves. It would take about ten minutes to walk.
There wasn’t a lot of wind and the sun made it feel warmer
than it actually was. It would be a nice walk.
We passed the hot dog vendor who had already opened his
shop at the entrance to the park. I nodded at him as I walked
past. I wanted to buy a hot dog, but after what Katie said about
me eating too many hot dogs, I decided to wait.
“Why are we walking?” Katie asked.
“It’s a nice day for a walk, don’t you think?” I replied.
“Don’t you have a car?” she asked.
“No, I don’t need one. I can walk or take the bus. I get my
exercise this way,” I responded.
On the way to the police station, we began to talk about the
case she had told me about in the office.
“Tell me about what your father told you when you visited
him,” I inquired.
“Well, actually he didn’t tell me a lot. What he did say was
that his cellmate had bragged to him that he had more
information about his own case than the police knew about. I
don’t believe my dad thinks that I’ll do anything about it. He was
just telling me in a conversation. It can get pretty boring in
prison.
“His roommate is filing an appeal on his case, and dad said,
if he’s successful, he’ll be released pending another trial. This
could happen very soon,” Katie explained.
Changing the subject a little bit, Katie continued, “Dad
knows about mom and the kids. However, he doesn’t know that I
was involved in helping the police.”
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I asked, “Tell me, why did you help the police? What did
you have to gain by betraying your family like that?”
“I hated what they were doing. I didn’t want to be involved.
When they used my apartment for the last murder, it made me
sick. I had to stop them or I’d be in jail too.
“Mom got careless because she held you most responsible
for dad being in jail and because you were getting so close to
figuring out what she was doing.
“I don’t hold you responsible for any of that. My parents got
what they deserved,” Katie explained to me. “My dad did what
he did and I still love him as my dad, but he’s in jail. That’s
where he belongs.”
“So, tell me. What’s the name of your father’s roommate?” I
asked.
“Jordan Reynolds,” she answered.
“Jordan Reynolds?!” I blurted out. “Are you serious?”
“Why? Do you know him?” she asked.
“Yes. They arrested and convicted him of drug dealing and
money laundering. They say he was the boss of the largest drug
and crime ring in the city. What is surprising is he lived in my
building. We were all surprised when the police arrested him.
Usually a man like him lives in a mansion, not a rundown old
apartment building like mine.
“He had the best disguise until he was caught on a video
making a big deal. Then his life came crashing down. They
found millions of dollars in the walls of his apartment. They
gave him life in prison just like your father. I think they told us
he was the leader of the organized crime syndicate in the city,
but I’m not completely sure.”
“I knew most of that story, but I didn’t know he used to live
in your building,” Katie replied.
“That part was left out of the press,” I informed her.
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“What do you think your father found out? What other
things do you think he was involved with?” I asked, now very
curious.
“I won’t know until I talk to him next week. I’m not sure he
even wants to talk about it,” Katie responded.
On the way, we stopped in the café across from the police
station and got a cup of coffee to warm ourselves up before we
went to talk to Pedro.
“This feels really strange,” I said.
“What does?” she asked.
“Sitting here with you, after the way things went in my
apartment, I thought you really hated me,” I shared with her.
“That was all part of the act to convince you to go to my
place and find the computer. It worked, didn’t it?” she asked.
“Yeah, but it still feels strange,” I replied.
We didn’t talk much after that. I looked out the window over
at the police station watching the people come and go. The cup
of coffee was relaxing.
When I finished my coffee, I paid the bill and we walked
across the street to the police station. Many of the officers
greeted me when we entered. It still felt strange, but I liked it.
We went to the main office and looked for Pedro, but we
didn’t see him. Then he walked out of the lunchroom.
“Hey George,” he said to me, as he ate a donut, and then he
noticed Katie.
“Hi Katie, what brings you in here with this guy?” he asked
her chuckling.
I quickly responded, “Pedro, can we go to a private office. I
have something to talk to you about.”
“Sure, follow me,” he said, as he led us to an empty office
and closed the door.
We all sat down, and then I began, “Katie’s joining my firm
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as a private detective and we need to get her documents. We’re
wondering if we can ask you a very special favor. Since Katie’s
so well known, and her last name’s so infamous, we were
wondering if we could get her credentials in an alias,” I posed
the question to Pedro. “We need to keep this quiet. I don’t want
this to get out.”
“We’ll have to talk to the captain about that. Hold on, let me
see if he’s available,” Pedro responded, as he went down the
hallway to consult with Captain Klein.
It was a few minutes later when Pedro returned.
“The captain wants to talk to you two. He’s waiting to see
you,” Pedro explained.
We went to his door. When we entered, he stood up and
offered us to sit in the chairs in front of his desk.
“So, you want to become a team, I hear,” the captain said,
with a smile.
“That’s correct sir. Katie came to me this morning and
presented a pretty good case why she would be helpful to my
agency. The problem we have is that her name is too well
known. Is it possible for her to use an alias?” I asked.
“I’ve never had anyone ask this before, but since there are
special circumstances I believe we can make an exception. Of
course, your documentation here at the station will reflect your
true identity, and if anyone should ask, we have to give them
your real name. Can you live with that?” he asked looking at
Katie.
“That’s fair enough, I guess,” she responded.
I agreed
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NEW CASE
Chapter 6
I sat with the captain while Katie went to another office to
process her papers.
“How’s it going George? I hear you’ve got a new office over
by the park. Big changes, huh?” the captain created conversation.
“Yeah, it feels good,” I replied.
I sat back in my chair and continued, “It was strange when
Katie came to my office. I was thinking just this morning I have
enough work for two, but I never dreamed I would hire Katie
Moran. She’s a good worker, and she showed me some of the
work she’s done. Quite frankly, I was impressed.”
“It’s a bit ironic you would hire a Moran, considering all you
went through with that family,” the captain offered.
“But when you think about it, it all makes sense. She was the
one who helped us catch her family,” I said.
It was a couple of hours before Katie returned.
“Everything’s fine, except it’ll be a few days before I’ll have
the gun permit. I’m ready to go to work!” she told me.
We left the police station and walked back to the office.
When we got to the park, I stopped at the hot dog stand and
ordered my hot dog with all of the toppings.
Katie just shook her head.
“Do you want one?” I asked, with my mouth full of the first
bite.
“No thank you. Those things are going to kill you,” she
muttered.
We walked back to the office.
When we entered, Sally was sitting at the desk on the phone.
72
A PRIVATE EYE

She was taking a message. She looked up at us and pointed to
my office. When we went in we saw along the wall, to the left,
were Katie’s desk and chair. It had already arrived.
I hung up my coat on the coat rack next to the door and sat at
my desk.
Katie went to her desk and set her big bag on top of it. She
took out a few things and placed them onto her desk.
“I guess I need to get settled in. I’m going to go to the office
supply store to get some supplies. Do you need anything?” she
asked as she spun in a circle in her chair.
“No I’m fine. When you get back, give your receipt to Sally
and she’ll reimburse you for your supplies,”
While Katie was looking in the drawers of her desk, I tossed
her a pencil and a pad of paper, so she could write down the
things she needed.
“May I have your cellphone number in case I need to get in
touch with you,” I asked Katie.
“Sure, it’s 319-555-6699,” she responded.
“Do you want mine,” I asked.
“No, I already have it,” she replied without looking up.
“Oh, yeah,” I remembered that she had called me early in the
morning not that long ago.
Katie left, and as she went out the doorway, Sally came in
with the message she was taking when we walked in.
“I think this is important,” she said.
I looked at the message. Sally noticed the look of surprise on
my face.
“Who gave you this message?” I asked.
“He didn’t leave a name and the caller ID was blank. I asked
him for his name, but as soon as he finished the message he hung
up,” Sally told me.
“Was it a man’s or a woman’s voice?” I asked.
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“It was a man. Guessing his age, I might say late forties or
early fifties. He had an eastern accent, New England I think,”
Sally answered.
“What part of New England?” I asked, joking with her.
“Probably Massachusetts,” she quickly responded.
I was impressed with her ability.
“Is there anything else you can tell me?” I asked.
“Well, it sounded like he was smoking while he was talking
to me. I could hear the sound of trucks in the background. There
was also music. I think it might’ve come from a music box in a
truck-stop,” she curled her eyebrows as she tried to remember
the details. “Oh, and a police car went by with its siren turned
on.”
“That’s a lot of detail from a five minute call. Thanks,” I
said to her more impressed than before.
The message said,
‘You need to be careful. You are being
fooled, and if you fall for the deception, your life
will be in danger. Things are not what they
seem. The case you’re working on is bigger than
you think. There are people who want you dead.
Stop what you’re doing if you want to live’.
I looked up at Sally, “Are you sure this is what he said?”
“Yes sir, I wrote down word for word what he said. I think
you need to be very careful,” she answered.
Sally left the room and I looked over the message she had
given me. It was a warning. It was making me very nervous.
I began to think about how this could apply to me. What was
I working on that would be so dangerous? Then it hit me. I was
working on a case I had taken a week before. The man I was
investigating was a banker we suspected was laundering money
for the mob. I pulled his file from the stack of papers on my
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desk.
I spent an hour reviewing the case, and then Katie returned
with a large box of supplies.
“Did you buy everything in the store?” I asked in surprise.
“No, just one of everything,” she laughed.
“Come here, I want to show you something,” I said to Katie.
After setting the supplies on her desk, she came over and I
showed her the message.
At first she was a bit surprised, and then she asked me,
“Who is this from?”
“I don’t know. Sally just gave it to me,” I replied. “I think it
has something to do with this case.”
Pointing to the picture of our subject, I continued, “This is
Rondall Foster. This guy’s bad news. Everyone loves him and
getting information on him has been very difficult. No one will
talk. I know that he has connections on the east coast. Sally said
the guy who called had an eastern accent. What do you think?”
Katie looked up and answered, “I think you’re right. I know
something about this guy. He’s a big spender. He spends a lot of
time at the casino across the river. People really like him, but he
lives better than his salary.”
“How do you know this about him?” I asked.
“I followed you a few times. After you had to leave I went
inside the casino to see who he was. I’ve got a file I started on
him. Do you want it?” Katie asked.
“Sure, let me see it,” I responded.
She went to her desk and rummaged around in her purse for
a few minutes. She mumbled some words as she dug around.
Finally, she found it and brought it to me.
“It’s going to be nice to have an office instead of carrying
everything around with me in my bag,” she said, as she handed
me the folder.
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I opened it and turned the pages.
“This is really good work. How’d you get all of this
information?” I asked her, looking up from the papers she had
given me.
“A woman has her ways,” she said as she fluttered her
eyelids.
I laughed at her response.
“Really, how did you get these people to talk?” I asked her.
“I don’t look like a private investigator, but you do. They
won’t talk to you because of that,” she answered.
After discussing Rondall Foster, we went over the cases I
had and decided how to split up the cases and make the best use
of our time.
Working with Katie was fun. She had a lot of energy and had
many creative ideas. We got more work done in a week than I’d
ever done in a month. Our clients were happy and we were
getting more requests for work. Life was good.
One day an older man came into the office. Sally was on the
phone, so he sat on the sofa and started to read a magazine.
“Have you got anything newer than this?” he asked Sally.
“Sorry, that’s all we have I’m afraid,” Sally answered. “May
I ask what you need?”
“I want to talk to that detective guy, you know, Bronson. I
hear he’s good and I need a really good PI. Is he here?” the old
man asked.
“Let me see if he’s available,” Sally responded.
She got up and went to the door. When she poked her head
inside she told me, “Mr. Bronson, there’s a gentleman here to see
you. It’s the man who called and left you that note. I recognize
his voice.”
She went back to her desk. There was a pause and then Sally
told the man to go right in.
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He walked into my office and sat down. When he couldn’t
see me he stood back up.
“Those are the shortest chairs I’ve ever seen. Why do you
have such short chairs in here?” he asked staring at the chair he
had just sat in. “I won’t be able to see a darn thing from down
there.”
“It’s a decorating thing. I really have to talk to my interior
decorator about that,” I replied as I pulled one of the chairs next
to my desk.
He looked at the chair, and then went to Katie’s desk
dragging her chair over to me.
He sat down and said, “Now that’s a lot better. I prefer to
look a man in the eye. That way I can tell if he’s telling me the
truth or not.”
“What can I do for you sir?” I asked.
“My name’s Sam Thomas. I’ve got a case I want you to
work on for me. I’m in need of a creative detective. Is that you?”
he asked.
“I’ve been told that my methods are different from most.
What is it you need for me to do?” I asked him.
“My friend’s in big trouble. He’s mixed up with some really
bad guys. I want to help him get out, but he won’t listen to me,”
he explained.
“OK, how can I help?” I asked getting very interested in
what he was saying.
“I want you to meet me tonight outside of the casino around
nine o’clock. I’ll be in a black limousine. I want you to meet my
friend. I’m sure you’ll become friends as well,” he gave me the
instructions on what I was to do.
We talked a few minutes longer and then he said he had to
leave. We shook hands, and then he walked out.
I sat at my desk. I picked up the message with the warning
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on it. Perhaps this was going to be a setup.
I called Sally into my office.
“Did you talk to that older man?” I asked.
“A little bit,” she replied.
“Did you recognize his voice?” I asked.
“As a matter of fact, I did! That’s the guy who was on the
phone the other day and left you that message. What do you
think he’s up to?” she asked very surprised.
“I’m not sure. Let me talk to Katie about this when she gets
back to the office,” I answered.
When Katie came back, I shared the conversation with her.
“There was an old man who came in here while you were
gone. He told me he has a friend who’s in big trouble. He wants
me to meet him at nine o’clock tonight in the parking lot of the
casino. This is really suspicious. I think we’ll need to do this
together. Are you available tonight?” I asked her.
“I’m sorry. I have plans tonight that I can’t get out of,” Katie
said. “If I can, I’ll help you, but I doubt it.”
I was surprised at her response. This was the kind of
assignment she had been asking for.
I told Katie, “I’ve got to go out for a while. I’ll be back in a
couple of hours. If anyone comes in, you can talk to them. It’s
been a busy day so far. I want to go for a walk and clear my head
a little,”
“Okay, see you in a little while,” she replied.
I picked up one of the files from my desk, put on my
overcoat, and left my office. I waved at Sally to follow me
outside in the hallway.
“Sally, if that man comes back again, will you let me know,
just text my phone, OK?” I asked her.
“Sure, what’s up?” she asked.
“I’m not really sure. I’ll let you know. Don’t share this with
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Katie,” I said softly to her.
Sally nodded her head in agreement.
I went down to the park. I always think best when I’m in the
park eating a hot dog. The vendor was happy to see me.
“Here’s your free one!” he said with a smile.
“Thanks. May I have a large drink as well,” I requested.
He handed me my large drink and chili covered hot dog. I
walked to my favorite seat. I looked up at the window of my
office. I sat for a while eating my hot dog, and then I decided to
take a walk.
I went to my favorite store again. I bought a small camera I
could put on the lapel of my overcoat. It was shaped like an
American flag. I liked it. I also got a small MP3 recorder I could
put on my leg. I wasn’t sure what kind of trouble I would be
getting into that night, so I prepared myself for almost anything.
Afterwards, I went to the café across from the police station
and sat in my favorite seat near the window. I opened the case
file and began to review the information that was inside.
Something about this case was confusing me.
How had Katie gotten so much information on Rondall
Foster? How was she able to take so many pictures? How was
the subject of our investigation involved in this? Was I being too
cautious?
I closed the file and walked across the street.
Pedro needed to see this, and I needed his advice.
I entered the police station and looked for Pedro. Once
again, I found him in the lunchroom.
“Is this your second office?” I greeted him.
Pedro jumped. He was surprised to see me.
“It’s funny. I’m always here when you’re looking for me. I
really do work, you know,” he tried to convince me.
I sat down across the table from him and slid the folder over.
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“What do you know about Rondall Foster?” I asked.
He opened the folder and looked over the information saying
“Uh huh, uh huh,” every once in a while.
I sat patiently waiting for him to finish reading.
“Come with me. I’ve got something I want to show you,” he
said, as he got up from the table carrying my folder in his hand.
We went to his desk. He searched through a stack of folders
on his desk.
“Ah, here it is,” he said, as he opened his case file. “We’ve
been watching this guy too. How’d you get on this case?” he
asked.
“The bank hired me two weeks ago. I figured that you might
have something on him as well,” I replied.
“You’re right. We’ve been watching this character for a
couple of months now. What you’ve written here is interesting
though. It’s not in your handwriting, is it?” he asked.
“No, Katie has been watching him and gave me that
information. She’s been at the casino almost every night
observing him,” I told Pedro.
Pedro continued to read and mumbled, “I don’t understand
some of what she’s saying here. It doesn’t agree with our
investigation. It’s interesting the conclusion she’s making, but
I’m not sure if I fully agree.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“From the interviews she has had with the people in the
casino, she would have us believe that he’s a great guy who may
have been in the wrong spot at the wrong time,” Pedro replied.
“Our interviews and observations are very different.”
“OK, tell me what’s so different?” I asked.
“Tell you what, George,” Pedro suddenly stood up and
headed for the door with the folders under his arm. “I want to go
for a walk. It’s a nice day and I’d like to get some fresh air.”
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He put on his coat and I followed him. We walked about a
city block and then we went into an old pub. We sat down at the
first table. Just as we did, an older server, who didn’t look very
friendly, came over.
“What would you like?” she asked in a gruff voice.
“I’ll have a lemonade,” I said.
The waitress looked at me funny and then asked Pedro what
he wanted.
“I’ll have the same,” he said.
The server mumbled something, shook her head, and left.
“What are we doing here?” I asked.
“I felt like we were being watched. This guy is really
connected with some powerful people. That’s why we’ve got to
do things very slowly and carefully,” Pedro answered in a low
voice. “I don’t want you to be pulled into this any further than
you already have.”
“I think I’m already in pretty far. Some old guy named Sam
Thomas with an eastern accent came into the office to ‘invite’
me to a meeting at the casino tonight. I’m pretty sure it’s related
to this case. Plus, he gave me a warning message about this a
few days ago. That’s why I came to you. I think something’s
going on and I don’t want to be the bait again,” I informed him.
“With whom is this guy connected?”
Pedro paused for a moment. He looked around the bar to see
if anyone might be listening. He leaned closer to me and spoke
in a soft voice.
“Do you remember a couple of years ago we arrested a guy
named Jordan Reynolds?” he asked me.
“Jordan Reynolds! Yeah, Katie and I were talking about him
just the other day. He used to live in my building. What’s he got
to do with all of this?” I asked, very surprised.
Just then, the waitress brought our lemonades and a bowl of
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peanuts. I took a drink and a handful of the nuts.
“He’s scheduled to have an appeal hearing on his conviction
today. He may get out of jail if the appeal is allowed. He’s got a
big network in the city and he’s been able to stay in control, even
though he’s been in jail. We’ve been working hard to find all the
connections he has. It’s hard to believe that one person has so
much power. I suspect he even has people inside our department
as well,” Pedro informed me.
He continued, “Here is something you may not know. Frank
Moran was a part of that organization. He wasn’t really a serial
killer, he was a contract killer. He took care of anyone that got in
the way of what Jordan Reynolds wanted. Pretty scary, isn’t it?”
Pedro informed me.
“I wish I’d known more about this before!” I sat back.
“Katie told me her father and Jason Reynolds are cellmates at the
penitentiary. I didn’t know that he had worked for him.
“She told me Jason Reynolds revealed to her father there
were things the police didn’t know about.”
I paused for a moment and then continued, “So, that’s why
the family is so violent. They had good training. It’s a good thing
at least one of the members of the family didn’t go the wrong
way.”
Just then, my phone buzzed me. It was a text from Sally. It
said:
‘The old man is here. He’s talking to Katie.’
“Is there anything else you need to tell me?” I asked.
“Not right now. I’ll be in touch with you,” Pedro replied.
“Let me know how your meeting goes tonight. What time did
you say it was?”
“Nine o’clock, in the parking lot of the casino. I’ll get in
touch with you after the meeting,” I answered as I left the pub.
I walked across the street and took a cab back to the office. I
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usually like to walk, but when I am in a hurry, I’ll take a taxi,
especially when I am afraid something might happen to me.
I paid the driver and then headed up to the office. Just as I
entered the door I saw the old man saying goodbye to Katie. He
saw me, said hello and then walked past me out the door.
“Goodbye,” I said.
As I walked into the office, I nodded toward Sally and
smiled.
She smiled back at me with a nod of her head as well.
I went into my office and closed the door.
“So, what did the old man want this time?” I asked, as I hung
up my coat and then put the file folder I had under my arm into
my desk drawer.
She didn’t seem surprised at my question.
“He wants to hire us to do some work for him. He says he
has a friend who visits the casino who is an accountant at a bank.
When he came to see you, he realized that he had seen me there a
few times. He was surprised to see me working here. He’s asked
us to help his friend get out of trouble,” she informed me.
“What’s the meeting about tonight?” I asked.
“He wants you to meet his friend someplace where they can
talk in private. He wants to make the final arrangements with
you in person,” Katie continued to explain. “I won’t be able to
join you since I have other plans.”
A little surprised that she was not available, I remembered
what Pedro had told me about their investigation into Rondall
Foster.
“Do you think his friend is Rondall Foster?” I asked.
“It would be my guess that he is. It seems that Sam wants to
help his friend get out of the business, but I don’t see that
happening,” Katie surmised.
“We can use some additional business. Who knows, we may
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need to hire another PI to work with us!” I commented trying to
put a positive spin on what she was telling me.
The story seemed strange to me. It was different from what
Sam had talked to me about the last time he was in the office, but
I felt it would be best to play along with whatever Katie was
planning. Her story didn’t agree with all of the information I had
in my folder and from the discussion with Pedro.
I knew I would need to be very cautious. I wanted to trust
Katie, so felt I needed to go along with what she was doing.
I invited Sally and Katie to join me for dinner but they both
declined. They both said they had other things to do. I felt
deserted and alone.
I was going to have to do this on my own.
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AMBUSH
Chapter 7
When I returned to my apartment, I took a shower and
changed my clothes. I felt refreshed and ready to go. I attached
the MP3 player to my lower ankle inside of my sock and made
sure the camera was working which would be sending a wireless
signal to my laptop at home. It would record everything I did
while at the meeting at the casino. I had used the same setup in
the case where I caught the guy who was robbing the jewelry
stores.
I stopped at Momma’s Fried Chicken and had a bite to eat. I
wasn’t very hungry because I was unsure of what was going to
happen at this meeting. I was hoping for the best, but a thousand
different thoughts continued to run through my mind.
Was I going to be in the line of gunfire again? Was this
going to be a legitimate meeting as Katie had explained to me?
Was I going to get another job, or was this the end?
I looked up at the TV. The news was on. The reporter was
talking about a renowned crime figure who had been released
that day from prison because his appeal had been granted on his
first trial. As I looked at the screen they showed his face. Under
his picture they posted his name: ‘Jordan Reynolds’.
“Oh boy,” I thought to myself, “Now I’m in really big
trouble.”
I looked at my watch. It was only seven thirty, so I decided
to play a game of billiards. That usually calms me down when I
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am nervous. I paid for an hour and started to hit the balls. I
wasn’t really playing, I was just practicing.
“Do you want to play a game?” a familiar voice behind me
spoke up.
I turned around and it was Sally.
“Sure. How’d you know where I was?” I asked.
“Let’s just say a little birdie told me,” she said with a smile
on her face.
It was nice to have the company.
“I thought you had plans tonight,” I mentioned to her.
“Oh, that. I’m finished. I thought I would come over and
find you. I know you have an appointment with your new client
tonight. Is there anything I can do for you?” she asked.
I stopped playing.
“As a matter of fact, there is,” I said, while I put down the
billiard stick.
I got my overcoat, grabbed her arm, and left the restaurant.
“What’s the hurry?” she asked.
“Follow me. I have something for you to do,” I said still
pulling her by her sleeve.
We caught a cab, and I took her to my apartment.
When we walked in, Sally was in a bit of shock.
“Wow, this place needs a lot of work,” she said, as she
looked around my place.
Speaking really fast, I said. “I’ll let you clean it for me later.
Right now I would like you to monitor the stream to my
computer. I have a small camera on my lapel. If anything goes
wrong, I want you to call the police. OK?”
“Yeah, I can do that. Where do you want me to be?” she
asked still looking around my room at the big mess.
“Bring the laptop with you. I’ve got a hotspot phone you can
use to keep the internet connection. We’ll take a taxi across the
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river. While I meet with Sam Thomas, you’ll stay in the taxi and
monitor what is being said. If something happens you’ll have a
recording of everything,” I instructed Sally on what I wanted her
to do. “Then you can notify the police.”
“Do you think something is going to happen?” she asked.
“You can never be too careful. The people I’m meeting with
are dangerous. I know it’s a risk, but I need to know what’s
going on with this case,” I explained.
We packed up the things we needed and left the apartment. I
locked the three locks behind me.
“I’m so glad you came to find me. Having you here to help
is going to give me a lot more peace of mind. Thanks for
helping,” I said to Sally.
We got a taxi, and I told the driver to take us to the casino. It
was now eight fifteen. It only took ten minutes to get to the
casino, so we were a little early, but that’s normal for me, I never
like to be late.
The taxi pulled up in front of the casino. We got out and
went inside. We were told I had to check my coat and the
computer bag at the door. I took the slip of paper the young lady
gave me and put into my pocket, so I could retrieve my things
when we left.
“George, this is the place where that phone call came from.
It wasn’t a truck stop. It was from here,” Sally spoke softly.
“Are you sure?” I asked.
“Yes, this is the place. The noise I thought was the sound of
trucks was actually the slot machines. I really thought it was a
truck stop,” she answered, disappointed that her original
observation wasn’t correct.
“Don’t worry about that. I think I know what’s going on
here,” I said.
We walked around the casino. I made sure to look at all of
87

A PRIVATE EYE

the cameras I could find. I waved at them to get the attention of
the people in the security office. I wanted there to be a record on
their video recorders that I’d been there.
My watch said it was five to nine. I gave Sally the paper in
my pocket and instructed her to pick up the laptop case on her
way out and then get a taxi. Then she was to have the taxi park in
the parking lot where she could see what I was doing.
I got my coat and left.
The black limousine wasn’t in the main parking lot. I noticed
lights blinking on the far side of the parking lot under some
trees. It was very dark there. It made me nervous, but I knew I
needed to follow up on the assignment.
Walking as confidently as I could toward the car, I noticed
the windows were dark. I walked next to the limousine. It was
the longest stretch limousine I had ever seen. I knocked on the
rear window. The door opened and the interior lights came on.
Inside I saw one man in the driver’s seat and two men in the
back. One of them was Sam Thomas who had come to my office.
The other was Rondall Foster, just as I had expected.
The driver got out and checked to see if I had a gun. Then he
used a scanner and found my camera.
“Let me have it,” Rondall said holding out his hand.
I undid the pin and gave it to him. He took his shoe and
crushed it into the carpet.
I thought to myself, “There just went a hundred dollars.”
The driver reached into my overcoat pocket and found a
tracking device I didn’t know was there.
“He’s got a tracking device as well,” the man said.
He dropped it on the ground and smashed it
I thought to myself, “Now I know how Sally found me at
Momma’s Fried Chicken. It was the little birdie.”
He gave thumbs up to Rondall Foster and then he pushed me
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into the back seat. I was facing the two men.
For some reason he hadn’t found the MP3 player strapped to
my leg.
“Hello Mr. Bronson. As you probably already know, my
name is Rondall Foster. This is my friend Sam Thomas. I believe
you met him at your office. Thank you for coming. We have a
lot to talk about,” he finished his introductions.
“You have created some difficult problems for me Mr.
Bronson. I know that you were with Sergeant Gomez this
afternoon. “I’m telling you, this investigation of yours has got to
stop,” he continued.
“What’s the problem?” I asked. “So far my associates and I
haven’t found anything bad about you. No one will talk to us.
Your staff is very loyal staff. So, to this point, there is nothing
for you to worry about,” I commented.
“That’s all true, but there’re other circumstances that
because of your checking into my business matters, has me very
concerned. I have people I’ve got to answer to and they’re not
pleased. They tell me I must eliminate this problem, or they’ll
not be happy with me,” Rondall said, very seriously. “You’re a
big liability and it all ends here. We will take care of this
problem.”
Just then, the door of the limousine opened. Someone was
pushed into the car next to me. When she looked up at me I
realized it was Sally. I was suddenly very uncomfortable. Things
had gone from bad to worse. They discovered my backup.
“I’m sorry Mr. Bronson. They surprised me. They took the
laptop and smashed it. They knew you were recording the
meeting,” Sally said through tears running down her cheeks.
“It’s OK, they already found the camera,” I said trying to
console her.
“We have another little surprise for you,” Rondall said, as
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he tapped the glass on the window.
The door opened on the opposite side of the car and into the
car climbed Katie Moran.
Katie was dressed in a long dark blue evening gown. She
looked like she had just come from a very formal affair. She had
a fur around her neck to keep her warm from the cold winter air.
“Hi George,” she said with a smile as she sat next to
Rondall. She gave him a kiss and then winked at me. “Are you
surprised to see me?”
“Not really. Nothing surprises me anymore,” I replied.
“Do you want to know why I’m here?” she asked.
“Sure, tell me your story,” I asked hoping to buy some time.
“My dad wasn’t a serial killer; he was a contract killer for
the mob. His boss is Jason Reynolds. I believe I told you about
him, right?” she asked.
I nodded yes, “You may be surprised, but I already knew
that.”
“When my dad went to prison, someone had to take over his
job. My family got into the business, but there was too much
competition. I decided I had to remove them. Actually you were
a great help with that,” she continued.
Sarcastically, I said, “I was glad to be of service to you.”
“Now you’re an even bigger problem for all of us, so it’s
time for us to eliminate you,” she said with a smirk on her face.
Sally began to cry louder.
“Does that include me?” she asked.
“I’m afraid so honey,” Katie responded in a haunting
manner.
I had never seen someone as cold as Katie was at that
moment.
There was another knock on the door.
I jumped. Who else could be coming to join our little party?
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When the door opened, another man climbed into the car. I
recognized him. It was Jason Reynolds. Now I had three of the
worst criminals in the city threatening me. In a way, I felt kind of
important. I was causing a lot of trouble for all of them, but now
the car was getting crowded.
He started to talk to me, “Mr. Bronson. I’ve heard a lot about
you. In fact, I’ve heard too much about you. My cellmate in
prison was Frank Moran. He’s an employee of mine. We’ve been
friends for many years. He told me how you put him into
prison.”
“Actually, he put himself in prison. I just found him,” I
corrected him.
“Did I say you could talk?” Jason Reynolds yelled at me.
“You’ve caused him great grief in the death of his ex-wife and
the imprisonment of his family. If he were here he would take
care of this personally, but since he’s a bit indisposed at the
moment, I’ll leave that honor up to his daughter Katie.”
He smiled at Katie and kissed her on the cheek.
“Driver, take us to the old abandoned warehouse on Ninth
Street. We have some business to attend there,” Jason gave
directions to his driver.
The car pulled out of the parking lot and headed back across
the river to the older part of town. I knew the place he was
talking about. There had been many rumors about what
happened out there, but none of the stories were ever proven to
be true. It was thought that people just disappeared when they
went there.
My story would be true, but who was going to know.
Turning back to me he said, “There are many lost souls in
that place. You’ll be joining them, and then we won’t have to
worry about your nose being in our business anymore.”
Sally continued to cry on my shoulder. She was very upset. I
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couldn’t blame her. I had gotten her into this mess.
The trip across the river to the old warehouse didn’t take too
long. When we got there the car stopped in an open area
surrounded by tall buildings. It was very quiet. The old place
was abandoned and had been for many years.
When we stopped, the driver opened our door, and he
ordered us to get out of the car.
Jason Reynolds commented as he got out, “I think I’m going
to enjoy this. I’ve never attended an execution before.”
They pushed Sally and I up against the side of the car.
“Do you have any last words?” Jason asked me.
“I hope you get exactly what you deserve, all of you.
Someday they’ll catch you and throw away the key,” I replied.
“Those are strong words for a dead man,” Jason said. “Take
them over to the side of that building and finish the job.”
Sally and I were pushed forward. Sally could hardly walk
she was crying so hard. They were laughing at us, including
Katie Moran. Her laugh was the cruelest. She was really
enjoying this.
We stood with the lights of the car in our eyes and the four
criminals outlines were in the glow. They talked for a few
minutes deciding which one she would shoot first.
We could see Katie lifting her gun slowly and she pointed it
right at me. Sally hugged me and then she whispered something
into my ear. I nodded.
Sally yelled, “NOW!”
When I dropped to the ground, Katie’s shot went over my
head missing me, and then suddenly the place lit up like it was
daylight.
Sally, while on one knee, pulled a knife from somewhere
and threw it at Jason, hitting him in the chest. He fell to the
ground with a thud.
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Katie turned and shot Rondall Foster. He fell onto the
ground next to Jason Reynolds.
The driver of the limousine put the car into reverse and tried
to drive away. Katie took careful aim and shot through the
windshield. The car crashed into a wall. Smoke came out from
under the hood.
Sam Thomas lay flat on the ground pleading for his life.
Almost immediately a hundred police cars arrived with their
lights flashing and sirens blaring.
Katie dropped her gun onto the ground, went down onto her
knees, and put her hands behind her head. She looked over at me
with a smile. She had saved my life, again.
Police cars came from everywhere. Officers jumped out of
their cars with their guns pointed at us.
An officer went over to Katie and picked her up from her
knees. They took her away in handcuffs and drove off in a car to
the police station. She looked back at us while they took her
away. They also took Sam Thomas.
I got up off the ground and brushed the dirt off myself. Sally
gave me hug. I don’t like hugs, but she needed to calm down, so
I let her.
They took us to one of the police cars and had us get in.
Sally and I sat in a squad car while the officers gathered
evidence. Once in the car Sally calmed down.
“Can you tell me what just happened out there?” I asked
Sally.
“Well, it’s a bit complicated, but I’ll try.
“When you went out and Katie was in the meeting with Sam
Thomas I overheard their conversation. After you left, I asked
her about what was going on. I was afraid for your life.
“For some reason Katie trusted me and she told me about her
situation. She told me she had investigated my background and
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felt I could be trusted.
“She has wanted to be out of the family business, but she
didn’t know how to do it. She told me she joined your firm so
she could use you to set this whole thing up. What you didn’t
know was she was going to help you, not hurt you.
“At that time we became allies in our efforts to help each
other and to help you. When you went to see Sergeant Gomez,
you almost ruined our plan. Then we had to include the police,”
Sally began to explain.
“Wait a minute. You, Katie, and Pedro planned all of this?” I
asked.
“Yeah, that’s why we couldn’t go to dinner with you and
why Katie told you she had plans tonight. We planned this to
protect you,” Sally answered.
“Why was I left out of the planning?” I asked.
“We didn’t want you to mess it up,” Sally responded.
“What do you mean by that?” I inquired further.
“We thought that if you knew the plan you might make a
mistake. The less you knew the more realistic your reactions
would be toward Rondall Foster. If he thought he was in danger
he would’ve run and so would’ve Jason Reynolds,” Sally
replied, trying to make me feel better.
“When we were in the limousine the police were monitoring
the camera you had on your overcoat. It was then we knew you
were in trouble. Katie had also placed a small tracking device
into your pocket. That is how I found you at Momma’s Fried
chicken and how the police knew where you were in the parking
lot,” she told me.
“I had that figured out when they found it,” I commented.
“They found it and the camera and broke them.”
“There was another device in your shoe they did not find.
The Police knew where you were. It‘s also how they knew we
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were here at the old warehouse,” Sally explained.
“I’ve got a complete recording as well,” I said, as I pulled
the MP3 from my sock. “They didn’t find this.”
Pausing, I then added, “Wait a minute. They crushed my
camera. How were they able to know what was said the whole
time we were in the car?”
I was very puzzled.
Sally showed me the small camera she had in a pendant
around her neck.
“They didn’t find this one,” she said smiling.
“Where did that come from?” I asked more confused than
ever.
“When I left the office, I went to your favorite shop, and I
bought this there. I hope you don’t mind, but I paid for it out of
the petty cash fund in the office,” she informed me.
“It’s just another hundred dollars,” I said, as I raised my
hands and shrugged my shoulders.
Thinking to myself for a moment I then asked, “How’d they
know we would be here at the old warehouse?”
“An informant the police talked to, who we believed to be
Sam Thomas, told them about this place.
“The police believe it’s where most of the people who have
gone missing from the mob were killed. After they were killed
the bodies were disposed of in many different places. Because of
that, it has been hard to prove when, where, or by whom they
died,” Sally related the story to me.
“How do they dispose of the bodies?” I interrupted.
“I don’t have any idea. I never thought to ask,” she
answered.
“I was just wondering since we were just seconds away from
joining them,” I said thinking about how close we came to being
killed ourselves.
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“Since they had a pretty good idea they would bring you
here, the police installed the lights earlier this evening,” she
continued.
“So, when you yelled out, they knew to turn on the lights?” I
asked.
“Yep, Katie was supposed to say it, but I didn’t know that I
was going be a target. I was really scared when I was dragged
out of the taxi and taken to the limousine. It wasn’t part of the
plan, but I was ready for it,” Sally shared her feelings.
“Were those real tears you were crying, or did you do great
acting job?” I asked.
“They were mostly real. Even so, I was looking for an
opportunity to get us out of the mess at the same time. I’m tough,
but not that tough. I wasn’t thrilled at the prospect of dying
today,” she replied.
“Where did you learn to throw a knife like that?” I asked.
“I was in the army when I was younger,” she said calmly.
“You were in the army? That wasn’t on your résumé,” I said,
surprised at the information. “By the way, that was nice
throwing! I’m glad I hired you. I think I’ll give you a raise.”
“That sounds good,” Sally responded with a laugh.
We sat in the car for longer than I wanted. The back seat of a
police car is not very comfortable. There wasn’t much legroom
because they have protection for the police officers between the
seats.
Finally, one of the officers got into the car.
“We’re finished here. I’m going to take you to the station
now. The captain wants to talk to you,” the officer informed us.
I looked at my watch. It was getting late.
The drive to the station was very quiet. I gazed out of the
window. The lights of the streetlamps lit the way. It was nice to
be alive.
96

A PRIVATE EYE

The car went down to the garage and parked close to the
entrance. When I got out of the car, I remembered it was where
the Moran family had shot at me. It brought back bad memories.
I began to think to myself, “How do I keep getting myself
into these situations?”
We walked down the long hallway. Once again the officers
inside were complimenting me. I was still not used to them being
friendly toward me.
The crime lab was the first place I went, and I gave them the
MP3 player so they could download the conversation we had in
the limousine. From there we went to the captain’s office.
“Come in. We’ve got a lot to talk about,” Captain Klein said
closing the door behind us.
When we walked into his office, Katie was sitting in front of
his desk. I was a little surprised. In the corner, Pedro was leaning
against the wall smiling.
“Have a seat George,” he said to me.
Turning to Sally he asked, “Your name’s Sally, right?”
“Yes sir,” she responded.
I nodded toward Pedro and then I said, “Hey Katie, it’s nice
to see you here. Thanks for helping. Sally has filled me in on
most of what happened tonight. I’m eager to hear your side of
this. You really had me scared.”
Katie smile up at me and said, “I’m sorry for that. We can
talk after we are finished here.”
Captain Klein began to speak, “I’m pleased that this plan of
yours worked. You put yourselves in a great deal of danger
tonight. In the process, you have eliminated three of the top
crime members in our city. This is both good and bad news.
“We know the positions will soon be filled with other
members of the organization. By what happened today, we have
only put a small dent into their operations. It may take some time
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for them to recover, but trust me, it will happen.
“We are expecting there to be fighting among the leaders of
the mob to take over the top spot. This is going to be a big
challenge for the police force since we don’t know who is in line
to replace Jason Reynolds.
“You are also going to be in danger since they know you
were involved in all of this.
“The good news is they won’t know all the details of who
did what. This keeps Katie and Sam Thomas as valuable assets.
As far as the mafia is concerned, they’re still loyal to them.
We’ll write in our reports that the crime boss and his buddies
were shot by the police department in an ambush. We’ll report
that we released Katie and Sam because of a lack of evidence
against them.
“We thank you and wish you all the best. We extend our
deepest appreciation for the risks you took today. Only those in
this room will know fully the magnitude of what it took to
accomplish this,” the captain finished his speech.
Then Pedro stepped forward and showed a case file he had in
his hands.
“George, this is the case I’m working on now. I want you
and your associates to look it over and tell me what you think,”
Pedro said.
I took the folder from him and we said our good-byes.
“I’ll get back to you after we review what is in here,” I
answered.
Then we walked out of the station. We stopped on the stairs
and stood in silence.
“Will you join me for a cup of coffee over at the café?” I
asked the girls.
Even though it was very late, we crossed the street and sat at
the table by the window.
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“OK girls, I want you to tell me what’s going on here? It
seems that you made a lot of plans behind my back. Can you
explain to me why I was left out?” I asked, staring at them very
sternly.
The two ladies looked at each other.
Katie began to speak, “My joining your firm was no
accident. Long before I asked to join your firm, I had begun to
set up the plan for what happened tonight. When I realized that
Jason Reynold’s was going to get out of jail, I knew it was my
best opportunity to take him down.
“Sally turned out to be an excellent helper. I didn’t anticipate
that.”
Katie looked over at Sally and smiled.
“You’re telling me that this plan was worked on before you
joined me?” I asked.
“Yes, that’s true. I’ve been working with the police
department since the capture of my father.
“Unfortunately, I did not know all the things my family was
planning. It wasn’t until I found the laptop that I realized what
they were doing and how they were doing it.
“You were very helpful in getting the information we needed
off the computer. That is how we stopped them.
“I pretended to go along with the plan, but I didn’t know that
they were planning to use my apartment. It was then that I knew
I had to do something and do it quickly. I had to stop my family
and try to take down the organization.
“With the help of Pedro, I was able to find a way to trap
Rondall Foster and Jason Reynolds. We needed your help, but
we thought it would be better if you didn’t know the details. We
wanted you to do what you do best. We didn’t want you to get in
the way,” Katie continued.
“What is my best? Get in the way?” I asked.
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“Uh, you know, work the case and get to the bad guys. That
is what we needed,” she answered
“Was it your plan to kill them?” I asked, still confused.
“Not really, but in the situation we ended up in, it seemed
the best option. Anyway, now we don’t have to worry about
them anymore,” Katie responded.
“So, what will happen to Sam Thomas?” I asked.
“He’ll be put into a witness protection program. The
government will protect him from now on. He was very helpful.
He provided us with information about the place where they took
us. That is why he met with Katie.
“That was beneficial in the completion of our plan,” Sally
explained.
“Sally told me most of what you did to set me up. I really
thought that I was a goner. Your performance was very
convincing. You surprised me. You did a good acting job. I
really thought you were on the other side,” I stated.
Katie and Sally both smiled.
“I think we make a good team, but next time I’d like to
know what’s going on before you threaten to kill me,” I said to
the girls.
I opened the folder that Pedro had given me and began to
share its contents with Katie and Sally.
I thought for a moment and then said to Katie, “I think it’s
time to add your name to the sign on the door.”
We knew that we had done all we could to save the city for
now.
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Episode 3
The Gordon Files

ASSOCIATES
Chapter 8
We moved to a new larger space with four offices. Our new
office was #322. I had the name on the door changed to Bronson,
Stewart & Associates. The day the name was changed we went
out to celebrate. We were a good team and business was
improving.
My office still looked out over the park, and the sign on my
door said ‘George Bronson – President’.
I replaced the chairs in my office, so I would not feel foolish
when people complained. They were still short, just not as short
as before.
Sally was learning how to be a private eye, and she was
doing a very good job.
Sally hired Jenny O’Hara as our new receptionist secretary.
We liked her because she had excellent computer skills. She
used to work for another PI firm and brought with her many
tools for doing background checks and research. She proved to
be a big help almost immediately.
Jenny was a happy smiling person who loved people. She
wasn’t very tall, but she made up for that with her personality.
Her blonde hair was always in a ponytail that would sway back
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and forth when she walked. Her walk matched her character,
very enthusiastic. She wore casual clothes, but always made sure
her colors were coordinated. She was very stylish.
A few days after getting settled into the new space, an
attractive woman of about 30 walked in.
“I’d like to speak to Mr. Bronson, please,” she said.
“Have a seat, I’ll see if he’s available,” Jenny said, and then
picked up the phone.
“Mr. Bronson, there’s a lady here to see you. Are you
available?” she asked.
She turned to the young lady and said, “He’ll be with you in
a minute. Have a seat on the sofa, please.”
She went over to the couch and sat down.
A few minutes later, I came out to meet her. Sitting on the
couch was a very attractive woman. She had straight blonde hair
parted in the middle with long bangs. She was wearing a black
pinstriped business suit with a pink blouse and a red scarf around
her neck. Next to her, she had a brown briefcase sitting on the
floor.
As I walked up to her, she stood up.
I put my hand out to shake hers. As she took my hand I
introduced myself to her.
“Hi. I’m George Bronson. What can I do for you?” I asked.
“I’m Janelle Gordon, I would like to hire you to take my
case,” she answered.
“What kind of a case do you have?” I asked.
“My husband has been in prison for six months. I know that
he’s innocent, but no one will believe me,” she almost began to
cry as she explained why she was there.
“Hold on a minute, I’ll get my associates to meet with us,” I
said to her.
“Jenny, will you ask Katie and Sally to meet us in the
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conference room, please?” I said to Jenny.
“Conference room? Do we have a conference room?” she
asked surprised.
“Just tell them my office, OK?” I corrected myself.
I took her into my office and sat her at the table in the corner
of the room. She sat down and smiled at me.
“I hope you can help me,” she said.
Katie came in first followed by Sally.
“Ladies, this is Janelle Gordon, She’d like to hire us to prove
her husband is innocent,” I introduced her.
Turning to Janelle, I introduced the girls, “This is Katie
Stewart. She’s my partner, and this is Sally Wilson, she’s one of
our associates. They’ll help me decide if we’ll take your case or
not. Everyone please take a seat,” I finished the introductions.
Jenny went to get another chair. When she returned we
began our conversation.
Turning to Janelle, I asked, “Please tell us your husband’s
story.”
“I’ll try to keep it short. Two years ago, my husband was
arrested for the burglary of five computer stores. They said they
had DNA evidence linking him to all five cases, but that’s
impossible,” she told us.
“DNA evidence doesn’t lie,” I tried to explain to her.
“I’m aware of that, but on all of the dates the police say the
robberies happened, my husband was with me,” she answered.
“Do you have proof?” I asked.
“That’s the problem. I wasn’t able to prove anything. He
was with me. I know it for a fact, but the police said I was lying
to protect my husband, but I wasn’t. I know the days he was with
me. I keep a calendar of when I’m home and when I’m away on
business trips. On the days they say he was robbing a store, he
was always with me!” she explained, as she got very emotional.
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I looked over at Katie and Sally to see what their reactions
were. They looked at me a little suspicious.
Thinking I could convince her we wouldn’t be able to help
her, I said, “You know this kind of investigation can get very
expensive. We can’t promise we’ll be able to prove your
husband’s innocence. Do you still want to hire us?”
“I don’t care. I’ve got a very successful business. I’m willing
to pay you whatever you need. I’m sure, based on your
reputation, you can prove he didn’t do those robberies,” she said
through tears running down her cheeks as well as her mascara.
Handing her a tissue, I then asked the girls, “What do you
think?”
“I guess we can try to help,” Katie replied, looking over at
Sally who nodded in agreement.
I think her tears made them think a second time about
helping her.
“I guess we’ll take your case,” I said, as I shook her hand.
Janelle opened the briefcase and handed me a folder.
“This is what the last PI found out. He told me he couldn’t
help me. Perhaps you can find something in there that he may
have missed,” she said to me.
“You had another PI work on this case?” I asked, a little
surprised.
“Yes, but he wasn’t much help. He quit yesterday. That’s
why I came to you. He told me you were better suited to handle
this kind of case than he was. Please help me!” Janelle begged.
She stood up to leave.
“Thank you for trying. You’re my last hope to clear my
husband’s name,” she said, and then she left.
I sat down with the girls after she was gone. I opened the file
folder and read through the information.
I noticed the letterhead on the notes. It was from Rodney
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Stillmon’s office. He was an acquaintance of mine in the private
investigation business. I was surprised he had taken the case in
the first place.
“Wow, this is going to be interesting. I’ve never had a case
where I’ve had to prove that someone was innocent. This will be
a big challenge,” I said to the girls.
“Sally, I want you to get whatever you can on the court case,
but be very careful. I don’t want to raise suspicions we are
working on this case. We need to keep it a secret for as long as
we can. We’ll need the court transcripts, the evidence log of the
items the police have in their hands and any testimonies from
witnesses.
“Katie, I’d like you to check on what’s been happening at
the penitentiary. See what kind of prisoner he’s been and who
he’s had contact with. Keep it quiet we are working for his wife.
Create some kind of a cover for yourself, the fewer people who
know what we’re doing, the better.
“I’ll go to the police station and snoop around to see what I
can find out,” I gave instructions.
“Does everyone know what they are to do?” I asked.
“What about our other cases? “ Katie asked.
“Just balance your workload. If we need another PI, we’ll
get one, but for now let’s see if we can do this one on our own,
OK?” I proposed.
It was agreed upon, and then we began our investigation.
Jenny was to do a background check on John Gordon and
then give me the report when I returned. Then I left to see Pedro.
I went down to the police station. I had to give Pedro some
files we had prepared on the case he gave us after we left him a
few days earlier. Most of what we did for him was routine
observation work. I gave him the photos he needed for evidence
on the guy they were looking for. I was able to track him down
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in two days. The police had been looking for him for almost two
years.
As I walked into the station, Pedro was coming out of the
lunchroom with a doughnut in his mouth and a cup of coffee in
his hand.
“Having a snack?” I asked laughing.
Pedro ignored me.
We went to his desk and I handed him the folder of
information we had collected. We went over the information in
the folder. He called over another officer who took the file.
“Take this folder to Judge Perkins. He’ll issue a warrant to
pick this guy up,” Pedro directed the officer.
“Good job as always, George. I would like to know how you
do it,” Pedro complimented me.
The he asked, “What can I do for you today?”
“I was wondering if you know anything about a guy named
John Gordon. I hear they arrested him for the burglaries in the
computer shops a couple of years back. Did you have anything
to do with that case?” I asked.
“It’s strange you would bring that up. There was another PI
named Rod Stillmon asking a lot of questions about this case a
week ago.
“We aren’t sure exactly what he was up to. Are you doing
something on that case?” he asked directly.
I leaned close to him, and spoke softly, “I’ve been asked to
look into it.”
“It’s a dead end. That case was opened and closed so fast I
didn’t even get a chance to look at it. We found his DNA in all
five stores. He was just careless. It was an easy case to solve and
even easier to prosecute. I believe they gave him ten years,”
Pedro commented.
Still leaning forward and speaking softly, I asked, “That’s
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what I heard. So there’s nothing that was out of the ordinary on
this case?”
“The only thing that sticks out in my mind was the wife
insisted he was with her every time there was a robbery. She had
no proof except for a calendar of her appointments. The other
evidence was overwhelming. We assumed she was lying. Why
are you interested in this case?” he asked.
“We’ve been asked to look into it. From what I can tell,
everything you said is correct. I told the client we’d check it out,
but I didn’t promise her anything,” I answered, and then I
realized I’d said too much.
Pedro looked at me bit puzzled, “Why did you take this
case? As far as we are concerned the case is closed?”
“Well, I guess I can give you a little information. Mrs.
Gordon begged us and has agreed to pay our fee, so I feel
obligated to look into it,” I replied.
Pedro thought for a moment, and then said, “Mrs. Gordon
came to me about this, but I passed it on to Detective Anderson.
I believe he was the one who was assigned to this case.”
To my surprise, Pedro made an offer.
Pedro leaned over to me, “If there is anything I can provide
for you, let me know. I’ll be happy to show you what we’ve got.
Just don’t let anyone know,”
Then getting closer and talking softly he added, “There are
people here who don’t like you snooping around in our business.
Come back later and I’ll give you a copy of the file.”
I shook his hand and then left his office and walked down
the hall to the door.
I thought to myself, “Why is Pedro helping me with this? He
seemed a little eager to give me the case file. Was there
something here I was missing again?”
After I used the restroom, Pedro walked up to me and
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secretly handed me a folder, which I put under my overcoat just
as I was leaving the police station. I decided to wait until I got to
my office to read it.
As I walked into my office, Jenny gave me my messages,
and then I went to my desk. I put my feet up and leaned back
thinking. I didn’t want to miss anything this time. I wanted to be
prepared for whatever might be coming my way. The problem
was I didn’t have enough information to come to a reasonable
conclusion to the questions.
Katie walked in and took a seat in one of the new chairs. I
put my legs down on the floor.
While she was sitting down, she commented, “These chairs
are much nicer. I can actually see you now.”
Laughing, I said, “Thanks. I fired my old interior decorator.”
She laughed at me.
Katie began to share with me what she had found out so far,
“I have some information about John Gordon. I went to the
penitentiary to visit my father. While I was there, I was able to
ask a few questions.
“It seems he’s been a model prisoner. He stays out of trouble
and spends most of his time in the library studying law books.
The other inmates call him ‘Bookworm’. He has even helped a
couple of the inmates file appeals on their cases. He is becoming
an expert on writing drafts and appeals. He has a long line of
inmates who are waiting for him to help them.
“I’m told he was the one who filed the appeal on behalf of
Jordan Reynolds, so he’s good.
“He’s been asking the other inmates if they know anything
about how he got in prison. Everyone says he continues to deny
having anything to do with the robberies.
“He seems like a nice guy. I may have more information for
you later.
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“By the way, my dad knows about what happened to
Rondall Foster and Jason Reynolds. The story going around the
prison is we were ambushed and an informant was responsible
for their deaths. They’re still trying to find out who the
informant might be. The only name that is coming up is Sam
Thomas. He needs to be very careful. It is good that he is under
protection of the government.
“That’s good news for us.
“My dad is thankful I managed to get out of the line of fire.
He’s hoping I’ll continue to use my cover here at the agency, so
I can become useful to the mafia. The only reason he’s not
coming after you is because you’re providing me a good alibi for
any work he might need me to do,” Katie told me about her
conversation with her father.
“That doesn’t really make me feel comfortable! What
happens when I don’t need you anymore?” I asked.
“Let’s hope that day never comes,” Katie said, with a smile.
She continued to tell me what she learned at the prison, “He
gave me the name of the next boss who is coming to town. His
name is Alexander Lonzo. He’s coming from the east coast to
take over the operation. I’m supposed to meet with him
sometime this week. My father told him a lot about me. My dad
and Alexander started in the business together twenty years ago.
Alexander has promised to help my dad get out of prison,” Katie
continued.
“I hope that doesn’t happen anytime soon!” I exclaimed.
“Me too,” Katie replied.
“He’s a man of his word, so we need to be very careful.
From what I’ve heard he’s more ruthless than Jason Reynolds
ever was,” Katie finished her report.
I opened the folder Pedro had given me and we looked at the
facts as they were described in the documents. We looked at the
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pictures, read the reports, and talked about the information and
how it was related to the case.
There was one thing that seemed to stand out that didn’t
make a lot of sense. The DNA evidence was too neat. Each of
the reports listed how the DNA was found and how it was traced
back to John Gordon.
“Sally, will you come in here? I want you to look at this with
us,” I said over the phone.
She came in the room and looked at what we were doing.
I explained to them, “In the first robbery blood was
discovered on the cash register. In the second burglary, they
found blood on the glass case. In the third case, blood was
uncovered on the handle of the back door. In the fourth location,
the blood was located on the floor by the computer repair area,
and in the last scene, blood was on the telephone. The inspectors
found no prints or other evidence. The thief, whoever he was,
had been very careful.”
“So, why was there blood at every crime scene, but
everything else was spotless? That doesn’t make any sense,”
Katie asked quizzically.
“Maybe he had a lot of nose bleeds,” I suggested.
“That’s stupid,” Katie said laughing.
“What else could it be?” I asked.
“To me it sounds like someone planted the evidence, but if
it’s so obvious to me, why didn’t the police pick up on this?”
Katie responded.
“That’s an interesting question,” I said.
Sally left the room in a hurry to get something, then she
returned.
“I’ve got some information for you I think will help the
case,” she told us, as she sat down on the other chair in front of
my desk and laid several pieces of paper in front of me.
110

A PRIVATE EYE

She continued, “I checked the court records. The court
transcript is very short. The trial only took one day. The only
witness the defense presented was his wife Janelle. She told
them he was at home and provided her planning calendar to
prove it.
“The prosecutor made her look foolish by asking her what
other proof she had. She said she had her word. Then the
prosecuting attorney told the jury she was just trying to protect
her husband. That seemed to work. The jury didn’t believe her
story.
“Once the DNA evidence was given to the jury, the trial was
pretty much over,” Sally explained and now out of breath.
“So, what you’re telling us is that the DNA evidence was all
the jury needed to convict?” I asked.
Sally replied, “It would seem so.”
“So, that means if we can disprove the DNA evidence we
might be able to get this guy out of jail?” I sat back in my chair
thinking. “Do you think we can do that, Katie?”
“What we need to do is to find out who may have had a
motive to frame John and then recreate the burglaries. If we do
that, we might just have enough to present it to the court for
review,” Katie surmised.
Sally jumped in, “But what if the police are a part of this? Or
worse yet, the mob. Perhaps that is why the last PI dropped the
case.”
I picked up the phone, and called, “Jenny, would you come
in here please. I need to ask you something.”
Jenny came into the room.
“Yes, what can I do for you?” she asked.
“Have you finished the background on John Gordon yet?” I
asked her.
“Not yet, I’m still working on it. I should be done pretty
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soon though,” Jenny answered.
“I need for you to do a complete background check on John
Gordon. I need to know everyone and anyone who might’ve had
a reason to send him to jail. I want to know about his past
employers and what jobs he has done. As well as all of his
associates and friends. How long do you think it will take?” I
asked her.
“It depends on how long it takes me to hack into the data
sources. Maybe two hours or so,” she replied with a smile on her
face.
At that moment I was happy she had joined our team.
“Jenny, get a chair and join us. We need your input on this,”
I said, as she was getting ready to walk out.
Jenny got her desk chair and joined our discussion.
We discussed some of our options and made a plan on who
was going to do what and how we were going to organize the
information.
I was going to continue working with Pedro, Katie would
keep in touch with her dad, Jenny was going to do a complete
background check on John, and Sally would see what else she
could find concerning the investigation in the court records.
“Also, Sally I need you to see if you can track where the
computers and the computer parts may be showing up. That
might give us a clue as to who was really doing the robberies.”
We decided to put all of our resources into the case for the
time being. None of our other cases were critical at the moment.
It seemed strange we would be using an important figure
like Frank Moran within the mafia to help us work on this case.
We weren’t completely sure, but we were guessing that since the
conviction had been so fast, someone wanted him to take the fall
for the robberies. The real question was why, and what would
we be risking to find out?
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We broke up the meeting. I had an important meeting with
another client that I had to attend. I put on my overcoat and said
goodbye to everyone.
As I walked out of the door, I felt very proud to have built
such a loyal staff. We were working as a well-oiled machine. All
of the parts were working together.
I stopped for a hot dog and a drink as I walked through the
park. It was a sunny but windy day. For an early spring day, it
was really nice. There were a lot of people in the park playing
games or just lying in the sun. I loved days like this. It helped me
to get over the feeling of being trapped in my office. I felt free.
I sat on a bench and soaked in the sunshine. It felt good on
my face.
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KABOOM
Chapter 9
“Hey, George,” a familiar voice said.
As I looked up, my client Phil rode up on his bicycle. He had
on a yellow riding jersey, black shorts, and a silver helmet.
“Hey Phil, how’s it going?” I asked.
“Pretty well. How’s my case coming?” he asked.
“I’ve got to tell you, I haven’t found anything for you to be
worried about. Your wife’s been going to a fitness club every
night. She doesn’t talk to anyone while she’s there, other than
the clerk at the desk. I think she may have a surprise coming for
you. Take it easy. She’s just fine,” I explained about his wife’s
activities.
Phil had been suspicious his wife was with another man. She
was coming home later than usual. I told him he didn’t have
anything to worry about. She wasn’t doing anything he should
be concerned with.
“Thanks George, that’s the best news I’ve had all week,”
Phil said smiling. “By the way, here’s your fee.”
I put the money into my pocket. It was nice to give someone
good news for once. Usually I had to tell a client their spouse
was up to something wrong.
After I gave him the folder with the pictures of his wife, he
rode off on his bicycle.
It was such a nice day I decided to take a break and relax for
a few hours. I bought some birdseed and began to feed the
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pigeons. I don’t really like pigeons, but it was relaxing watching
them fight over the seeds as I tossed them onto the ground.
I got caught up in thoughts on how to solve the Gordon case.
While I was sitting there deep in thought, suddenly,
KABOOM! There was an explosion. The windows in the
building next to the park blew out in an orange blast. I looked
up. I was shocked. Those were my office windows that just blew
out!
The explosion rocked the park. There were screams from
people as they ran from the building. Shattered glass and other
building materials dropped from the sky. The building was on
fire and black smoke billowed from the now missing windows.
I panicked. What about the girls? Who was still in the office
when it blew up?
I ran toward the building, but a police officer stopped me.
“Sir, you can’t go in there. It’s too dangerous,” he yelled at
me.
“But my office is up there. I need to see who was in the
office when it blew up!” I yelled back.
Fire trucks came and the police pushed people away from
the building. It was craziness. Nothing like this had ever
happened in our city before.
I could only stare at the window and hope that no one was
inside of our office when the blast happened.
Just then, Sally ran up and gave me a big hug.
“What happened? Was that our office? What about Jenny!?”
she asked.
“Yeah, it was our office. I was sitting over there by the
fountain feeding the pigeons when the building blew up,” I
replied also wondering what had happened.
Sally leaned on me and cried. “I just came down for a hot
dog. When I looked out of the window and saw you sitting there
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eating yours, it made me hungry. Had I waited another five
minutes I’d be dead right now,” she told me through her tears.
“Were the other girls inside?” I asked.
“Katie went to an appointment, but I think Jenny might’ve
been at her desk doing the research you asked her to do,” Sally
explained.
“It’s nice to know Katie was out of the building, but I
haven’t seen Jenny yet,” I said.
Many people ran out of the building and then sat on the
grass, trying to catch their breath. We watched as the firefighters
began to bring out people on stretchers.
So far, no one was in a body bag. The survivors were all
talking to the Emergency Medical Technicians (EMTs) as they
put them into the ambulances.
The fire began to go down as the firefighters put more water
onto the blaze. As the fire went out, several firefighters began to
leave the building. We didn’t see Jenny.
While the firefighters were rolling up their hoses, a woman
came out of the building. She was stumbling and fell on the
ground just outside of the doorway. It was Jenny. The
firefighters rushed to her side. One of them picked her up and
carried her to a blanket on the ground.
Sally and I ran to see how she was.
When she saw us, she looked up at us and smiled.
“I went to the restroom just before the place exploded. I was
trapped in there. I must’ve passed out. When I screamed, no one
heard me.
“There was a lot of smoke and the door to the restroom was
hot so I stayed inside. I could hear voices, but they couldn’t hear
me.
“Then a firefighter came in and we managed to get the
debris off myself and then I got out,” she told us.
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Looking up at the building she asked, “What happened?”
“Our office was blown to bits. I’m glad none of us got badly
hurt. We’ll get a full report from the fire department on what
caused this in a few days. Until then I’m sure we will have to
stay away,” I answered her.
An EMT came over to check on Jenny.
“We’ll see you at the hospital. They want to check you out
to make sure you’re OK,” I explained to her.
“This really ticks me off!” Jenny said, and then they carried
her on a stretcher to a waiting ambulance.
Sally and I looked up at the gaping hole in the building
where the windows to our office used to be.
“Looks like we really stepped on someone’s toes here. I
guess we’ve gotten somebody’s attention,” I commented.
While we were standing looking up at the damage, Katie ran
up.
“What happened? Is everyone OK?” she asked.
“Yeah, we’re fine. They just took Jenny to the hospital, but I
think she’ll be alright. We’ll check on her a little later,” I
answered Katie.
“I’m so glad everyone is alright. I was scared to death that
one of you was up there,” she said, as she gave us each a big
hug.
“Jenny’s lucky. She went to the restroom just before the
bomb went off. If she had been at her desk, she would’ve been
blown up as well. We’re really lucky,” Sally spoke up.
“It looks like someone doesn’t like what we’re doing.
They’ve sent us a message,” Katie commented.
“That was some message. I get it loud and clear,” I
responded. “I think this has to do with the Gordon case. We need
to back off. We have enough cases to keep us busy without all of
this drama. Anyway, it looks like all of our files and information
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are gone now. We’re going to have to start from the beginning.”
Katie had a surprised look on her face.
“George, are you sure you want to quit? That doesn’t sound
like you,” Katie directed her question to me.
“So, you mean you think we should risk our lives for this
guy?” I asked.
“We knew this case was going to be dangerous from the
beginning. Are you saying we’re really going to give up now?”
she asked again.
I turned to Sally and asked, “What do you think Sally?”
“I’m with Katie. We put too much time and effort into this. I
hate not finishing something that I started,” she replied with
confidence. “I think we owe it to him to try and clear his name.
“We’ve got one more person to talk to. We’ll see what Jenny
has to say,” I said, hoping Jenny would agree with me.
We caught a taxi and went to the hospital to visit Jenny.
When we got there, she was in the Emergency Room. The doctor
had just left. Other than a few bruises, the only thing they were
concerned about was a slight concussion from when she was
knocked out.
We walked in and she smiled.
“Hey gang, it’s nice to see all of you together. Pretty
amazing what happened today,” she said to us, as we entered the
room.
I was surprised to see her energy.
“Jenny, we’ve been talking and I think we need to drop the
Gordon case. It’s just too dangerous. We don’t know who we’re
dealing with. What do you think?” I asked.
To our surprise, she sat up and answered, “You’ve got to be
kidding! I’m not going to quit. I’m madder than a wet hen at
those guys. I want to find out who is responsible for all of this.
They almost killed me.”
118

A PRIVATE EYE

Jenny was upset that I even mentioned quitting.
“But all of our records are gone. We don’t have any of our
research. We’re going to have to start all over,” I tried to
convince her it was a bad idea to continue.
“No, you’re wrong,” Jenny responded.
“Everything blew up. Is your head hurt so badly you can’t
remember that?” I asked.
“No, you’re wrong,” she repeated. “Everything we’ve done
is on the cloud,” she told us.
“The cloud? What’s the cloud?” I asked.
“When I started the first thing I did was to create an online
account where we automatically store all of our important data
on a server offsite. It’s called a cloud. I can access our
information from any computer using the access codes, which
I’ve got copies of at home. The only thing you’ve lost is what
was on your desk. I believe you had a copy of the police file
from Sergeant Gomez. Other than that, I have scanned every
document.
“Your older files were locked in the fireproof file cabinets
Sally purchased when you first opened. There’s a very good
chance they survived.
“Another thing we’ve got on the cloud are the video
recordings from the cameras in our office. They’re all time
stamped so we’ll be able to see who did what in the hours before
the explosion,” Jenny informed us.
I looked over at Sally and Katie,
“Did you know all of this?” I asked.
They both nodded yes. I felt a little out of the loop right
again.
“We’ll let you rest for now. We’ll see you in the morning. Is
there anything we can get for you?” I asked.
“A new head would be nice,” she said as she lay back gently
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onto her pillow.
The girls gave her a hug and then we left. The hospital was
going to keep Jenny overnight for observation.
We went to the cafeteria in the hospital.
“Let’s get something to eat. It’ll be my treat,” I said to the
girls.
“You’ve never offered to buy a meal for us before,” Katie
commented laughing. “I thought you were always cheap.”
“There is a first time for everything,” I answered back
I took my tray and got a cheese sandwich, some potato
chips, a piece of apple pie and a large soda.
The girls looked at my tray and shook their heads. They each
had taken a green salad and fruit juice.
“George the way you eat you’ll be lucky to live until you’re
sixty,” Sally commented.
“You eat what you want, and I’ll eat what I want,” I replied
ignoring them.
After paying for the meal, we found a table in the corner and
began to talk.
“We’re going to have to be very careful from now on. We
have to convince whoever did this to us that we’re off the case
and we’re scared, which in my case is the truth. I can’t believe
you want to go on with this case, but since it’s three against one,
I’ll have to go along,” I started the conversation.
“We can’t let those thugs get away with this,” Sally spoke
up. “I don’t scare off that easily.”
“I agree. I think we should prove to those guys they can’t
mess with us. We’ll show them what a good PI can do,” Katie
agreed with Sally.
“OK, but this could get really dangerous,” I added.
The next morning I went to the hospital and met Jenny who
was in the process of being released. Katie had given me some
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clothes to give to her. They weren’t really her style, but her old
clothes were in such bad shape she was happy to have them.
As soon as she was ready, the nurse pushed her wheelchair
to the front door where I had a taxi waiting.
I asked her where she wanted to go.
She replied, “I’d like to go home first to get cleaned up and
changed.”
Jenny gave the address to the driver and then turning to me,
she asked, “Can we have a meeting with Katie and Sally for
lunch? I have some information I would like to share with you
all.”
“Are you sure you’re up to it?” I asked.
“I want to get started on this as soon as possible. Where can
we meet?” she asked in a pushy way.
“Why don’t we meet at Momma’s Fried Chicken at 12:30,” I
suggested.
“I know where that is. I’ll meet you there,” she answered,
and then the cab drove off.
I called Sally and Katie to let them know about the meeting.
I was surprised at how eager they were to get back to work.
I took a taxi to the park. I looked up at the office building
and the hole in the side. The damage looked like it was mostly
only in my office. There were other broken windows, but not as
much damage as I thought there might be. I could see inside of
my office from outside.
The police had placed yellow police tape around the
doorways. No one was allowed to go inside until the
investigation was over.
I saw Pete, one of the investigation officers I knew from the
department.
“Hey Pete, is there any way that I can get a look at my
office?” I asked.
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“Normally I would have to say no, but the captain said if you
needed access to your office, I was to let you go in. First we
need to get you a helmet and protective gear. Then I’ll escort
you to your office,” he answered.
I wasn’t really expecting him to allow me to go into the
building, but I was glad for the chance to check it out.
When I looked at myself, after I put on the equipment the
officer gave me, in the side mirror of the police car, I looked
pretty silly.
Pete and I went into the building. Water was still flowing
down the steps. We walked up the stairs since the elevators had
been damaged in the explosion.
We went down the hallway I saw the entrance to the office
was gone. Jenny’s desk and the file cabinet were now in the
hallway. When I checked the file cabinet, it seemed to be intact.
We walked into the space. It was a total loss. Everything was
destroyed. I could see out of where the window used to be. My
desk was on the ground below in a twisted mess.
The insurance adjuster was there when I came out. He
wanted to talk to me then, but I gave him my card and told him
to give me a call later.
I thanked Pete for letting me look at the space, and then I left
the building. When I walked out, I went over to my desk and
managed to get one of the drawers opened. I took out the papers.
The rest of the drawers only had office supplies in them.
It was now time to leave to meet the girls at Momma’s Fried
Chicken.
The girls were already sitting at a table talking as I walked
up.
“How’s everyone today?” I asked.
They replied they were fine.
As I sat down, the waitress came by and asked if she could
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get us anything. I ordered some potato skins and lemonade for
everyone as an appetizer. The server left with our order.
“I just came from the building. It’s a real mess,” I said.
Then I turned to Jenny, and continued, “Your desk and the
filing cabinet are out in the hallway. My desk is on the ground
outside. I got what I could out of my desk. Here is what I was
able to salvage,” I said as I handed her the papers.
“The file cabinet is locked, so we may not be able to get
anything from there until after the investigation into the blast is
complete,” I told everyone. “Does anybody know where we
should start?”
“How would you like to see the explosion?” Jenny asked.
“See the explosion? What do you mean?” I responded
surprised.
“There’s a recording from your office camera of where the
explosion started, and then the camera went dead,” she said, as
she turned her laptop toward me.
“Was this what you were doing when I walked up?” I asked.
“Yep, it’s pretty cool,” Sally offered.
Looking at the monitor on her computer, I saw the interior of
my office. Suddenly there was a bright light and then nothing.
“Where did the explosion originate?” I asked.
“Here, watch it in slow motion.” Jenny restarted the video.
I watched again. This time the movement was very slow.
The explosion came from under my desk. A ball of flame blew
out the windows as it sent my desk out the window of my office,
and then the screen went blank.
“I think we need to give this to the cops,” I said, still amazed
at the force of the explosion and happy I wasn’t sitting at the
desk when it happened.
“Here, this might be of interest to you as well, “Jenny
showed me another video.
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“This was last night after we left. There’s a cleaning lady I
have never seen before walking into the office,” she explained.
I watched as the lady came into the reception area. Then
Jenny switched the view to my office. The cleaning lady looked
around and then slid under my desk.
“That’s who put the bomb under my desk?” I blurted out.
“It would appear so,” Sally answered. “We will give this
video to the police as well. I hope they can find out who she is.”
Jenny turned the computer back toward herself.
She began to speak, “I’ve been able to retrieve everything
we have on this case. Before you left the office yesterday you
asked me to look into the background of John Gordon.
“Well, here’s what I’ve found.
“He was an excellent student at City High School. He was a
very good athlete and played football, basketball, and baseball.
“He went to State University on a basketball scholarship. He
met his wife Janelle while he attended there. He was offered a
professional basketball contract, but he turned it down to go to
graduate school. He graduated with a Masters of Business
Administration degree.
“After his graduation he passed the Certified Public
Accountant test and then joined the accounting firm of Davis,
Hawkins & Moorhead where he became a department manager.
“Three years ago he suddenly quit that position and went to
work for his wife in her business as a bookkeeper and Chief
Financial Officer.
“Her company is called Lûminense. It’s a high-end fashion
company, which has four stores in the city.
“He belongs to a health club, a few civic groups, as well as
an organization of accountants.
“I also decided to look into Janelle Gordon. Now this is
where things get really interesting. I didn’t get to finish the
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investigation because just as I pulled up her page I needed to go
to the restroom. You know what happened after that.
“I wasn’t able to sleep last night, so I continued my research.
Our Mrs. Janelle Gordon’s maiden name was Reynolds. Her
father Gary is Jason Reynolds’ brother,” she said, turning the
computer so we could see what she was talking about.
We were speechless. We didn’t know what to say. Janelle
Reynolds Gordon was the one who hired us. What did she really
want from us? What was her motivation? Why was her husband
in prison? We were passing question after question around the
table.
“I found out something else that may be of interest to you,”
Jenny continued.
“Listen to this video we recorded two days ago. You’ve got
to listen very closely,” she said as she spun the computer around
and turned up the volume.
We listened very carefully. We could hear voices speaking,
but they weren’t any of ours.
“What is that?” I asked.
“Your office was bugged. Someone was listening to
everything that was said in there,” Jenny explained.
“How long do you think that was going on?” I asked.
“I can only guess, but maybe since we moved in. It’s
possible that your other office was bugged as well,” she
continued.
Katie sat up at hearing that. “Oh no, whoever was listening
knows more about my relationship with you than we wanted.
This could be a real problem.”
“Hold on Katie, I think we can make this work to our
advantage,” I stated.
I called Pedro and asked him to come and join us.
While we waited, we ate our lunches, which to the surprise
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of the girls, I paid for again.
Jenny asked me, “Did you read any of the messages I gave
you before the explosion?”
“No, I didn’t get a chance to. Were any of them important?”
I asked.
“There was one from Detective Julie Carson. She wanted
you to call her. The others were from clients asking for updates,”
she answered.
“Thanks,” I said thinking about what Detective Carson
might want.
About twenty minutes later Pedro arrived.
“Hey, guys. I’m glad to see that you are OK. I went by the
building this morning. Boy, what a mess,” he said as he sat
down.
“We’ve got a bigger mess than you think. We’ve got some
videos for you to take back to the lab. It shows the explosion
from a camera in my office. It also shows a woman coming into
the office the night before. She was wearing a cleaning uniform,
but we don’t recognize her. Perhaps your crime lab can do face
recognition for us?” I asked.
Pedro agreed to take the video to his lab to have it analyzed.
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PLAN
Chapter 10
We continued to talk about what had happened at the office.
“Our bigger problem is that Jenny believes someone was
tapping into the video and audio from our cameras in the office
and may have sensitive information about our cases and more
importantly, information about Katie’s relationship with us,” I
explained.
Pedro listened carefully to what we were saying. He
expressed his concern for what was going on.
“I’ll look into this personally. It might take a few days, but I
‘m sure we can find out what’s going on here,” Pedro said.
“We’ve got some more information that you might be
interested in,” I added. “Katie has found out the new boss
coming to town is Alexander Lonzo. He’s from the East Coast.
He’ll be taking over the operation here.”
“We’ve heard rumors about Alexander Lonzo. How’d you
get that information?” he asked.
“A little birdie told us,” I answered, looking around the
room.
“We also found out that Mrs. Gordon was Janelle Reynolds
before she was married. Jordan Reynolds was her uncle,” I
informed Pedro.
“It appears to me you’ve stumbled upon a much bigger case
than you thought at first. What are your plans?” Pedro asked
again.
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“What we’ve discussed so far is this. We’ll return to our
regular case load and drop Mrs. Gordon as a client. We’ve had
enough. We now know why the other PI gave up,” I told Pedro.
“I can only imagine what threats he had to deal with.”
The girls looked a little surprised, but they followed my lead
and told Pedro they agreed with me.
“I think you’ve gotten involved in something too big for you
to handle. Actually I’m not completely surprised at this. I
recommend that you back off what you were doing and keep a
low profile for a while until I get to the bottom of this at the
police station,” Pedro suggested.
We continued to chat for about an hour and then Pedro left
to return to his office.
As soon as he was gone, Jenny turned to me.
“Why did you tell Pedro we were dropping the case?” she
asked, while the others seemed interested in the answer as well.
“I think we need to keep our options open. The less other
people know the better for us,” I replied. “I’m not completely
sure that what happens in the police station is in our best
interest.”
Then we discussed about where to get a new office. I
suggested we use my apartment. I had worked out of there for
years.
Sally and Katie immediately said no. They had been to my
apartment and they said there was no way they would work from
there.
We needed a place that would be out of the way and not as
flashy as our old office, at least for as long as we would be
working on this case. It was no longer just a case. For the girls it
had become personal.
We decided that Jenny would look for a new space for our
office. I thanked the girls for being willing to stick with me and
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for being so supportive, even though I wasn’t excited about what
might happen if we stayed on the case.
“You do realize we may be talking about the mafia here; not
just a couple of people but the whole organization. This could
get really dangerous. Are you sure you want to go through with
this?” I asked very straightforwardly, trying to discourage them
from staying on the case..
Again, to my surprise, they agreed.
“I have an important meeting I have to go to. Let’s meet
back here tomorrow at the same time. We can discuss how
things are going then,” I said just before I got up to leave.
Once I was outside of the restaurant, I made a call.
A female voice answered, “Hello, this is Detective Carson,
what can I do for you?”
“Hi Julie. This is George Bronson. I think we need to talk,” I
said as I turned to walk up the street.
We made an appointment to meet in half an hour. I got a taxi
and headed toward her office.
When I arrived at the statehouse, I got out and paid the
driver. I entered the building and asked the woman at the
information desk where Detective Julie Carson’s office was. She
told me room 453 on the fourth floor.
As I approached the elevators, the doors opened and out
walked Pedro.
“Hey, George. What are you doing here?” he asked.
“I have an appointment with Detective Carson. Why are you
here?” I asked.
“I had some business with the district attorney on a case I’m
working on,” he answered. “Are you still on the Gordon case?”
he asked directly.
“No. The reason I’m here is I want to find out who blew up
my office. I’m working with the State Police to give them
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information about the explosion. Beyond that, I’m not sure what
we are going to do. We have enough work to keep us busy
without the risk of this case.
“It was nice seeing you again,” I said, and then the doors to
the elevator closed.
I pushed the button for the fourth floor.
When the doors opened, I looked at the sign on the wall on
the other side of the hall. It said the State Police office was to the
right. I found her suite and walked in. There was no one at the
reception desk, so I sat down.
It wasn’t long before Detective Carson came out of her
office and saw me.
“Have you been waiting long?” she asked.
“Not very long,” I replied.
“I forgot to tell you we don’t have a receptionist any longer.
You know, budget cuts. Next time just come and knock on my
door,” she said, while she opened the door to her office and
invited me inside.
I sat down in front of her desk.
“So, what brings you here today?” she asked.
“You left a message you wanted to meet with me,” I replied.
“Oh yeah, I’m a little disorganized right now. The reason I
called is I would like to get an update on how things are going,”
she said to me.
“Well, as you know our office was blown up yesterday,” I
began to explain.
“I’m sorry. I heard about that,” she said sympathetically, and
then pausing, she continued. “When you say ‘our office’, who
are you talking about?”
“My staff,” I answered.
“Who’s on your staff?” she asked.
“Jenny O’Hara is my secretary, Sally Wilson is my associate
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and Katie Stewart, uh I mean Moran, is my partner,” I answered.
“Partner? You made Katie Moran your partner? Now, that’s
really interesting,” Detective Carson reacted to what I had just
said.
“Have you done a complete background check on the people
in your office?” she asked.
“No, I found them through an employment agency. They
usually do background checks on potential employees, so I just
let them do it,” I answered.
“They don’t do the kind of checks you should be doing. You
could have someone working for you who’s connected with the
people who want to hurt you; not just Katie.
“Give me their information and I’ll have our people do a
complete check for you. We’ll check all of them, including
Katie,” she offered. “I should have a complete report to you by
this afternoon.”
I gave her what facts I could remember. She wrote down the
information and then we continued to talk.
“What would you like from me?” she asked.
“Well, we’ve turned up a lot of evidence, and it always
seems to lead us to organized crime. You seemed to be the
logical person to come to for help. I’ve not told anyone,
including my staff where I’m at today. I’ve got a folder with a
lot of files inside and I’m not sure what to do with them. I’m
struggling to bring things into a nice, neat and orderly
conclusion, but this whole thing continues to get out of control.
I’m hoping we can work together on this and help me stay alive
as well,” I explained.
Detective Carson took the file we had compiled on the
Gordon case and opened it on her desk. She began to read what
was inside. Every once in a while she would say, “hmm”.
I must have sat there for twenty minutes while she read the
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entire file.
When she was finished, she looked up and said, “I don’t
know a lot about this case, but from what I can see this is pretty
complete. Your facts and research are very good. I didn’t expect
a few of the surprises, so your staff is to be complimented.
However, I still want to run checks on them,” she added.
I agreed.
“I think there’s a problem with the city police department.
Pedro has been trying to help, but I feel like he’s been holding
back. It makes me very nervous,” I shared with her.
“You’ve got good reason to feel that way. Sergeant Gomez
was here just before you arrived. We’re working with him on
problems where he works. He’s very concerned about some of
the officers on the force. He doesn’t know who to trust. He
speaks very highly of you, by the way,” she told me.
“Thanks, it is nice to hear that,” I said smiling.
“My girls are angry, and they want to continue working on
the Gordon case. But as for me, I’m not so sure. It really makes
me nervous to think that one of us might get hurt again, or even
worse, killed,” I expressed my concern about continuing with the
case.
We talked for few more minutes and then I left.
As I was waiting for the elevator, a man came up to me and
asked, “Are you George Bronson?”
“Yes, I am. Who’s asking?” I answered, turning to see who
was speaking to me asking who I was.
Without introducing himself, he asked me, “Will you please
come with me? There is someone who wants to meet you.”
He led me down to the end of the hall to the staircase. We
went up two flights of stairs to the sixth floor. When we got to
the door, we turned right and went down the hallway to an office
at the far end.
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The sign to the left of the door said, ‘State Bureau of
Investigation’. The man opened the door and let me in. He
directed me to the right and led me to a conference room.
“Wait here, someone will be with you in a moment,” he said,
and then left the room.
There was a coffee pot on the table along the wall, so I got
myself some coffee. I had to look in the cabinets to find the
cream and sugar. The room was nice, but nothing I saw told me
why I was there.
Just then, another man walked in. He was a big black man.
He had on a dark suit with a blue striped necktie. He was bald
and had a thick black mustache.
“Sit down George. We need to talk,” he said, pointing to a
chair at the table.
“By the way, I’m Director Robert Carpenter. I’m responsible
for the organized crime task force,” he said.
He put out his hand, so I shook it, and then we both sat down
at the conference table.
“We’ve learned that lately you’ve had some trouble with the
mob. We need your help. Actually I think we can help each other
here,” he told me.
“You need my help?” I asked surprised at what he was
telling me.
“There are people you’ve been dealing with that we’ve been
watching for a long time. We think that with the new crime boss
coming to town, there’ll be some big changes and none of them
can be good for us.
“It’s time for us to act to bring the whole thing down. We
feel you are in a very unique position to help us make this
happen.”
“What do you want me to do?” I asked.
“For now, just be yourself. We’ll be in touch with you about
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what’s going to happen in the very near future,” he said.
“Am I going to have to be the bait again?” I asked seriously.
Director Carpenter laughed, “No George, you won’t have to
be the bait.”
We talked about some of the things that had happened
recently. We had a nice conversation. He seemed like a person
who I could trust.
After I walked out of his office, I stood in the hallway for a
few minutes trying to understand why he wanted me to help. I
guess I would just have to wait until later. I pushed the button for
the elevator, it opened right away, and I got on.
When I got to the fourth floor, the doors opened, and in
walked Detective Carson.
Surprised to see me there, she asked, “Hi George, where
have you been?”
Not knowing what I should say, I answered, “I hit the wrong
button and went up. Then I had to use the restroom. So, now I’m
going back down.”
“I’m glad I ran into you. I was just about to send these
background checks over to your office. Now I can just hand
them to you,” she said.
“Wow, that was quick! Thanks,” I replied.
“You’re welcome,” she answered. “You might find some
interesting things in there.”
She got off the elevator and returned to her office.
I pushed the button to go down to the first floor. The doors
closed. I opened the files and began to read as the elevator went
down.
I decided to go to the café across from the police station to
finish reading the folder Detective Carson had given me. I
ordered some coffee and a doughnut and then began to read the
background information on my staff.
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The first one I looked at was about Sally Wilson. She
graduated at the top of her class in high school. She joined the
army shortly after her graduation and spent ten years there.
During her time in the army she had been assigned to several
different bases. What I didn’t see in the folder was what her
duties were. She was honorably discharged with special
recognition. After her time in the army, she worked for several
small companies in sales and management.
I wondered why she came to work for me as my secretary,
especially at the salary I had paid her. I was glad I had promoted
her to an associate. She was doing a very good job.
Jenny O’Hara came from a very small town. She attended
State University and graduated with a degree in accounting and
information technology. After graduation, she had worked for
two other private detective firms in the city. Her work record
was very good. I was lucky she was working for me. Again, I
wondered why she would come to work in a small firm like
mine.
Then I opened Katie Moran’s file. She finished high school,
but never went to college. She worked several odd jobs, nothing
very important. Twice she was arrested for minor violations, but
she was never charged. Her record said she was released for a
lack of evidence. This didn’t surprise me knowing her
background as I did. There was nothing there that made me
worried.
The files made me feel confident in my team. I was glad that
I got the information.
I left the café and headed for home. I was nervous to go
home to my apartment. I decided to stay at the motel. I put a
chair against the door to make sure no one could easily break the
door down.
The next morning, I called Jenny. She told me she had
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already found a new office, and she gave me the directions on
how to get there.
I got onto the bus and headed for the new office.
This part of town was new to me. As I walked up to the
building, I looked around. This was pretty much a residential
area. No shops or even places to eat. We were several blocks
from the park, so getting a hot dog wasn’t going to be as easy as
it was before. I would just have to pick one up on my way the
office.
The sign next to the door said, ‘Bronson, Stewart &
Associates’ just like before.
As I walked in, I saw the old filing cabinet sitting in the
middle of the room. Sally and Jenny were sorting through the
files, transferring them to the new cabinet. The old one was
badly damaged, but the files inside were OK.
The office was darker than the last one because there
weren’t as many windows and they weren’t looking out over the
park.
Sally pointed to the door on the right. I walked in and saw
my new office for the first time. It was much smaller and only
had two chairs. I no longer had a table for conferences.
I tested the new chairs to see if they were the right height.
They weren’t as short as I wanted them to be because Jenny had
ordered them.
“Sally, will you come in here please?” I called Sally into the
office, and she came in and sat down.
“These chairs are nice!” Sally commented with a laugh.
“OK, enough with the jokes. What’s happened since I left?”
I asked.
“Nothing much. Katie’s out with a client and we’re getting
the office settled,” she told me.
I opened the file Special Agent Carson gave me that told me
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about Sally.
“Can you tell me what’s missing here?” I asked, as I pushed
the folder toward her.
She looked it over and then asked, “What do you mean?”
“It records your service in the army, but it doesn’t list your
duties. Would you mind telling me what you did?” I asked very
straightforward.
She smiled and laughed, “I’d have to kill you if I told you.”
“Seriously Sally, it’s very important that I know what you
did while you were in the army. This case is falling apart and our
lives are at risk here. I need you to tell me everything,” I almost
begged.
She got up, closed the door, and then returned to her chair.
Speaking softly to me, she said, “I was in special
intelligence. I was part of a team that infiltrated terrorist cells
and broke them up. My cover was compromised on one of our
missions, so I had to retire.”
“So, that is how you knew how to throw that knife when we
were in the line of fire, right?” I asked.
“Yeah, I would say so,” she responded.
“Why are you working for me?” I asked, very surprised at
what she had just told me.
Sally sat back and thought for a moment.
“I guess it’s time to tell you what’s going on here. You have
to keep this to yourself. If you tell anyone, it will ruin our
chances of being successful. Do you understand?” she said to me
in a strong voice.
I was a little surprised at how she spoke to me at first, but I
said, “Yes, I understand.”
“I was asked by the governor to work on a special task force
to try and break up organized crime in this city. After your
confrontation with the Moran family, we thought it would be a
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good cover for me to work with you,” she informed me.
“Why am I always the last one to know?” I asked, sitting
back in my chair in frustration.
Sally got up and called Jenny to come in.
Jenny came in and joined us.
“OK, so I guess you’re going to tell me you’re part of the
task force as well?” I asked Jenny jokingly.
Jenny looked over at Sally. Sally nodded at her.
“That’s correct, sir,” she replied.
I about came out of my chair.
“This is crazy. What about Katie? Is she some kind of secret
agent?” I asked not knowing what the answer to that question
would be.
“Actually, she’s been a part of our investigation,” Sally
replied.
“What? Now this is getting really confusing,” I paused.
“OK, now tell me. What do you think about her?”
I was now very interested in what the girls were telling me.
“We can’t comment on that right now,” Jenny said very
calmly.
“You can’t comment on that? That makes no sense. How am
I supposed to know what to do?” I questioned the girls not
knowing what my role in their investigation was.
They didn’t answer me. Then I had a thought.
“Do you know why my office was blown up?” I asked.
“Do you remember the recordings we had you listen to?”
Sally asked.
“Yeah, what about them?” I responded.
“We’ve traced who was listening, and we know who planted
the bomb. The people listening to you were in a van parked in
front of the building. We have traced the van to the city police
department.
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“We think they were trying to collect evidence on Katie as
well, or they are working with the mob. We aren’t really sure
yet,” Sally informed me of what was going on.
“So, who planted the bomb?” I asked.
“A lady named Gloria Faber. She’s connected with a branch
of the mob we’ve been watching for some time now,” Sally
replied. “We suspect that it was just a warning. If they wanted
you dead, you’d be dead.”
“That’s really comforting to know,” I stated, not happy at
what she had just told me.
Looking over at Jenny, Sally continued, “Jenny was really
lucky she wasn’t in the office when it happened, or she wouldn’t
be here right now.”
“Why do they want to keep me around?” I asked.
“We think because you provide a good cover for Katie to
work here. That’s why we have her under investigation,” Sally
answered.
“What about Janelle Gordon and her husband? What do you
know about them?” I asked more questions hoping to get more
answers.
Sally and Jenny looked at each other.
Sally explained to me, “I guess we can tell you about that as
well. John Gordon was framed for the burglaries. It’s the mob’s
way of keeping Janelle from going to the state authorities to tell
them about what the members of the mob are doing. The police
officers who were assigned to the case went along with it. That’s
our problem. We don’t know who in the government is working
with the mob and whom we can trust.
“Now that Jason Reynolds is gone, and Alexander Lonzo is
coming to town, we need to move very quickly,” she answered.
I had to think about what I had just been told.
Then I gave her some information of my own.
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“While I was at the statehouse I was asked by the State
Bureau of Investigation to meet with them. I met Director
Carpenter. He told me he will give me more information later.
Do you know who he is?” I asked.
Once again, the girls looked at each other.
Then Sally answered, “Yes, he’s our boss.”
“Your boss?” I blurted out.
Now I was completely confused. All of this stuff was going
on behind my back, and I was left out of the plan.
“So, I’ve been a pawn in this game the whole time?” I
asked.
“Pretty much,” Sally replied matter-of-factly.
“This is crazy! I’m going to have to think about this for a
while. I’m not sure what I’m going to do now,” I said as I
slumped in my chair.
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CO-OPERATION
Chapter 11
I couldn’t believe what they had told me. We sat in silence
for several minutes and then I spoke up.
“OK, assuming that everything you’ve told me is correct,
where do we go from here?” I asked.
“We’ve got our orders to sit and wait. We’re to continue to
do things the way we’ve always done them. When the time
comes, we’ll let you know what we need you to do,” Sally
explained.
Just as we were about to end our meeting, Jenny added, “By
the way, it was reported that two more people on the list you
found on the laptop have died in the last three weeks. The
methods are different from before. They were found in their beds
with a bullet in the back of the head, execution style.”
I sat up in my chair.
“I’m not going to be in danger again, am I?” I asked.
“Not if we can help it,” Jenny replied.
“Is there any more I need to know?” I asked.
“Not right now. We’ll let you know when something is
needed from you,” Jenny said.
As they left the office. She continued to inform me, “Just
don’t say anything to Katie. It will not be good for you if you do
that.”
I sat in silence.
How had I gotten myself into this mess? I was just a plain
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old PI doing my job and now I was in the middle of a battle
between organized crime and the State Bureau of Investigation.
At that moment, my feeling was I just wanted to go home
and start my life all over again.
A few days passed and things were quiet. Katie came to the
office from time to time to get messages and to get new
assignments. She was doing a wonderful job on the accounts she
was working on. She was a first class PI. Our clients were
happy, and we were making money, but I kept my distance from
her. I didn’t know how to talk to her.
I was staying close to the office most of the time. I slept on
the sofa in our lobby because I was afraid I would get a bullet in
the back of my head if I went home.
Katie wondered why I was being so lazy.
“I’m trying to recover from all of the crazy things that have
happened in my life lately. I’ll be fine,” I told her.
During the next week, I only left the office to get something
to eat. I found a little sandwich shop a block from the office that
had a very good roast beef sandwich with cabbage. I had them
put it on rye bread and topped with mustard.
When Sally joined me one day for lunch she told me,
“You’re making me sick watching you eat that.”
She never joined me again.
After a week, the girls began to complain that I smelled bad.
They said, “George, you stink, go home and clean up!”
I went into the restroom and looked into the mirror. I
realized I didn’t look very good. My favorite sport jacket was
badly wrinkled, my shirt had stains on it and my beard was
scraggly.
The girls were right. I needed to go home and clean up.
When I got to the door of my apartment, I noticed scratches on
the wood around the door handle. My suspicions were right.
142

A PRIVATE EYE

Someone had tried to get into my apartment. Maybe they were
there at that moment.
I took my gun out of my overcoat. After opening the door
quickly, I took my gun out of my overcoat and swung from right
to left looking for anything in the room.
No one was there. I checked the bathroom, all clear. I
checked the closet, nothing there either.
As I closed the door, I made sure all three locks were locked
and then I checked the window to make sure it was locked as
well.
The shower looked inviting and since I really needed to take
one, I set my gun where I could reach it easily and began to
bathe. It was a little difficult keeping the water off the floor
without a shower curtain.
The bullet holes were still in the tiles. Memories flooded
back. I finished quickly.
After I shaved and changed my clothes, I felt refreshed, but I
was still nervous about being in my apartment alone.
Suddenly I had a thought. What if there was a bomb in my
apartment! I grabbed my overcoat, picked up my wallet and
glasses, and ran out of the apartment as fast as I could, forgetting
to lock the door.
When I got outside, I became nervous that someone was
watching me, so I ran to the bus stop and got onto the first bus
that arrived. I sat at the back of the bus, suspicious of everyone
who got on. I felt completely out of control.
When I got back to the office, Jenny greeted me.
I nodded and walked right past her and closed the door to
my private office.
A few minutes passed and Sally walked in. I was surprised
because she didn’t knock on the door.
“George, what’s happening to you?” she asked me.
143

A PRIVATE EYE

At first I just stared at her. Then I decided to tell her how I
was feeling.
“I can’t take all of this suspense. I’ve never been so scared in
all of my life. When is this going to end?” I questioned her. “I’m
going crazy!”
“Settle down, George. We have people watching you all of
the time. If someone tries something, we’ll get them,” Sally tried
to explain.
“That’s what I was told before Marge Moran almost killed
me,” I replied. “And what about the two people who were
recently murdered? Did you have people watching over them?”
“Yes, but whoever the killer is, they are good. They’ve
avoided our surveillance, but we have an idea of what is going
on,” Sally responded. “We can’t tell you right now, but we have
some good leads.”
“That doesn’t make me feel any better,” I said to her.
Thinking for a moment, I asked, “What do you mean ‘We’ll
get them’.”
“That’s just an expression,” she replied.
She changed the subject.
“We’ve been told that we’re to prepare to start our plan to
take down the mob, and we’re going to need your help,” she
informed me
“Are you sure they aren’t listening to us right now?” I asked,
as I looked around the room for a possible microphone. “Do you
think there are any bugs in this office?”
“No, we did a sweep this morning. We’ve checked every
day to make sure we can talk openly,” Sally answered me.
“What do you want me to do?” I asked.
“Just be yourself and we’ll take care of the rest,” Sally tried
to reassure me.
Sally left, and I sat alone in my office for a long time
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thinking.
There was a knock on my door.
“Come in,” I said.
The door opened and in walked Janelle Gordon.
“Can I talk with you?” she asked.
I stood up and pointed to the chair in front of my desk.
“Sure, have a seat,” I said. “What can I do for you?”
“You know, your new office is hard to find,” she stated.
“As you know, we had to move. I don’t really want to get
blown up again. This office is out of the way. It makes us feel a
little safer,” I replied not making a joke.
She sat down and put her briefcase on my desk.
“May I be completely honest with you?” she asked.
“Please, that would be refreshing,” I responded.
“Is there anyone listening to us?” she asked, as she looked
around the room.
“I’m not really sure. Anything is possible. My staff says they
have done a sweep of the office, but you never know,” I
responded in a rather unkind tone.
Janelle seemed a little surprised at my attitude.
“Are you OK,” she asked.
“I’m fine. Just a little shell-shocked from everything that has
happened since I took your case,” I answered being honest with
her.
“I’m not happy with the way things are going as well. I’m
going to just give up. I can’t fight the people who put my
husband into prison anymore. Thank you for all you’ve done, but
it’s time for me to realize I can’t win,” Janelle expressed her
feelings to me.
“You want to fire us?” I asked.
“Not really. I’m not unhappy with the work you have done,
it’s just not worth it to fight anymore. Too many people might
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get hurt. I’m sure the bomb in your office had something to do
with me,” she continued.
“We haven’t given up on you,” I replied.
“You still want to help me?” she asked.
“Yes, of course. What else have I got to lose?” I answered.
“Anyway, I was outvoted by the rest of my staff. They want to
finish your case.”
Janelle opened her briefcase and gave me some pictures and
a file folder with a stack of papers.
“Since you want to keep working for me, I think these will
be helpful in your investigation,” she said.
I looked at them and read over the notes written on the back
of each picture.
I picked up the phone.
“Jenny, will you and Sally come in here, please,” I spoke
into the phone.
It didn’t take long for the door to swing open.
“Please join us,” I said.
Jenny went to get another chair. It wasn’t easy fitting a third
chair since the space was small.
“Janelle has given me some new pictures I think will prove
beneficial to her case,” I started by showing them the pictures.
“Where did you get these?” Sally asked.
“I took them myself. I’ve been doing some snooping on my
own. I think you need to see these,” she answered.
The pictures provided us with a lot of new proof about the
theories Sally had presented to me earlier.
The pictures showed Pedro, Katie, and Detective Carson
having a conversation together in a restaurant. They had some
papers they were reading together.
“Why did you bring these to us?” I asked.
“My father is Gary Reynolds. Jason Reynolds was my
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uncle,” she stated.
“We know all of that. Your background wasn’t that difficult
to trace,” I said.
“Then I’m pretty sure you know by now that my husband
was framed in order to stop me from talking to the police.
“I think Sergeant Gomez may also be part of the
organization. I originally spoke to him about my husband’s
situation, and now I think he’s the one who told the people in the
police department about what I know is going on in the mafia.
“That doesn’t make any sense. I’ve been working with Pedro
since the beginning,” I was surprised at what she was telling us.
“He sent me to Detective Anderson, and he didn’t even want
to listen to me.
“My business was used to provide a legal front for many
illegal activities, and I didn’t even know it. When my husband
realized what was going on, he told me, and then I went to the
police immediately.
“As you know, that didn’t work, since he’s now in jail. My
uncle is dead, a new boss is coming, and I fear for my life, as
well as my husband’s. Alexander Lonzo will not be as forgiving
as my uncle was. My uncle only wanted to scare us, so we would
continue to work for him,” she gave us her story. “Now, I don’t
want any part of it.”
Sally took control of the conversation. She explained to her
that we were working with state agencies on her case. She didn’t
reveal she was a special agent with the State Bureau of
Investigation.
“If we decide to continue to work on your case are you
willing to help us?” Sally asked.
“Of course, what do you want me to do? If it’ll get my
husband out of jail, I’ll do anything,” she gave her response.
“What if you tell the leadership in the mob that you have
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changed your mind and you’ll be willing to work with them in
the future,” Sally suggested. “You can tell them you want your
husband out of jail and you realize it is too dangerous to fight
them. Let them know you have concluded it is safer for you to
just go along with their plans.”
“I don’t think it’ll be too hard to do what you ask. There’s a
dinner scheduled to welcome Alexander Lonzo to our city as
soon as he gets here. I’m sure everyone you suspect as being part
of the organization will be there,” Janelle shared. “The members
of the mob are getting more confident that they will control most
everything in the city. There should be a lot of important people
there.”
“That’s good to know. You must not come back here again,
OK?” Sally directed.
“How will you let me know what to do?” Janelle asked.
“We’ll be in touch with you very soon. Thank you so much
for coming in. We’ll do everything we can to protect your
husband and hopefully get him out of prison soon,” Sally smiled
at Janelle to give her confidence.
Janelle said goodbye and left the office.
“That took a lot of courage for her to come in here and tell
us all of that. Plus she’s agreed to help us,” I commented. “She
must really love her husband.”
“Or she’s setting you up to be a target again,” Sally
reasoned, smiling at me.
That’s not what I wanted to hear her say.
“Not a chance. I think I’ll run away before that happens,” I
answered.
Two days passed when Sally came bursting into my office.
“George, we need to move fast. Now that Janelle has given us
the information about the dinner, and told us that everyone
involved in the mafia will be there, we need get ready. The
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dinner is tonight. You need to get yourself cleaned up.”
“WHAT!? You want me to go to the party?” I asked more
shocked than ever.
“We’ll provide you with contacts that will make it look like
you’re planning to help the mafia. With the way you have been
acting the last couple of weeks, it won’t be hard for you to
convince them you are ready to give up and join them.
“You’ll go with Janelle as her escort and meet with the
mobsters. They know you have been working with her on her
husband’s case.
“This dinner is a formal introduction to the city for
Alexander Lonzo. All of the important members of the mafia
will be there. Also, many people in high positions in the city
government will be at the banquet. It’s going to be our chance to
finally find out who is dirty in this city. They are getting
confident they are safe.
“We’ll get you the details before you go. You’ll need to
dress up for the dinner tonight. It’s a formal affair,” she
explained.
“A formal affair?” I asked.
“Yes, George, you’ll have to get a new tuxedo,” Sally said
smiling.
“I don’t even have an old one. I have never needed one
before,” I stated.
Sally ignored me, and then described my part of the plan.
“Janelle’s already told them you’re going to be there as her
escort. They think you’re ready to help the mob. She’s
convinced them you’ve accepted her story about getting her
husband free, and you have decided to help her with her
business. They think you’re scared because of the bombing and
that you’ll do anything to keep safe,” she explained.
“Actually a lot of what you just said is true,” I responded.
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“Stop that, George. This is not the time to be making jokes,”
Sally said very seriously.
“Who’s joking?” I replied.
“We’re pretty sure Katie is going to be there as well,” Sally
informed me.
“So, who is Katie involved with then, us or them?” I asked.
“We believe she is still involved with the mob. It’s our belief
she set up the meeting between you and Jason Reynolds just so
she could kill him. That way her father’s friend Alexander
Lonzo could move in and take over. We think she’s hoping to
get her father released from prison once Lonzo becomes the
boss,” Sally shared with me.
“So, she’s been using me all this time?” I asked.
“It would appear so,” Jenny answered.
Now I was getting angry.
“Everyone one is doing something behind my back and now
I’m just beginning to find out what it is. This makes me even
more nervous than before.
“Who else do you suspect of helping in this little plan?” I
asked another question that popped into my head.
Sally answered cautiously, “We’re not sure but possibly
Sergeant Gomez….”
“PEDRO?! You suspect Pedro is implicated in this too?” I
jumped out of my chair in disbelief. “Why do you think Pedro is
involved?”
“We suspect Pedro referred Katie to you. He knew your
reputation and he knew they could easily use you. You did
exactly as they planned every time,” Sally gave me the bad
news.
I sat back down in my chair.
“What do you mean by my reputation?” I asked, confounded
by all that was being said.
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“You just have a unique way of doing things. It keeps people
guessing. They needed that,” she answered.
“So, who else is mixed up in this?” I asked.
“We think Detective Carson and Detective Rider may be a
part of this as well,” Sally answered, expecting me to yell at her
again.
I remembered, “I saw Detective Carson drive off with Pedro
once, and those pictures Janelle showed us of them having a
meeting together were pretty condemning.”
Sally went on, “We’ve created a new plan for you. We want
you to go to Katie. We want you to tell her you know about
Alexander Lonzo and you’ve got a plan to help him gain more
control of the city.
“We’re positive you can convince Katie you’re more than
what you seem and she’ll believe you. She’ll be surprised, but
careful. We believe since you have been so loyal to her, she’ll
trust you.”
I left the office and as I got into a taxi to go to the shopping
mall to buy a tuxedo.
Just as I sat inside, I got a text on my phone. It was from
Katie.
The text said,
‘Meet me at 1641 Seventh Avenue Apartment 12. I have
something very important to talk to you about.’
I gave the address to the driver and he took me there. I stood
outside looking at the plain building.
“Why was I coming here?” I thought to myself.
I walked up the stairs and pushed the button for apartment
12.
“Who’s there?” I heard Katie’s voice.
“It’s George. May I come in?” I asked.
There was a buzzing sound and the door opened. I went to
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the last apartment on the right and knocked.
The door opened and Katie let me inside. Sitting on the
couch in front of me were Pedro and Detective Carson. Sitting at
the table was Detective Rider.
I was suddenly very nervous. I looked around the room. It
was very plain.
“Where are we? What is this place?” I asked.
“This is a safe house. It’s used to protect witnesses and
important people when their lives are at risk,” Katie answered
the question.
“So, what are we doing here?” I inquired further.
“Because it’s the safest place for us to meet,” Katie
responded, getting a bit frustrated at my questions.
“Sit down George, we have something we want to talk to
you about,” Katie began.
I sat at the table across from Detective Rider.
“Are you working together?” I asked.
“Sort of,” he responded. “What we’ve been trying to figure
out is, what’s going on with you and the State Bureau of
Investigation”
Katie asked, very directly, “We know you talked to Director
Bob Carpenter when you left Julie Carson’s office the other day.
Since then you have been acting very strange. Can you tell us
what that’s all about?”
Sitting silently, I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know
who to trust. I felt very uneasy at that moment. I looked at Pedro,
and then Detective Carson. They were leaning forward waiting
for my answer. I remembered what Sally had told me about
them. Was this a good time to lie?
What did she want from me? I looked up at Katie and tried
to read her eyes. Could I trust her?
Beginning to explain, I said, “Well, he asked me about the
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explosion.”
I paused to think.
“Then he asked me about helping them,” I finished.
“Help them do what?” Katie asked.
“I’m not really sure. He said he would get back with me. I
haven’t heard anything from him since,” I responded.
“What do you think he was asking you about?” she persisted
in asking questions.
“Something to do with the mob, I guess,” I said not sure if
that is what she wanted to hear or not.
Katie pulled up a chair in front of me.
“The four of us have been working very hard to cooperate
with you. We want the same things. We need your help for us to
know what to expect. We think we’re suspects, and that we’re
being watched very carefully. We believe the bomb in your
office wasn’t meant for you but possibly for me. All of this has
been very confusing for us as well.
“We need to know what you know so we can help solve the
mysteries that are keeping us from doing the right thing,” she
paused for a moment, waiting to see how I was reacting to what
she was saying to me.
“Tonight, there’s a big dinner to welcome Alexander Lonzo
to town, and we’ve been invited to attend. Our intent has been to
give the impression that we’re working with the mob, when
actually we’re trying to bring it down,” Katie explained.
“I’ve been invited to the dinner as well.” I gave some
information to them.
“So, you know about the dinner? What else do you know?”
Katie asked.
“Not much more than what you’ve already told me,” I
answered.
“Why are you going to the dinner?” Pedro asked.
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“Janelle Gordon invited me to be her escort,” I replied.
There was silence in the room.
Katie went over to where Pedro and Detective Carson were
sitting and they began to speak to each other.
I was getting very uncomfortable. The tension in the room
was building. I didn’t know whether I could trust them or not.
Katie returned to her chair.
“OK, George, we’re going to trust you, but you have to
swear you won’t tell anyone, especially the SBI,” Katie said very
seriously.
“It depends,” I replied.
“What do you mean by that?” she asked.
“If it means that I’m going to be killed, then I can’t promise
you anything,” I answered.
“George, don’t be silly,” Katie said. “As you know, tonight
the top members of the mob will be meeting. This will be our
opportunity to take down the most powerful people in the
syndicate at one time.”
“And how do you plan to do that?” I asked.
“We can’t tell you that,” she replied.
“So, based on your word, I’m supposed to trust you?” I
asked.
“We are hoping we can trust each other,” Katie replied.
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PARTY
Chapter 12
I fired a question back at her to test her honesty.
“So, you want me to be honest, but you won’t answer my
questions? How is this trusting?” I asked. “OK, I’ve got a
question for you. Who’s been killing the people on your list?”
“I don’t know anything about that. I think it’s a way to make
me look even more guilty to the police and the SBI,” she
answered.
“Alright then, tell me, what have you been doing away from
the office so much?” I directed another question at her.
“I had hoped that you would trust me by now. Why are you
so suspicious of me?” she asked me, sitting back in her chair
obviously disappointed.
Feeling bolder, I said, “There are things about what you’ve
done that have affected everyone around you. All this secrecy
and all your actions speak louder than your words. It’s hard to
trust someone who only gives you the facts after something has
happened.”
The room went silent.
Pedro spoke up. “He’s right. We haven’t kept him very well
informed about what we’re planning. Maybe it’s time to tell him
everything.”
“That would be nice,” I jumped in. “Tell me, why aren’t you
working with the SBI?” I asked.
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“What do you know about the SBI?” Katie responded with a
question of her own.
“I think you need to tell me what’s going on with you first,”
I replied. “It seems that no one is willing to trust the other,
especially me.”
I began to think in my head. Why should I tell them
anything? Why weren’t they working with the SBI? Why was
the SBI investigating Katie and the others? What was really
going on here? I was beginning to think I was in the middle of a
conspiracy. Why didn’t the SBI and the State Police know what
the other was doing? What was Pedro’s part in all of this?
I broke the silence and explained my role at the dinner.
I explained to them, “I’ll tell you this. Tonight the bosses
have been informed that I’m going to be joining them. They’ve
been told that I’m scared, and that I want to save myself by
joining the organization.”
“Is that the truth?” Katie asked.
“Maybe,” I replied.
“How’s that going to help anything?” Pedro asked.
“I don’t want to die. Isn’t that a good enough reason?” I
responded.
I guess what I said was a big surprise.
Once again, the four in the room began to talk to each other.
It was getting even more tense in the room.
“Will you answer one question for us?” Katie asked. “Are
you working for the mafia or for the police?” Katie asked,
looking me deep in the eye.
I sat back. I wasn’t sure how to answer that question. I didn’t
say anything.
Pedro walked over to me and sat in the chair directly in front
of me. He looked me in the face.
Speaking to me in a strong manner, he said, “George, you’re
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as confusing as always. We’re not sure what to think. We want
you to know we’re not part of the mafia, just the opposite. Our
plan is to bring the organization down, with or without your
help.
“If you choose to join them, then you’ll become our enemy.
Do you understand?” Pedro put the question to me very directly.
“Yes sir. I understand,” I replied shaken by his statements to
me. “OK, now let me ask you a question, Pedro. Did you plan
for me to meet Katie? Did you set me up from the beginning?”
The room went silent after I asked the question. It appeared I
had stepped on some toes. Pedro sat back visibly surprised at the
question.
“Who told you that?” he asked.
“That doesn’t matter. Is it true?” I asked now getting a little
angry.
Pedro looked over at Katie.
“Do you want the truth?” he asked.
“Yes, that would be nice for once,” I responded.
“Alright, I’ve been working with Katie for a long time trying
to solve this case. We needed someone who had your skills to
help us break it open. So, yes. I referred you to Katie,” he
answered.
I didn’t like his answer, although I already pretty much knew
the truth.
“May I go now?” I asked.
“Yes, but we’ll be watching you. Remember, we’ll be at the
dinner as well,” Pedro warned me.
I left the apartment very upset. I was nervous about what
was going to happen that night. I was ready to run and hide, but
then I thought, “Where would I hide?”
I had no place to go.
Janelle’s contact in the mob told her the dinner would be at
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the Crescent Moon Restaurant in the center of town. They
wanted the meeting to be in a public location to give the dinner
credibility.
This was the first time, in a very long time, that I had to get
dressed up. I had to buy a new tuxedo and new shoes. I went to
the barbershop, got a haircut, as well as a shave.
After shopping at the mall, I went home to get ready. I went
to the door of my apartment and realized I had not locked the
door. Now what I was to do? I opened the door slowly with my
gun in hand. I checked out the room and found it empty. I felt
really nervous. I looked for a camera or a microphone but found
nothing. I went to the bathroom, closed the door and got dressed.
After that I sat on the toilet and waited for Janelle to arrive. I
almost feel asleep.
Later that night I met Janelle at my apartment building.
When I came down to her car, we sat and talked for a while
about how we were going to handle any questions we might be
asked about why we were attending the dinner.
She was wearing a long black dress with a beautiful
diamond necklace. He hair was pulled back with a pair of
diamond combs. She looked stunning.
Janelle complimented me and said I looked very handsome.
I guess getting dressed up had its benefits.
We then headed toward the restaurant.
When we arrived, she checked her wrap at the door and I
checked my overcoat. When Janelle saw my tuxedo, she said,
“Wow you clean up nicely George.”
I had never been to the Crescent Moon. In fact, I had never
been to any restaurant this nice.
We asked for Mr. Lonzo. The hostess took us to the back of
the restaurant to a private room.
Before we entered, two men checked us for any electronics,
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weapons, or other equipment we might use to communicate with
the police.
When we entered, to my surprise, I saw many people I
hadn’t expected to see. Some of them were very important
people in the city.
Alexander Lonzo was standing along the wall to the right of
the room, and he was introducing himself to people as they came
in. We stood in the line of people and moved slowly forward.
There were introductions to several people who I think were
leaders of the mob in different parts of the city. I met Gary
Reynolds, Marvin Brixey, Frank Kittle, Gary Long, Roger
Darden, and others.
When we got to Mr. Lonzo, he put his hand out to shake
mine. I shook his hand and introduced myself.
“I’m George Bronson and this is Janelle Gordon. It’s nice to
meet you,” I said.
“Let’s see, George Bronson. Aren’t you the guy who works
with Katie Moran?” he asked.
I was surprised he knew my name, and even more that he
knew Katie was working for me. I got more than a little nervous.
“Yes sir,” was all I could respond.
“I have heard a lot about you. I hear that you want to be a
help to us. That’s good news, Mr. Bronson. We can always use a
smart fellow like you on our side,” Alexander Lonzo said
smiling at me.
He continued as he turned and smiled at Janelle, “And Mrs.
Gordon, it is so nice to finally meet you. I think we have a lot to
talk about in regard to your husband.”
Janelle just smiled at him.
We walked over to the table of drinks and appetizers. I took
a small glass of orange juice and placed a couple of small
sandwiches on my plate. I didn’t recognize what was on the
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bread, but I was hungry.
We walked around the room. I saw Katie sitting with some
people I didn’t know. Pedro was sitting alone at a table eating.
His plate was full of food. I think he missed his trip to the break
room. I didn’t see Sally or Jenny anywhere. Detectives Carson
and Rider were also not in the room. I wasn’t surprised.
Katie smiled at me when I nodded at her. Pedro was too
busy eating to notice that I was there.
Janelle found a place for us to sit. We sat quietly watching
the people as they introduced themselves to Mr. Lonzo. It was a
big crowd of people.
I recognized some people in the room. Some were important
politicians, and some were even on the police force. I felt very
awkward. These people thought I was becoming a member of
the organization. They thought I was becoming just like them.
The band was playing music and there were several waiters
moving from place to place handing out drinks. The party was
very elegant.
If this had been a party I wanted to be at, it would have been
very exciting, but since we didn’t know what was going to
happen, I was very nervous. I felt sweat running down my back.
Now I was going to have to pay to have my new tuxedo cleaned.
After the introductions, Mr. Lonzo took a seat at the main
table in the front of the room. There were ten or eleven people
sitting with him at the table, which was raised a little above the
others.
Then I recognized someone. She made me very angry.
Sitting next to Mr. Lonzo was Gloria Faber; the lady who
planted the bomb in my office. She was having a conversation
with Mr. Lonzo and smiling. I wanted to put my hands around
her neck and strangle her. I couldn’t understand why she hadn’t
been arrested for the bombing. We had given her picture to the
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police.
The dinner was excellent. We had a bowl of soup, followed
by a green salad. The main course was roast beef, potatoes, and
green beans. The dessert was a scoop of ice cream on top of
some cookies. It was all very delicious.
After dessert, a few of the people at the front table began to
make speeches about how glad they were to have Mr. Lonzo in
our city. Having to listen to what they were saying in such a
public event with so many influential people in the room, made
me ill.
When the preliminary speeches were over, one of the leaders
introduced Alexander Lonzo. He told us about how he had run a
successful organization on the east coast and how he would
make our city a model on how a quality organization should be
run.
There was loud applause as Mr. Lonzo stood up. He smiled
and nodded at the people in the room. He was a big man with
gray hair swept back from his forehead. He had strong features
and a serious expression on his face. He looked very important
in his black tuxedo. He had movie star qualities.
He moved to the microphone and stood for a few seconds in
silence before he began to speak. The room went silent in
anticipation of what he had to say.
He began, “I’m happy to be here. I’m going to make this
short. My predecessor, Jason Reynolds, did a fine job of running
this city. It’s unfortunate what happened to him.
“I’m proud to be here tonight, to begin a new era of
cooperation. I’m sure that together we can build what will be a
model for other cities to see. With your help, we can accomplish
this and much more.
“We have many new recruits and many loyal comrades. We
cannot fail!” Alexander Lonzo finished by hitting the podium in
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front of him with his fist.
There was the loud sound of applause giving approval to his
words.
Just then, everything went crazy. All the doors surrounding
the room burst open and men in helmets and protective gear
stormed into the room with their guns raised.
At first, there were loud screams, and then most of us
dropped to the floor under our tables in fright.
Two men at the front of the room started to fire their guns at
the invading police, but as soon as they did the police returned
fire. The people on the stage were hit and were either dead or
screaming in pain, including Alexander Lonzo.
Some people tried to run out of the room, but they were
forced to stay.
I looked up and saw the men at the doors. In big white letters
on the front of their uniforms it said, ‘Police – SBI’.
As soon as the room became quiet, I saw Director Robert
Carpenter walk into the room followed by Special Agents Sally
Wilson and Jenny O’Hara.
They told us to stay at our tables and wait until they called
us to go for an interview in another room. We were told not to
move and to keep quiet. They would come for us later to be
questioned one-by-one.
The E.M.T.’s came in to take care of the wounded and to
remove the dead bodies. Alexander Lonzo was one of those put
into a body bag. His time as the leader of our city was very short.
Gloria Faber’s body was removed as well. There was a
feeling of relief that I knew she couldn’t try to hurt me anymore.
Everyone in the room sat quietly and did as they were told.
It was quite a while before they took Janelle away. I waved
at her as she left to be questioned.
I looked over at Katie and then at Pedro. I couldn’t
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understand why they were smiling.
I waited at my table until they came for me. When it was my
turn, I was taken to a small room down the hall from where the
party had been, and they began to ask me many questions.
They asked, “What is your name? Why are you here? What
is your purpose? Who did you come with? What is your
connection to the mob?”
I answered the questions as best as I could, but I was still
very frightened.
Just as they were about to let me go, Sally walked into the
room and sat down.
“Well George, we did it. With this raid, we’ve either
eliminated or arrested the top members of the mafia in our city. I
want to thank you for what you’ve done and compliment you on
how you’ve helped us. I was proud to work for you.
“You are free to go now,” she told me.
“Can you answer a few questions for me before I go?” I
asked.
“Of course, ask anything,” she replied.
“What about Katie, did you really believe that she was a part
of the mob?”
“To tell you the truth, we weren’t completely sure, but we
wanted you to believe that in order to make your story more
credible. She’s going to be questioned just like you, along with
Pedro.
“From what we know so far, she has been working behind
the scenes for us. A lot of the information about what was going
to happen tonight came from her and Pedro,” Sally responded.
“What about the people she was supposed to have killed?” I
asked.
“We don’t know who’s been doing that. Katie is not a
suspect. We have detectives investigating, but as of now we
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don’t have many clues. The person is very good. They aren’t
leaving any evidence behind,” Sally answered.
“So, I should still be scared for my life?” I was getting
concerned.
“We have people watching you. So far there hasn’t been
anything suspicious,” she replied.
“What about Pedro?” I asked.
“It’s pretty much the same thing. He has been working with
our task force for almost two years now. We needed someone
inside the police department to help get to the corruption there.
We’ve found the people we were looking for and they’ll be
arrested.
“We wanted you to doubt his alliance. This made it easier
for you to want to have suspicions. That way you would want to
work with us,” she continued to take and answer my questions.
“I have another question. When Detective Carson ran the
background checks on you and Jenny, why didn’t they mention
you were agents of the SBI?” I asked.
“We were undercover. We didn’t think it was important for
you to know that. It might’ve put you in even more danger than
you already were,” Sally explained.
“OK, one more question. Why was I brought into all of this
in the first place?” I asked.
“That’s a little more complicated. Your reputation helped us
to give a cover to Katie. You did pretty much what we needed
you to do. You were very helpful,” she tried to compliment me.
“In other words, I was a pawn in your little game to close
down the mob. Is that what you’re saying?” I asked, trying to get
to the truth.
“I guess you could say that, but without your help, none of
this would’ve happened tonight. We thank you very much for all
you’ve done,” she finished and got up to leave the room.
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Now I was more confused than ever. They had told me Katie
was working for the mob and now I find out she was working
with the SBI. Why had she asked me about my involvement with
them? I think she already knew that.
All I could figure out was that maybe it was just another way
to confuse me and put me in the middle again. Either way it
didn’t matter now. All of this was over.
The night was late as I walked out of the room, got my
overcoat, and left the restaurant. I got a taxi and sat quietly in the
back seat alone until I got to my apartment.
I walked slowly up the stairs to my room. I unlocked the
three locks and entered and looked around. This was going to be
my life again. I set my overcoat on the chair at my desk and lay
back on my bed. So much had happened in such a short time.
The next day I read about the raid at the Crescent Moon
Restaurant in the newspaper. It told about how the bosses in the
crime ring had either been shot or taken into custody.
Several very important people in our government had been
included, as well those on the police force.
A few days later, I saw another story where it told about how
John Gordon had been released from prison based on the false
information presented at his trial. I felt happy for Janelle. I had
planned to testify on John Gordon’s behalf at his hearing, but
now it looked like they weren’t going to need me.
I stayed at home wondering what my next case would be. I
had to start over again, but that was OK. All of my staff was
gone.
Actually, I had enjoyed my life before the craziness
happened. I could do it again. I would need to find a new place
to eat since I didn’t want to go back the All-Nite Diner.
During the next few weeks, I stayed in my room. The phone
was not ringing. I was getting depressed.
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I was lying on my bed relaxing. It must have been around
ten o’clock in the morning. I was thinking about what I might do
that day.
Just then, the phone rang.
“Hello, this is George Bronson PI. What can I do for you?”
It was Katie.
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Episode 4
The New Mafia Files

NEW START
Chapter 13
“Hey George, where’ve you been?” Katie asked.
“I’ve been around. I needed to clear my head of all the
craziness that has happened over the past few months.
I’m thinking about returning to the way things were before I
got involved with your family,” I replied.
Katie answered, “Here’s what has been happening here.
“Over the last few weeks, the Gordon’s paid their bill and
gave us a big bonus. I found a new office in the building
overlooking the park, and I hired a new secretary named Lucy
Watkins. She’s been great.
“I’ve got more business than I can handle right now. I need
you to come back, please!” Katie begged me.
“I don’t know. I liked the way things were before I got
involved with you,” I replied.
“Come on, George. At least come and see the new office
space. I haven’t seen you for a while. It would be nice to sit and
talk. Will you come by this afternoon at least to see the place?”
Katie continued to push me.
I realized that I was pretty depressed, and although I didn’t
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feel like leaving my room, but I really needed to get out.
“OK, I’ll come by this afternoon. I’ve got to get cleaned up
first. Where’s the new office?” I finally gave in and agreed to
see her.
“We’re in the old building by the park. Give me a call when
you get there. I want to surprise you,” she said with a spark of
energy in her voice.
For the first time in more than a week, I got out of bed and
dressed myself. I had been hanging around the apartment in my
pajamas not really doing anything at all. It had felt nice to relax
and have nothing to do.
As I left the room, I picked up my gun, wallet, keys, and
glasses. I looked around the room. It was going to be nice to get
out for a while.
I put on my gray overcoat and left the room, locking the
locks on the door behind me.
It was a nice sunny day. The sky was solid blue and the trees
were beginning to turn green. The air had the fresh smell of
spring. It felt like it was going to be a wonderful day, so I
decided to walk. I smiled at the people as they passed. Some of
them smiled back, while others looked at me as if I was strange.
It was OK, I was enjoying the day. It felt good to be out and
about.
When I got to the park, I saw the hot dog vendor.
When I approached him he said, “Hey George, where’ve you
been for so long?”
“I’ve been busy. May I have a chili dog and a large drink?” I
requested.
“Sure, it’s nice to have you back,” he smiled at me, as he
prepared my hot dog.
I sat on the park bench and looked up at the building. The
repairs were done and there was no sign anything had happened
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to it. It looked just like new.
Taking out my cellphone, I called Katie.
“Where’s the new office?” I asked. “I’m outside in the
park.”
“I see you, just come up to the old space. We’ll be waiting
for you,” she explained.
The old space? She had moved back into the office that blew
up. I wasn’t so sure about this. It made me very nervous again.
I finished my hot dog and threw away the cup and wrapper
into a nearby trashcan.
I looked up at the building again. I took a deep breath and
headed up to the front door. Once inside, I took the stairs. I knew
I needed some exercise since I had been so lazy lately.
The sign beside the door said, ‘Bronson, Stewart &
Associates’.
“Boy, she really wants me back. I think she’s assuming that I
will say yes,” I thought to myself.
I walked in and looked around. The receptionist desk was
empty. The office was a lot different. Katie had decorated the
space and it was very nice. There were pictures on the walls and
the colors were bright and cheery. I really liked it.
The furniture was new and very professional. The sofa was
big and comfortable looking. This was a very nice place for
people to visit.
I saw the door to my office. It said, ‘George Bronson –
President’. It was obvious that Katie was really expecting me to
return.
Just then, a professional looking young lady walked out of
Katie’s office. She had on a nice dark blue blazer with a gray
skirt. Her blouse was white and she had a red necklace. She had
on black glasses. Her hair was light brown and cut just below her
ears, showing off her red earrings.
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She had a big smile on her face, as she said, “Welcome, may
I help you sir?”
“Yes, I would like to speak to Katie please,” I replied.
She knocked on Katie’s door and told her she had a visitor.
Katie walked out and saw me. She got a huge smile on her
face and ran to hug me. I was a bit surprised. I’m not a very
affectionate person.
“Lucy, this is George,” Katie introduced me.
“Nice to meet you,” I said.
“George this is Lucy Watkins. She has been with us for
almost a week,” Katie finished the introductions.
I put out my hand to shake hers, but to my surprise she gave
me a hug as well.
“Well, this is interesting,” I said as I gave her a short hug.
Lucy offered, “Let me show you your office.”
She opened the door and I walked in. I looked around the
room. It was really nice. In the corner was a table for meetings.
There was a big wooden desk and two normal chairs in front of
it.
I looked over at Katie and said, “I see you don’t like my
decorating ideas, do you?”
She just grinned.
As I walked behind the desk and sat down, I felt very
important again. It was a nice feeling.
The coatrack was in the corner, so Lucy hung my coat on it.
“So, you’re going to stay?” Katie asked.
“How can I say no. This place is too nice. You’ve done an
amazing job,” I commented.
Lucy brought me a cup of coffee.
“I like that girl,” I said after my first sip.
It was just the way I liked it.
I went to my new desk and looked around. The desk was full
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of office supplies. There was a computer monitor on the corner,
and we had a new phone system as well. There were a few
messages on my desk that I looked over, and then I made a few
phone calls.
Everyone I talked to welcomed me back. They were excited
to have me back on their cases.
Later that afternoon, Katie came in and sat down in front of
me.
“George, I’ve got a new client who wants us to take his case.
I’m not sure about this one though,” Katie began.
“What’s the question about the case?” I asked.
“Well he isn’t the kind of person we usually handle. His
name is Marvin Brixey. He’s having some problems with his
business partner. He thinks his partner is stealing from him,”
Katie explained.
“I recognize that name. What kind of business is he in?” I
asked.
“That’s the problem. He’s a loan shark,” she said ready for
me to explode.
“A loan shark?! Now that’s a new one. How’d we get
involved with a loan shark?” I asked leaning forward quite
curious about this guy.
“He said we should have no trouble finding out if his partner
is stealing from him. He’s followed some of the cases we’ve
worked on in the past,” Katie tried to explain.
“Don’t you think this could get a little dangerous?” I asked.
“After all, loan sharks aren’t that far from being as ruthless as
organized criminals, if not more,” I said, thinking aloud as I
spoke.
“That’s why I thought we should talk about this. He’s
willing to pay us double our normal fees, and there’s a bonus if
we prove that he’s right,” she explained further.
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“Why would he trust us?” I asked.
“He saw me at the party. I talked with him for a little while.
He asked me about my plans for the future. I told him I was
spying on the police and reporting to the boss about what they
were planning. He believed me. He also saw you there. It gave
us some credibility with him.
“After the raid, he talked to me again and explained he
would get in touch with me after everything had settled down.
He said he had a job for me,” she explained.
“I think we should talk to Pedro about this. I don’t want to
get ourselves into any more trouble than we need to,” I thought
about what she had just told me. “I’ll give him a call.”
“Marvin said he doesn’t want us to involve the police,”
Katie stated.
“Now that makes me really nervous. I’m going to call Pedro
and get his ideas on this,” I said to Katie. “I trust Pedro.”
She looked disappointed, but agreed.
I left the office and went down the hallway. I used my
cellphone to call Pedro. I was still very paranoid about my office
being bugged, even though we didn’t have cameras or other
devices installed in the new office yet.
“Hello, this is Sergeant Gomez, what can I do for you?”
Pedro’s voice answered the phone.
“Pedro, it’s George,” I said.
“George! It’s good to hear your voice. What’ve you been up
to? I haven’t seen you in a while.” he asked.
“Nothing really. Katie has asked me to come back to the
office, so I agreed,” I started.
“That’s good news. We’ve missed you around here. No one
is commenting on my breaks,” Pedro laughed.
“Well, she has a new client she just told me about, but I
think I need to talk to you first, even though he asked us not to
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contact the police.
“OK, that sounds interesting. Who is he?’ Pedro asked.
“His name is Marvin Brixey. Have you ever heard of this
guy?” I inquired.
“Marvin Brixey, of course. We’ve had a hard time making a
case against him.
“What I know, is he’s a loan shark who works out of the
Northside. He manages to keep himself out of trouble by letting
his runners do all of his dirty work.”
Then pausing, he continued, very curious about what we
would be doing working for a character like him, “What does he
want you to do?”.
“He’s asked us to watch his partner. He says that his partner
is stealing from him,” I replied.
“Do you know his partner’s name?” Pedro asked.
“As a matter of fact, no. Katie didn’t tell me,” I responded.
“As far as we know, Marvin doesn’t have a partner. Maybe
you should get more information from Katie about this partner of
his.” Pedro suggested.
“Wasn’t he at the party? I think I remember meeting him in
the reception line,” I inquired.
“Yeah, he was there. We questioned him, but we didn’t have
anything to hold him on. We are watching him though,” Pedro
informed me. “Call me back when you have more information.”
I agreed with him and then returned to the office.
I went to see Katie. When I walked into her office I was
impressed. The décor of the office was definitely feminine. The
colors were peach and tan. She had done a very nice job.
“I really like your office. It’s very professional.” I
complimented her.
“Thank you very much,” she said as she motioned for me to
sit down.
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I sat down in front of her desk.
“So Katie, what’s the name of Marvin’s partner?” I started.
Katie looked at me and then went through her papers.
“I don’t know. I don’t think he ever told me,” she answered.
“How are we supposed to follow this guy if we don’t know
who he is?” I asked.
“I think he was waiting until we agree to take his case,”
Katie surmised.
“It’s hard to take the case if we don’t know who we are
dealing with. Pedro says, that as far as he knows, Marvin Brixey
doesn’t have a partner.
“Would you contact Marvin and tell him we’ll take the case.
Then find out who we are supposed to follow. Then I can talk to
Pedro and find out what he wants us to do. Do you agree?” I
asked her.
“I suppose I can do that. When do you want me to call him?”
she asked.
“How about right now?” I suggested.
Katie opened her file on Marvin and gave him a call.
“Hi Marvin, this is Katie Mo… ah… Stewart at Bronson,
Stewart and Associates. I’ve talked over your case with my
partner and we’ve agreed to take you on as a client. Our only
question is who do you want us to watch?” Katie began.
She listened and wrote down some information on her
papers. Every once in a while she would say, “Uh huh.”
“OK, thanks Marvin. We’ll be in touch with you soon,”
Katie finished her call.
She hung up the phone and then turned to me.
“He’s is happy we are taking his case. He told me the name
of the person he wants us to watch is Roger Darden. He gave me
some information on how we can find him. I’ve got his home
address and the places where he’s seen the most often,” Katie
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relayed the information she got over the phone.
“I’ll be right back,” I said as I left the office again to call
Pedro from the hallway.
Pedro answered, “This is Sergeant…”
“Hey Pedro. George here. The guy Marvin Brixey wants us
to follow is Roger Darden. Do you know him? I think he was at
the dinner as well,” I asked.
“Yes, we know who he is,” Pedro replied. “Darden controls
the Southside while Brixey controls the Northside,” Pedro
continued. “This might be the beginning of a civil war between
the two. This could get ugly. I’m glad you gave me this
information.”
“What should we do?” I asked.
“Work with him. Don’t let him know that you’ve talked to
me. We can use all of the information you can get,” Pedro gave
me his instructions. “I’ll work with the SBI and State Police.
You may have gotten into something big.”
“You mean I might be back in the middle of this?” I asked,
realizing that staying at home was much safer.
“We need you on this George. Keep your head up and keep
us informed, OK,” Pedro tried to reassure me.
“OK, I’ll let Katie know what you’re looking for. I’ll stay in
touch,” I said.
“By the way, it’s nice to have you back,” Pedro commented.
“Thanks, I think…” I replied.
When I returned to my office, I sat at my desk. What were
we getting into this time? Who was this guy Marvin Brixey?
Why did he want us to watch his competitor? What kind of
trouble could we get into taking by this case?
While I was thinking, Katie came into my office and closed
the door.
I suddenly had a thought.
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Sitting up, I asked, “Do you think our offices are bugged
again?
“No George, I’ve had the office checked every day. Don’t
worry,” she answered.
“OK, I’ve been doing some research on this Darden guy. He
started as a runner and has moved up to be the boss of the
Southside.”
“I know,” I responded.
Katie was a little surprised at my answer.
“Then you know that we might be getting into the middle of
a battle for control of the city?” she asked directly.
“It would seem to be that way. So, tell me, why do we want
this case again?” I asked.
“If we let this go, the city will be back where it was before
we took out the mob, or maybe even worse. These two guys are
fighting for the power that was left empty when Alexander
Lonzo was killed. No one else in the city is in a position to take
control of organized crime other than these two guys. If we can
watch them, we can anticipate their next moves,” Katie
explained. “Plus, he’s willing to pay double our normal fee. He
still thinks we were going to work with Alexander Lonzo. That
is to our benefit.”
“So, how do we do all of this?” I asked.
“We just do what we do best,” Katie answered.
“And what’s that?” I asked.
“We just need to be ourselves. When we do that we are an
unbeatable team,” Katie said, trying to cheer me up.
I wasn’t so sure.
The next few days were busy. I was trying to catch up on my
old clients and Katie was preparing our research on Brixey and
Darden.
We spent several nights watching the two men. We decided
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to watch both of them. I was watching Darden while Katie
followed Brixey. Each day we met to compare notes to try to
guess what their next move might be.
A month later, I went to the police station to give Pedro
some materials on other suspects the police had asked us to track
down. It was pretty easy work.
We had a method for finding the people the police didn’t
have the time to track down. We would locate a relative and then
pretend we were with a law firm. We told the relative we had a
large amount of money that was owed to the person we were
looking for, but we had been unable to contact them. Usually
when we asked for the contact information, the relative was only
too eager to help.
Then we would make a visual contact of the person, take a
picture, and then report our findings to the police.
As I walked in, I found Pedro on his cellphone in the
lunchroom. He had a cup of coffee in front of him. He was
looking at some files. I went over to the counter and poured a
cup for myself.
“Where is the sugar?” I asked looking behind the coffee
maker.
“Here on the table,” answered.
I sat down and waited for him to finish.
When he was done, I asked him, “So, Pedro. What do you
know about the case we are working on? Has anything
developed on your end?” I asked.
“Nothing much. By the way, thanks for the files you brought
me. We’ve been able to arrest twelve people in the last month
who have been running from us for a long time. You and Katie
have been very helpful,” Pedro expressed his thanks to me.
I gave him the new files.
He then asked, “How do you find those guys anyway?”
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“It’s a trade secret. I can’t give out that information to you. I
might have to kill you if I did,” I responded with a smile.
Going back to the reason for my visit, I told him what we
had been doing.
“We’ve been watching these guys for a month now and we
haven’t seen anything that would indicate there is trouble
coming. I don’t like what these guys are doing though. They are
pretty rough characters. I wouldn’t want to be alone in a room
with either one of them, or their workers,” I explained.
“I know what you mean. Is there anything you can tell us
about these guys we don’t already know?” Pedro asked.
“Nothing specific. Katie and I are putting together some
profiles for you. We should have them ready for you in a few
days,” I said.
“Great, I’ll see you then. I need to take another call. See ya,”
Pedro said, as he answered his phone and walked out of the
break room.
I finished my coffee as I read the newspaper that was sitting
on the table. On page five I read a small article about a
disturbance the night before in the Center Mall. Two groups of
teens started yelling at each other and before the police arrived
some of the kids had gotten hurt. Several had been arrested.
There weren’t any pictures or names listed in the article.
Pedro was at his desk when I found him, and I asked him
about the arrests.
He told me the kids who had been arrested had gone home
with their parents.
“Do you know what started the fight?” I asked him.
Pedro replied, “We think it was drugs.”
“Could it have been a territorial fight?” I asked.
“That’s very possible. No one around here has thought of
that. I’ll have to do some research and get back with you,” Pedro
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replied as he wrote some notes on his pad of paper he always
had on his desk.
When I left the police station, I decided since it was such a
nice day, I would walk. I crossed the street, and as I was walking
and thinking, a van stopped and two big men jumped out. They
grabbed me and put me into the van. They put a cover over my
head and tied my hands behind my back. They told me to keep
quiet or I would be killed. I was so surprised that I had no time
to respond. I just did as I was told.
How long I was in the van I don’t know, but it finally came
to a stop. After they dragged me out of the van, we stood for a
few minutes and then the hood was pulled off my head. It took a
few seconds for my eyes to adjust to the light.
Standing in front of me was Roger Darden. Around me were
five or six big men in tight black shirts that showed the ripples of
their very large muscles. I was impressed, and afraid.
Mr. Darden looked at me. He walked back and forth shaking
his head.
“Mr. Bronson, welcome to my office,” he said to me.
“My people tell me you have been following me around for
some time now. This makes me very nervous. Why would a PI
be following me everywhere I go?” he asked himself.
I thought I had been very discreet in my observations, but
evidently I wasn’t as good as I thought.
Mr. Darden continued to look at me as he walked from left
to right. He was hitting his fist against the palm of his hand. I
knew I was in big trouble.
A quick response didn’t come to mind.
Suddenly one of the big men hit me in the stomach. I
thought I was going to die. I couldn’t breathe. I slumped to my
knees gasping for air, and I saw stars in my eyes.
My glasses fell to the ground. One of the big men stepped on
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them and crushed them into the dirt. One of the other men
grabbed my hair and pulled my face up so I could look up at Mr.
Darden.
“I hope you get the message. Don’t mess with me or things
will get much worse,” he said to me with his nose almost
touching mine.
“I know your reputation. Back off or things won’t go well
for you. Understand?” he yelled in my face.
Unable to speak, I just nodded, yes.
They pushed me to the ground and then they left.
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PROBLEMS
Chapter 14
The vehicles sped away as I was lying in the middle of an
empty building.
It took a few minutes for me to regain my breath. My
stomach really hurt. I sat up and looked around. I had no idea
where I was.
My gun, my phone, and my wallet were missing. I stood up
slowly and looked for a way out. I went the direction the car and
van had gone, but then I thought maybe I should wait a little
longer. I didn’t want to bump into them again.
I followed the tracks of the vehicles, and just as I was about
to exit the building, I found my wallet thrown on the side of the
road. I felt lucky to have found it. My money was gone, but
everything else was there.
The road led out of the building and to the north. As I
walked down the road, I noticed I was quite far from of the city.
I must have walked for twenty or thirty minutes when I finally
saw a gas station with a small diner beside it.
When I went inside, the people stared at me. I must have
looked like a real mess.
The diner had a long counter where I took a stool. The
waitress came up to me and asked, “What happened to you? It
looks like you were run over by a truck.”
“Something like that,” I replied.
“May I borrow a phone to call my office? They don’t know
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where I am right now,” I asked the young lady.
She handed me her phone so I could call.
“Bronson, Stewart, and Associates, this is Lucy. How may I
help you?” Lucy’s voice came over the phone I had borrowed.
“Lucy, this is George. I need someone to pick me up. I’m at
the……uh.”
Turning to the server I asked, “Where am I?”
She told me I was at the Diner Shack on Old Country Road
on the south side of town.
“I’m at the Diner Shack on Old Country Road on the south
side of town,” I told Lucy while the waitress nodded I had gotten
the address correct.
“Katie’s here. She’ll come and pick you up,” Lucy informed
me.
I ordered a piece of apple pie and a cup of coffee.
It was about thirty minutes until Katie came to get me. When
she walked in, she saw how bad I looked. She sat on the stool
next to me.
“What happened?” she asked.
“Mr. Darden had a message for me. He told me to leave him
alone or next time it’s going to be a lot worse. I get the message.
He’s somebody I don’t want to meet again unless I have to,” I
told Katie while I finished my piece of pie.
“I’m sorry I got you into this, but I can’t quit. There’s
something going on here and I’ve got to stop it. I’m not sure
what it is, but I’ve got to make it go away,” Katie said defiantly.
Katie paid for my pie and coffee, and then we left.
Katie drove me to the office. We didn’t talk much in the car.
I just stared out of the window most of the time. I was lucky to
be alive.
How do I keep getting myself into these situations? I looked
over at Katie. My life was so much easier before I met her.
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When I walked into the office, Lucy looked up and asked.
“What happened to your coat? Did you get into a dog fight
or something?” she asked concerned.
I tried to ignore her as I walked to my office. I knew I had to
do something about my overcoat soon.
The next day, when I went to the office, I arrived later than
normal. I needed to take a walk, plus my overcoat was in bad
shape, so I stopped to get it cleaned at the drycleaner. I left it
with the lady at the counter. When she looked at my coat she
shook her head.
“This is going to be difficult to clean,” she said to me. I’ll do
my best, but I can’t guarantee anything.”
She said I could pick it up after five o’clock.
Lucy said hello as I walked in. I greeted her and went to my
desk. There weren’t any messages for me to answer, so I sat
back and looked out of the window down at the park. I didn’t do
much that day as I pondered my situation.
On my way home, I stopped to pick up my overcoat. The
manager at the counter told me the damage to my coat wasn’t
repairable. The stains were too difficult to remove. She gave it
back to me and said there would be no charge.
It looked terrible. I knew I was going to have to purchase
another one.
The men’s store downtown was a good place to look for a
new one. When I looked through the selection, I was surprised at
how much they cost. I must have had my old one for twenty
years. I looked at many different colors and styles, but in the end
I purchased one that looked just like my old one, only it was in
perfect condition.
After the men’s store, I looked at new glasses. They no
longer carried my style. I think I had worn the old ones for
fifteen years or so. I liked the thick brown plastic glasses I used
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to wear.
Since I didn’t have my old prescription, the clerk suggested I
get an eye exam. They had an opening, so I went in. It didn’t
take too long. I went back out onto the floor and began to look at
new frames. The young saleslady made a suggestion, and since
she liked them on me, I bought them. I was told to come back in
a week to pick them up.
When I walked into the office both Katie and Lucy
complimented my new coat, but they asked me why I got the
same style as before.
“I’m used to this. Why change?” I replied.
Over the next few days, we spent most of the time in the
office. We continued to follow Brixey, but we decided not to
follow Darden as closely as before.
Katie was trying to work with Brixey to find out as much as
she could about what was going on in the city.
When Katie finally told Brixey about what had happened to
me, he said he already knew. He paid us our fee and then he
fired us. We didn’t get the bonus.
The day I picked up my glasses, Katie came with me. She
liked the new style better than the old ones. She said something
about me looking stylish. I was surprised at how clearly I could
see with the new lenses. I guess I was overdue for new glasses.
Sometimes if we were really busy, we ordered lunch to be
brought into the office. One day, while we were eating lunch in
the office, a beautiful young lady with light brown hair walked
in. She was so striking it took our breath away. None of us was
able to speak at first.
Finally Lucy spoke up, “May we help you?”
“Yes. I’m looking for Katie Moran. Is she here?” the young
woman asked.
“We have a Katie Stewart working here. Do you mean her?”
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Lucy asked.
Katie and I looked at each other.
“No I’m looking for Katie Moran. I was told she worked
here,” she replied.
I stood up and welcomed her.
“Will you come into my office, please,” I said to her, while I
pointed the way to my door. I looked back at Katie and shrugged
my shoulders not knowing what to do.
She went inside and sat down. I took my seat behind my
desk and looked at the beautiful young lady across from me. She
had long light brown hair that reached down across her
shoulders. It swept gracefully from her part on the right side of
her head. She had sparkling blue eyes, which seemed to look
deep into mine. She was wearing a black blouse with silver
buttons and a silver belt wrapped loosely at her waist. She was
stunning.
“You asked for Katie Moran. Why do you want to speak to
her?” I asked.
“I have something very important to tell her. Do you know
how to reach her?” she asked very directly.
“I think I can get in touch with her. May I ask your name so
I may tell her who is looking for her?” I inquired.
“My name is Jacqueline Rose. But most of my friends call
me Jackie. She doesn’t know who I am, but a mutual friend of
ours told me I could find her here. I have some very important
information to give her,” Jackie shared.
“Can you share that information with me?” I asked.
“No, I need to talk to her directly. It’s personal,” she replied.
“How can she contact you?” I asked.
She handed me a card. It was her business card. It was pink
with a red rose in the right corner. Her business was called ‘New
Beginnings Beauty’. Her name, address and phone number were
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listed.
“I’ll give this to her the next time I see her,” I said, as I stood
up and extended my hand to shake hers.
She shook my hand, stood up and started to leave the office.
“By the way, the sooner I hear from her, the better. We have
something very important to talk about,” she spoke up and then
walked out of my office.
Lucy said goodbye as she left.
Soon after, Katie came into my office.
“What did she want?” Katie asked, very curious about what
had been said in my office.
As I handed her the card, I said, “She gave this to me and
asked me to give it to you. She said she had something important
to tell you. She said she has a mutual friend who told her you
worked here, but she didn’t tell me who it was.”
“I’ve never seen her before and I don’t recognize her name.
Do you think I should call her and find out?” Katie asked, with a
curious look on her face.
“Use your cellphone. I don’t want her to see that you’re
calling from here. Maybe you should wait a couple of hours.
That way it won’t look like you were too anxious about this,” I
suggested.
Katie left my office and I sorted through the notes on my
desk.
When the phone on my desk rang, I was deep in thought, so
it startled me a little.
“Hello, this George Bronson, what can I do for you?” I
asked.
“Hi George, this is Sally down at the state building. I heard
about what happened to you last week. Can we make a time to
talk?” she asked.
“I guess so. What works for you?” I returned with a
186

A PRIVATE EYE

question.
“How about my office at four o’clock? Will that work?” she
proposed.
“Sure, I’ll see you then,” I responded.
“Would you mind inviting Katie as well?” she continued.
“OK, I’ll tell her,” I responded.
When I went to talk to Katie, she was on the phone, but she
waved at me to come in.
I sat down and waited for her conversation to end.
She was very excited about something as she talked.
When she finished her call, she turned to me and said very
excitedly, “You won’t believe what I just found out! Jacqueline
Rose knows my father. He told her to get in touch with me. She
is looking for work. She has a degree in criminal justice and
she’s interested in working with you. I’m not sure why my father
suggested to her to work for us, but we can ask her questions
later.”
“How’s that going to work? Around here you’re known as
Katie Stewart,” I asked.
“She knows who I am. I told her,” Katie answered.
“This doesn’t make any sense. Why would your father want
to help us after everything that has happened to his friends?” I
asked, thinking something was going to happen that I wasn’t
very excited about.
“We can watch her to see what her motivation is. I would at
least like to sit down and talk to her,” Katie replied. “My dad
still doesn’t know which side I’m working for. She could
provide us with a lot of good information in the future.”
“This isn’t such a good idea,” I said out loud. “By the way,
the reason I came is Sally just called and she wants us to meet
with her down at the state building at four o’clock today. Can
you make it?”
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She checked her calendar and said she could make it, but she
had a couple of errands she had to run before she could get there.
I didn’t leave the office all afternoon. I just sat and looked
out the window.
Looking at my watch, I realized I needed to leave in order to
be on time for the meeting with Sally.
The hot dog vendor was waiting for me, and I got my daily
meal. It was nice being back near the park again. The beef
sandwiches had made me fat.
The bus to the state building arrived, so I got on.
The bus dropped me across from the office. I crossed the
street. I entered the building and went to the fourth floor like
before. When I entered the suite, I saw a note on the
receptionist’s desk.
It said:
‘George, meet us on the sixth floor in the SBI office’.
Following the instructions on the note, I went up the stairs to
the sixth floor. I went down the hallway to the SBI office, and
when I walked in I was told to go to the conference room. As I
approached the conference room, I saw several people inside.
At first I thought it was a surprise birthday party, but when
they didn’t say ‘Surprise!’ I realized I was wrong. It was my
birthday, but no one knew about it. I don’t like people making a
big deal about my birthday, so it was OK.
Director Carpenter stood up and welcomed me to the
meeting.
Sally, Jenny, Pedro and Katie were already in the room. I
felt very important. As I walked in they greeted me.
I didn’t realize I was late until I looked at my watch. It must
have gotten damaged when I had my confrontation with Roger
Darden. I sat down at the end of the table.
Director Carpenter began to speak.
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“As you know the leaders of the mafia were either killed or
arrested during our raid on the Crescent Moon Restaurant. That
was an amazing accomplishment. However, it has been brought
to our attention that there are two individuals who want to fill the
void left as a result of our dismantling of the mob.
“George and Katie have been pulled into this fight. We’re
not sure what the motives were behind that, but as a result, we
have a lot of useful information we didn’t have before.
“We’ll need to work together if we’re going to avoid a major
war in our city. This whole thing can get out of control very
quickly. I need all the suggestions we can get to solve this.
“Does anyone have any ideas on what we can do to stop
these two sides from tearing our city apart?” Director Carpenter
asked a very important question.
There was a lot of discussion at the table, but no real
answers came to anyone’s mind.
A large map of the city was in the middle of the table and
red lines showed the territory of each of the two groups. The
areas where the two lines overlapped were where the problems
were beginning to happen. From the information the SBI was
giving out, it looked like a full-scale battle was about to erupt.
I looked around the room. The best minds in the city were
working together to find a way to save our metropolis. I was
impressed and surprised they had invited me to participate.
As I sat at my table listening to the many ideas of how to
work through this problem, an idea popped into my head. At
first, I wasn’t sure if I should speak up, but when the
conversation began to slow down, I offered my opinion.
“I have an idea. What if we set up a mock business to
compete with the two other organizations? What if we create a
network of people who would look like newcomers to town and
take away some of their action?
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“I believe if we create enough of a threat, the two sides
might join together against us to make it go away. If they
become united, we could delay the possible gang war, and in the
end give us an opportunity to take the entire organization down,”
I proposed my idea to the group.
Everyone looked at each other and went silent.
Thinking I had said something really stupid, I got
embarrassed.
“It was just a thought,” I said.
Sally spoke up, “That’s absolutely brilliant, George!”
“George, explain your idea,” she suggested.
Not sure of what I was going to say at first, I laid out my
thoughts of how we could force the two sides to unite. If we
were successful, we would have only one organization to fight,
not two, thereby avoiding a civil war, which would be difficult
for us to bring under control. It could be devastating. We
wouldn’t have a way to bring it down”
“There’s the problem,” Director Carpenter said, while
reviewing at the plan. “If they unite against us, won’t they
become incredibly powerful? We could be creating a super mob.
They may end up being bigger than we’ll be to compete with.
Plus, it is going to cost a lot of money and we’ll need to find
additional people to pull this off.”
The rest of the day was spent in the conference room
planning and putting people onto teams to work on specific parts
of the plan.
Late that evening, we made plans to meet again in the
morning. We hadn’t resolved all of the issues, nor had we
decided on a single plan of action.
I was exhausted. Katie came up to me. She looked tired as
well.
“Can I treat you to dinner?” she offered.
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“I haven’t had a better offer all day. Where’re we going?” I
asked.
“How about the All-Nite Diner?” she said with a big grin.
“No, I don’t think so. Any place else is fine with me, but not
the All-Nite Diner,” I responded.
We ended up at a small but friendly restaurant that served
steak and lobster. I don’t usually eat at a place like this, but since
Katie was paying, I didn’t worry about it.
We talked a little about the office and about some of the
things that had been happening. It was nice to relax and not
worry about things for a short time.
After sitting for a while in silence, I turned to Katie and
asked, “Do you think my idea might work?”
“It seems the team is excited about giving it a try. I’m not
sure we can convince Brixey and Darden there is going to be a
real threat though; we’ll just have to see. Actually, I don’t think
there were any other ideas better than yours,” Katie answered.
“How do you think you and I will fit into this?” I asked.
“That’s a very good question. I know the research we’ve
done is going to help. I just wish there was some way we could
be more involved in getting the plan to work,” Katie said, almost
daydreaming.
“You like this stuff, don’t you?” I asked.
“Of course, I hate when life is boring,” Katie laughed.
“Boy, do I know that’s true!” I laughed. “Do you think
Marvin Brixey knew you were following him?” I questioned her.
“I hope not. If he had, I would probably have been taken to
an old building and threatened just like you,” she said trying to
tease me.
“That’s not very funny,” I said. “That really hurt.”
“So, why did you ask me if Brixey knew I was following
him?” she inquired.
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“If he doesn’t, I think we can use it to our advantage,” I
started to explain.
“How’s that?” she asked.
“When you spoke to Marvin Brixey on the phone you almost
gave out your real name. Even so, I’m sure he knows who you
really are. He must be aware of your connections to the old
syndicate. If we play our cards right, we might be able to use
you, and your reputation, to set up the new organization. You
could be the new boss,” I told her my thoughts as they came to
my mind.
“Are you crazy? I’d be the focus of their attempts to close
down the new gang. I could get killed. Why do you want me to
do that?” she asked quite shaken at the idea.
“It wouldn’t be so different from what you’ve asked me to
do in the past,” I expressed my opinion, keeping a serious look
on my face.
“I think you’re nuts,” she blurted back at me.
“We’ll see,” I said smugly.
We were pretty much silent through the rest of the meal and
then Katie took me to my apartment.
“Be careful George. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Katie said, as I
got out of the car.
“You too,” I said back to her, and with that I went to my
room.
I didn’t sleep well that night. Every time I closed my eyes I
saw those big men in the black shirts coming at me. I didn’t want
a repeat of that, ever.
The next morning I arrived a little early to the SBI suite.
Since I couldn’t trust my watch I made sure I wasn’t going to be
late again. I hadn’t had a chance to buy a new watch.
As I walked in Sally came out of an office.
“Hi George, it’s good to see you,” she greeted me.
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“Hi Sally, what’s the plan for the day?” I asked.
“We have some information to pass out to everyone. Our
staff stayed here most of the night and we think we have some
good ideas on how to make your plan work. We’re going to need
your help, so pay attention, OK?” she asked.
“You’re going to need my help? I’m not going to be the bait
again, am I?” I pleaded with her.
“No George, you won’t be the bait again. However we do
have some ideas on how your agency can help us. We’ll tell you
all about it after the others arrive,” Sally tried to settle me down.
Trying to calm my nerves a little I went into the conference
room and fixed myself a cup of coffee. There were some pastries
on the table so I took a couple. I hadn’t had breakfast, so this
was perfect.
It wasn’t too long before the room was full of people talking.
When Katie entered the room and sat by me.
Director Bob Carpenter and Special Agent Sally Wilson
walked in together.
Sally sat down and then Bob Carpenter began to speak,
“We’ve been discussing the idea George proposed during most
of the night. We think it is the basis for a very good plan. It’ll
take coordination from all of the state and city agencies to make
this work, and most importantly we cannot afford any leaks. If
the crime bosses get the tiniest idea of what we are doing, it’ll
destroy the entire operation.”
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MYSTERIES
Chapter 15
Sally then passed out some papers to us.
She began to explain, “Here are some of the ideas we came
up with during our discussions last night. You’ll see that we’ve
given some of you very important tasks to do.
“We’ve broken you into two teams. Each team has a very
specific function. If we follow the plan, we should be able to
fool them into thinking that a rival gang is moving into the city
to take over. This, we hope, will cause the two sides to join
forces. Then the second part of our plan goes into effect.
“We’re going to open several nutrition centers throughout
the city. We’ve contacted a major supplier and they’ve agreed to
help us. We’re going to place these stores in areas controlled by
Brixey and Darden. These stores will be fronts for our
undercover activities and we’ll directly compete with them.
We’ll undercut their pricing and force them to join forces against
us.”
“George’s plan to unite the two sides is just what we need to
do. It’ll force them to come out of hiding and make the mistakes
we need them to do to finally put them in jail. Then we’ll get our
city back,” Sally explained.
Bob Carpenter continued, “We’ll give each of the teams
more details very shortly.
“Remember, secrecy is of the upmost importance. If any of
this information leaks out, our plan is dead.”
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There was a lot of discussion between the team members
about the tasks we were to do.
While we were talking, Director Carpenter came to our
group.
“Katie, can I speak with you a moment, please?” he asked.
Katie left the room with him.
We continued to put our part of the project together. I wasn’t
sure what my role was going to be, but I listened to what was
being said.
A little while later Katie returned, visibly shaken.
I noticed the look on her face and asked, “What’s up Katie?”
She shook her head and motioned for me to not ask.
While we continued to discuss what needed to be done, she
was unusually quiet.
We took a break for lunch. While we were in the elevator,
Katie whispered she needed to talk to me, in private.
I agreed and when we left the building, we went the opposite
direction from the others.
We found a small restaurant and went inside.
“George, I need to talk to someone about this. I hope I can
trust you,” she began.
“The director of the SBI has asked me to do something I’m
not sure I’m willing to do. I need your advice,” she continued.
“Sure, what can I do for you?” I responded.
“They’ve asked me to be the boss of this project. They said
since I have such a visible name in the crime world, that I would
be the best one to front the project. Did you say something to
Director Carpenter about this?” she asked.
“No, I never said anything. I’m as surprised as you are,” I
replied. “I wasn’t really serious when I brought that up before.”
“Well, that’s what they want me to do,” she said, not very
happy.
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“You mean they want you to be the leader of the new group
trying to take over the crime scene in the city?” I asked, very
surprised. “Isn’t that going to be really dangerous?”
“That’s the problem. I’ll be the target of Brixey and
Darden,” she said, very worried.
“So, you’re going to be the bait this time, not me?” I said
relieved.
“Possibly, but as my partner at the PI firm, you may be as
much a target as me,” she explained to me.
I sat back in my chair shocked.
“I’ve already had a run-in with these guys. I’m not looking
forward to meeting them again,” I shot back.
“I understand. I’ve got until the end of the day to tell them if
I’m in or out. They need to know how to start planning for this.
They think I’ve got the best chance of fooling the crime bosses
that the operation is actually legitimate,” Katie continued to
explain the idea to me.
After lunch, as we were walking back to the statehouse, we
passed a small jewelry store. I popped inside to look at watches.
I didn’t stay very long. The prices were way too high.
“What’s wrong?” Katie asked. “Why didn’t you buy a
watch?”
“Did you see how expensive they are?” I retorted.
“We’re making a lot of money. You can afford it.” Katie
urged me to buy one.
“I’ll go to Bozmart after we finish tonight. I’m sure I can
find something I like there,” I said, as I walked away from the
store with Katie.
“By the way, do you have the time?” I asked.
Katie looked at her watch, and then said, “I’m not going to
tell you. If you had your own watch you would know.”
We went back to the office and met with the SBI again.
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As we walked in the door, we were met by Director
Carpenter.
“Would you two please come into my office,” he asked us.
We followed him to his office and sat down. Director
Carpenter walked behind his desk and sat down.
“We have a change of plans. Do you remember Sam
Thomas?” he asked.
Katie and I looked at each other and then nodded yes.
“What about him?” I asked.
“We’ve decided to use him to get to Brixey and Darden. He
knows a lot about the organization, and since he helped us on
our last sting, we’ve decided to use him on this one. He’s agreed
to work with us to set up the plan we have been working on,” he
told us.
“So, we’re not going to be involved?” I asked.
“Not exactly. We need your resources to help us know what
they’ll try to do next. You just won’t be visible as the organizers
of the new syndicate,” he explained further.
“That’s a big relief,” Katie expressed her agreement.
“The others are waiting. Let’s get to the conference room,”
he said, as he moved away from his desk and walked toward the
door.
We followed him out of his office and down to the
conference room where the members of the committee were
already discussing many things.
The rest of the day went well. The plans to compete with
Brixey and Darden were coming along fine.
On my way home, I went to Bozmart. I found a nice watch
for less than half of what I would have paid at the jewelry store.
While I was there, I became interested in one of the new smart
phones. I asked many questions and I liked what it could do for
me, especially the high definition camera. I exchanged my old
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flip-phone I had been using for the last five years and took it
home.
I played with the phone most of the night learning its
features. I had a lot of fun, and it was a good distraction from
everything else that was going on.
The next day I arrived early to the office. As I walked by
Katie’s door, I noticed it was opened a little. I glanced inside and
saw Jackie Rose sitting in front of the desk.
Katie seemed very surprised to see me so early. When I
knocked on the door, she jumped and then said, “Come in
George, you’re awfully early today.”
She invited me into the office to sit in the other chair.
“Hi Jackie, how are you today?” I greeted her, as I sat down.
“I’m great!” she replied with a smile.
“We’ve been talking about how Jackie can help our firm.
She brings a strong knowledge of the criminal justice system
with her. She really wants to learn the investigation side of our
business,” Katie shared with me.
Being very bold, I asked, “How do you know Frank
Moran?”
Jackie looked over at Katie, a little surprised at the question.
Then she answered, “I was on the legal team that defended
him. After he was sent to prison, I worked on his appeal.
Needless to say, that’s not been going too well for him. Life
imprisonment without the possibility parole is a hard conviction
to overturn.
“I was meeting with him regularly to update him on our
progress. He’s not very happy, as you can guess.”
I turned to Katie, and asked, “Has your dad ever mentioned
her before?”
“No, but I really don’t know that much about his case. We
don’t talk much about that when I go to visit him,” Katie
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responded.
Facing Jackie, I asked, “So, what do you expect from us?”
“I was thinking of working part time. I’ve got my own
business that’s doing really well, but I can take off time when I
need to,” Jackie replied.
“What kind of business is it?” I asked.
“I sell a line of beauty products, mostly on the internet,” she
answered.
Looking over at Katie, she continued, “I’m no longer on the
legal team for your dad, Katie. I resigned that position about a
month ago, so I have some free time, and I think it would be a
great experience to work with you.”
It was hard to say no.
“You can have the open office where Sally used to be. We’ll
get you set up with what you need. When do you want to start?”
I asked.
“How about now!” she answered very excitedly.
It reminded me when I hired Katie.
Leaving Jackie and Katie in the room alone, I asked Lucy to
get the office ready for Jackie. She started to work on it right
away.
I went to my office and started to search the internet. I
looked for information on Jacqueline Rose. What I found was
interesting. Her social accounts were full of pictures of her with
her friends in many different places. She seemed to have a very
active social life.
There wasn’t too much about her other than that. I decided
to put off investigating her until later. We had too many things to
work out right then.
Once a week our team would go to the statehouse and get an
update on what was happening at the nutrition centers. Sam
Thomas was doing a great job of bringing in workers from other
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cities and recruiting some away from Brixey and Darden.
They were beginning to notice what our businesses were
doing, and word on the street said Brixey and Darden were
talking. The first phase of our plan seemed to be working.
They gave Katie and I the responsibility to watch the
activities of Darden and Brixey. I had learned my lesson and
kept a bigger distance than before. I observed them meeting on
three occasions and each one lasted several hours. The security
around the place where they were meeting was very tight. I hid
myself in an empty apartment across the street from the
restaurant where they liked to meet. I could see everything
clearly from the window, but I needed to be very cautious or
they would notice me. I was able to take many photos of the two
of them together.
Before I began my surveillance, I went to my favorite store I
purchased a listening device that could amplify sound from up to
one hundred meters. I recorded what I could and then sent the
files to the crime lab at the statehouse. The SBI then listened to
the conversations and created a report for Director Carpenter.
Our plan was working. For the time being there was peace in
the city, but the new allies weren’t happy with what we were
doing. The information we were getting told to us was they were
making plans to eliminate our stores.
One day, on the way to work, I stopped into one of the stores
we set up to see what was going on. If I hadn’t known better I
would’ve thought the store was a normal place to buy
supplements and energy bars.
While I was looking around a nice young man walked up to
me and offered to help me. I asked him what I needed to do to
lose some weight.
“I think I’ve got just the thing for you,” he said
enthusiastically.
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By the time I was done, I had spent two hundred twenty-five
dollars and had a large bag of bottles to take home.
The kid was good.
After finishing my purchase, I asked how I could get some
money. The kid gave me a card and told me to call the number,
and then he walked away.
Now I knew for sure that this was one of the stores set up by
our team.
I looked at the card, and although I was tempted to call the
number, I thought if I did, I might jeopardize the operation.
I returned to the office and picked up my messages from
Lucy.
“Did I have any phone calls?” I asked.
“No, nothing today,” she answered, hardly noticing I had
walked in. She was busy filing our reports.
There were some things I needed to finish, so I went to my
desk and looked at my calendar. As I looked at my day I decided
they could wait until later.
I thought about Jaqueline Rose. I didn’t know too much
about her, and the research I had done didn’t tell me much.
When I picked up the phone, my first thought was to call
Lucy, but I changed my mind and called Jenny at the SBI.
She answered the phone, “This is Jenny O’Hara, how can I
help you?”
“Jenny, this is George Bronson. How are you today?” I
asked.
“I’m great, what can I do for you?” she responded.
“I would like you to do a background check on a young lady
named Jacqueline Rose. Would you mind doing this for me?” I
requested.
“Sure, when do you need it by?” she asked.
“No rush. Maybe tomorrow?” I asked.
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“No problem. What do you know about her?” she asked.
“She worked for a law firm representing Frank Moran. She
owns an internet cosmetics business. Not much more than that.
She wants to work for me,” I explained.
“OK, if I need more information from you, I’ll let you
know,” she said, with a very friendly voice.
Jenny’s spunk and cheerfulness were missing from the
office.
The rest of the day was uneventful. Katie and Jackie were
laughing and running from office to office as they prepared the
space for her. They were like a couple of schoolgirls. They acted
as if they had known each other all their lives. They were
already best friends.
Most of my time was spent working with my clients. I’d
gotten a bit lazy and had a lot of catching up to do. I left most of
the work with the SBI up to Katie. Lucy was helpful and very
organized. I would’ve been lost without her.
Jackie got settled into her new office quickly and we gave
her some assignments she could do from there.
Occasionally, she would go out with Katie, but mostly she
did research. Jackie appeared to be enjoying working with us, so
much so, I saw her almost every day.
The phone rang. It was Lucy.
“Mr. Bronson, Jenny O’Hara is on the phone for you. Do
you want me to put her through to you?” she asked.
“Yes, please,” I responded.
“Hi Jenny, how are you today?” I asked.
“I’m doing well. Would you mind calling me back on your
cell phone?” she requested.
“Nope, not at all. I’ll call you back shortly,” I answered.
I got up from my desk and as I walked past Lucy, I said, “I’ll
be out for a little while. Take my messages, please.”
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Feeling a little nervous about what Jenny was going to tell
me, I walked to the end of the hall. I wanted to make sure no one
would be able to listen to my call. If I was watching and
listening to Brixey and Darden, then maybe they were also
listening to me.
“This is Jenny O’Hara, what can I do for you?” she
answered the phone.
“Hi Jenny, George here. What’ve you got for me?” I asked.
“I ran the check on Jacqueline Rose as you requested, and
I’ve got some interesting things you might like to know about
her,” she started.
“I was hoping you wouldn’t say that,” I responded, not very
surprised. “So, what do you have?”
“Well, not much. That’s the problem. Some of the files have
security locks and I’ve been unable to hack into them. It’s been
very frustrating.
“What I’ve found out is she graduated from State University
with a degree in criminal justice. She went to work for Saxon,
Roberts and Jennings Law Partners and worked as a legal
assistant while studying for her law degree. She dropped out of
law school after one year.
“After that she continued to work for the law firm,” Jenny
told me. “However, she quit the law firm a month ago. She has a
personal business called ‘New Beginnings Beauty’, which seems
to be doing very well.”
“I knew all of that. What I’m curious about is her
involvement with Frank Moran. She said she was part of his
defense team,” I responded to her report.
“That’s where things get interesting. Her law firm has been
under review by the SBI for some time now. They’ve defended
many members of the organization over the years including
Jason Reynolds and Frank Moran. What’s even more interesting
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is they’ve not been very successful in their defenses. They’ve
lost all of their cases. It seems odd they’ve continued to work for
them,” Jenny expressed her observations.
She went on to say, “I’ll continue to pursue the security on
the other files we have on her. I may ask Director Carpenter to
look into this for us.”
“Thanks Jenny, please stay in touch, OK?” I finished.
“I will,” she said just before she ended the call.
Returning to my office, I got my coat.
I said goodbye to Lucy and told her I wasn’t sure when I
would be back and then I went down the stairs to the park. It was
a warm day, so I found a bench under a tree to sit in the shade. I
thought about getting a hot dog, but I decided to wait.
While I was sitting on the park bench, searching for some
additional information on my new smartphone, a young man
wearing a hoody pulled over his head, sat next to me. I didn’t
notice him at first, but when I looked up at him he pushed a large
envelope over to me and then walked away without saying a
word.
Looking around, I slowly pulled the envelope over to me,
and then placed it inside of my overcoat. I sat for a while, so I
would not draw attention to myself and then walked out of the
park.
Wondering what could be in the envelope, I walked for a
few blocks trying to clear my mind. I didn’t want to open it
where someone could observe me.
The summer air filled my lungs. There was a gentle breeze
blowing which made the branches on the trees whistle as they
fluttered. It was a nice day for a walk.
When I got to my favorite café, I sat by the window, ordered
coffee, and opened the envelope.
Inside the envelope were many pictures, along with several
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printed pages. I was careful not to drop anything onto the floor.
At first, I wasn’t sure what the pictures were all about, but as
I looked at them more closely, I saw something that shocked me.
Every picture had Katie in it. However, I didn’t know most
of the people she was with, but I recognized a few.
The last picture was the one that got my attention. It showed
Katie meeting with Brixey and Darden. There was no date on the
photo, so I didn’t have any idea how old it was, but it got my
curiosity.
Why was she meeting with both of them? When were these
taken? Who were the other people in the pictures? I had to find
out and I had to find out fast.
I put the information back into the envelope and walked
across the street to the police station.
Pedro wasn’t in the normal places, and I couldn’t find him.
Finally, I asked one of the officers where he was. He pointed to
the hallway to the captain’s office.
When I got the captain’s office, I knocked on the door.
“Come in,” I heard from inside.
When I walked in, I saw Katie and Pedro were sitting at the
desk. They were having a conversation with the captain.
“I’m sorry; I didn’t know you were in a meeting right now. I
was looking for Pedro, but I’ll come back later,” I said
apologetically.
I closed the door and walked out of the building returning to
my office.
Now I was really confused. Was I being left out again? Was
there some secret plan that was going to put me in danger again?
Who were these people I was dealing with? What did they want
from me?
A panic attack was overcoming me. I went to the water
cooler to get a drink. Just then, Katie and Jackie came into the
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outer office laughing.
Katie saw the look on my face as she walked in and asked,
“What’s wrong George? You look terrible.”
“Nothing, I think I need a hot dog,” and with that I went out
of the office again. I needed time to think.
After getting my hot dog, I sat on a bench and watched the
children playing in the park. I was about to look at the folder
again when my phone rang.
“Hello, this George Bronson Private Eye, What can I do for
you?” I answered.
“George, this is Pedro. Are you OK?” he asked.
“Yeah, I just needed a hot dog. My stomach was hurting,” I
answered.
“Why did you leave so suddenly? We were almost finished
when you walked in. Then you just ran out. Is everything
alright?” he asked.
“I’m fine. I just needed to talk to you about something, but
it’s not important. We can talk later when I have some of our
other work to bring to you,” I answered him, and then I finished
the call.
As I sat thinking, I concluded that I needed to talk to
Director Carpenter. He needed to see the pictures in the
envelope.
An idea came to my mind. Maybe the SBI could help me
identify the people in the pictures, so I caught the next bus to the
statehouse and went to the office.
When I entered the suite Sally, who happened to be talking
to another agent about something, greeted me.
“Hi George, what brings you here today?” she asked.
“I need to talk to Director Carpenter. Is he in?” I asked.
“Yes he is, but he’s in a meeting right now. You can wait for
him or you can talk to me,” she answered.
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“I think I’ll wait,” I said.
As I took a seat on the couch in the waiting area, I dozed off.
“George,” I heard a voice call my name.
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ANSWERS
Chapter 16
When I opened my eyes, in front of me was Director
Carpenter.
“I’m sorry it took so long. Sally said you had something
important to talk to me about. Do you want to go to my office?”
he asked.
The couch was very comfortable, so I got up slowly.
We walked back to his office.
“So, George, how’s it going?” he asked.
“Actually, I’m a bit confused,” I responded.
“How’s that?” he asked.
I took the envelope out from under my overcoat and handed
it to him. He opened the envelope and took out the pictures and
documents. He spread them out on his desk. His eyebrows went
up in surprise.
“Where’d you get these?” he asked.
“A young man gave them to me in the park. I don’t know
who he was. He sat next to me, pushed the envelope at me, and
then left,” I told him.
He sat quietly looking carefully at the pictures. He read the
documents and looked very concerned.
“Do you have any idea how old these pictures are?” he
asked.
“I can only guess, but since the leaves on the trees are green,
it couldn’t have been too long ago,” I answered.
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“Have you shown these to anyone else?” he asked.
“I was going to show them to Pedro, but when I went to the
police station I found him in a meeting with Captain Klein and
Katie. I left as soon as I saw them together. I didn’t know what
to think,” I told him. “I went back to my office and then decided
I needed to come here instead.”
“I’m glad you did,” Director Carpenter said to me.
He picked up his phone and asked Sally to join us.
“Would you mind inviting Jenny and Ken too?” I asked.
He then asked Jenny and Ken, our team leader, to join us.
The girls walked in and sat in the empty chairs. Ken came a
few minutes later.
Director Carpenter gave the photos to them, so they could
look them over. There was the look of surprise on their faces as
they viewed the pictures. They shared the photos with each other
and read through the documents that were attached to them.
Sally was the first to speak, “Where did these come from?”
“A young man gave them to me when I was in the park just
a few hours ago. I didn’t know what to do with them, so I
brought them here,” I answered.
“We know almost everyone in these pictures,” Sally said
showing the curiosity on her face. “What’s Katie doing meeting
with them?”
Jenny suddenly got up and left the room. When she returned,
she had a large folder. She went over to the table and began
going through the files. We went over to watch her. First, she
laid out the pictures I had brought with me on the table, and then
placed one of the pictures she brought on top.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
“I’m matching the pictures I have with the faces in these
photos,” she answered while concentrating on each picture in her
folder.
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When she was done, she had matched every picture. On the
back of every photo, was the name of the person and some
background information.
As I looked at the information on the backs of the photos, I
suddenly realized I knew the names. They were clients of Katie.
It was almost a complete list of Katie’s client list. What had she
been up to?
They told me that every one of the people she was meeting
with had a connection to the old mob. What was she doing?
Ken sorted through the pictures, and then said, “This makes
me very worried. She appears to be associating with the very
people we are trying to stop.”
“What if Katie is working for the other side? Wouldn’t she
be giving them our plans? Won’t that make what we’re doing
completely useless?” I asked, very concerned about the pictures
were telling us and what they represented.
“It’s a very strong possibility that’s what’s happening here.
We’re going to have to do a lot more investigating. These
pictures are very incriminating. They speak pretty loudly against
her,” Director Carpenter said while still carefully looking at the
pictures spread out on the table.
He continued, “We’re going to need to be very cautious on
how we move forward. I don’t like what I see.”
I suddenly had a thought.
“Jenny, did you find out anything else about Jacqueline
Rose?” I asked.
“Not very much,” she answered.
Director Carpenter jumped in, “Jacqueline Rose? I know that
name. Why do you want to know about her?” he asked me.
“She came to work for me a few days ago. I looked at her
social network pages and didn’t find out much more other than
she likes to be with her friends a lot,” I replied. “Jenny tried to
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run a background on her, but there’s very little information about
her available in the regular files. She said there are restricted
files that contained what we need to know, but she said she
couldn’t hack into them.”
“There’s good reason for that, but I can’t tell you right now,”
he responded.
“Why not? I’m in the middle of this investigation. I think I
deserve some answers,” I demanded.
“You’re right George, but now is not the time for me to go
into that,” he said.
“Why not?” I asked again, pressing him for information.
“It’s classified, that’s why,” he responded not giving an
inch.
Now my imagination was going crazy.
“At least tell me if I’m in danger again, OK?” I asked.
“We’ve been watching you. We’ve got people making sure
that nothing happens to you,” he answered.
“Oh, that makes me feel sooo much better,” I responded
sarcastically.
From inside of the folder, I noticed a page had slipped out
onto the table. I glanced over at it. On the paper was the list of
the victims of the Moran family, but now the list included three
more people who were dead than I remembered.
“Hey, what’s this?” I asked.
“You weren’t supposed to see that,” Jenny said as she put it
quickly back into the folder.
“What do you mean by that? I’m on that list and now more
people are dead. What’s going on here? Who’s doing this?” I
asked now getting upset.
“We’re working on it,” Director Carpenter answered.
“You told me you were watching the others who are now
dead. That doesn’t give me much confidence,” I commented.
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Now I was getting angry. I don’t like being left in the dark.
My attitude was visible, but they wouldn’t tell me anymore
than I already knew.
Needing to cool off, I left the office.
Why had I been given the envelope? The answer to that
question might help me understand what was going on, so I
thought I would investigate the young man who left the envelope
with me and then find its source. Then I might get the answer as
to who took the pictures, and why they gave them to me.
I went to the police station to find Pedro. He was at his desk
on his cellphone when I walked up.
He pointed to the chair beside his desk. I sat down and
waited.
When he finished his call, he looked over at me and greeted
me, “Hi George. What brings you here again?”
“I have a favor to ask of you,” I requested.
“What do you need?” he replied.
“I would like to look at your tapes of the park this afternoon.
I need to see who someone is. Can you help me?” I inquired.
“Come with me. We’ll go to the video room and check it
out,” Pedro said, as he got up from his chair and led me down
the hallway to the monitoring room where specialists watch all
the cameras in the city.
He took me to a young man who was sitting at the last
monitoring station.
He introduced me, “Tom, this is George Bronson. He works
with us on many cases. He would like our help to identify
someone he saw in the park today. I’d like you to help him.”
Turning to me, he said, “Tell him what you want, and he’ll
pull it up for you. I’ll be at my desk if you need me.”
Pedro left. I sat down next to Tom and explained to him
what I was looking for.
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“About one o’clock this afternoon I was in the park. A
young man came and sat next to me. I’d like to see if we can
make out who he is,” I explained.
Tom showed me the images from many different cameras,
and then I recognized where I was sitting. He ran the tape back
to when I was there. I saw myself eating my hot dog. Soon, a
young man in a sweatshirt with the hood pulled over his head sat
down on the same bench as me. I could hardly see his face.
When he zoomed in, and as he did, we could see him push the
envelope toward me and then he left.
Tom switched to another camera and we watched him walk
away. We still couldn’t make out his face.
He pulled up a third camera and we watched him as he
entered the park. That was what we needed. As he entered the
park, he pulled the hood of his sweatshirt over his head, but
before he did, we got a very good look at his face.
Tom took a copy of the image and put it into his face
recognition software. We sat for a long time watching the
program search through millions of photos looking for a match.
While we waited, we looked at other angles of the cameras
in the park. I was impressed at Tom’s skill. His training had been
very good. He was having fun explaining to me how they
decided whom to watch. He obviously enjoyed what he was
doing.
He laughed when he told me that he watched me almost
every day get a hot dog.
“You know, those things aren’t good for you,” Tom
commented.
I just ignored him.
Then the screen began to flash. We had a match.
The screen revealed the individual’s name was Rodney
Stillmon, Jr. I thought for a moment, and then I realized I
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recognized the name. Rod Stillmon, his father, was another PI in
town. He was the one who worked on Janelle Gordon’s case
before she brought it to me.
Why was Rod Stillmon following Katie? Why did he send
his son to give me the pictures? What was his interest in all of
this?
Once again, I needed some answers.
After thanking Tom for his help, I went to find Pedro.
He was sitting in the break room reading the newspaper. I
sat down.
“Hi George, did you find what you were looking for?” Pedro
said as he looked over at me.
“Yes, Tom was very helpful. I was checking on a client who
met me at the park,” I replied.
“I’m glad we were able to help” Pedro said.
“Pedro, do you remember a guy named Rod Stillmon?” I
asked him.
“Yeah, he was the guy who was looking into the Gordon
case before you took it. Why?” he asked back.
“First, what can you tell me about this guy?” I questioned
him.
“Well, we don’t see him around here much. He works on
really low profile cases most of the time. He only comes here
occasionally to get information. The only time I remember
talking to him was when he wanted information on the Gordon
case. I referred him to Detective Anderson. He was the lead on
that case,” Pedro informed me.
“Where’s Detective Anderson?” I asked.
“He’s been relieved of his duties. He was one of the officers
who helped to frame John Gordon. We didn’t have enough
evidence to convict him in court, but his actions were serious
enough to be fired from the police force,” he explained.
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“That isn’t going to help me very much, is it?” I said more to
myself than to Pedro.
I didn’t tell Pedro about the pictures. I knew how close he
and Katie had become, and I didn’t want to have him thinking
bad things about Katie if they weren’t true.
After I left the office, I went for a long walk. I visited my
favorite electronics store and looked at all of the new toys they
had in stock. I saw the selection of listening devices and I was
tempted to buy a microphone to put into Katie’s office. I was
getting very curious about what she might be saying in her office
when I wasn’t there. I wanted to buy it, but then I thought she
would probably find it when she looked for bugs in the office
every day. I would just be wasting my money.
Then I saw a new gadget. It was something I’d never seen
before. In fact, it made me nervous just looking at it. It was a
cellphone scanner.
“Sir, what can you tell me about this little device?” I asked
the store clerk.
“That?” he said pointing to the item I was asking about.
“Yes, that. What is it and how does it work?” I inquired.
“That’s a cellphone scanner. If you’re within thirty meters of
a person having a conversation, you can listen in,” he explained.
“Aren’t these illegal?” I asked.
“No, but you do need to sign a waiver stating that you’ll not
use it for the purpose of using the information you have heard in
a court of law,” he answered.
“So, let me get this right. If I’m within thirty meters of a
cellphone conversation, the scanner will pick up the signal and
I’ll be able to hear everything?” I was now very curious.
“Yes,” was his simple answer.
“Is it possible to record the conversation?” I asked further.
“Anything’s possible,” was his quick answer.
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“How much does this thing cost?” I asked.
“Three hundred ninety-nine dollars,” he responded.
It had been a long time since I had made a purchase this big,
but my curiosity got the best of me, so I bought it.
As we were finishing the sale I asked, “Do you sell very
many of these things?”
“No, not really. A lady bought one about a month ago, but
nothing since then,” he said to me.
“Do you remember what she looked like?” I asked.
“Yeah, she had red hair and a nice smile,” he replied.
“OH NO!” I thought to myself. Was that Katie? Was she
listening to my calls to Pedro and Jenny? This could get really
bad. Maybe my feelings that someone was listening to me were
true.
As I walked out of the store, I felt sick to my stomach. If
Katie were listening to my calls, she knew that I had some
suspicions. Fortunately, I hadn’t said everything I knew about
what I suspected was going on over the phone.
My thoughts were, “OK, if I could turn the tables on Katie
and listen to her cellphone calls, then maybe I’d be able to get
more information on what she was up to, good or bad.”
I began to feel guilty. Was I not willing to give her the
benefit of the doubt? After all, she had saved my life more than
once.
I went back to the office.
Lucy said, “Hi,” as I walked in. I nodded hello to her. I put
my coat on the coatrack in my office, and then I went to get
some water.
Katie’s door was open.
I knocked and she said, “Come in.”
“Hi Katie, it’s been a long time since we’ve had a chat.
How’re things going?” I asked, as I sat down in front of her
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desk.
“Pretty good. Some of my cases are a bit confusing, but
other than that, things are going as expected. How about you?”
she questioned me.
“Good. I can’t complain. How’re things going with Jackie?”
I probed.
“She’s doing a good job. She’s a hard worker and she takes
direction well. The problem she has is, because of her beauty,
she can’t hide very well. People notice her very quickly. I’ve had
to use her in many different ways. Mostly she helps distract
people so I can find out things I’m looking for while they’re
paying attention to her,” Katie informed me.
She then asked, “Why do you want to know?”
“I’m just curious. I never get a chance to talk to her much.
You keep her pretty busy most of the time,” I responded.
“Is there something wrong?” she asked me.
“Why do you ask that?” I responded a bit surprised.
“You seem different. I can’t say why, but you seem
different. Is everything OK?” she asked again.
“Yeah, everything’s fine. I just have a lot on my mind right
now. We’ll talk about it later,” I answered.
I left her office and returned to my desk.
For quite a while, I sat thinking, and then I decided to try the
new scanner. I felt like a little kid on Christmas morning trying
out a new toy. I opened the box, installed the batteries, and then
turned it on.
It was surprisingly easy to use. I plugged in the earphones
and sat back.
“I think he may know something, but I don’t know what,” I
heard Katie’s voice.
I sat forward in my chair.
“Just keep doing what you’re doing. We’ll take care of the
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rest,” a strange voice responded.
“OK, I’ll talk to you later,” then the conversation stopped.
I sat up in surprise.
“Now what?” I asked myself.
For a few minutes I sat in shock, not knowing what to do. I
wished the scanner had shown the caller ID, but it’s only a
listening device.
Suddenly I had a thought. I looked up Rod Stillmon’s phone
number. When I found it, I picked up the phone and dialed the
number.
“Rodney Stillmon, Private Investigators, how may I help
you?” a female voice answered the phone.
“May I speak to Rod Stillmon?” I asked.
“One moment please,” the voice responded.
A minute later she asked, “Who’s calling please?”
“This is George Bronson calling,” I replied.
A few seconds later Rod came on the line.
“Hi George, I was wondering how long it would take before
you called me,” he greeted me.
“You were expecting my call?” I asked, very surprised.
“Yes, I knew you’d figure out where those pictures came
from eventually. You found me pretty quickly. I commend you
for that,” he said.
“Can we meet somewhere?” I asked him.
“Sure, where do you want to meet?” he asked me.
“How about at Momma’s Fried Chicken in say, forty-five
minutes?” I suggested.
“OK, I can do that, see you there,” he ended our
conversation.
When I finished what I was working on, I got up, put on my
overcoat, and walked out of my office.
“Lucy, if you need me I’ll be at Momma’s Fried Chicken.
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You can reach me on my cellphone,” I said to her as I walked
out the front door.
When I got to the park, I called Rod again, but this time I
called him on my cellphone.
“This is Rod,” he answered.
“Hey Rod, this is George. Can you do me a favor?” I asked
as I was walking out of the park. “Would you mind getting one
of your people to observe our meeting? I think I may have a
problem and I want to know if we will be watched,” I requested.
“Sure, do you want them to look for anyone specific?” he
asked.
“No, I just want to know if I’m being followed,” I replied.
“OK, see you in fifteen minutes,” Rod said, before ending
the call and then I put my phone into my pocket.
Recently, many of my suspicions had been coming true, so I
wasn’t sure if I was just being paranoid or not.
It was a nice day and I thought about walking, but if
someone was following me, it would be harder for them to keep
track of me if I took the bus. When I got onto the bus I realized I
had already said where I was going on the phone, so if they were
listening, they would know. It didn’t matter. One way or another
I was going to find out who I could trust.
The bus trip to Mommas’ didn’t take long. When I got there,
I went inside and paid for thirty minutes of billiards. I was
hitting the balls around practicing when Rod arrived.
“Do you want to play?” he asked.
“Sure. How about a buck a ball?” I suggested.
“No, I think it’s better if the loser pays for the meal,” he
countered my offer.
We played for about an hour and he killed me. I was glad all
I had to pay for was the meal.
We didn’t talk much about work while playing, but after we
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sat down we began to discuss our cases.
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DISCOVERIES
Chapter 17
“Rod, why did you take those pictures you sent to me, and
who hired you?” I asked.
“I can’t tell you that. It’s confidential. What I can tell you is,
you may be in a lot of danger if certain people find out that you
know what is going on. I suggest you keep it to yourself and act
like you don’t know anything,” he recommended.
“Are you on my side?” I asked.
“Yes, I’ve got your back. You’ve got reason to be nervous.
Some really big things are coming down, and you need to be
ready for it. I’ll get more information to you when I can,” he
warned me.
“What did you do with the pictures I gave you?” he asked.
“I took them to the SBI and they identified all the people in
the pictures for me,” I told him.
“That was smart. They’re about the only ones I’d trust right
now. Do you know any of those characters?” he asked.
“I don’t know them personally, but I recognize their names
from Katie’s client list.”
“Be very careful. From what I’ve been able to find out, it
appears these guys are positioning themselves to take over the
syndicate here in our city. If you think Marvin Brixey and Roger
Darden are bad news, then you’d better think again,” he
informed me. “There are other players in the game.”
“How do you know about Brixey and Darden?” I asked.
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“Let’s just say we’ve been working with the same group of
people, only I’ve been on the outside observing,” he told me.
“So, what’ve you seen?” I asked, very curious.
“I can’t tell you right now, but soon you’ll be informed of
everything. Your role here is VERY important. Don’t mess it
up,” he warned me.
“What does that mean?” I asked directly.
“You’ll see,” he stated. “I’ve got to be going now. It was
really nice talking to you George. We should do this more
often.”
Turning to me, just before he left, he informed me, “By the
way, my investigator told me there’s a man following you. You
need to be careful.”
And with that, he left the restaurant.
I stayed in the restaurant in order to finish my meal, and just
as I was about to leave, Sally walked in. She came directly to my
table.
“Hello Sally. What brings you here?” I asked.
Looking up at me, she asked, “Did you just have a meeting
with Rod Stillmon?”
“Yeah, we were comparing notes,” I said.
“Notes about what?” she asked.
“Why are you asking me all of these questions?” I asked her.
“We need to know what’s going on,” she told me.
“You know those pictures I gave you? Well. they were sent
by him,” I informed her.
She sat back very surprised.
“Rod Stillmon took those pictures?” she asked.
“I don’t know if it was him or one of his associates, but he’s
the one who had them delivered. His son was the one who gave
them to me,” I let her know what I had found out.
“How do you know that?” she asked.
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“I went to the police station and watched the videos of the
park when I was there. We ran face recognition on the young
man who gave me the envelope, and we discovered it was Rod
Stillmon, Jr. I put two and two together and called him. He said I
was right. Then I planned this meeting with him to compare
notes,” I told her everything.
Sally was a little confused about what I had told her.
“Do you know that you’re being watched?” she asked me.
“Yes, I assumed so. I asked Rod to have one of his people
observe the meeting. He just told me that I’m being followed.
“He’ll give me a report about who might be following me
later. I hope to find out that might be, and who paid them to do
it.” I informed her of what we talked about.
“By the way, how did you know I was here?” I asked her
again.
“That isn’t important,” she answered.
I got angry and leaned forward to get as close as I could, I
said, “I don’t like this, I don’t like being a pawn in your silly
games. I’ve got a right to know what’s going on, especially
when it affects my life.
“I need some answers and I need them now, or I’m going to
walk out of here and that’ll be the end of it!” I said as strongly as
I could without yelling.
“No, it won’t,” she responded.
“No it won’t what?” I asked her.
“It won’t be the end of it for you. Yes, you can walk, but you
are in this mess too deep for it to go away,” she continued.
Now I was really getting upset.
“No one wants to tell me anything. I’ve answered all of your
questions, yet you don’t want to answer mine. This is so darn
confusing. I’m leaving.”
I got up and left.
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Instead of going to my apartment, I decided I would go back
to the office. If something was going to happen to me, I didn’t
want it to happen in my home.
As I crossed the street, I looked around to see if there were
any eyes watching me, but since it was raining, it was difficult to
tell.
Pulling my overcoat over my head to stay dry, I ran to the
bus stop. It was at times like this I thought about owning a car,
but when I added up the cost, it just didn’t make sense to me.
When I got off the elevator, I noticed the lights in the office
were still on. I walked quietly and slowly toward the door. I
could see many people inside through the glass of the door. The
glass isn’t clear so I could only see shapes and the sounds of
people talking. I recognized a couple of the voices, but I wasn’t
sure what to do. I stood outside of the door listening as best as I
could to the conversations, but I couldn’t make out anything they
were saying.
It seemed as if the meeting was about to end, so I looked for
a place to hide. The men’s room was just down the hall, so I
decided to hide there. The lights in the hall were turned off
except for the ones right in front of the elevator. I cracked the
door slightly. I could see everything in front of my office and the
elevator, since it was directly across from my door.
I waited patiently. This is a requirement of all private eyes;
patience.
As the door to the office opened, it lit up the hallway. Two
men walked out laughing. When they turned toward me, I
realized they were Marvin Brixey and Roger Darden. They were
together and they had just been on my office!
I heard them talking. They were saying something about
how they had fooled Katie. They were saying it was going to be
easier to get what they wanted than they had thought.
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My new smartphone would be perfect for taking their
picture. Just before I pushed the button, I realized I needed to
turn off the flash. That would have been a very serious mistake.
Before they got onto the elevator, I took as many pictures as
I could. When the doors closed, they disappeared.
A few minutes later, Sam Thomas walked out. Now I was
getting really confused. While he was waiting for the elevator to
come back up, three ladies walked out; first Lucy, followed by
Jackie and then Katie. They were laughing. Katie locked the
door to the office and then joined Sam and the others who were
waiting for the elevator. The doors closed and then they
disappeared. I had almost forgotten to take pictures because I
was so shocked.
When I felt it was clear, I left the restroom and went to the
office. Without turning on the lights, I used the light on my
smartphone to see where I was going. It made me happy I had
gotten the phone. After entering my office, I went to my desk
and sat down.
Feeling confused and feeling alone, I decided I needed to
work on this by myself. I didn’t know who to trust anymore. I
was going to use my skills as a PI to find out what was going on
and then I was going to solve this case on my own.
Closing the drapes to my office, I turned the computer
monitor away from my windows, so it couldn’t be seen from the
outside.
None of what was happening looked good for me. When I
discovered Katie and the others at the meeting, it appeared as if
they were having a good time. What could they have been
talking about?
The pictures on my camera were going to provide the SBI
with much needed information. I downloaded them to my
computer, cropped, and enhanced the ones I felt were of the
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greatest value, and then saved them onto my portable drive and
back onto my phone. They could have great value later.
I really liked having such a small camera. It was much more
convenient compared to the SLR cameras I had used in the past.
It wasn’t as good as my regular camera for distance shots, but it
was perfect for what I needed it for then.
Not knowing what to do next, I sat at my desk and stared at
my computer. I was frustrated at the lack of information I was
getting from the State Police and the SBI. I decided to do some
research myself.
My years in cyber-security were going to help me to get to
the bottom of this case. I turned on my computer and began to do
the kind of search I knew I could do.
Jacqueline Rose was first on my list. I started by creating a
false IP address using my VPN, so it would be more difficult to
track my investigation. Getting to the secure site Jenny had
found earlier wasn’t difficult but getting past the security code
wasn’t going to be easy. I used a network cable to connect
directly to my router. I had almost forgotten that a wi-fi signal
can be intercepted.
Many programmers create a backdoor to their work to make
it easier to access and update their programs at a later time. I
searched for such a backdoor and after a couple of hours of
searching, I found it.
Why was Jenny not able to do this when I was able to get in
rather easily? Then I thought that maybe she had lied to me. I
concluded this was another way to keep me from knowing what
was going on.
In the first folder, I found information on Jacqueline Rose.
Her real name was Elizabeth Martin. She had her named legally
changed when she was eighteen. She had several arrests as a
juvenile for several different crimes like shoplifting, nothing
226

A PRIVATE EYE

serious.
After she changed her name, she seemed to have stayed out
of trouble.
Then I discovered something totally unexpected. She was
the illegitimate daughter of Frank Moran. That meant she was
the half-sister of Katie! No wonder they got along so well. I had
to wonder if Katie knew this about her. I could only guess she
knew about Jackie, before she came to our office.
What could these two be planning? With the Moran family
killing the people who convicted Frank Moran to jail, could I be
far behind? Why was I being left out? What was going on?
Could Jackie be the one who was doing the murders now?
I looked around through the files on the site and thought,
what about Lucy? I hadn’t done anything to check her out. She
was at the meeting that night. Perhaps I could find out something
about her.
Searching through the files, I looked up Lucy Watkins. I
wasn’t too surprised when I found she was in the file as well.
There was the normal stuff about her schooling and work
experience. Everything seemed to be normal until I discovered
she was once the executive secretary for Alexander Lonzo. What
a shock. Why had Katie hired her? Then I realized I had seen her
at the party standing behind Mr. Lonzo when we went through
the reception line.
Katie’s file was too large to read, so I copied off the records.
I then made a copy of the file on my portable drive to take with
me.
All of this just made me more determined than ever to solve
this case on my own.
Now I was thinking. Katie, Lucy, and Jackie all have had
connections in the past to the mob. The two guys we are trying
to bring down had a meeting with them. Sam Thomas, who was
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supposed to be leading our plan, to take down Darden and
Brixey, was also at that meeting. I was having a problem putting
all these pieces together.
Suddenly my computer started to act funny. The different
applications I had opened started to shut down. I quickly
unplugged the network cable. I shut down the computer as
quickly as I could. I realized the SBI programmer must have
included a virus if someone located his backdoor. At this point,
it didn’t matter. I got the information I was looking for.
I got my coat and left the office. It was six o’clock a.m.
The early bus took me downtown. When I got to the
statehouse, the offices weren’t open yet. I sat on the floor outside
of the SBI office suite and waited for someone to arrive.
“Mr. Bronson, are you OK?” a voice startled me.
“Uh…. yes,” I replied as I slowly got up off the floor.
My watch said, seven-thirty a.m.
The receptionist opened the door and let me in.
“Who are you here to see?” she asked me.
“I’d like to speak to Director Carpenter,” was my reply.
“He’ll be here about eight-thirty. You can wait on the couch
if you like,” she said, as she motioned for me to sit down.
Almost as soon as I sat down, I fell asleep.
“George. George, wake up,” a familiar voice said, as she
pushed on my shoulder.
“Huh…, OK, I’m awake,” I said, as I sat up. I thought I was
having a dream.
Sally just laughed at me.
“You look just like you did when you slept in our office!”
she commented.
I rubbed my eyes and then went to the restroom to put some
water on my face. When I looked into the mirror, I realized what
she had said was true. I looked pretty bad. My overcoat was
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wrinkled, my beard looked unkempt, and my hair was mussed.
I looked at my watch. It was almost 9:30. As I was leaving
the restroom, Director Carpenter walked into the office.
He noticed me, and said, “Hey George, what brings you here
so early?”
“There’re some pictures I would like you to see. Can we go
to your office?” I requested.
“Certainly, let me check my messages first and then I’ll join
you,” he replied, as he went to the receptionist’s desk to collect
his messages.
We went down the hallway to his office.
As we walked, he asked me, “How long have you been
waiting for me?”
“About two hours,” I replied.
“You look like you’ve been up all night,” he noticed how I
looked.
“Pretty much. I’ve got some pictures I took last night I think
are very important to this case,” I said, while pulling my
smartphone from my pocket.
I took the SD card out my camera and handed it to him. He
placed the card into his reader and looked at the pictures on his
monitor.
“Where did you take these?” he asked, quite puzzled.
“Just outside of my office. I was going there to do some
research, and when I arrived, I found all these people having a
meeting of some kind,” I replied.
“They were in your office?” he asked, very surprised.
“Yes, but I couldn’t hear much of what was said. The only
conversation I could make out was when Brixey and Darden
were waiting for the elevator. It sounded like they were planning
a double-cross on Katie,” I answered.
Director Carpenter called Sally into his office. When she got
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there he showed her the pictures. She was just as surprised as the
director was.
“George, I have an idea,” Sally began. “We’ve rented an
office in your building just above yours. We haven’t been able to
monitor anything in your office because every morning someone
does a sweep of listening devices. Would you be willing to place
some listening devices after they do the sweep in the morning
and then get them at the end of the day?”
“I suppose I could do that,” I answered.
Fumbling through my pockets, I found my new toy.
“I just got this a couple of weeks ago. It’s a cellphone
scanner. Do you have one of these?” I asked.
“Those aren’t legal,” Sally replied.
“The guy at the store had me sign a waiver stating that
nothing I heard or recorded could be used in a court of law, but
listening was OK,” I answered. “I’ve already heard a partial call
to Katie. I think she’s up to something.
“Actually I’m afraid someone may be listening to my calls.
The salesman told me a lady with red hair purchased one of
these about a month ago,” I went on to say. “I think it may have
been Katie.”
“We’re not going to need that. We have a court order
allowing us to listen to conversations in your office. We’ll keep
this legal. That way we’ll be able to use the information we
gather to put the bad guys in jail,” Director Carson explained.
They gave me some microphones to attach in hiding places
around my office.
I felt a little awkward as I left the office. Now I was going to
be spying on Katie. It just didn’t feel right.
The office was empty when I arrived, so I went to the
different desks and planted the bugs.
“If you can hear me, call my cellphone,” I said.
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A few seconds later, my phone rang once.
The door to my office was open. I went inside and looked
around. Maybe my office was bugged as well, only not by the
police.
When Katie arrived, she noticed how tired I looked.
“Did you get any sleep last night?” she asked.
“Not really, I was on a case and it kept me up. I had many
things to do today so I wasn’t able to go home. I’m going to go
to sleep as soon as I walk in the door of my apartment,” I replied
with my plans.
It was about six o’clock p.m. when I packed up my things
and left the office. On the way out, I collected the microphones
and put them into the pocket of my overcoat. Lucy was at her
desk as I walked out, but she didn’t see me as I picked up the
bugs. I said good-bye to her and then left the building.
The bus stopped at the entrance to the park and I took it to
my apartment.
When I got there, I checked my mailbox. There was a lot of
advertising material and a couple of bills. As I was looking
through the mail, a small envelope fell to the ground. It was
addressed to me in beautiful handwriting. I put it into the pocket
of my overcoat and walked up the stairs to my floor.
There were several advertisements I was reading, and I
wasn’t paying attention, when I tripped over something in the
dimly lit hallway. I couldn’t see what I tripped over, so I went to
my door and opened it. When I turned the light on, the hallway
lit up and laying in my hallway was a body.
I turned on the flashlight on my cellphone to see who the
victim might be.
The body was a big man. He was about forty-five. I had
never seen him before. Other than turning him over to see his
face, I didn’t touch anything. I called 911 and reported the
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murder.
It wasn’t long before the hallway was full of police
investigating the murder. They told me they hadn’t found any
identification on the body. There wasn’t anything on the man to
say who he was. Forensics, the team that researches a crime
scene for evidence, would have to find out.
They asked me many questions, but I didn’t have any
answers.
I had to leave to get some peace and quiet as well as much
needed sleep. The night was going to be hot, so I decided to go
to the motel on Thirty Second Street where I had stayed when I
was arrested to get some sleep.
The clerk asked me if the police were going to come for me
again.
I just laughed.
In the morning, I called the office to let Lucy know I
wouldn’t be back in.
“George, the police were here looking for you earlier this
morning,” she informed me.
“Did they tell you what it was about?” I asked.
“No, but they told me to have you call them as soon as I saw
you,” she replied.
“Do you know who the officer was?” I inquired.
“Let me see….. I have his card. Detective Rider,” she gave
me the information.
“Thanks, I’ll give him a call. Can you give me the number
please?” I asked.
“319-555-2122,” she gave me the number.
Really wanting to get more sleep, I decided to wait to call
Detective Rider until I woke up. I lay down on the bed again to
get some much needed sleep.
Not long after, I dozed off.
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I had no idea how long I had slept when my phone rang and
woke me up. I looked at the caller ID. It was Pedro.
Not fully awake, and with a raspy voice, I answered, “Hi
Pedro. What’s up?”
“George, you need to come down to the station right now,”
he spoke in a whisper. “We need you.”
“What’s going on?” I asked.
“I can’t tell you over the phone, but you need to get here
right away,” he finished.
I rubbed my eyes, not really wanting to get out of bed so
soon. I looked at the clock on the side table. It said ten o’clock.
I stumbled around the room getting ready to leave. I took a
shower and washed my hair. It felt good to have the water run
over my head. I stayed a long time.
My clothes were on the chair by the door. After getting
dressed, I made sure I had everything and then walked out into
the bright sunshine.
Since Pedro was so insistent that I come quickly, I took a
taxi to the police station.
When I got there, the place was crazy. I had never seen such
activity before.
“What’s going on?” I asked one of the officers who was
running past me.
He didn’t respond to me. He just ran past and down the
hallway.
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EVIDENCE
Chapter 18
I finally found Pedro in the equipment room. He was getting
a bulletproof vest and an assault rifle.
“What’s going on?” I asked.
“Everything is going crazy. The war we were trying to stop
between Brixey and Darden has started. There have been raids
all over the city. I even heard there was a killing in your
building,” Pedro informed me.
“Does anyone know who he was?” I asked.
“Not yet, but with everything else that’s going on right now,
we don’t have a lot of time to investigate,” Pedro responded.
“What do you need me to do?” I asked.
“We need you to help coordinate from here,” he answered.
“We need every available person to help us with this.”
Just as I got the bulletproof vest on, Captain Klein came into
the room and said, “George, I need you in my office right away.”
He led me to his office and then closed the door.
“There have been reports someone has been hacking into the
SBI database. They looked at some very sensitive files and
downloaded several photos, we have a dead man at your
apartment, and now there are reports the violence in the city is
escalating,” Captain Klein began to explain to me.
“I would like you to help us in our communication with the
SBI, State Police and our officers. Do you think you can do
that?” he asked for my help. “I know you have been working
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with them.”
“I’ll do my best,” I responded.
I sat down in the chair in front of the captain’s desk, and
began to reveal to him what I had found.
“Captain Klein, I have to tell you a few things. First of all, I
was the one who hacked into the SBI database yesterday.”
“That was you?” he asked very surprised.
I nodded yes.
“Why did you do that?” he inquired.
“I needed answers. Two nights ago I went to my office and
found Katie was meeting with Marvin Brixey and Roger
Darden,” I started.
“Really?” he asked.
“Yes, and Lucy Watkins, Jackie Rose and Sam Thomas were
there as well,” I answered.
“While I was in the men’s room, I heard Marvin and Roger
talking in the hallway as they were waiting for the elevator.
From what I heard, it seems Katie has been planning to
consolidate the mob under her control. From what I can tell,
since the beginning, she’s been eliminating the competition so
she can move to the top. She’s been using us to get there,” I
continued.
“You mean she’s had all of us fooled this whole time?” he
asked. “I don’t believe it,”
“It would appear so. Marvin and Roger were talking about
joining up against her, not us. Something was said about taking
care of the SBI plan at a later date. I think what you’re seeing is
a battle developing between Katie and the other bosses for
control of the city, not just between Darden and Brixey. Since
we know what they’re up to, we may have the upper hand. This
is going to get very dangerous before it gets better,” I told him.
“Why didn’t you bring this information to me sooner?” he
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asked bluntly.
“I was up all night the night before doing the research. I did
take this information to the SBI, but I guess they didn’t think it
was important enough to tell you,” I informed Captain Klein.
“What kind of information did you take to them?” he asked.
“I took several pictures of Katie Moran, Marvin Brixey,
Roger Darden, Jackie Rose, Lucy Watkins, and Sam Thomas
together in my office two nights ago,” I replied.
“Why didn’t you bring that to me?” he asked.
“I didn’t realize that things had gone into motion already, so
I wanted to get a few hours of sleep.
“When I found the dead guy in my hallway, I assumed he
was the one who had been following me. I’m not sure why they
killed him, but I have to assume I’m next.
“I went to a motel to get some rest before things got more
involved. I needed to get away. My apartment was full of people
investigating the dead guy in my hallway,” I continued.
“By the way, Detective Rider visited my office and asked
me to call him. Do you know what that was all about?” I asked.
“Let’s give him a call right now,” the captain suggested.
Captain Klein looked in his phonebook for Max Rider’s
number. I handed him my paper with the number on it.
He looked at it and then said, “Thanks.”
“Hello Max, this is Captain Klein. Can you come to my
office?” he asked.
After a short pause, Captain Klein said, “He’ll be here in
about ten minutes.”
I showed the captain the information I had gathered. His face
showed concern for what was beginning to happen.
Just then Detective Rider came.
“George! I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said as he
walked in the door.
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“Why did you need to talk to George?” Captain Klein asked.
“We have some new information that might be very helpful
for him. We suspect Jackie Rose is the one who has been killing
the jurors on the Moran list,” he informed us.
“I already figured that one out,” I told him.
“Really, how?” he asked, very surprised at my response.
“Just good old fashioned PI work,” I responded.
“Do you know who the dead guy at your apartment was?” he
asked, trying to probe what I did and didn’t know.
“I don’t know who he was, but I know he was watching me.
I have to guess he was part of the detail that was assigned to
protect me by the SBI,” I replied.
“Not exactly. We don’t know who he was yet, but he was
not with the SBI,” Detective Rider informed me.
“What else do you know?” he asked.
“Before I answer that, I think we need to have a meeting of
the SBI, State Police and the City Police. I don’t like the fact that
none of the agencies are working together. It’s time we got our
act together and shared what each agency knows.
“How long do you think it would take to organize that?” I
asked Captain Klein.
“I’ll make the calls now,” he replied, already reaching for
his phone.
It didn’t take long to drive to the statehouse since we took a
police car and used the lights and siren.
When we arrived, several of the members of the task force
were either already there or on their way.
We met in the conference room at the SBI.
Soon everyone was there.
Director Carpenter stood in the front of the room.
“Things are moving very quickly. George Bronson will give
you the information about what’s going on,” he introduced me.
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I stood up and began to address the problems, “Over the past
few months each of our agencies has been working in different
directions. It’s time that we pool our resources and work
together. This lack of communication has been hurting our
efforts and what we’ve been trying to accomplish.
“The original plan has not worked. The mob knows all about
the stores. There have been leaks, which have compromised
what we’ve been doing.
“Here’s my theory. Katie Moran has been using all of us to
gain control of the mob from the very beginning. We’ve helped
her eliminate the top officials in the organization, and now she’s
in a position to take over. As much as it hurts to say so, I’ve
been the biggest fool. What’s happening now is there is a
struggle for power within the syndicate.
“She has some powerful people working with her, but she’s
also made some important enemies who she thinks are loyal to
her. This is how we can take her down. She still thinks she has
us fooled; now it’s time for us to fool her,” I explained.
Everyone in the room was in a state of shock.
“Over the last two days I’ve been able to get the information
I needed to make these accusations,” I stated.
Looking over at Director Carpenter, I said, “I have to
confess, I was the one who hacked into the SBI database and got
the files I needed to prove my case. I’ll give you what I have
shortly.”
Turning back to the others in the room, I continued, “Along
with witnessing a meeting with several of the suspects, I can say
for certain that my theory is correct.
“I have many photos I have taken and many that were given
to me.
“Now we’ve got to find a way to get them before they rip
our city apart,” I concluded.
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The room was silent while the people thought about what I
had just said.
“So, what do you recommend?” Director Carpenter asked.
“I think we need to create a big enough problem for them,
where they have to unite in order to avoid the federal
government getting involved. They don’t want to mess with the
FBI.
“We need to fool them in order to force them to have a
summit of their own, much as we’re doing here. When they have
that meeting we’ll be there to take them down,” I responded with
an idea.
Immediately the group began to discuss ideas on how to
create a plan that might work.
Using the pictures Jenny had in her folder, we identified all
of the top people in the organization, the role they played and
any weaknesses we could discover. The SBI opened their
database, as well as the State Police. Finally we were all working
as a team. It felt good.
The SBI was going to continue monitoring my office. The
State Police were going to set up stakeouts on the top suspects to
make them nervous. The idea was to increase the pressure on
them. We wanted them to know we were going to do whatever
we could do to take down the new bosses.
The battles in the city continued. The police were on alert
twenty-four hours. The confusion caused by these territorial
battles was designed to help consolidate the power into the hands
of one individual, and it was working. Many of the top members
of the crime organization were being killed off by rivals. In some
ways they were making the job to tear them apart easier for us.
Over the next few days, we got reports there was beginning
to be a lot of communication between the different groups. The
bugs in my office were of great help. Every day I would plant
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them and then at night I would remove them. Katie felt
comfortable in her office and spoke openly on the phone.
In her conversations, she was saying she was convinced the
different police agencies weren’t working together and as a
result, it would be easy to deceive them. By taking over the top
spot in the mob, she would then concentrate on controlling the
city and as many of the officials as possible. She would be able
to free her father and her family from prison.
The recordings revealed that she was bragging that our city
would be a model for all the syndicates in the country to look to.
Alexander Lonzo had said these same words before his untimely
death at the hands of the SBI. The recordings of her meetings
were very clear.
In the evenings, different people came to our office, so she
could recruit them to join her. She was very persuasive.
What she didn’t know was that she was going to be double
crossed by those she was trusting and that the city knew what
was going on.
When I had a chance to listen to the tapes, I was surprised
how she spoke about me. She made me mad when she said I was
incompetent and a puppet. It only made me more resolved to see
that she would pay for what she was doing. Listening to her
speak about me that way felt like the end of a bad marriage,
which had just gotten worse. She laughed when she told them
how she had duped everyone, including Pedro.
Some of the agents, who had gone undercover, began to give
us details on when and where the two sides were going to meet
to try to mend the differences between them. The agents gave us
very clear reports. Without them the entire project would’ve
certainly failed. The city was running like a well-oiled machine.
We had managed to bring trustworthy people to work for us. The
leaks had stopped. My guess was that it was Katie who had
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revealed our plan.
When I saw her, I made sure to give her false reports. She
stopped attending the meetings with the SBI. She said she was
too busy.
Suddenly, there was relative peace in the city as the different
factions in the organization made agreements to stop fighting
and work together against the police.
The city and state agencies continued to have regular
meetings to compare notes. Because of the size and importance
of the strategies we were making, the Federal Bureau of
Investigation also became involved. With their help, the people
we wanted to take down would face federal charges. This gave
our city more power to take action, and we had the resources of
the FBI as well.
Day after day reports came into the command center, which
was located in the SBI office, that the many factions were
joining forces. If we weren’t successful in our plan, it was
possible we might be creating a super mob. If that happened our
city would be a nest for criminals from all over the country to
find a safe haven. We didn’t want that to happen.
It didn’t take long for the meeting we anticipated to be
scheduled. When we learned the time and date, we put our plan
into motion.
On the outskirts of the city was an abandoned warehouse.
The meeting was to be at ten o’clock on Friday night. All the
important people in the mob were going to be there.
Three days before the meeting, several officers found places
to hide. They knew the building was going to be searched before
the meeting to provide security for those coming. They had to
find places that would not be found.
In several of the other buildings surrounding the meeting
place, the police formed groups that would converge on the
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warehouse as soon as all the participants arrived. Five
helicopters were ready. It felt more like a military assault than a
police action. It would take a lot of patience to wait until the
right moment. The element of surprise was the only thing we had
going for us.
When the information about the date, time and location of
the meeting was confirmed, cameras were set up to monitor what
was happening. The helicopters had heat detection and night
vision capabilities. We were going to watch everything as it
happened from the command center.
I was at the SBI office when things began to happen. Just
before ten o’clock, the first car arrived. Then another and
another, until there were ten or eleven cars parked in the old
warehouse. We watched as the people got out of the cars and
began to shake hands. Many of the people who were there had
also been at the dinner for Alexander Lonzo. Each car had four
or five big men with guns protecting their bosses.
“How had they not been arrested before now?” I wondered
to myself.
A table was set up in the middle of the room and the
members sat down to talk. The conversation seemed to be going
well. The night was quiet, and the invitees seemed at ease.
It seemed odd to me that we were able to have so many of
our people in place. Even though they thought they had done a
good job of securing the place, we were ready. Our plan was
working.
We noticed that Katie and Jackie were missing. We thought
it was strange that no one at the meeting commented about that.
It crossed my mind that they had decided to cut her out of
the plan, part of the double-cross.
Suddenly the police arrived. From every direction, cars with
their lights flashing stormed into the warehouse.
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The people inside began to scatter and fire their guns at the
police. A gun battle broke out. Bullets were flying in every
direction. One after another, the bad guys lay on the ground shot.
We had taken them completely by surprise.
It only lasted for about ten minutes and then those who
weren’t dead gave themselves up.
Police officers swarmed the office building and chased down
the ones who tried to run.
A cheer went up in the office. We had been successful!
It took a while to understand everything that happened that
night. The newspapers called it a victory for the common person.
After the battle at the warehouse, many facts came to the
surface about what they had been planning. The new
organization was much bigger than the police had estimated. If
we hadn’t taken them down when we did, it would not have been
long before they would have been so large it might have been
impossible to stop them.
Brixey and Darden were now in federal custody. They were
being charged with attempted murder, tax evasion, and
racketeering. If convicted, they were facing life imprisonment. It
made me happy that they weren’t on the streets to bother me
anymore.
There was just one problem. Katie and Jackie weren’t
among those who were there. No one knew where they had
gone. They were now fugitives.
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Episode 5
The Crime Files

AGENCY
Chapter 19
The next few weeks were very busy because of meetings
with the SBI and the State Police. They asked me to continue to
work on the task force to monitor the activities of organized
crime in the city.
Now that Lucy was in jail, I had to hire a new receptionist. I
did a much better job of recruiting and investigating the
background of potential employees. Because of my fear of
getting the wrong person, I took much too much time looking.
Things in the office began to backup. The files were stacked on
the reception desk and I wasn’t able to follow up on my clients
the way I used to.
During my search, Rod Stillmon contacted me. He had heard
I was looking to add some staff members, so he suggested we
have a meeting to discuss forming a new PI firm and talk about
working together. Our cases were very different, so if we merged
we would be able to provide more services as an agency than if
we stayed working alone.
This was something I had never thought of before, but when
he mentioned it, I gave it some thought. We planned to meet for
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dinner to discuss the idea.
We met at Momma’s Fried chicken again.
I found a table where we could talk privately just after I
arrived at the restaurant.
When he got there, he sat down and greeted me.
“Hey George, thanks for meeting me. I think we have a lot
to discuss,” he said with a smile.
He offered to play billiards, but I turned him down. I
remembered how badly I had lost the last time we played.
We talked for several hours. The waitress had to come to our
table to ask us to leave because the restaurant was closed.
We continued to talk as we left the restaurant. Before Rod
left, he asked me to give him a call the next day.
The night was clear and the stars were bright, so I decided to
go for a walk and look in the windows of the stores along the
sidewalk.
There was a gentle breeze in the air. It whistled through the
trees. The leaves were just beginning to turn brown. The light
from the streetlamps cast shadows of the trees blowing in wind
in every direction that danced in the wind.
So much had happened in the last year. I had grown as a
person, as a private investigator, and I felt good about where I
was at this time in my life.
When I was almost to my apartment, my phone rang.
“George Bronson, Private Eye, what can I do for you?” I
asked.
“This is Katie, I need to talk to you right away. Can you
meet me somewhere?” Katie’s voice echoed in my ears.
I was so shocked. I didn’t know what to say.
“Ah….. ah….. I guess so. Where do you want to meet?” I
asked.
“The only place I know that is open this late is the All-Nite
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Diner. Will you meet me there, please,” she begged.
“I’ll have to think about it,” I answered, and then hung up.
She called me right back, but I ignored the call.
When I got about halfway to my room, I turned around and
decided I had to investigate this. I was going back to where all of
this had started, almost a year ago. I called Katie to tell her I
would meet her at the diner.
I caught the bus and then transferred to the Forty-Third
street bus, which took me to the diner. When I entered, a chill
went down my back. I wasn’t comfortable at all.
Greta, the waitress who took over for Marge, greeted me as I
sat down. She was a friendly woman. I knew her when she
worked the afternoon shift. She had on the same black and white
uniform that Marge had worn. She was a bit over weight, which
made her dress a little too tight. She had a big smile all of the
time and was very friendly. Her hair was styled at a beauty
salon, which made her look older than she really was.
“Hi George, it’s been a long time. What have you been up
to?” she asked, while holding her order pad in her hand.
“I’ve been pretty busy,” I replied while I looked around the
diner to see if Katie had arrived.
There were three or four other people eating at the other
tables who had come in after working the night shift. It felt like
déjà vu.
I ordered coffee and a piece of apple pie.
My smartphone notified me I had a new e-mail. I opened the
app and read the message. It was spam. I hate spam.
When I looked up a young lady with short brown hair sat on
the stool next me. She had a scarf with flowers printed on it over
her head. Her jacket was zipped all the way to the top. She
looked very cold.
As I looked closer, I realized it was Katie.
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“Katie, is that you?” I asked.
Her eyes moved from side to side as she checked the place
in case I had reported her call to the police.
“Yes, it’s me,” she answered softly.
She kept her head down and moved closer to me.
“Did you call the police?” she asked.
“No, but I was tempted to,” I paused. “Why did you call me
and ask me to come here?”
“I need your help. I want to clear my name,” she informed
me.
I laughed.
“This seems awfully familiar to when we first met. What do
you want me to do?”
“Help me,” she answered
“Now that’s easier said than done, young lady. You caused a
lot of problems around here. You were recorded saying many
things that incriminate you. I especially like what you said about
me. Let’s see, you said something about me being incompetent
and a puppet. I believe those were the words you used,” I
expressed my anger at her.
“Didn’t you get my letter?” she asked.
“No, I never got a letter from you,” I answered.
“I sent it to you when I found out that you saw Marvin
Brixey and Roger Darden in our office. I explained everything in
that letter. No wonder you hate me so much,” she said with tears
in her eyes.
“You knew that I saw you with Brixey and Darden?” I
asked.
“Yes, I know more than you think,” she smiled. “You’re a
good teacher. You taught me well.”
“Thanks…. I think. What did the letter look like?” I asked.
“I sent you a small pink envelope. I addressed it by hand,”
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she described the envelope that had fallen on the ground when I
discovered the dead man in the hallway. I had put it in the pocket
of my overcoat, but I had forgotten about it.
“I think I’ve got that letter on my desk,” I told her somewhat
apologetically. “What exactly did you say in the letter?”
“It explained that my goal was to bring down the mob. I was
playing the role of a double agent, only I was giving the wrong
information to the gangsters. They believed everything I said.
Apparently so did the SBI.
“If they would just listen closely to the tapes, and read the
letter, then they would finally know what I was doing,” she
finished.
“How do you know the SBI was recording you?” I asked,
very surprised.
“You were putting microphones in the office every day. I
knew about them. You weren’t very careful about it.
“It was OK because I wanted them to hear what I was
saying. It was how I was going to prove I wasn’t trying to take
over the mob,” she replied.
“What about your sister. Did you know that she was
finishing the job your siblings started?” I asked.
“I didn’t know for sure, but I told her she couldn’t hurt you
or I would kill her. I reported her to the State Police. I told
Detective Rider about what I thought she might be doing. He
told me he would investigate,” Katie informed me of what she
had been doing. “Later she talked to me about it, and she told me
it wasn’t her. She said she had no interest in killing those people.
She hardly knew our dad.
“I tried to convince Detective Rider that I believed her, but
he wasn’t so sure.”
This made me think about what Detective Rider had told me.
If what Katie was saying was true, then I had to rethink my
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assumptions about Jackie.
“Would you like something to eat?” I asked her, trying to
relax a little.
“You know you owe me a cup of coffee and pie from when
you got beat up,” she reminded me.
“Thanks for reminding me,” I responded, not appreciating
the comment.
Greta came over and I ordered the same for Katie.
We sat in silence while I thought about what she had just
told me.
Then I had a question. “Where’s Jackie? She wasn’t at the
warehouse, and we have lost track of her.”
“I’m not going to tell you that. First of all, I have to know
that you trust me. When you trust me, I’ll tell you everything,”
she replied defiantly.
“OK, I get it, another blackmail, right?” I responded.
“Kind of like that,” she smiled.
It was very late and I was getting tired.
“Katie, I’m not sure about all of this. I’ve been on a roller
coaster ride with you since the beginning. Tomorrow I’ll look
into this. I’ll do some snooping around for you. Give me a call
tomorrow after three o’clock. It’ll also give me a chance to read
your letter. If you’re telling me the truth, I’ll help you. If you’re
lying to me I’ll come after you with everything I have.
Understand?” I said, very directly.
She nodded her head in agreement.
We finished our food and I walked her out of the diner.
Just as we left, a bullet rang past my head and broke a
window. I pushed Katie to the ground, got onto one knee, pulled
out my gun, and scanned the area.
Another shot tore through the sleeve of my coat and hit the
building behind me. I rolled over behind a tree and froze.
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After a few minutes, I called out to Katie.
“Katie, are you all right?!” I said softly but forcefully.
There was no answer. I peeked around the tree and Katie
was lying face down on the ground.
Someone inside of the diner had called 911 and the sound of
sirens echoed in the streets. Two police cars pulled up. When
they saw my gun, they pointed their weapons at me and told me
to throw down my gun and lay flat on the ground.
I did as I was told. When they looked in my wallet, and they
saw who I was. They apologized and let me stand.
Katie was now sitting up. She was so scared she couldn’t
talk. I went to her and gave her a hug. It felt a little awkward, but
it helped to settle her down.
As soon as they found out it was Katie Moran who was with
me, they arrested her immediately. I rode with her in one of the
police cars to the police station.
There were many officers waiting at the door when we
arrived. They took her into the station and down a hallway
toward the jail.
Katie looked over at me as they took her to be booked into
the jail. I went to her and told her this was probably the safest
place for her right now. Her face told me she didn’t believe me.
The bullet had grazed my arm and it was bleeding a little.
One of the officers noticed and offered to look at it. He put some
medicine on it and bandaged my arm. It looked a lot worse than
it really was.
Now I had ruined another overcoat as well as my sport coat.
They told me to stay at the station until morning. No one
was sure if I was the target or if it was Katie.
There was a bench in a hallway where I fell asleep.
Pedro wasn’t due to come in until eight o’clock.
I was awakened by the noise of the day shift arriving. I sat
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up and looked around. I didn’t see Pedro yet. I felt terrible. The
lack of sleep was beginning to get me down.
I went to the break room and poured a cup of coffee for
myself. There were some dry donuts in a box on the counter. I
took one and dipped it into my coffee. Perfect.
I sat down and just as I did, Pedro came in.
“I thought I would find you here,” Pedro said laughing.
“Hey! That’s my line,” I retorted.
We both laughed.
“I hear you had an exciting evening,” Pedro commented, and
then sat down across from me.
I said to him, “You could say that. I had a meeting with
Katie Moran…”
“You met with Katie?” he jumped in.
“Yeah, but now she’s in custody,” I stated.
Showing him my arm, I continued, “Someone shot at us
earlier this morning. I’m not sure which one of us was the target.
Everyone seems to think it was me,” I answered.
“Why do you think you were the target?” Pedro asked.
“I’m not really sure. It’s just a gut feeling I guess since I was
the one who was hit,” I responded.
“Why did you meet with Katie?” Pedro inquired. “You
know she is a fugitive. You know you could be arrested for
harboring her, don’t you?”
“She called me and asked me to meet her at the All-Nite
Diner, so I agreed. We had a nice chat over coffee and apple pie.
She gave me some information that I’m going to use to find out
if what she told me is true, or if she was trying to take over the
mob. She says she knew all about the planning of our raid on the
warehouse, but she didn’t tell the mob members. She says the
tapes the SBI has, and a letter she sent me, will clear her name.
Time will tell.
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“Right now, I need to get some sleep. I’ve been up most of
the night again. I’ll call you later after I’m rested,” I said feeling
the effects of sleeping on the bench.
“Where are you going to go?” Pedro asked.
“I was thinking about my apartment,” I answered.
“Do you think that it’s wise after what you went through last
night?” he asked another question.
“I know you’re going to watch over me. I’ll be fine,” I
replied.
I was surprised at myself for being so relaxed.
The bus stopped just outside of the police station, so I
decided to take it to my apartment instead of walking. It took
about ten minutes to get to my stop.
When I got to my door, I noticed something unusual. There
were new marks on the wood around the door handle. I turned
the handle slowly and it was unlocked. With my hand on my
gun, I stepped back and pushed the door open.
As I walked into my room, sitting in the chair at my desk
was Jackie. She was pointing a gun at me. I had just walked into
another bad situation, but there wasn’t a thing I could do about it
now.
“Come in, George, I’ve been waiting for you,” she said with
a sinister grin.
“Hello Jackie, welcome to my room,” I replied, as I set my
gun on the table by the door and hung my coat on the hook by
the door. “I’ve actually been expecting you.”
“Really? Why do you say that?” she asked.
Showing her my arm, I said, “You didn’t finish the job.”
Surprised she said, “When did that happen?”
“Earlier this morning at the All-Nite Diner. Have you
already forgotten?” I inquired.
“No, that wasn’t me. I would’ve finished the job, not just
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hurt you,” she replied.
“So what’s your plan? Are you going to shoot me in my own
apartment in broad daylight with cops all around?” I taunted her
a little bit.
“If I wanted you dead, I would’ve done it a long time ago,”
she replied.
“What about when Katie said you shouldn’t hurt me?” I
asked.
“Actually, it was never my plan to hurt you or anyone else,”
she answered, but she still pointed her gun at me.
I began to believe what Katie had said about Jackie.
Walking over to my bed, I sat down.
“So, what’s this little meeting about then?” I asked.
“I know the police think that I’ve been killing the people on
the list, but it isn’t me. I was never very close to my dad. In fact
I only found out about him a couple of years ago. He doesn’t
even care.
“There is someone else out there who is committing these
murders, and you need to find out who. We also have to clear
my sister. I can testify on her behalf, but I won’t be able to do
that until I’m cleared as well,” she explained to me.
“How are you going to do that?” I asked.
“You’re the PI. You can get to the bottom of who is trying to
frame Katie and me.
“What I know is someone in the police department has
access to all the information about what the Moran family was
doing and they are trying to finish the job,” she explained to me
why she was in my room.
She put the gun down and became a little more relaxed.
I looked over at the door and asked, “How did you get in
here?”
“A lady has her ways,” she responded. “I was very careful
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about how I entered your apartment.”
“No, really how did you open my door. I have three locks,” I
asked, wondering how she did it.
“You have only one key for all three locks. Once I opened
the first one the other two were a piece of cake,” she smiled.
“Where did you learn to pick a lock?” I asked.
“Let’s just say it’s the product of a misspent youth,” she
replied.
Going back to why she was in my room, I asked, “OK, let’s
say I believe you. What do you want me to do?”
“Did you get the letter from my sister?” she asked.
“Yeah, it’s on my desk,” I replied.
“Have you read it?” she asked.
“Not yet, but it was on my list of things to do today,” I
answered.
“Please open it and read it. You will notice the date on the
letter was before the raid in the warehouse. I was there when she
wrote it. She tells you everything in there. I wish you had read it
before. It would have been much easier for us,” she commented.
“I’ve been a little busy, OK?” I fired back at her. “If I had
known who it was from, I would have read it.”
I took the envelope from my desk and opened it. Then I read
it aloud to Jackie.

Dear George,
I’m writing this letter to tell you what has been
happening with me over the past few weeks. I want you to
understand what I’ve been doing and what my motivation
has been behind it.
The police think I’m organizing a group to take over
the syndicate. That’s what I want everyone to believe.
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I know this looks bad, but the tapes the SBI is
recording will prove what I’m saying is true. If they listen
closely, they will realize that I am working against the
mob, not with it.
I told you that I didn’t want to do this, but that was
to protect you. It made too much sense not to try. If you
know what my plan is you might give something away.
That is why it has been a secret.
By organizing this group, I hope to make it easier for
the SBI to get the people who are trying to ruin our city
by getting them all in one place to talk.
I know they want to double-cross me, so I am being
very cautious.
I am trying to give the appearance of cooperation. I
hope it works.
Enclosed are some pictures that may be of help.
Sincerely,
Katie
I was surprised at what the letter said. There was a lot of
information that would have been valuable for the task force to
have known about before the raid. I felt bad about not reading it
before. Now I know why Katie and Jackie were not at the
meeting.
There were no surprises about the pictures. The same people
were in them as the ones Rod Stillmon had given me.
I folded it, put it back into the envelope and then into the
pocket of my overcoat.
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“I will get this to Pedro when I see him next. Do you know
why she wrote this?” I asked.
“She wanted you to know she was innocent. She wanted to
let you know she trusts you. Her plan was to help take down the
mob. It was also my goal, but it was harder for me to let you
know since the police have been watching me as suspect in the
Moran murders. Will you help us, please?” she begged me.
“I really need to get some rest. Can I get in touch with you
tomorrow? I have a new partner I need to talk this over with, and
if what you are telling me is true, of course, I will help you and
Katie,” I responded.
Jackie seemed satisfied with my answer.
“How’re you going to get out of here?” I asked her.
“The same way I came in, but I have to wait until it’s dark.
Is it OK if I just sit here and wait?” she asked.
Although it was a bit awkward, I agreed.
Just then, I had a thought. I suspected that my apartment
might have been bugged, so I didn’t want to speak to her and
give our plan away.
I pointed out the window at the café across the street and
signaled that I wanted to meet her there.
Then I asked, “Do you want some coffee?”
“That would be nice,” she responded.
A thought came to my mind. I motioned for her to be silent.
I had to think of a way to get her out of my room before the
police arrived.
I remembered I had some disguises in my closet she could
wear to get her out of there. We went through my box and found
a wig, and some clothes she could wear. She went to the
bathroom and changed. When she came out, she looked
completely different.
I wrote on a piece of paper for her to follow me to the café
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five minutes after I left.
Putting on my overcoat, I left the apartment, crossed the
street and walked into the restaurant.
As I was about to sit down, a police car pulled up in front of
my building. I panicked. Jackie hadn’t left the building yet.
Two officers got out of the car and went up to the door. Just
as they got there, Jackie walked right past them, crossed the
street and joined me.
“Boy, was I scared. I thought they had recognized me, but it
worked. Thanks for the costume. It really fooled them,” Jackie
was laughing as she spoke. “I don’t think my own mother would
recognize me.”
I wasn’t so happy.
Somehow, the police had been tipped off about Jackie being
in my building. It confirmed to me my apartment had been
bugged, just as I had thought. We were lucky I realized it when I
did.
We sat and drank our coffee slowly. We watched as another
police car parked in front of the building. Then an unmarked car
pulled up. Detectives Carson and Rider got out. They looked
around and then went into the building.
It was maybe twenty minutes later when everyone left.
I was thinking I was going to have to explain to the
superintendent of the building why my door was broken again.
While we sat, I looked over at Jackie. She didn’t seem like a
killer, but I had been wrong before. She seemed very nervous
about the police being so close.
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SCHEME
Chapter 20
“Why do you think Detective Rider and Detective Carson
were looking for me?” Jackie asked. “Does that mean they really
think I’m the killer?”
“That’s a good question,” I answered, thinking the same
thing. “I guess since they know you are related to the Moran
family, they just assumed you are like them.”
“If they knew I was there, they must also know everything
we talked about,” she said still staring out the window at the
apartment building.
“That could be good for you,” I stated. “You told the truth.
Now we just have to prove it.”
Jackie smiled at me knowing that I trusted her.
“Thanks for believing me,” she said.
Even though we wanted to leave the café, we sat for a long
time waiting to see if any other police officers were looking for
her.
When we decided it would be OK for her to go, I told her to
go to the right after leaving the café, and then catch the first bus.
She could come back for her car later. I was pretty sure the
police had identified her car already and would be watching to
see if she returned for it.
She did as I told her and after a few minutes, she
disappeared onto the bus. I had forgotten to ask her how I could
reach her in the future.
It was getting late so I decided to go home. I put my hand
into my pocket to get my money to pay the bill, and found a
piece of paper there. When I looked at it, I saw she had given me
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her phone number and e-mail address. She reminded me of
Katie.
After paying the bill, I walked across the street back to my
apartment. When I got to my door, what I had suspected was
true. They had broken down my door again. Now I was getting
ticked off.
I went down to the manager and reported the broken door.
He threatened to evict me, but after I gave him two hundred
dollars, he smiled.
Inside my room, I found the officers had done a thorough
job of searching my place. Everything was turned upside down.
The things in my closet were tossed everywhere. My mattress
was on the floor. The drawers in my desk were open and the
contents were scattered onto the floor.
I called Pedro, and I was upset.
“Hello, this is Ser…”
“Pedro, my apartment has been trashed by the State Police.
Did they have a warrant to do that?” I asked directly.
“I’m not sure, but I can check it out for you,” he replied.
“Why do you think the State Police did that?”
“I saw them enter my building and when they left about
twenty minutes later my room was trashed. I don’t know why,” I
answered.
“Like I said, I’ll check on it. Is there something going on I
should know about?” he asked.
“Nothing I can talk about right now. There are some things I
need to check on first, especially why the State Police were in
my apartment. I had to pay my building manager two hundred
dollars in order for him to not throw me out,” I replied.
After talking to Pedro, I began to clean up my room. I
wasn’t worried about the police finding anything since I kept my
most personal items outside of the apartment in either a safe
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deposit box at the bank, or in my office under lock and key.
Now I was forced to clean up my room. I found many things
I thought I had lost. The most important was my library card.
Now I didn’t have to pay the fee to replace it. I enjoy going to
the library and taking out music and DVDs. It had been some
time since I was able to do that. It took a couple hours to make
the room presentable.
The room looked much better when I was done than it had
before the cops came and turned it upside down. It took me
almost two hours to finish. I fell back onto my bed and finally
fell asleep. I slept all night.
The next morning, after I purchased a new overcoat and
sport jacket, I went to the police station to talk to Pedro. When I
got there, he was out of the office on another assignment.
Since he was going to be gone for a few hours, I called Rod
Stillmon.
“This is Rod Stillmon, how may I help you?” he answered
his phone.
“Rod this is George. Have you got a minute?” I asked.
“Sure, what’s on your mind?” he responded.
“I need to talk to you about our merger. I think it’s a great
idea. When can we sit down and finalize the plans?” I inquired.
“I’m not busy this morning. Do you want to come by the
office to talk?” he offered.
“I’ll be there in about twenty minutes,” I said, eager to start
working with Rod.
As I was walking out of the police station, I bumped into
Pedro.
“George, were you looking for me?” he asked.
“As a matter of fact I was, but I’ve got a meeting to go to.
Can we talk later?” I requested.
“Sure, but let me tell you. I haven’t found a warrant to
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search your apartment yet. Are you sure it was the State Police?”
he asked.
“It was Detective Carson and Detective Rider who went in. I
saw them from the restaurant across from my apartment. They
were in my place for about twenty minutes. There were three
uniformed cops who went with them,” I informed him.
Pedro didn’t seem very surprised. He went into the station
and I caught the bus to see Rod Stillmon. The bus ride to his
office didn’t take long.
His office was on the fourth floor looking out over the river.
The view he had was better than mine. He had a large suite with
many smaller offices inside. It was a busy place.
Approaching the front desk, I asked, “May I speak to Rod
Stillmon please?”
“Is he expecting you?” the young lady asked.
“Yes, I have an appointment with him,” I responded.
“Let me check with him. What’s your name please?” she
asked me.
“George, George Bronson,” I replied.
“Have a seat. He’ll be right out,” she said, as she pointed to
the waiting area.
The couch was very inviting. Just as I was about to fall
asleep, I heard Rod’s voice.
“Sorry George, I got a phone call I had to take. Come into
my office, we can chat there,” he offered.
Getting out of the sofa wasn’t easy. It was very comfortable.
Once I was on my feet, I followed him to his office and sat
in a nice chair in front of his desk.
Rod was a little overweight. He had on a suit that was about
a size too small for him. He had on an older red striped tie that
was too short. His belly hung over the front of his pants. He
always had a big smile on his face, and was very friendly. His
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hair looked like he was still living in the seventies, it hung over
his ears.
Contrary to his appearance, Rod was very neat. Everything
on his desk was placed in an organized fashion so he could find
it very easily. His office was also very functional. Rod had a
reputation of doing things in a structured manner. He never
missed a single detail. His reports were packed with information,
much of it unnecessary.
He went behind his desk and sat down.
“OK George, how are we going to do this?” he started the
conversation quickly.
“I like your offices, we could just stay here,” I suggested,
looking past Rod at the view out of his window.
“So, you want to join my firm, is that what you’re saying?”
he asked.
“Since I have no staff and I don’t need a lot of office space
myself, that would seem to make the most sense. I could get
moved in here in less than half a day,” I said.
We came to an agreement that I would pay ten percent of my
fees to the office to help pay for the staff. If I wanted special
services, I would pay for them as needed. I would pay a flat fee
to help pay for the rent.
I told him about Katie and Jackie and all that had happened
to my apartment. He asked me if I would let him look into it. I
agreed it would be helpful.
Our biggest problem was what the name would be. Would it
be Stillmon and Bronson or Bronson and Stillmon? We flipped a
coin and we ended up with Bronson and Stillmon.
The sign on the door would say ‘Bronson & Stillmon –
Private Investigations’.
We talked for a while and then he showed me where my
office would be. It was nice, but not as big as the one I had in my
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old space. It didn’t matter.
I called a moving company and arranged to move my things
to my office in his suite. Then I called the rental company and
told them to pick up the furniture I wasn’t going to need.
He took me around the office and introduced me to his staff.
They all seemed to be very nice.
Later that day, after my things arrived, we had a meeting of
the investigators and the rest of his staff. I was formally
introduced, and they made me feel very welcome.
The meeting included a review of the cases that were
pending. Each of the investigators gave a report on the status of
what they were working on. It was interesting to hear what they
had to say. Some of the associates asked my opinion on what
they were doing, but I said I was too new to comment.
At the end of the meeting, Rod asked me to tell them about
what I had been working on. Much of what had happened over
the past year was already in the newspapers, so I didn’t go into a
great deal of detail.
Because of all of the confusion going on, I didn’t tell them
about the current situation. Rod and I agreed we needed to get
more facts before we started to tell them about the trouble I was
in.
I felt comfortable and was happy to have the extra resources
working for me. It felt like a nice family.
After the meeting, I went to my office and organized my
things. What I had in my office was my desk, two chairs, which I
exchanged for shorter ones, and my filing cabinet. On my desk
was a new computer. The virus on the old one destroyed my
hard drive. I took out the flash drive from my pocket and loaded
the saved files onto the new computer. I logged into my cloud
account and reviewed the information there. Since I was in a
different office, I felt it was necessary for me to change the
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password on my account. I didn’t know who to trust. I spent
most of the day in the office.
On my way out of the building, on the first floor, I found a
small sandwich shop. I went in to see what they had to offer.
I sat down and looked over the menu. My seat was by the
window and looked out over the river. This looked like a nice
place to eat. I ordered a corned beef sandwich with Swiss cheese
on rye bread. When they brought it to me, I couldn’t believe how
big it was. Along with the sandwich, I ordered a bowl of broccoli
cheese soup. I knew this was going to be a place I visited often.
While I was eating, I looked up and standing in front of me
was Katie.
“May I sit down?” she asked.
Very surprised to see her, I didn’t know what to say. Since
my mouth was full, I was unable to speak, so I just pointed to the
empty chair across from me.
“I thought you were still in the city jail?” I finally asked
after swallowing the mouth full of food.
“I was allowed to post bail. It wasn’t cheap!” she replied.
She had hired Jackie’s old law firm Saxon, Roberts and
Jennings Law Partners to defend her.
From what she told me I could tell they were doing a good
job of creating a defense for her. I told her I would cooperate as
best as I could.
“I’m glad to hear that. What are you up to now?” I asked.
“I’m trying to prove my innocence. By the way, did you read
my letter?” she inquired.
“Yes, your sister came to visit and reminded me about it. I’ll
give it the SBI later when I meet with them. They raided my
apartment, so I’m not sure what their motives are. I need to talk
to them before I give them too much information,” I replied.
“By the way, how did you know where to find me?” I asked
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even though my mouth was full of food.
“It’s not hard,” she stated. “So, you’re going to join up with
Rod Stillmon?” she asked.
“How do you know about that?” I asked surprised.
“I have my ways,” she answered with a grin.
“Yes, that’s the plan. Why do you ask?” I returned with a
question.
“He’s been looking after you,” she told me.
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“He’s had people assigned to watch you, and he still does.
They’ve been making sure that you’re safe,” she replied.
“How do you know this?” I asked, puzzled at what she had
just told me.
“I know more than you think,” she replied.
Sitting back in my chair I started to chuckle.
“What’re you laughing at?” she asked.
“I’m just remembering how I cut my hair when I ran away.
Looking at you brought back that memory,” I continued to
chuckle.
“Does my hair look that bad?” she asked.
“No. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it that way,” I answered her.
“So, what brings you here?”
“I know you saw my sister and then the police searched your
apartment. Do you know why they did that?” she asked.
“Pedro is looking into that for me. In addition, a couple of
the associates in my new firm are doing some extra work as
well. I feel in the middle again. I don’t like being in the middle,
you know that,” I answered her question. “Maybe the police
were looking to see if I was able to lead them to you and your
sister.”
“I’m sure that’s one reason. Were you able to get any
information from the State Police?” she asked.
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“No, with everything that’s going on, I’ve avoided going
there. Something’s not right with my relationship with them
right now. I’m going to have one of my new associates to do
some snooping around at the statehouse,” I informed her.
“Where are you staying?” I asked her.
“My sister and I are living together, but I can’t tell you
where, but I’ll be close by watching what’s happening. Please,
help us. We need to get on with our lives,” she almost begged.
“You know I’ll try to do my best, but only if the facts point
to your innocence,” I stated.
“May I ask you a question? Why did you want everyone to
think that you were trying to take over the mob? I remember
when I suggested that and when Director Carpenter asked you to
do that, you declined.” I asked, curious why she had done the
opposite of what she said she wanted to do.
“Well, I thought a lot about the idea. After thinking about it,
I decided that it would work. I knew it would be dangerous, and
that I might make the police unsure of what I was doing, but I
had to do it. It worked, didn’t it?” she explained.
“Actually, you made me very nervous. I wasn’t sure what to
believe,” I responded.
“I’m sorry about that. I needed to keep it a secret. The more
people who believed that I was trying to take over the mob, the
more believable my story would be,” she answered.
“You had me pretty convinced!” I replied.
We talked for a while longer. It was nice to talk with her
again.
While we sat and chatted, my phone rang, and it was Pedro.
“Hey George, can you come down to the station? I have
something we need to talk about,” Pedro requested.
“Sure, I’ll be there in about ten minutes,” I responded.
We left the restaurant together. The cool autumn air swirled
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around the doorway as we walked out of the building. Leaves
blew around in a circle on the steps leading up to the entrance. It
was getting dark earlier now. The leaves on the trees were gone.
We said good-bye, and then I rode the bus to the police
station.
As I walked in Pedro met me at the door.
“Come with me! We’re going to the pub again, OK?” he
ordered, as he pushed me out the door and back onto the
sidewalk.
We walked quickly in the brisk air to the pub on the corner.
He didn’t say a word to me.
The pub was warm and inviting. There were a lot of people
there and the music box was playing a song. We walked to the
back of the bar and found an empty table.
“OK, Pedro, what’s up?” I asked.
“There are some very strange things happening right now.
We found both of the bullets that were shot at you. They belong
to a small caliber handgun, the same kind used by the State
Police.
“The bullets matched the weapon used in the four killings on
the Moran list since we stopped the Moran family. We believe
the killer is coming after you now,” Pedro paused to think.
“That seems pretty obvious!” I stated.
“We were wondering why the shooter missed you. If it had
been a sniper you would be dead right now. That means it wasn’t
a professional who tried to kill you. Whoever shot at you used a
handgun. That’s why they missed. It’s strange they would use a
hand gun instead of a rifle,” Pedro explained.
Listening intently to what Pedro was saying I started to think
about the State Police and their involvement in our investigation
into the loan sharks.
“I think I have an idea,” I said to Pedro. “Give me about five
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minutes, I’ll be right back,” I said as I got up, put on my
overcoat and then headed for the door.
Just up the street is the electronics store where I love to
shop.
When I walked in, I recognized the salesman who had sold
me the cellphone listening device. He was helping another
customer.
After he was finished, I walked up to him and asked him a
question.
Showing him my toy, I asked, “When I was in here last time
you told me that a woman with red hair purchased a cellphone
monitor like this one about a month before me. Would you mind
describing her to me?”
He pulled on my sleeve and dragged me to the back of the
store.
He quietly asked me why I would be asking about her.
I showed him my private investigator’s card and told him I
was working on a very important case.
“Well, she had red hair, as I told you. She was wearing a
dark blue business suit, and I guess that she was about thirty
years old, maybe a little older.
“She comes in here regularly asking a lot of questions, just
like you. In fact she asked about you just the other day,” he told
me.
“What did she want to know?” I asked.
“She wanted to know what kind of equipment you like to
buy. I told her you got a cellphone monitor and a police scanner
recently,” he told me, and then asked, “Am I in some kind of
trouble?”
“No, everything is fine,” I paused. “Just one thing, would
you mind not telling her we had this conversation?”
“Sure, anything for a good customer like you,” he replied.
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I slipped him one hundred dollars and smiled.
He thanked me.
Returning to the pub, I had a lot to think about. What I had
thought to be true was now confirmed. Detective Julie Carson
had been in the store, and now I knew she had been asking
questions about me.
Pedro was waiting for me. He was drinking iced tea. He had
ordered lemonade for me like the last time we were there. I
really wanted coffee since it was so cold outside, but the
lemonade was fine.
“Sorry I was gone longer than I thought,” I said as I sat
down.
“Where’d you go?” Pedro asked.
“I went to the electronics store down the street. I needed to
confirm a suspicion I had. What I had thought was true. Now I
need to try and figure out why.” I replied.
“Now you’re the one who’s being vague,” Pedro stated.
“What did you need to find out?”
“A few months ago I bought a device, which can listen to
cellphone calls. I haven’t used it much, but it looked like a fun
toy. When I bought it, the clerk told me that a woman with red
hair had purchased one a month before. At first, I had assumed it
was Katie, but when I went down there just now and asked him
to describe the lady, the description matched Detective Carson,”
I informed him.
“Detective Julie Carson?” Pedro asked surprised.
“Yeah, Julie Carson. I think she was listening to my phone
calls.” I said, coming to a logical conclusion.
“Why do you think that?” he asked.
“It’s just a hunch,” I stated.
We discussed the changes in my life and about how I had
joined Rod Stillmon’s agency. Pedro thought I had made a good
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decision.
The late bus was about to come, so I said good-bye and
returned to my apartment.
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OFFER
Chapter 21
For the next few days, nothing happened. I went to the new
office to get my messages and work my cases. The staff was
very efficient and friendly. I was enjoying my time there. It was
nice not having suspicions about the people around me. It felt
good to have a place where I could work with a team and not
worry if my life was in danger.
During that time, I had some of our associates working on
the Moran case. Every day we had a meeting to discuss the facts
they were finding. Things didn’t look good for Katie and Jackie.
Too many people were against them.
I was unable to get any help from the State Police. They
were turning a cold shoulder to me. I didn’t understand it.
But fortunately, I was in contact with Special Agent Sally
Wilson at the SBI. She and Jenny were doing some research as a
favor to me.
My phone rang.
“This is George Bronson, private investigator. How may I
help you?” I answered the phone.
“George, this is Sally. Would you mind coming down to the
statehouse? We have something to show you,” Sally informed
me.
“Sure, I have a few things to finish around here, but as soon
as I’m done, I’ll come down,” I replied.
“NO! You need to come right now. This can’t wait,” she
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said urgently.
Not knowing what she was talking about, I packed up my
things, put on my overcoat and left the office.
On my way out I let the receptionist know that I would be at
the statehouse if anyone needed me.
I caught a taxi and went to the statehouse. I paid the driver
and ran up the stairs to the entrance. I tripped on the top stair I
was running so fast and almost ran into a lady.
Sally had sounded like I needed to hurry so I did. I pushed
past the revolving door and hurried to the elevators. Running
like this wasn’t easy; probably because of too many hot dogs.
Panting I entered the SBI office. I had to sit for a minute to
catch my breath. When I could finally speak, I went to Sally’s
office and knocked.
“Come in,” she said.
When I opened the door, I saw Sally, Jenny, Ken and the
director talking.
“That was fast,” Sally commented.
“You said it was urgent, so I came as fast as I could. What’s
up?” I asked.
“We have a lot of new information. We finally were able to
review the tapes from the office we rented above yours. We’ve
been reviewing some of the excerpts of the conversations. It
seems that Katie was telling the truth. We need more evidence
though to find out about the people who were really involved
with this and to clear Katie,” she shared with me.
Remembering the letter in my pocket, I took it out and
handed it to Sally.
“I forgot I had this. Katie mailed this to me and I got it the
night the guy was killed in my hallway,” I informed her.
Sally opened the letter. Director Carpenter looked over her
shoulder as she read it aloud.
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“This letter and the pictures she sent agree with what we
think happened. This will help Katie a lot when she goes to trial.
We’ll turn it over to her defense team right away,” the director
told me.
I was obviously excited at having more information they
could use to clear Katie.
“Why did you call me to come down here?” I asked.
“Oh, yeah, sorry. We’ve been investigating why the State
Police raided your apartment. They say they knew Jacqueline
Rose was in your apartment and they found her finger prints.
Did you meet with her?” Sally asked.
“Yes, that’s true. She told me she’s not the one who’s doing
the killings and she’s not the one who shot at me at the diner.
When she was in my apartment she could’ve easily killed me,
but she had no intention of doing so.
“How did they know that she was there?” I asked.
“Your apartment was bugged,” she told me.
“BUGGED! I knew it. They were listening to me all of the
time. That really makes me angry. However, I have to say I
suspected that,” I said, but not too surprised.
“They had a court order allowing the State Police to listen to
your conversations. That court order also included the warrant to
search your apartment,” Sally explained to me.
I began to think of what else they might have known about.
“If they were using the cellphone listening device that
Detective Carson had bought at the PI store, it also means they
knew I was meeting with Katie at the diner. This is getting pretty
suspicious,” I stated in a strong voice.
“What are you talking about?” Sally questioned me.
“I found out Detective Carson purchased a cellphone
listening device like the one I bought. It’s probable she was
listening to my conversations,” I replied.
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I suddenly had a thought, “That’s how they knew I was
meeting Katie at the All-Nite Diner! That’s how the killer knew
where I would be!”
This information made the situation look even worse.
“Pedro told me about the bullets found at the murder scenes.
He said they are the same as the State Police use. The bullets
used in the attempt on my life were the same type as well. Do
you think someone in the State Police is trying to kill me?” I
asked what seemed like an obvious question.
“We’ve looked at that angle. It doesn’t make any sense
though. If there is someone in the department who wants you
dead, we don’t know who,” Director Carpenter answered.
“We’re looking into it.”
The answers I got weren’t very comforting.
“Do you think the reason the person hasn’t tried to kill me in
my apartment is because they know it’s bugged?” I asked.
“That’s a likely thought,” Sally suggested.
We moved to the conference room where we would have
more space. I poured myself a cup of coffee and joined in the
conversation.
The killer had already killed the twelve jurors. The person
after me on the list was the judge.
We discussed a way to protect the three remaining people on
the list, including me. It was suggested that the different
agencies, and my firm, work together to watch over us twentyfour hours a day, rotating the staff on a regular schedule. That
way when and if, the killer made a move we would catch them in
the act.
From watching the pattern the killer used, it was also
determined I was the most likely the next target. The killer who
took over the list had been very methodical. He was organized
and knew the schedule each of the victims had. The killer also
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knew when the persons would be the most vulnerable. He knew
when there wouldn’t be anyone watching. He or she was very
smart as well as informed.
Because the killer had gone down the list name by name,
and since I was the next one on the list, the plan was to try to
protect me.
I didn’t like being in that position again. I had been the bait
more often than I wanted to be. My advantage was that I knew I
was next.
“We should’ve used this plan earlier,” Ken chimed in. “We
could’ve saved some lives along the way.”
“Too many people were involved before. Unfortunately we
didn’t have the manpower to watch these people twenty-four
seven. Now that we have eliminated the mafia from the city, we
have more resources to devote to this case.
“Also, since only the four of us in this room know what is
going on, we should have a higher chance of success, especially
if the killer is a cop,” Director Carpenter explained.
We discussed several different options to try to get the killer
to not look at me, but none of them made any sense.
One of the ideas was that I would be declared dead. The
press would say that I was in an accident and had died. I didn’t
like the idea of that because I still had a lot of work to do.
We finalized our plan on how we were going to watch the
judge, the prosecuting attorney, and me.
There would be a rotating crew watching over all three of us,
just in case the killer chose to skip me on the list. We would also
use private investigators from my staff to provide protection.
Beyond that we wouldn’t let anyone else know how we were
going to do this.
The only issue I had was I needed to inform Rod Stillmon
about what I was planning, so I could get approval for the use of
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manpower from our office.
After our meeting, I decided to go down to see Special
Agent Carson. I needed to find some things out, and I needed to
let her know how I felt about what was going on.
When I walked into the suite, she was sitting at the
receptionist’s desk using the computer. She was surprised to see
me.
“George, what a surprise.” she said as she stood up.
“Can we go to your office, please?” I requested, in a firm
tone.
“Sure, just let me finish this real quick. I just need to print
this off on the printer here on the desk. My printer ran out of
ink,” she explained.
She acted a little nervous as we walked into her office.
“Do you want me to call Max to join us?” she asked.
“No, I want to talk to you,” I answered very directly.
After closing the door behind me, we sat down.
“What can I do for you?” she asked.
“Have you been listening to my phone calls?” I asked
bluntly.
“What do you mean?” she asked.
“I know you bought a cellphone listening device a few
months ago at the electronics store here in town. Were you
listening to my calls?” I asked again.
She sat back in her chair a little surprised at my question.
She thought for a while before answering.
“Yes, I bought one of those gadgets. Yes, I did listen to
Katie’s conversations, and yes, I did listen to some of yours.
However, I never used any of that information against you.
Besides, I don’t even have it anymore. I gave it away,” she
replied.
“Who did you give it to?” I asked.
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“Detective Rider,” she answered.
This answer surprised me. I hadn’t expected Detective Rider
to have the device.
“I have another question, why did you have my apartment
bugged?” I asked her another direct question.
“What do you mean?” she tried to dodge the question.
“The bug you had in my room. Why did you put it there?
What did you need to find out from me?” I expanded my
question.
Knowing she couldn’t get out of the question, she
responded, “We were looking for Jackie Rose. We thought she
might try to kill you.”
“You knew better than that. The evidence in the killings
doesn’t point to her. I think you know who the real killer is and
you are trying to frame Jackie for the murders,” I made a very
direct statement to her.
“Now you are being silly, George. Why do you think we
know who the killer is?” she answered.
“Because you are trying so hard to make a case against
Jackie, when your research into this case should tell you
otherwise,” I responded.
“We’re just trying to look at all of our suspects,” she
defended herself.
“And, why did you tear up my apartment? What were you
looking for?” I asked.
“We heard something about a letter from Katie. We wanted
to see what it said,” she gave a quick response.
“How did you know about the letter?” I asked.
“We heard you talk about it,” she answered.
“Well, at the time you were looking for it I had it in my
pocket,” I laughed at her. “You wasted a lot of time and effort.”
She tried to give another excuse, “Plus, we knew Jackie was
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there and we wanted to question her.”
“You sure have a lot of excuses for tearing up my apartment.
I’m glad I don’t keep any of my important things there. If there
was a bright side to all of this I would have to say all you did
was to make me clean up my room,” I commented.
“We noticed,” she said smiling.
“Let me ask you a question. How do you know all of this?”
she asked.
“Let’s just say, ‘Good ‘ole PI work’. Your methods are
pretty obvious,” I said proudly.
I continued, “The SBI has agreed to put a twenty-four hour
watch on me, my office, my apartment, and any other place I go.
If you want to know what’s going on, talk to them, not me,” I
finished my conversation with her.
I got up and then with a tone of sarcasm, I said, “You can
thank your boss for me, OK?”
As I left the office, I passed Detective Rider.
“Thanks for everything,” I said to him as I walked past.
He looked at me with a curious face, and then went directly
into Julie’s office as I walked out the door.
The meeting with Julie had gone exactly how I planned. I
wanted them to know I was aware of what they were doing and
for them to back off.
Having finished, I returned to my office and met with Rod
and talked about how the agency could help clear Katie’s name,
if possible.
We met with some of the associates and gave them their
assignments.
They knew the SBI was also going to be watching me. What
I wanted to know was who else was following me. It was strange
to think that I would have all these people watching me at the
same time.
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The two people I was most interested in were Detectives
Carson and Rider. There was something going on there that
made me very nervous. I was having a hard time believing what
Julie had told me in her office. I was more suspicious of Max.
After the meeting, I went to the men’s store in the mall and
purchased a new overcoat and sports jacket. I tried to submit a
claim to my insurance company to replace my coat, but they
turned it down. I tried to explain that the damage happened while
I was on the job. They didn’t care.
Other than that, I went about my usual daily schedule. I
stopped at the deli on the first floor where I got my corned beef
sandwich, visited with my clients, and did the normal things I
usually did.
Nothing out of the ordinary was happening. The associates
reported every day on my activities. It sounded like every day
was repeat of the day before.
One day I got a call from Special Agent Jenny O’Hara.
“George, we have some information for you. Can you come
to the office right away?” she asked a little out of breath.
“Sure, I’ll be there in about fifteen minutes,” I replied.
I took a taxi and walked up to the office. This time I didn’t
run. I was afraid I might have a heart attack.
When I entered the suite, Jenny directed me to go to the
conference room.
When I walked in, Director Carpenter greeted me.
“Hi George, we’re glad you could make it. We have some
news that may make you happy,” he said.
“It’s about time,” I replied.
“Sit down, and we’ll show you what we have,” he said as he
pointed to a chair for me to sit in.
Sally, Jenny and Ken had joined us as well.
“We’ve looked at the information you brought to us and
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we’ve listened to the tapes of Katie and Jackie during their
meetings with Brixey and Darden. We believe they were helping
us, not planning against us. Katie helped to arrange the meeting
at the warehouse. From what we can tell, she was setting herself
up to be taken down by the members of the new mob.
“One of the purposes Darden and Brixey had for the meeting
at the warehouse was to eliminate Katie. Had she shown up, they
would have killed her on the spot. She really put herself in
danger. The government is dropping all charges against her,”
Director Carpenter explained, smiling after he finished.
“We have also dropped all charges against Jackie Rose. We
have no evidence that she has done anything wrong,” he added.
“That’s great news. Do you have any more information on
who wants to kill me?” I asked, intently listening for the answer.
“Not yet, we’re still working on that one. We have some
ideas, and when we know more, we’ll let you know. Our people
are watching you,” he said.
“And so are mine,” I replied.
“Why’s that?” he asked.
“I want to know who’s watching me. It hasn’t just been the
SBI that’s been following me around. Sometimes I feel like I’m
the leader of a parade. My staff is giving me a report every day.
It makes me feel important,” I laughed.
“My people have noticed that the State Police have been
observing me quite a bit. Do you know anything about that?” I
asked.
“Yes, but we can’t comment on that right now,” the director
said to me.
“That’s OK, I’m aware of what’s going on this time,” I
responded to his comment.
Director Carpenter was a little surprised at my reaction. I
didn’t care. At least this time I felt I was in the loop.
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The meeting concluded and I left to go home. I stopped at a
fast food restaurant and got a burger and some fries. After I ate, I
remembered why I don’t go there very often.
While I was eating, I decided to call Katie and congratulate
her.
“Hi, this is Katie. I can’t take your call right now, but if you
leave me a message, I’ll call you back when I can. Thanks for
calling!” Katie’s voice mail answered.
I left a short message for her, “Katie, this is George. I heard
the good news that you aren’t going to be charged with anything.
I’m proud of you. When are you coming back to work?”
The next day I met with the staff. They told me the State
Police didn’t follow me the day before. One of them told me she
had followed them and the State Police had gone to the judge’s
house and followed him all day instead of me.
This was interesting. I asked my associate to continue to
follow the State Police detectives to see where they were going,
and to report to me the next day.
It was hard not being involved. What they were doing was
what I lived for, but I knew I needed to worry more about
myself. We had to find a way to trap the killer.
On my way home, I got a call. It was Katie.
“Hi, George, I got your message. I’m sorry I didn’t get back
with you sooner. I’ve had a lot of things I’ve needed to do. It
really feels nice to know I was trusted and believed,” she began.
“Can we meet to talk?”
“Of course, how about the café across from my apartment in
say, fifteen minutes?” I suggested.
“That’ll be great. See you then!” she finished the call.
Instead of going home, I went directly to the café.
When I got there, the owner came over to talk to me. Her
name was Eun Ji. She’s Korean. Every time I enter her café she
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makes sure I have everything I need. I’m a good customer and
she knows me very well.
I sometimes order her specialty from Korea called bi-bimpop, but I have to ask her not to put so much chili sauce on it.
I’ve never been used to spicy foods.
“George, how have you been?” she asked.
“I’ve been OK,” I replied.
“It’s been a while since you came in. Is everything OK?” she
asked.
“Yeah, I’ve been really busy lately,” I answered.
Just then, Katie and Jackie came in and sat with me.
Eun Ji greeted them as well.
“What a surprise. I didn’t think I would see both of you here
tonight. This is a special treat,” I commented.
“George, we need your help.” Katie began.
“Again?” I asked not very surprised.
“Yes, we want to start our own detective agency, but we
need your help,” Katie spoke up.
Now I was more surprised.
“Your own detective agency? So, now you want to go into
competition with me?” I asked.
“Well, sometimes they say it’s better to go off on your own,”
Jackie jumped into the conversation.
“What do you need from me?” I asked.
“We would like you to be our silent partner. That way we
can get an office and begin our agency. We’ll send work to you
that we don’t feel comfortable handling. What do you think?
Will you help us?” Katie begged.
“Tell you what. Let me think about it. I may have an idea
that will help both of us. Can I get back with you tomorrow?” I
proposed.
Katie and Jackie looked at each other and then agreed.
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We sat and talked about what had been happening since I
joined with Rod Stillmon.
Katie informed me they had already been retained to do
private investigation work for Saxon, Roberts and Jennings Law
Partners, Jackie’s old law firm.
Eun Ji came to the table to tell us she was closing, so we said
good-bye and left. The girls gave me a hug and then left.
Katie and Jackie caught a cab and I went across the street to
my room.
I felt happy I was able to help them. Maybe when this was
all over, we could work together again.
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VACATION
Chapter 22
The next day Katie called me in the mid-afternoon.
“George, have you come to an answer yet?” she asked, eager
to get an answer.
“Yep, will you meet me in the deli on the first floor at five
o’clock,” I requested.
“OK, we’ll be there,” Katie said enthusiastically.
Katie and Jackie were already waiting when I got there.
“Sorry I’m a little late, I had an unexpected meeting,” I
apologized.
“No problem, so what’s your idea?” Katie asked.
“I’m going to hire you to work for me. We can set up the
new agency, but you’ll work directly for me, or should I say as
partners. I’ll get first priority on any of the cases that come in,
but you can solicit your own clients and work on your own. My
only request is you don’t associate with anyone in the crime
organization. Do we have a deal?” I asked.
Katie and Jackie looked at each other in surprise.
“That sounds great, where do we begin?” Katie asked.
“For now, I want you to keep a low profile. I don’t want
people around me knowing what you’re doing. Can you work
out of your residence until I get through with all that is
happening with me? Then you can open an office of your own.
What do you think?” I asked them direct questions.
“Sure, we can do that,” Katie answered.
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“Purchase what you need and we’ll pay for it out of the
revenue we earned at our old firm. The money is still in the
business account. I haven’t touched it,” I informed them.
“This is better than we could have ever dreamed. Thank you
George!” Katie exclaimed.
Three days later Detectives Carson and Rider came to the
office to see me. I was in a meeting with the associates who had
been watching them. We were very surprised to see them.
They saw me through the glass on the walls of the office, so
I waved at them to come into the room.
I had them take chairs at the table. They nodded a greeting
toward my employees at the table. The associates started to
leave, but I told them to stay.
“What can I do for you?” I asked.
Detective Rider started, “Why are your associates following
us?”
“You’ve been following me for months, and then you
stopped. I was wondering why and what you’re researching
now,” I responded directly to the question.
“We’re on a special assignment. We need your people to
back off. They’re obstructing our investigation,” he informed
me.
“We aren’t at liberty to tell you,” he answered, somewhat
frustrated at my questions.
“OK, then I’ll tell you. You are looking into the possible
assassination of the judge. I’m just as interested in this as you
are because I’m the next target.
“Will you at least let me know when you catch the killer?” I
asked, pretty sarcastically, knowing they didn’t want to share
anything with me.
“Sure, whatever,” he replied. “Just tell your people to back
off or we’ll arrest them for obstruction of an investigation.”
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The two detectives then got up to leave.
“We’ll think about what you said,” I answered him.
“You had better do more than just think about it!” Detective
Rider said as he walked out the door.
As soon as they left the office, we all began to laugh.
After I finished my meeting with the investigators, I went to
my office and made my daily call to the SBI to report what had
happened the day before. I informed them about the little
meeting I had with the two detectives. They thought it was a bit
humorous as well.
We didn’t change our strategy. It seemed like things were
going nowhere, which was fine with me, and then we finally got
a break on the case.
It was now late winter. There had been some suspicious
activity around the Judge’s house. The prosecuting attorney also
reported that someone was following him. We weren’t exactly
sure of what was going on, but it appeared the suspect was
beginning to make a move.
Some of my people suggested the judge and the prosecuting
attorney may have spotted the people we had assigned to watch
over them, and not the killer. Nevertheless, it was time for us to
set a trap for the murderer.
Unfortunately that meant I was going to be the bait again.
Only my staff and the SBI were aware of what we were going to
do. I didn’t trust the State Police at all.
We planned to tell everyone the focus of our protection was
going to be on the judge and the prosecuting attorney. The failed
attempts on my life, and our team of agents watching me, would
hopefully convince the killer they needed to find another target.
The new profile, the SBI developed, said I would be last. This
made me feel a little safer, but not a whole lot. I was still
thinking it would put the focus back on me.
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The killer had been very organized and followed a pattern.
Why would the suspect change his methods now?
What confused me the most was how the killer had managed
to follow the list and not get caught. Whoever it was, had to
know what was going on. I surmised that the persons had access
to information from the police or one of the other agencies and
knew when the victim would be the most vulnerable. Finding
that person was proving to be a big challenge. It meant that I was
going to need to be very careful.
More agents were assigned to watch the judge and the
attorney. They were very visible. They made a point to be
obvious. The agents assigned to watch me weren’t so obvious. I
guess they wanted it to appear that I was an easy target. That
wasn’t exactly how I wanted it to be.
I tried to go about my business as normal, or as normal as I
could, knowing that once again I was going to be the bait. Every
day I put on the bulletproof vest. It was a good thing it was
wintertime. The vest under my overcoat would have been very
hot in the summer. It made me look fatter than I already was.
Day after day, as I went from place to place, I feared for my
life. I was getting more paranoid trying to make sense of what
was happening. The pressure was getting to me. I was having
trouble sleeping at night. Even when I was in my apartment, I
didn’t feel safe.
One day when I got home, I took my mail out of the box and
looked through the bills and advertisements. One of the
envelopes caught my eye. As I walked up the stairs to my
apartment, I opened it to see what was inside. The hallway was
too dark to read the letter, so I waited until I got inside my room.
The cover had a picture of a beautiful seascape. The palm
trees and white sand looked very inviting. I opened the card and
inside I read a special invitation.
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Mr. Bronson,
Enclosed, please find an all-expense paid trip to the
south of Florida. Your transportation, housing, and food
are all included. Just agree to take a tour of our
vacation get-a-way properties to take advantage of this
once in a lifetime trip.
Call the number below to redeem this offer.
1-800-555-3263.
This was nothing new. I had received this kind of invitation
many times before, but I never took it seriously. I sat on my bed
and re-read the letter. It had been a long cold winter. A trip like
this would make me feel so much better
I researched the company on the internet and it proved to be
legitimate. The same offer was listed on their website as I had
received in the mail. There were many testimonials about how
the trip, and they all gave the trip five stars. Many of them had
purchased property while on their visit.
All night I thought about. I even dreamed of walking down
the beach watching the sun set. On my way to work, I decided I
needed to get away and have some time off. The offer was just
too good to turn down, especially with all the craziness going on
in my life. I waited until I was out of the apartment because I
knew it was still bugged, and I didn’t want anyone to know my
plans.
I stopped in the café and used the old payphone at the back
of the store, thinking that my cellphone might be listened to.
So, I called the number on the flyer.
A nice young lady took my call. She asked me when I
wanted to go. I looked at my calendar and asked if the next week
would be OK.
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She said, “Hold on. I’ll check.”
She came back a couple of minutes later and said the dates
were open. They had one spot left. I booked the trip. I gave her
my credit card to pay the twenty-five dollar reservation fee. She
said the tickets would be in my mailbox in two days. I was
getting excited. I had never taken a trip like this before. It
sounded so exotic.
Before I went to the office, I decided to go to the mall and
look around for some summer clothes to take with me. I was
going to be gone for a week, so I needed a few things. I
wandered around the stores trying to act as normal as possible.
It was going to be difficult to fool the people watching me.
One of the things I did was to arrange for the items I bought to
be delivered to my home. That way no one would see me
walking out of the stores with bags.
My plan was I would just slip away for a week and when I
returned with a tan, everyone would be surprised.
Two days later, the ticket arrived. Inside I found the
information about where I was to go and how to check into the
hotel when I got there. Another brochure showed the places I
would visit. I was getting excited.
The day before I left. I told the office I was going to be on a
special case and not to expect me back at the office for a few
days, maybe a week. I had done this before, so it wouldn’t be
much of a surprise.
This time I made a plan to disappear. I didn’t want anyone
following me.
That night I packed my bag. I asked my superintendent to
watch my luggage until the next day. He agreed to do it, for a
fee.
I went through the things in my closet and chose a disguise
that would make it difficult for the people who were following
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me to recognize me. I put the costume into a shopping bag and
went across to the café. I had my usual coffee and donut. When I
was finished, I went back to the restroom and changed my
clothes.
Knowing I only had a short time before they realized I was
gone, I had to move fast. I called a taxi to come to the apartment.
When it arrived, my superintendent brought out my luggage and
put it into the back. The taxi left and came around the block to
where I was waiting. I got into the taxi and we headed for the
airport.
It was a cold day and the sky was gray, but soon I would be
lying in the sun beside a pool of sky blue water.
I felt a little guilty for running away for a week, but it felt
good not to have people looking after me all the time. I closed
my eyes and dreamed of the time away from my crazy life.
Once I got to the airport, I went to the restroom and
changed into lighter weight clothes, took off my disguise and
placed it into the carry-on bag I had over my shoulder. I thought
I might need to have it again later. I wanted to be sure that no
one knew where I was going to be.
The flight took four hours. When I got off, I could feel the
warmth. I missed summer!
With my bag on a cart, I looked for the bus to the hotel. It
was easy to find, just outside of the arrival gate. The name of the
hotel was written in large letters on the side. I took a deep breath
of the fresh air.
The ride to the hotel was nice. The palm trees that lined the
main street were beautiful. I took several pictures along the way.
I had never been on a trip before. This was my first time in my
life to be out of the city.
The check-in at the hotel was easy and the porter brought my
bag to my room. I almost forgot I was supposed to give him a
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tip. He held out his hand and then I realized what he was asking
for.
I looked out the windows at the blue ocean and stood gazing
at the white waves as they broke on the shore. There were many
people on the beach, but it didn’t look crowded.
It had been a long flight, so I decided to take a nap before I
went out.
My nap was longer than I thought. I got up just in time to
have dinner in the restaurant. I went down to the first level.
When I got to the restaurant, the hostess asked for my voucher.
“Voucher? Where would I find my voucher?” I asked.
She took my brochure and tore off one of the corners.
“The rest of your vouchers are right here,” she said as she
pointed to the bottom of the paper.
Then she said, “Welcome to the Tiki-Tuku. Your food will
be brought to you.”
Then she took me to a private booth.
The restaurant was beautiful. There were exotic fish in fish
tanks all around. The food was delicious. There was live music
and some of the patrons were dancing. The fruit drinks were
refreshing.
After the meal, I decided to go for a walk along the beach.
The gulf coast is far from the frantic life of the city.
It was almost dusk, so the cool wind was coming in off the
ocean, and it felt wonderful. I was enjoying the walk as the sun
went down in an orange ball below the horizon over the sea. I
had never seen anything like it before. It was amazing.
When the stars came out, I was even more astonished at how
many there were. The moon was big and round.
The walk along the beach was relaxing. I felt like I was in a
different world.
The next day I got up early and walked along the beach
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again. I had an appointment to see the sales presentation at ten
o’clock, so I got up early to get some exercise.
They told me I was to meet the representatives in the lobby
of the hotel at nine-thirty. I returned to the Tiki-Tuku, ate a fast
breakfast, and then met the group in the lobby. We took vans to
another location. When we got off the van, we were greeted by
several salespeople who were ready to tell us all about the
opportunity to purchase property in their development.
The presentation and tour took about two hours. Afterward
we were treated to a nice lunch, and then one of the salespeople
sat at my table and tried to close the deal and get me to buy land
in the project.
Actually, I was very impressed by the facilities and
considered buying a lot, but then I remembered my life back in
the city. I knew I wouldn’t have much time to travel to the
property, so I wouldn’t be able to enjoy it. It wasn’t a good
investment for me.
I thanked the nice gentleman for his presentation and told
him no.
Two minutes later another man sat at my table. He must
have been the manager. He tried very hard to convince me that I
was making a very serious mistake by not agreeing to purchase.
He kept lowering the price trying to get me to agree. After
telling him no seven times, he finally believed me. He thanked
me for coming and shook my hand. He was very professional.
The vans left at two o’clock to return us to the hotel. The
people on the van were excited. Many of them had purchased
property. They were talking about how much they were going to
enjoy the new life in Florida.
It was a nice dream, but I knew it wouldn’t work for me.
When we got back to the hotel, there were several people
crowded around something just outside of the hotel entrance.
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I went over to look.
On the ground was a man dressed in a black suit. He had a
bullet wound to his head and he was bleeding. I checked his
pulse and he had none. He was dead.
There were many people staring down at the man. As I
looked at each of them, I couldn’t tell if any of them had a guilty
look or not.
The police came and pushed me aside. They checked to see
if he had any identification on him. They took out his wallet and
read his name. His name was Larry Swanson. No one seemed to
know who he was.
As the police talked, I listened. The man was from out of
town. They said they were going to run his fingerprints to see if
he was listed in any database.
Soon the forensic team arrived. They measured the bullet’s
path and determined the direction the bullet had come from.
From what I could understand, they were saying the bullet
had come from the parking lot. It was a small caliber bullet from
a handgun. They said, after they had a chance to look at the
bullet, they would know more about it.
While the investigators were doing their job, I hung around
gathering as much evidence as I could. Was it possible the
shooting had something to do with me?
I went into the lobby of the hotel and sat on a couch. I took a
magazine from the rack and began to read, but actually, I was
watching people as they came and went. I was hoping to see
someone who acted suspicious.
I made a mental note of each of the people who passed. They
all seemed to be normal. A hotel lobby can be a busy place.
Dinnertime came, so I went to the restaurant. Once again,
the food and service were excellent. I felt a little guilty for
enjoying my time without having purchased anything.
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After I ate, I went to my room and turned on the TV. The
news told about the murder at the hotel. They told about the man
being from out of town, but they didn’t know anything else
about him.
The view out my window was magnificent. I looked out over
the ocean. The sun was going down and the orange glow
glistened on the water. Soon the sun was gone, and the moon and
stars came out, shimmering across the sea.
I don’t know how long I stood there enjoying the scenery,
when my phone rang.
It startled me. Why was someone calling me? Did they know
where I was?
The caller ID said it was Katie.
“Hi Katie, what can I do for you?” I asked.
“I was just checking in on you. The office said you were on
a special case and that you would be out of the office for a few
days. When are you going to return?” she inquired.
“I’m not sure. This case is taking a little longer than I
thought. I really can’t talk right now. I have an important
meeting I have to go to. I’ll talk to you later, OK?” I said, cutting
her off.
Then I ended the call.
Even though I was in paradise, the real world could still find
me. It was good thing I had remembered to turn off the GPS on
my phone.
The TV was still on, so I lay on the bed and watched until I
fell asleep.
The next morning I woke up late. I couldn’t believe how
long I had slept. The sun was high in the sky. I looked at my
watch and it was already ten o’clock. I couldn’t remember the
last time I woke up so late.
The shower felt refreshing and I took my time relaxing in
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my room.
After I got dressed, I lay on the bed and watched the news
again. The report of the killing was more detailed now. The man
who was shot was Larry Swanson and he was from my
hometown! There wasn’t any other information about him. The
newscaster asked if anyone knew anything about the case, they
should contact the local police with information.
My laptop was sitting on the table in my room. I turned it on
to do some research on Larry.
After I booted my computer, my email program opened so I
checked my messages. Everything was normal until I found one
from someone I didn’t know. I checked the name and realized
the email had come from Larry Swanson, the guy who was shot.
He knew where I was. If he knew, who else knew? If
someone else knew, was I in danger again? Now things were
getting interesting and scary. I didn’t have anyone around to help
me.
I read the email. It said:
‘Mr. Bronson,
A friend has referred me to you. I need your services.
I’m being followed and I fear for my life. Please respond to my
email as soon as possible.
Larry Swanson’
How did all of this fit together? Did he know that I was in
town, or was he contacting me thinking I was at home?
For the entire day, I stayed in my room. I ordered my food
through room service. I was even cautious when the food came
to make sure the person who brought it to me was not going to
hurt me.
The next day I decided I didn’t want to be a prisoner in my
room anymore. I got ready and left. I went to the lobby and
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waited for the restaurant to open. I only had a cup of coffee and
a donut. I wasn’t very hungry since I was so nervous.
There was a local newspaper lying on the table beside me. I
went to get it and then read the news. I was looking for more
information on Larry Swanson to see if I was in danger.
The information stated the bullet used to kill Larry Swanson
was a .38; the same caliber as the police. Now I was getting
more nervous.
Then I read where a suspect was in custody. They had found
the man who killed him. He was a local man. From the report in
the paper, the two men knew each other. They had been business
partners and the business had failed. Larry Swanson’s ex-partner
had run off with the money from the business. Swanson wanted
to confront him when he found him in Florida, but his ex-partner
shot him to keep him quiet.
I was so relieved. The killing had nothing to do with me. I
had wasted two days worrying that I might be the next target. I
was now safe, but why had he contacted me?
I had printed out the email because I was going to give it to
the police. I re-read the letter and realized the date on it was the
day before I left for my vacation. It made me feel better, but now
I felt guilty I hadn’t been able to help him. The whole thing was
just a coincidence.
I spent the day walking around the area. It was a little hotter
than I like, but it was far better than the cold back home.
There was a nice café along the beach where I was able to
get a nice iced tea. It was relaxing as I looked out over the sand.
The TV was on in the corner. It was a talk show. I’m not
very interested in talk shows, but I noticed something and had to
take a second look. My partner, Rod Stillmon, was being
interviewed. I didn’t know that he was going to be on a TV
show.
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I went closer to the bar to watch. The bartender agreed to
turn up the sound so I could listen.
Rod was talking about the job of a private eye. He looked
much better on TV. He had on a new suit that fit. He had gotten
a haircut and looked very professional. His answers were very
good, and he looked very relaxed. I was thinking that I wouldn’t
have been able to do that.
Rod told about some of his cases and about his firm. I was
little disappointed he never mentioned me.
For the rest of the afternoon, I wandered around the hotel. I
saw the pool, the exercise room, the juice bar, and the disco
room. I was impressed, but I knew if I tried any of them, I would
be very sore the next day. I knew I needed exercise, but I don’t
like how I would feel afterward.
An advertisement for a show in town was on a table by the
entrance. I decided to go. I went up to my room and changed my
clothes.
I was able to get a taxi at the entrance of the hotel, and it
took me directly to the theatre.
It had been a long time since I visited a theatre. The
performance was of a popular play that had started on
Broadway. I had never seen a Broadway production before.
The show was very good. I enjoyed the time to sit and relax.
I knew I would make this a part of my life when I got back
home.
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ROMANCE
Chapter 23
When I got back to the hotel it was getting late, but I wasn’t
very tired, so I decided to go for a walk along the beach. The
wind from the ocean was cool and refreshing. The palm trees
moved back and forth in the wind. It was a nice feeling to walk
alone watching the people who were also enjoying the beach.
As I sat on a bench and watched as people walk by, I saw
that some were couples looking very much in love.
At first, I didn’t notice, but someone was sitting beside me
on the bench. It was a woman about my age. She had a small dog
with her. She was wearing a loose red flowered dress and
sandals on her feet. She had on a white sun hat. Her hair was
short and blonde. She had a large tan bag over her shoulder.
While she sat next to me, I commented on her dog.
“What kind of dog is that?” I asked.
A little surprised, she answered, “A Maltese.”
“He’s really cute. How old is he?” I inquired further.
“He’s just a puppy, He’s eight months old,” she replied.
She looked over at me and asked, “Do you like dogs?”
“Yes, but I live in an apartment, so keeping a dog is difficult.
With my job, it is impossible. I work too many hours,” I replied.
“What kind of work do you do?” she asked.
Thinking that I should not tell her the truth, I told her, “I’m
an investment broker, and I have my own firm.”
“That sounds interesting. What brings you here?” she
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continued the conversation.
“I got an invitation in the mail. It sounded too good to be
true. They offered me an all-expense paid trip. All I had to do
was attend a sales meeting.
“I’ve never been on a vacation before, so I jumped at the
opportunity. Life back home has been crazy the last year, so I
decided I needed to take a break. I must say, it feels wonderful. I
don’t know why I’ve never done this before.”
We continued to talk for quite some time. She was
interesting and fun to talk to. Her little dog jumped into my lap
and made us laugh. It was nice to sit in the warm air, pet a dog in
my lap, and talk to someone who understood me.
“Boy, it’s getting late,” I said as I looked at my watch. “I
think I need to go back to my hotel. It has been nice meeting
you,” I said, as I stood up and stretched my arms.
“Do you mind if I walk with you?” she asked.
Surprised at what she had said, and a little caught off guard,
I replied, “Ah… sure. That would be nice.”
It had been a long time since I had a conversation with
someone like her. I was feeling good about myself.
We didn’t talk about anything specific, just how nice it was
to be in a warm place after such a long cold winter. She lived
there, so she was interested in what I thought of her town.
As we walked, she took my arm and wrapped her arm
around it. Usually I didn’t like being so close to someone, but
somehow this felt nice.
When I got to the hotel and saw her in the light, I realized
that I had seen her in the hotel earlier. She had met someone at
the front desk. The person she met was a younger woman of
about twenty-five.
“Were you in the hotel the other day?” I asked her.
“Yes, as a matter-of-fact I was. I met a friend of my
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daughter’s. She just arrived in town today. She’s looking for
work, so I told her I would help her out until she gets settled.
You have a good eye for people,” she commented.
“Thanks, I have always had a good memory for faces,” I
answered.
As I started to leave, I turned to her, and asked, “Do you
think we can meet somewhere tomorrow?”
“I’d like that. What time do you want to meet?” she asked.
“Say, around nine o’clock in the Tiki-Tuku inside the hotel,”
I responded.
“That sounds great,” she replied.
Just before she walked away, I asked her, “By the way,
what’s your name?”
“Oh, sorry, my name is Phyllis, Phyllis Hartman. And
what’s yours?” she returned the question to me.
“I’m George Bronson. It’s nice to meet you, Phyllis; I’ll see
you tomorrow at nine o’clock.”
Then I went inside, but as I did, I looked back through the
glass and watched her walk away. Her little dog was pulling her
across the parking lot.
As I went up the elevator to my room, I had a nice feeling
about how this vacation was going. Maybe I’d met a new friend
who would make the time pass easily.
The next morning I arrived early at the Tiki-Tuku restaurant.
I was given a table, which looked out over the ocean. The early
morning fog was beginning to lift and the sun rays filtered
through the glass. It was going to be a beautiful day.
I looked up and saw Phyllis talking to the hostess. I waved at
her and she noticed me. She was wearing a white long sundress
and the white hat from the day before. Her skin had a golden tan
and she had a big smile. Her short blonde hair looked nice as if it
was blowing in the wind.
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“Hi George, how are you this morning?” she asked as she sat
down at the table with me.
“I slept like a baby last night. It’s been a long time since I’ve
slept so well. The air down here is so relaxing compared to
home. The fruit drinks may have had something to do with it as
well,” I said with a grin.
Feeling a little obvious, I commented, “Of course the
company last night helped to relax me as well.”
Phyllis grinned back at me.
“Order what you like. I’ve already paid for your meal. It’s a
buffet so it’s all you can eat,” I said to her as I got up to go to the
buffet table.
The breakfast was amazing. There was every kind of fruit
imaginable. There were eggs, bacon, pancakes, orange juice,
milk, toast, and so much more. Usually I only have a cup of
coffee in the morning, but this was just too tempting to pass up..
I felt like I’d eaten too much when I was done, but I was
satisfied in my stomach. Phyllis seemed to enjoy the meal as
well.
We sat and talked for a long time. It was so relaxing in the
restaurant. The view out the window was beautiful. Large
sailboats dotted the skyline.
“Would you like to see the town?” she asked. “I’ve got my
car here. I can show you the best places in the area for taking
pictures and sightseeing.”
“That’s the best offer I’ve had all day. Let me go upstairs,
get my camera, and freshen up a little. I’ll be down in about ten
minutes, OK?” I responded to the offer like a dog to a new treat.
I was surprised at myself at how excited I was. I was having
feelings I hadn’t had in a very long time. Maybe I had been
married to my work for far too long.
Phyllis was waiting in the lobby when I came down.
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“My car’s in the parking lot,” she said, as she led the way
out of the hotel.
She had a nice convertible and the top was down. The seat
was a little hot from the sun when I first sat down, but it cooled
off quickly.
As we pulled out onto the highway, the wind almost blew
off my cap. I needed a hat to keep my thinning hair from
blowing around, and so I wouldn’t get a sunburn. Phyllis
laughed at me as I quickly grabbed my cap to keep it from flying
away.
The drive was beautiful. Flowers lined the sides of the street
and the colors of the buildings jumped out. It was so different
from home. I was enjoying every second of the trip. On the left
were tall trees and large homes; while on the right was the blue
gulf. Birds flew overhead in the breeze, and people played in the
sand.
Taking in the view, I was leaning back in the seat thinking
about how I might need to change my life.
We took about a four hour tour of the area, stopping only to
get something to eat at a small restaurant that served fresh fish.
I don’t like fish, but Phyllis insisted I try some. Fresh fish
has so much more flavor than the frozen fish we get in our
markets; another big surprise.
The SD card on my camera was now full from taking so
many pictures.
Our conversation in the car was fun. We laughed as we
remembered things from our youth. I could never have had a
conversation with Katie about these things. She wouldn’t have
any idea what we were talking about. It was fun.
After a full day, Phyllis dropped me off at the hotel.
“Can I see you later?” I asked.
“Sure. I’ve got an appointment for dinner, so how about on
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the bench where we met last night?” she offered.
I agreed to meet her.
A cool shower felt good after the day in the sun, then a short
nap.
Dinner was a little lonely. I ate by myself and missed the
company.
After dinner, I went out to walk along the beach. I wasn’t
sure when she would arrive. Once again, the sunset was
spectacular. I sat down on the same bench as I did the night
before.
I was gazing at the beautiful sunset when I noticed someone
was sitting beside me.
At first, I thought it was Phyllis, but when I looked up, I
realized it was Rod Stillmon. I almost didn’t recognize him in
his beach clothes and new haircut.
In shock I asked, “Rod, what are you doing here?”
“I got the same letter you did, so I decided to take the same
trip,” he answered calmly.
“How did you know where to find me?” I asked.
“Now if I told you that, I would be giving away my secrets
as a PI, wouldn’t I?” he replied.
Laughing I said, “Now that’s a good one. I didn’t know you
had such a great sense of humor.”
Rod wasn’t laughing.
“George, let’s take a walk,” he suggested, as he stood up.
“Where are we going?” I asked.
“For a walk. Come on, follow me,” he replied directly.
“I’m waiting for someone to meet me. Can we take the walk
a little later?” I asked.
“No George, I need for you to come with me now. It’s very
important for you to see what I have to show you,” Rod insisted.
He seemed serious, so I went with him. We didn’t talk at all.
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As we were walking, I heard a voice behind us, “George,
where are you going?”
It was Phyllis. She was following us.
Out of breath from running after us, she asked again,
“Where are you going? I thought we were going to meet on the
bench.”
The little Maltese was growling at Rod.
“Can you shut that little mutt up. I’ll kick him into the ocean
if he doesn’t stop!” Rod yelled at Phyllis.
“You’re not a very nice man. Why are you talking to me that
way?” she asked while hugging her puppy.
“I hate dogs, that’s why,” Rod responded.
“Where are you going George? I thought we had a date?”
Phyllis asked.
“I have a meeting I forgot about. I’ll meet you a little later,
OK?” I replied
“Are you going to be a long time?” Phyllis asked.
“I’m not sure. Can I meet you back at the hotel?” I asked.
“All right. I’ll meet you in the lobby. Perhaps we can get a
drink when you get back,” Phyllis said. “See ya!”
Just as she was turning to leave, Rod took out his gun. It was
a small handgun with a silencer attached to it.
“How cute you two are. I had to follow you all day. I spent a
fortune on the rental car. You’re not going anywhere. You’re
coming with us,” he directed Phyllis to go with us.
“What’s happening? Why is he doing this?” Phyllis asked.
Realizing that I was in trouble, I answered her, “It’s a long
story. I’m sorry I got you mixed up in all of this.”
“Get going!” he yelled at us.
Speaking to Phyllis, he said, “I can’t leave any loose ends.
You are a witness and I can’t afford that. I have two more to
finish off after you! Move it!”
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When we got out of the light of the lamps along the
walkway, he told us to go out onto the beach.
We walked toward the pier. The moon cast long shadows as
we walked in the soft sand. At any other time, a walk on the
beach like this would have been very romantic.
“What’re you doing?” I yelled at Rod.
“It should be rather obvious, George. I set this whole thing
up. Here we are far away from home, and somehow you’re
going to die. Isn’t that a bit ironic?” he said in a haunting tone.
“How did you find me?” I asked.
“I had you followed. Unfortunately, the ex-partner killed the
person I had following you. It was rather unexpected,” he
answered. “But it doesn’t really matter. I have you where I want
you.”
That explained Larry Swanson. Now I knew why I had felt
so nervous about him.
Rod was right behind us with his gun pointed at me. I knew
my time was over. I had fallen into his trap. Just when I had met
a nice lady, my time was over. My only regret was I wouldn’t
have the opportunity to get to know her better.
When we got under the cover of the pier, he told us to get
down on our knees and put our heads down.
“This won’t hurt much. I know what I’m doing,” he said.
“I’m going to count to three and then it’ll be over.”
“Can you at least tell me why?” I asked. “Why do you want
to kill me?”
“Frank Moran and I were best friends in elementary school.
When we got to high school, he moved away, but I never forgot
him. Most of the kids in school teased me because I was fat. Not
Frank. He was the best friend a kid could ever have. We were
such good friends; I even did his homework for him.
“When you stopped his family from killing the ones who put
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him in jail, I thought I should finish the job. After you, only two
more to go,” he explained.
“You knew the plans all along. Boy was I stupid. I gave you
everything you needed to finish this, didn’t I,” I said feeling
pretty foolish.
“You had no idea what was happening. You were so helpful.
Not even Katie is able to help you out of this. Her dad knows
everything, thanks to you. Now it is time to finish this, so I can
get back and take care of the judge and the attorney. The Police
are so stupid. I have them fooled as well,” Rod ranted.
While he was talking, Phyllis leaned over to me, and then
pushed something at me. I picked it up and put it under my shirt.
It was a small handgun.
“OK, I’m going to count. One – Two…”
The little Maltese jumped at Rod and distracted him. I turned
around.
POW! POW! Two shots rang out.
I rolled over. I wasn’t hurt.
When I looked up, I watched as Rod fell to the ground
beside me. He died instantly.
I was shaking from fear. I could hardly talk.
“Are you OK?” Phyllis asked helping me to stand up.
When I was finally able to speak, I answered, “I think so.
Where did your dog come from?”
“I let him off the leash,” she informed me.
She seemed to be calm
“Phyllis, what’s going on here?” I asked. “Why did you
follow me?”
“I’m a private eye,” she told me.
“A private eye?!” I was shocked.
“Yes, a private eye. Katie Moran hired me to follow you.
My assignment was to protect you while you were here on
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vacation,” she told me.
“You almost got killed! Was that part of the plan?” I asked.
“No, it was actually pretty stupid on my part. I should have
stayed away and followed you.
“You were very brave. I’m impressed,” she said with a big
smile, and then she gave me a hug. For some reason the hug
didn’t bother me.
“Where did the gun come from?” I inquired.
“It was in my bag. When we got onto our knees I took it out
and gave it to you. I thought you had the better angle to get him.
Nice shooting, by the way,” Phyllis complimented me.
“So, how did you know where to find me?” I asked, very
confused at what had just happened.
“I have to say Katie and Jackie are very good at what they
do. You weren’t difficult to find. They described you perfectly,”
she informed me.
“They told me they had been watching this guy Rod
Stillmon, and when they found out he had booked a trip here,
they contacted me. They surmised Rod Stillmon was probably
the one who was doing the murders, but they didn’t have solid
proof. When they found out he had followed you here, they had
a pretty good idea he was going to try and finish you off. They
knew if they came down, Rod would back off and try something
else. So they hired me, a complete stranger.”
Just then, a crowd of people surrounded us looking at the
dead body. Someone in the crowd called 911. It wasn’t long
before there were police everywhere.
I was told to get on my knees and then they searched me.
They questioned both of us. Phyllis showed them her
identification and explained what had happened. The local police
knew who she was and took her statement. They told her to stay
close by in case they needed to ask her any more questions later.
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The captain on the scene called Director Carpenter who told
them who I was and that he knew what Phyllis was doing to help
me.
“Wow, I thought I had come down here and no one knew I
was here. From what they said, it appears almost everyone in my
town knew I gone to Florida,” I said to Phyliss.
As we were walking toward the hotel, my curiosity was
getting the better of me.
“Why did you put yourself in danger like that? You could
have been killed.” I asked.
“It’s just part of the job, George. You should know that,” she
stated.
“How did Rod know where to find me?” I asked, while we
walked up the beach toward the hotel.
“Katie told me all about what has been going on,” Phyllis
informed me.
“Wow, I was the bait again and I didn’t even know it,” I
blurted out.
“What does that mean?” Phyllis asked.
“Nothing, just my frustration,” I answered.
I thought for a moment.
“Katie saved my life again. She’s my guardian angel!” I said
to myself.
I called Katie to ask her about how she knew what was
going on.
“Do you know the cellphone device Detective Carson gave
to Detective Rider?” Katie asked.
“Yes, I remember,” I responded.
“Rod found out Detective Rider had the device and wanted
to sell it cheap, so he bought it from him.
“Also, I’ve been working secretly with the SBI to find the
person who has been doing the killings after you helped clear my
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name. It is also why we started our own firm, to be a cover for
the SBI. The SBI found out about the purchase and assigned me
to look into it.
“Jackie and I hired someone Rod didn’t know about to
follow him. They observed him listening to your conversations.
“Unknown to you, Rod assigned himself to watch you.
While he was on duty he was monitoring you, he listened to your
cellphone calls. It worked better than the bugs in your apartment.
He also was the one who killed the SBI agent who was watching
you.
“We’re guessing he had the brochure sent to you, and then
he followed you. That is why we brought Phyllis onto the case,”
she finished.
I thanked Katie for all she had done and told her we would
get back to working together as soon as I got back from my
vacation.
After I got off the phone, I turned to Phyllis, and asked,
“Can you answer a question? Did you spend the day with me just
because of this case?”
“That was part of it, but I really enjoyed the day,” she said
with a big smile.
When we got to the hotel, I asked her, “Will I see you
again?”
“How about breakfast in the morning?” she replied with a
smile.
“I think I would like that,” I answered.
Phyllis drove off as I stood in front of the hotel thinking
about what had happened that evening. It was time to close the
book on the Moran Files.
~ THE END ~
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