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Prologue
An agonized whimper tore from Celle Marrow’s throat as she looked in anguish at the darkening gaze her sister, Marcy, threw in her direction when she neared her mother’s casket.  No words were exchanged, but if looks could kill, her sister just eradicated her. Celle touched her mother’s chalky face as she gazed down at her still body with moist eyes then stepped back to take her seat in the front row, straightened her shoulders with a touch of militancy while her hands smoothed the delicate black folds of her dress. Her blonde hair hung over her shoulders loosely. She looked up at her sister and noticed Marcy was wearing her mother’s favorite black dress. It fit her tightly around the bosom and was cut low enough to show off her firm breast, as well as her tiny waist. She was taller than Celle and beautiful. If the two were standing near one another, one wouldn’t know they were sisters because while Celle had blonde hair, Marcy had auburn hair that shined like a new penny. It was common knowledge that Celle wasn’t as beautiful as her sister, but her father often told her, you’re beautiful in your own right Celle. She knew exactly what her father was referring to, but even so, she was never jealous of Marcy’s looks or her popularity. Her interest was deeper than Marcy’s and although she enjoyed dressing and looking fashionable, her biggest desire was traveling the world learning about different cultures and volunteering her services to those in dire need of her medical expertise. 
     Over a year ago she had taken a five year sabbatical from Santa Barbara’s General Hospital in order to satisfy her desire, and that’s where she was, in Africa, when her father called to break the ghastly news about her mother. 
     Celle was in such cavernous thoughts that she hadn’t noticed when her father sat down beside her; only when he tapped her on the shoulder was she able to come out of her trance and turn to him. “Oh Father…hi.”
     “I have a new investigator working on the details of the poisoning Celle. He may find something we can use.” Celle looked unconvinced, and her father, Jonas, could hardly blame her. “If we can’t find any more information then we’ll go to someone else.”

     “You’re reaching for straws Father. We both know who poisoned mother, but you won’t…”

     “Celle I don’t want to hear another word about your sister. Do you hear me? I don’t know why you think she’s involved, but you’re wrong Celle; dead wrong.”
     Celle hesitated and then shrugged. “Okay Father, I’ll try not to mention it again, but why would mother change her will so suddenly? I mean father…look at the whole situation - she had you as her beneficiary and then out of the blue she put Marcy’s name in your place and then removes me completely out of her will. Something is badly wrong Father, and I think you know it too.”   
     Jonas started to protest but restrained himself. He quickly stood up, leaned down and whispered in Celle’s ear before walking over to his wife’s casket. “You don’t give up for a minute do you Celle? You know weeks before she died that she was going to divorce me. Now isn’t that bit of information good enough for you? No, I don’t think so because you just want to blame your sister.”

     Celle clutched on to her father’s jacket and whispered, “Then why would she have taken my name off her will Father? Do you have a good answer to that question? I don’t think so.”

     Jonas removed Celle’s hand from his jacket, and then looked back at her in astonishment as he turned and moved over to the casket. She had never seen her father look so insecure and bewildered. 
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Chapter One

Jonas’ face clouded with dread. “No!”
     “If you weren’t with Marcy the night Bernice gasped for her last breath, then where was she? If I recall correctly, she told Detective Roberts she was having dinner with you that night,” uttered Detective Star. 
     Jonas nervously picked up his glass, threw back his head and let the liquid slide down his throat and then winced at the sharp sting. “Detective Roberts must have gotten the information incorrectly because Marcy told me she was with her mother all day except when she stepped out to go to the market, and then on her way home she was stuck in traffic because of a bad accident on the freeway. She said she was held up for three hours or more.”
     The detective slowly nodded, “So what you’re trying to tell me Jonas is that during those three hours someone came in and gave your wife poison?”

Jonas lifted a brow. “No, Detective, I’m only telling you what Marcy conveyed to me. That’s all. The other revelation is your own postulation.”

     Detective Star lifted his glass and said, “Okay Jonas, have it your way for now. I guess that’s all I need from you at this time. Thanks for coming. Meanwhile don’t leave town.”

     Jonas got up and hurried out the door. The detective hesitated a moment before quickly scrawling down the information Jonas offered, then closed his note pad, stood up, and once on his feet he saw Jonas approaching out of the corner of his eye. “Yes Jonas?”
     Jonas stood before the detective vulnerable as a child with grave wariness painted across his face. “Detective I forgot to mention that my daughter didn’t go into her mother’s room for another couple hours. You see, she was having a guest over that night, and prepared dinner before going up to see Bernice, and when she did, she saw a wine glass shoved under the bed. She reached in and pulled it out, placed it on the night table, and proceeded to wake her mother. But Bernice didn’t move, so she called the doctor and after he arrived that’s when she found out that Bernice had been poisoned and was dead.”

     Detective Star looked Jonas straight in the eyes and asked, “Was it always customary for Marcy to awaken her mother when checking in on her? If so, why would she?”

     Jonas looked down while trying to ponder over the Detective’s question, then looked up and said, “I don’t know Detective. I don’t know. Perhaps she was preparing to leave for the night. I don’t know.” He felt a tingle of heat racing through his body and hurriedly lifted his gaze back to the detective’s face. What had just happened was frightening so Jonas excused himself and left the restaurant. 
Detective Star lingered a while longer in his unwavering position watching Jonas walk to his car with heavy shoulders. He knew Jonas was hiding something, but what he didn’t know, but he did know he’d get to the bottom of it sooner or later. Up ‘till this morning he hadn’t suspected Jonas of any wrong doing, but just this morning he overheard another detective telling the captain that Jonas’ wife was divorcing him, and that Jonas acted mighty strangely during their meeting. He’d have to find out what attorney Bernice went to; perhaps it was in those papers that he had taken out of her desk for information he might need at a later time and this was one of those times he figured he might need them. He straightened his back, picked up his briefcase then waved to the waitress as he stepped out into the cool evening air, and shortly after nearing his car, he noticed a note taped to the driver’s seat window. He jerked it off, jumped into his car and opened the note. 

     I can’t divulge my name, but thought 

     you should know that I saw who went 

      into Bernice’s house the night she was      

     murdered. The person entered, used a 

       key shortly after Marcy exited. I stayed 

   around to see if the person would exit, 

   but never saw him leave. Several hours

later, Marcy came back.
One who knows
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Chapter Two
Marcy was frightened and who the hell would blame her? Detective Roberts and Star had been hanging around since her mother’s death. He questioned her numerous times asking the same questions over and over again until she thought her head was going to spin right off her neck. Just today the detective dropped by unannounced and asked her about the day she found her mother’s still body, not moving. He asked her why she had said she was having dinner with her father. For the life of her, she couldn’t remember. She only knew she had had dinner with her father the night before when he announced her mother had asked him for a divorce and had contacted an attorney. He was beside himself, crying and moaning about how much he loved her but hadn’t been there for her during her most trying times. She remembered reassuring her father by telling him that her mother would get over it and never sign those divorce papers. He believed differently and told Marcy that Bernice would undeniably divorce him and that he had to do something to stop her. When they had parted he seemed forlorn and despondent. She wanted to go home and scream at her mother, but instead went out and got drunk. A memory flashed, uninvited through Marcy’s mind, and the only thing she could conjecture for the rationale of telling the detective she had had dinner with her father was that she had a terrible headache and had miscounted the day she had indeed had dinner with him. Who would believe her? She wondered. Everyone knew she and her mother had never been close since the night she discovered she had been adopted instead of the lie her mother had eternally told her about the night she delivered her. She told no one, but people questioned what had happened between them. Her father certainly never knew the truth. He had been on a big business trip for months and had fallen in love with a Japanese dancer and wasn’t planning on coming home when Bernice told him she was having a baby and he had to come home. Little did he know that she had a friend who was pregnant and let Bernice adopt Marcy. Wow! What a dope father was. He came right home and accepted me as his daughter; never again mentioning the dancer. And never mentioning that she had me a month sooner than she was supposed to.
     How had her life gone so desperately wrong? She forced herself to stop the unnecessary thoughts realizing she was going to make herself crazy. Reaching over for a glass she poured the red liquid and took three big gulps until it was empty. 
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Chapter Three
Celle strode into the room with her long shiny hair bouncing off her shoulder, wearing a long white gown that showed off her slender frame. She stood in good spirits gazing at the crowd of people who had honored her with a gold medal for all the work she had done not only in Africa, but in other countries that so needed her medical attention. She offered medication to those who were dying and badly ill and brought them back to life. She put on workshops showing parents how to care for their sick children, and also offered food and clean water to them. 
She was immediately swept away into the throng of guests widely smiling at all those who were clapping at her entrance.
Celle crossed the room and wrapped her arms around her colleague, Pauli who had worked with her in Africa and did outstanding work treating patients who had lost limbs and were home bound. Her grandfather donated his time and money in making them artificial limbs with Celle right by his side. Many whom they had helped joined them in the struggle to help children and other victims who had lost their limbs. Celle felt more like a family with Pauli and her grandfather than she did with her own; she had since their college days.
      When the party was over she walked out with the gold medal in her hand and ran smack into her father who planned on attending her honor, but had been deterred.
     “Celle, I must speak with you…oh…I’m sorry I wasn’t able to get here earlier for  your ‘gold medal’ night, but I was stopped by Detective Star and every time I got up to leave, he asked me another question; one after another, until I thought I was going crazy.”

     “What is it Father?”

Detective Star asked me questions about Marcy and I don’t think I helped her any. In fact, I think I made it worse.”
     “What did you tell the detective?”

     “I told him Marcy didn’t have dinner with me the night her mother was poisoned. I guess she had told him she was with me. I should have thought more deeply before answering him. I should have done more for Marcy. You know… find better help for her.” He knew she had problems since she was a child. How had it all gone so desperately wrong? He wondered.
     Celle shook her head. “For gosh sake Father, you had to tell the truth. Now if Marcy lied then it’s not up to you to keep the lying going. The detective would have found out anyway and then you’d be in a heap of trouble.”

     “I suppose you’re right Celle, but I…well, I’ll go see Marcy and tell her.”

Celle stood and watched her father walk down the sidewalk with his shoulders sagging and his head down. She felt sorry for him, but she also knew he’d never believe Marcy had poisoned their mother. In her mind she went back over the whole situation and without a doubt she truly believed Marcy had. After all just a month ago, she had written to Celle asking for a fast loan of 10,000. She said she had been threatened, and if she didn’t pay back the loan she had borrowed from some shaky characters she’d surely be hurt. Celle wired her the money and never heard another word about the whole ordeal, but she knew Marcy had been involved in some real shaky dealings.
     She strolled down the street to her home instead of hailing a taxi; mainly because she was worried and needed the exercise to sort uncertainties in her mind which was filled with doubts regarding her mother’s death. She and her sister had never been really close. She often thought it was because of the three years difference in their ages, but down deep she always knew her sister was troubled about something. 
When she arrived home, she pushed in her key and knew right away the door was ajar. She shoved it open with her foot and peeked around the door but saw nothing. Feeling her stomach on the quivery side she pulled out her cell phone from her handbag, gave an anxious sigh, and called Pauli. “Hello Pauli…I need your help. I think someone has broken into my apartment and I’m afraid to go inside.”

“You stay put and don’t dare go inside until I get there” demanded Pauli, “matter of fact, gently close the door and get out of there.  I will meet you outside in front of your place, got it?”

     Celle tightened her lips together. “Okay.” Visions spun through her mind, things she hadn’t thought much of, but now she wondered if her life was in jeopardy as well as her father’s. Though she had been making it a point to avoid speaking to her sister, she wondered if it might be a good idea to approach her again. She realized now that perhaps she had been so wrapped up with her mother’s poisoning that she hadn’t even considered her own safety. 
The wait was short but maddening because she couldn’t imagine who would violate her space and break into her home.  What would they be looking for anyway? Or was it a robbery? She didn’t know. Perhaps they were there to harm her.
       No sooner was Celle deep into atrocious thoughts when Pauli arrived, frantic about the news of the break in. “Celle, what in hell is happening? You really shook me up, and just the thought that you might have gone into that place alone and not knowing what you might find lurking in some dark corner… well… my God you scared me” uttered Pauli.  “Now let’s think this over carefully.  I know in the recent past there have been some troubling events happening, but do you think they are related to this thing? Pauli questioned.

     “Boy, I’ll tell you, I couldn’t fathom a guess, and I’m sorry I was so impetuous; just a conditioned reflex, I guess” retorted Celle.  “What should we do, call the police or do our deed together? 

     “Hey, I’m nervous as hell, but you know I’m as gutsy as ever.  Plus, I wouldn’t want anyone else to make a discovery that might not be so good for whoever is involved; I mean it could be anyone; you know what I mean?” Pauli urged.

“I know exactly what you mean, and I’m with you. This is our party, so let’s celebrate and look for some surprises,” exclaimed Celle, with that brave sort of talk now that she had a friend who could back up her courage.  But what if the ‘perp’ was still inside?  Was this a wise move on the part of these two young ladies?  

     They bravely walked up to the door, turned the knob gently so as not to be noticed, but nervousness overtook them and there appeared to be some reservation, some doubt as to what they should do.  Was discretion better than valor at this point in time? 
     The door was opened wider but not all the way so as not to be noticed should anyone still be lurking around.   The two slithered into the room but hugged the wall with their backs.  

     “Do you feel that Celle?” gasped Pauli

     “No Pauli, I don’t, I think what you feel is your heart beating a mile a minute.  I can see it pulsating on your blouse” whispered Celle with a slight nervous giggle.

     The two remained at their station ready with one hand on the door knob should they have to make a hasty retreat.  They waited for what seemed like hours without hearing a sound or noticing any unusual movement, so they whispered to one another asking whether or not to flip on the lights.  Both agreed, so with the door opened just a squeak more, and in a full ready position, they flipped the switch and waited.  Nothing happened.  A great sigh of relief could be heard from Celle and Pauli.  Feeling a little braver they moved away from the wall, and hand in hand began to explore bits and pieces of the house; not being too generous in their movement.  As their courage built they felt confident to carry out a room-by-room search.  Much to their happiness they couldn’t find anything out of place and without a detailed search couldn’t see anything missing.
     “What do we do now Celle?” queried Pauli.  “Tell you what I’d do.  I’d secure this place for now and head for my house.  We can face this dilemma anew tomorrow.  Let’s check the windows and doors and make sure everything is locked and intact and then let’s vacate this place, and I mean now,” concluded Pauli.
     Celle nervously packed a bag, and on the way out the door she heard a rumble in the back room. She turned to Pauli and asked, “Did you hear that?”

“Yes, what was it? Maybe we should call the police Celle. I don’t like this.”

      Celle frowned and said, “Let’s go to your house and call. I don’t feel comfortable staying around here.”

     By the time the police arrived and called Celle at Pauli’s house, they had already gone into Celle’s apartment and found absolutely nothing, so Pauli and Celle went back to her house and decided to wait until the next day to return to Celle’s apartment. But before leaving Celle grabbed a bottle of wine in the refrigerator, and out the door they went. By the time they arrived at Pauli’s house, they were in dire need of a glass so Celle poured each of them a half glass and they settled back on the overstuffed couch and began sipping on their wine while giggling about their excitement at Celle’s home.

By the time Pauli finished her glass of wine and was about to pour herself another glass she suddenly felt violently ill. She struggled to the couch and turned to Celle who looked pale and ill too. It immediately dawned on them that the wine had made them sick. Pauli reached over for her cell phone and as she was calling the hospital, she fell forward and hit her head on the coffee table. Celle, as sick as she was managed to grab the phone and quickly called the hospital and hollered out to the receptionist to call the police because she thought they might have been poisoned. She quickly gave them the address before she passed out.
     The paramedics were quick on the scene and found Celle and Pauli not responsive.  They saw the wine bottle and immediately assumed therein was the problem.  Sniffing the bottle yielded no clue to whether or not there was poison in the liquid, but right now they couldn’t be concerned with that thought. 

Celle and Pauli were in great need of medical attention so they placed the two on gurneys, applied oxygen masks, flushed them with a special saline solution injected into their veins, and rushed them to the hospital. On the way they radioed the doctor on call in the emergency room with the vitals and then hurried on their way; sirens blaring full blast.  It didn’t look good.

     As they pulled into the emergency driveway the medical team was ready and immediately took charge.  They immediately drew blood and dispatched the vials to the emergency lab for a rapid diagnosis.  Meantime - the two were having their stomach pumped clean hoping the liquid hadn’t reached into too many vital organs to create an irreversible condition.  The Chief of Staff was summoned.  He quickly assessed the situation and demanded that Celle and Pauli be placed into an induced coma; at least until the blood tests were complete.

     “We have it, we have it” hastily shouted the hospital orderly rushing the results to the emergency room doctors. “It looks like atroquinine” he blurted out.

“Atroquinine? Where in the hell would that have come from?”  The doctor queried.  “Get the blood transfusions going immediately.  If we’re going to save these women we must act fast.  They are only alive because the wine caused a minor chemical change reducing the toxicity, otherwise these young women would not be alive.”
     Transfusions were initiated on a medical alert basis, and all anyone could do was wait and hope too much time hadn’t passed since they drank the wine.  The induced trance was a brilliant move because it slowed down the vital systems of the body thereby slowing down the drug’s reaction.  Was time on their side?  How much poison was in the drink?  How much did Celle and Pauli have to drink?  Important questions no one could answer at this point; everyone on the case could only wait and hope.  Hours passed.  Vitals were taken on a continuous basis.  The variables fluctuated erratically making the medical staff anxious and nervous.  Then suddenly the rhythm of the heart in each victim appeared to stabilize.  The extreme emergency seemed to abate slightly, but not enough for the doctors to feel any relief.  They kept pumping blood in while letting blood out as in a blood-letting ceremony practiced in ancient times.  But it seemed to be working.  The new infusions were working and the women were becoming more stable, but not out of danger.  The staff decided to have them remain in a coma for a while longer until they were sure the particulates remaining in the blood were gone and a cure could be introduced.  A cure?  There was no cure for atroquinine poisoning.  They would just have to hope the toxin was in such a low dose and the transfusions were performed in good time so as to allow a reversal of the effects, whatever they might be if and when Celle and Pauli came out of this unscathed.  
     “We need to identify them so that we can notify family” queried the doctor in charge.  “Check for ID’s and tell me who they are when you find out.”

     No sooner said than done.  The names were reported and recorded and at that point in time the police were summoned.  It was mandatory to notify the police in the case of a poisoning.  When the police department heard what had happened and who was involved, they summoned Detectives Roberts and Star; the two who are investigating the death of Celle’s mother, Bernice.

     “What’s going on here queried the two detectives?” almost in unison.

     As the story was related to Roberts and Star, they immediately demanded the wine bottle that was suspected of holding the poison. They demanded, also, the fingerprints of the people who handled it so that those could be eliminated following an investigation and dusting of the bottle and other objects of interest they might find upon conducting a thorough investigation of the homes of Celle and Pauli.
     Roberts and Star stormed the homes with special agents trained in forensics so as not to contaminate any evidence that might be found.  They did their inquiry but would give no information to anyone about what they had collected.  They did however pay a visit to Marcy and her father, as if casual so as not to alert them to what had just happened.  All the evidence was gathered and combined with the questioning of Marcy and Jonas.  The file was secreted for further investigation.
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Chapter Four
“Doctor one of them is stabilizing. Her vitals are still way off, but much better than when she arrived.  Do we want to bring her out of her coma and let her natural body processes take over so as to make for greater and more rapid healing?” asked the young assistant doctor.

     “Let’s not get into a hurry on this.  Yes the body should take over, but let’s hold off for just a while more, perhaps when her friend becomes more stable” suggested Dr. Goldman.
     “You are right, of course,” agreed Dr. Franklin.  “I will monitor Celle to see if there have been any changes in the last few minutes,” he said.
“Good idea.  You keep a close watch while I conduct an examination to see whether or not any lesions have developed; with that stuff they ingested there’s no telling what can manifest in or out of the body,” announced Dr. Goldman.

     Good news.  No lesions anywhere.  Body temperature is fairly normal.  It appears that the two were defeating the magnitude of their poison and stood a good chance of coming out of this episode with not too much damage.

Ϟ

Jonas called his daughter Marcy and asked her if she knew what that visit from the detectives was all about.  
     “No, I don’t have a clue Father. They were mighty strange with their questioning. It was almost as if it was Celle who had been poisoned instead of Mom.”

Jonas flinched. “I got the same feeling that he was talking about Celle too. It was a confusing interview.”

“I wouldn’t worry about it Father. What I think is that these detectives are just trying to cover their butts.”

     “Yes, I suspect you’re right daughter. I’ll try not to worry, but I’d like to know where Celle is and how she is doing. I haven’t heard from her in a while. Have you?”

     “No, you know she doesn’t like me these days since she thinks I’m responsible for Mother. I’m sure she is doing fine Father.”     

     Marcy hung up feeling dumbfounded and didn’t want to share too much with her father. These days he was on a tight rope and she figured if she said anything he’d go off the deep end.  
     Jonas snapped the phone cover closed and moved over to the window and gazed out at two young girls playing tag. It seemed like only yesterday when he had watched his little girls. Oh how he missed those young days. They were so innocent and he did so enjoy fathering them. Many days he’d come home waiting for their hugs and love. His mind flew back to the detective’s visit and how strange it was. He hadn’t wanted to upset Marcy any farther than she already was so he said nothing, but he did know one thing and that was that Celle was in General Hospital and he needed to get over there to see what she was doing there. His source had been vague but did say Celle was in General Hospital. He didn’t seem to want to divulge too much, but had said Jonas needed to get over to the hospital to see about her.
Ϟ

Celle and Pauli were fighting for their lives while lying in an isolation ward at General Hospital not knowing what was happening with their induced coma. 
     Jonas and Marcy, father and sister of Celle innocent or playing a great role declaring their innocence, two detectives, Roberts and Star deeply involved in one murder and now the poisoning of Celle and Pauli.  What’s next in this ever growing mystery testing the nettle and drive of Star and Roberts.
The phone ringing out in the office of Detective Star and Roberts jerked them to attention. It was announcing in a brief message that the unidentified caller claimed he knew about a person of interest who just might have some information related to the death of Bernice.  When asked to identify his self, a loud click was heard and the phone was disconnected. 

      “Damn!” blasted out Star.  “What the hell now?”

      “Hey, partner, did anyone ever tell you this was going to be easy?” The callous reply from Roberts came.  “It’s just another fly in the ointment, that’s all, so let’s just deal with it.”

     “I know, I know partner, it just gets deeper and deeper, but I’m with you.  We will get out there and kick some butt in time.”
[image: image5.jpg]Deska 3

mmansaeecs. .





A book in which Peter had a great input in and wrote the description.
Chapter Five

The hospital staff attending Celle and Pauli was watchful on any changes in their condition hoping they would stabilize and be brought out of their induced coma to fight this dreaded poison using their own natural body mechanisms. Oh, things were improving alright and the doctor in charge was happy; he just wanted things to go more quickly because the longer the poison remained in the body the more it could wreak a devastating trail of destruction. It was determined much to the delight of the staff that Pauli hadn’t suffered a blood clot as a result of her fall; a blessing in disguise. As a matter of fact, she was now showing positive signs of stabilizing. Her vitals, although still fluctuating were less erratic than in past hours, but still not good enough 
to satisfy Doctor Goldman; he remained ever vigilant and confident that everything was being done to stabilized them. 
Chapter Six

“Hey Roberts any chance on a trace for that phone call we just got?” queried Star.
      “Nope, just not enough time to get a trace on it,” replied Roberts. “But hopefully he will call again when he learns we have not gotten any further along on this mysterious case.”
     A thought came to the detectives at about the same time. They had been working together for so long that when one got a thought or idea it was automatically transferred on to the other. They thought to visit the local insurance companies and inquire whether or not any new life policies had been issued lately, and particularly any related to the Marrow estate. As luck would have it that combined with their instinct, they hit the nail on the head and found that a short time before Bernice’s death a policy was written, including a double indemnity clause stating that if Bernice should die under other than natural causes the policy would be doubled; that would make this half million dollar policy a real buy. But who would have paid for such an expensive policy and why all of a sudden would anyone be concerned that Bernice might succumb to a death other than by natural causes? The answer didn’t come that easily for the detectives for there was a disclosure clause that stated this information would remain sealed until such a time after Bernice’s death when her will and estate would be read. Were their hands tied in this case? They needed to seek help from their higher ups, which they did.
Ϟ


Jonas made his way up the hospital steps working his way to the main desk where a nurse asked if she could help him. He explained who he was and needed to know whether or not his daughter Celle Marrow had been admitted recently. He knew she had wanted to appear unknowing in the matter. The nurse responded that there was a Celle Marrow in the isolation ward and that no visitors were allowed to see her as her condition was not known, or couldn’t be divulged to anyone. Plus the fact that there was a police officer on guard at the entrance who further prevented anyone from entering other than staff members and only those with the proper identification. This left Jonas puzzled, but that’s the way it was. He could get nothing more out of the nurse for in fact she was not authorized to talk about this event to anyone. Actually she was not knowledgeable about what was going on anyway. As Jonas further queried the nurse he was simply told that he would have to wait until the main desk staff was given any instructions to the contrary. Jonas left the hospital feeling dejected and puzzled, or what appeared to be a puzzled state for the benefit of the nurse in charge. Was this all a ploy?
     Jonas casually called his daughter Marcy hoping something would slip out of her mouth alerting him that she also knew something of her sister’s admittance to the hospital, but no such slip was forthcoming, so the conversation was cut short with Jonas making an excuse he had to hurry away on some business that just came up. Now Marcy was curious about what was going on with her father, and why the call and inquiry; it was not as subtle as it might have appeared. Marcy was thrown on the defensive because she was not in the loop on this one. However, had she been somehow involved, she would have known exactly what had happened but couldn’t speak out about anything until she knew the status of her sister Celle. She quickly hung up with her father and paced for a good ten minutes before she settled down and just as she did, her phone rang and as she hurried to her handbag to answer it the doorbell rang. She looked through the peep hole and saw Detective Star standing on her porch. She moaned to herself as she wondered what in the hell he wanted now. She didn’t have a choice except to answer the door since she needed to know about her sister and what had happened to send her to the hospital. She knew because when she went to Celle’s apartment to have it out with her regarding their mom and Celle’s accusations, she saw police around and when she inquired to what had happened, a young police officer said someone had broken in. An elderly neighbor stepped up and said that Celle was in the hospital. Marcy hurried to her car, sped off and drove toward General Hospital. Upon arriving she pulled into the emergency hospital parking, jumped out and ran in through the entrance. She looked around and finally caught a nurse walking quickly to a door when she stopped her and asked if her sister Celle Marrow had been brought in. After giving her the name, the nurse shook her head and said, “Yes she was brought in, but she is still in intensive care.  She wanted to know her sister’s status, but as with Jonas she was given the same message as was given to him; no one is allowed to visit because of the nature of the case and the restrictions placed on the case by the police department.  All precautions were taken and in place so as to prevent any ‘accidents’ from happening during a visit.  It was also hospital policy that when someone is in intensive care and under constant watch it is not in the best interest of the patient to allow anyone in the room other than staff, so Marcy, like her father, was refused entrance or any information, at least not for a time. 
The doorbell ringing again brought her out of her reverie. Both detectives were waiting and had been for a while so she peeped again and saw them getting restless. Should I answer it? Of course I should. She needed to know what in the hell was going on with her sister, but maybe they wanted more information about her mother and she wasn’t sure she should answer anymore questions. She stood in query as to whether she should open the door and let the detectives in. Marcy stood for a few more seconds and then opened it and invited the detective in. “What can I do for you Detectives?” She said as they settled themselves on her overstuffed couch. Star reached down and put his hand into his briefcase and pulled out a note pad, and immediately began asking questions.
     “When was the last time you were at your sister’s apartment or talk with her? Marcy tightened her fist hidden inside her jacket. “The last time I saw my sister was at my mother’s funeral Detective Star.”
     Detective Star groaned, and said, “I didn’t ask the last time you saw your sister, I asked the last time you were at your sister’s apartment.”
      “Oh, well. Humm. Let me think for a moment…ah, it was about six or seven days…ah, I’m not good with time detective, as you already know, but it was when we got into a heavy discussion about my mother. I was in charge of her funeral and Celle was upset…you know…because…because of…”
      Before Marcy could finish her sentence the detective interrupted. “When you were there, how long were you in her apartment?”
     Marcy tightened her mouth together while thinking and then said, “I stayed over one night, but left the next day when we got into a…well it wasn’t a pretty pic…”
     “Did you bring a bottle of wine with you when you visited Celle? Red? White?”
     “Well, yes, I always brought wine or something to drink; mostly red. I had just been to see my father and he suggested I go see Celle because she had just arrived back in the states the day before. Why?”
     Detective Star looked into Marcy’s eyes and said, “Where did you get the bottle of wine?”
“I got it from my father’s house, but Detective why are you asking such strange questions. I want to know how my sister is doing.”
     Detective Star looked down and then up again into Marcy’s eyes and said, “I bet you do, but right now, I must ask you if your father gave you the bottle to take to Celle’s house or did you simply get it out of the wine rack? Think about it because I need to know.”
     “My father handed it to me and said I should go see Celle so we could talk.”
     “Did you drink any wine the night you visited Celle? Did she drink any wine”
     “Why no, we didn’t ever open the bottle because we got into a heated discussion. What does this wine bottle have to do with anything?”
     Detective Star stood up and said, “I’m not sure Marcy, but you’re sure you didn’t open the bottle? It’s important that you tell me.”
     Marcy rushed over to the door jerking it open and said, “Detective I think you had better leave because I will not answer another question without my attorney present. I don’t like the way this line of questioning is going.” She pointed out the door. “Please go Detective. Go now!”
     The Detective Star with Roberts right behind him stepped out into the brisk cool air, Star fingered his collar up high on his neck and before leaving said, “I’m leaving Marcy, but I’ll be back; count on it.”
      “I’m sure you will Detective. I’m sure you will.” As soon as the detectives moved down the steps and over to their car, Marcy closed the door and grabbed her handbag, pulled out her cell phone and saw that it was her father who had called earlier. She listened to his voice leaving her a message to call him back as soon as possible. She pushed in ‘call back’ and when she heard his voice she almost dropped the phone. He sounded terrible. “Father, what’s the matter. You said it was…was very very urgent. What…”
      “Marcy, Pauli just had a heart attack and died. I’ve been beside myself worrying about Celle. They wouldn’t let me see her earlier, but I have a friend at the hospital who keeps me in tune with what is going on there.”
“I know Father, they wouldn’t let me see her either, but I didn’t know Pauli died. Oh my God, this is getting to be…”
      “Marcy, I can’t tell you who told me because I promised, but he said that Celle and Pauli had been poisoned. This is getting serious.”
     Marcy took in a deep breath and blew it out with force, “Father, the detective was just here and kept asking me questions about a bottle of wine…you know the one I took from your house. I wonder if it was that bottle of wine that poisoned them.”
     “Oh my God! Oh my God! Marcy someone is knocking at my door. I’ve got to go. I’ll call you back as soon as …oh my God Marcy; it’s…its Detective Star. Didn’t you say he just left your house? I’ll call you back.”
 “Okay Father, please do call me right back because something is going on that concerns me terribly.”

Chapter Seven
Roberts and Star were on a roll because this case caused a nettle in their throats and they were determined to get to the bottom of it as soon as possible.  During the course of their general investigation they noted that Bernice Marrow’s foreign imports business was not quite as innocent as it appeared to the unknowing.  It dealt with the bringing in of exotic fashion materials used in the manufacturing of gowns, dresses and the like for the rich and famous and had to pass through many hands at the Asian market as to create a cautious suspicion.  Any time a foreign import market is involved in the American trade a red flag automatically goes up as far as the local and federal police are concerned.  It isn’t accusatory, but there is always that foreign mystique associated with the dealings probably brought about by the old time favorite movies loaded with intrigue, mystery, romance and a twisted plot that often doesn’t get solved until the very ending of the book or movie.
     Roberts and Star had a built in suspicion whenever the foreign market was involved because of the many cases they handled dealing with espionage and off-market trading.  This operation had all the earmarks for ‘stuff’ to go wrong, so they were automatically put on alert when they found out about Bernice’s business, and one particular small business that was highly suspicious. .
     “You know we could be chasing our own tails, partner” commented Roberts.  “Perhaps we should be looking abroad.”
     “You had to bring that up, didn’t you Star…didn’t you. Here I was all cozy in my thoughts and you have to throw in the monkey wrench; the fly in the ointment.  Now I’ll have to redo my thinking.”
     “You know you love it Star.  With all the money we make – chuckle – you wouldn’t want to sit around and bring it in for doing nothing now would you,” teased Roberts.

“Right again Roberts, but you know how complicated this is going to be.  We have to bring in the Feds, and you know how those guys always get in our way; they want it all and they want it all their way. You know that.”
      “Hey!  Hey!  Don’t jump the gun the way you always do Star; it was just a thought, that’s all,” iterated Roberts, but he knew it was true, and if push came to shove they were going to have their hands full on three fronts, the Feds, the foreign market, and the guys who started all this mess.
     Bernice, in spite of what the detectives thought, they had to admit that under her expertise the business was making money, but the only thing they had to determine was if it was making more than what would be normally an amount for that sort of store. They’d have their investigator, Mark Jones, explore that part of it and perhaps then they’d know which would be the best direction to go in. 

Ϟ
It was some time since news from the Hospital seeped out, and fortunately it was good, for Celle and Pauli were on the mend.  It appeared at least at this point in time that no permanent damage had been done to their systems based on their vital signs hovering around at near normal, but no one would know until the two were brought out of their coma.
     “What do you think, Dr. Goldman?  They are making a miraculous recovery.  I guess time was on our side and our quick work helped save two lives,” bragged young Dr. Franklin.
      “I believe you are right and it looks like we are about ready to reverse the coma and bring these them back to reality and see what we shall see,” pledged the Dr. Goldman, the doctor in charge.   “Let’s give it a few more hours and then make our educated decision.  I’m sure we should know by then.”
     As the staff stood watch and carefully monitored the machines and made recordings Celle let out a moan.  This brought about an immediate response from the doctors in charge.  It seems that Celle was trying to regain herself from the coma from her own internal sleep.  It was at this time that Celle’s charts rapidly leaped about but quickly began to stabilize and that is when the head doctor commanded his staff to bring her out of the coma.  As she returned to a normalcy, less the haze that lingered around her vision, she began to talk.  It was more incoherent than not, but it seemed to have a reference to her last state of remembering, that being in the apartment and in the act of pouring wine.  She then remembered trying to make a phone call and that was when she screamed loudly.  The nurses comforted her and assured her that she was all right.  She demanded to know where she was as nothing in her vision was familiar to her and it was frightening.  After some coaxing she came to realize that the people hovering over her were doctors and nurses and that she, indeed, was in a hospital.
     “Please…please tell me where I am and what’s happening.   Why am I here?  Why are you all around me?  Was I in an accident?” queried Celle.

The nurses convinced her that she was safe and in good hands and that she was brought to the hospital some time ago and was very sick.  They told her that she was out of danger and she would find out all the details of her rendezvous with fate when she was completely stabilized. It was at this point that the doctors took over and read her vitals again and were most pleased that she appeared to be coherent although a little foggy about what had happened to her and Pauli.  They opted to stabilize her to the point where she was completely on her own to see how she would hold up, and to their pleasure, she did just fine.   Pauli on the  other hand was not fairing too well and it  was at that juncture they decided to place her in isolation all by herself and still hooked up to all the necessary devices keeping her alive.  Shortly after removing Pauli, she gave out a moan likened to a call from hell.  It was scary to hear because it was most unusual.  The doctors were concerned and puzzled because her vitals were coming around to normal as did Celle’s.  They thought the moan from hell was due to the induced coma, so they decided to bring her out of that state and carefully monitor her condition.  Pauli opened her eyes but didn’t look around; she just stared into space as if she was in a different world and she could have been for all intent and purpose.  As she recovered more from the coma she began to mutter some sounds but none that could be understood.  Although her signs were stable there was something that was not right about this lady; something didn’t add up.  Suddenly Pauli sprang up to a sitting position opening her arms out wide, her mouth agape with the strangest look on her face.  She gave out a scream that would scare the Devil, clutched her chest with both hands, and fell back onto the bed as if sinking back into her coma.  The doctors of course knew what was happening, and immediately began thumping on her heart to try to get the rhythm going again for at that time it had stopped.  The lead doctor demanded the electric paddles and prepared for a shock.  Pauli lifted out of the bed and sunk back again.  The paddles were applied again, and Pauli lifted and fell back again, motionless. The doctors observed the monitor which was recording a straight line, indicating that Pauli had succumbed to a myocardial infarction and could not be reinvigorated.  Her heart they suspected had been damaged by the poison and it was just a matter of time before the event would have happened. It was now out of everyone’s hands; Pauli was dead.    

Chapter Eight
This is where the stuff hit the fan for as soon as Pauli’s death was recorded an autopsy was performed to determine the exact cause.  It was indeed damaged heart vessels caused in part by the poison she had ingested.  It was recorded as a heart attack due to poisoning.  It now became a murder case and it was a whole different ball game.  Detectives Roberts and Star could now carry with them a search and seize warrant with them for anyone suspected in any way of spiking the wine with a foreign substance capable of causing damage or death.  They now had their ammunition and were hell-bent to get busy solving not only one case but two with the recent death of Pauli.      Celle’s condition was downgraded from critical to serious and was placed in a private room with a 24 hour guard stationed outside.  No one was allowed in, including Marcy and her father; at least not now or while the investigation on Pauli’s death was being conducted.
     “Please tell me how long I have been here,” requested Celle.  “I’m so sore it feels like I have been in bed for weeks.”
     “You have been here long enough to feel the effects of being in bed for a prolonged time Celle,” assured Dr. Franklin.  “You were very sick and needed to have 24 hour service to stabilize your condition. You’ll be fine.”
     “Stabilize my condition?” Celle queried, “What condition are you talking about?”
      “You took something into your system that was deadly and you had a negative reaction,” confessed the doctor, “but having said that, we have been working very hard to make your condition better so that you could be at the point where you are now.  We are happy to see you almost back to normal.”
     Celle remained confused because her mind and memory were still foggy and many of the details of the events leading up to her being brought were sketchy.  

“Did I come here alone?  How did I get here?  Was I with Pauli?  Did she go home yet?”
     These and other questions were asked of the doctors and nurses, but they were not at liberty to supply her with details of her condition and what brought it about.  Everyone concerned was most evasive because they didn’t want to exacerbate her progress so as to cause a regression and send her back into shock now that she was well into her recovery.  They convinced her that she would be brought up to par as soon as all the details of her condition were revealed to them, and they felt it was the right time to let her know.  With some rigidity and reservation Celle accepted the decisions the hospital staff had selected for her, but she still wanted to know whether or not she could call her best friend Pauli and bring her up to date on what she knew, which really wasn’t much.  Of course the staff was evasive about the request and again suggested Celle hold off for a short time until they were sure she would be able to carry on a lucid conversation with anyone.  They wisely suggested she rest so as to restore her body systems and work toward a normalcy proving that she could comprehend the events of the recent past.  Celle wasn’t sure about all this putting off because now she had a hint of suspicion that all was not right with the world. However, she did know that Dr. Franklin was diligent in coming to reassure her. 
Chapter Nine
Detectives Roberts and Star had already known about Pauli’s death and were anxious to visit the hospital to talk to Celle, but when they got there and attempted to get into her room the police officer in charge of guarding the door blasted up and demanded to know what they wanted.  Roberts and Star introduced themselves and told the officer that they were on a special case involving Celle and Pauli and needed to talk with Celle about certain events pertaining to the death of her close friend Pauli.  The guard informed them that no one could enter the room because of the condition of the two and that included any detectives as well as family members. Roberts and Star moved away from the door puzzled. This was their investigation; didn’t the hospital staff know how important it was to speak with Celle? They already paid a visit to Marcy, and they now knew that Jonas had given her the bottle of wine to take to Celle. This didn’t  look good for Jonas, and they hoped to speak with him again after speaking with Celle.
     “Who the hell is this officer Star?  Are we going to have trouble with him?”
     “Hell, you got me Roberts.  I don’t know him or for that matter - who issued his orders.”
     Deciding to try a different approach they went in hunt of Celle’s attending doctors.  When they found the doctors they were told the same story they heard from the guard.  Celle’s condition is too precarious at this time and she can’t be questioned about anything because it could be damaging to the progress she has already experienced.  Besides, she doesn’t know that Pauli died.  The detectives couldn’t believe what they were hearing. This surely couldn’t mean detectives on the case could it? Detective Star thought.  How were they supposed to solve this mystery without being able to question one of the victims; the only one remaining?  
     Detective Roberts and Star turned and walked out of General Hospital in disgusted silence. The music coming from a passing car broke their silence and immediately they began moaning about not being able to see Celle.  
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Chapter Ten
Marcy was quick to dispatch herself to her father’s house knowing there were many questions that were still unresolved. She intended to get to the bottom of what was going on. For days her father was acting distance, strange, and befuddled, and there had to be a reason for that. What does Father know? Does he know who poisoned Mom? If he doesn’t know he’s acting mighty strange around me. Does he suspect me?
     When her father opened the door she looked at him in astonishment because he stood there in front of her unshaved, his hair was ruffled, and he still had on his robe.
     “Father, you look terrible; it’s in the middle of the day, why do you still have on your robe? Are you ill?”
“Celle, go away. Go away. I can’t see anyone right now.”
     “Father, I’m Marcy, not Celle.”

     “I know who you are Marcy. Go away.”

Marcy pushed open the door and flew inside gently shoving her father aside. “Father, what in the hell is going on? You are acting extremely weird.”

     Jonas turned on his daughter, “I’ve done what I had to, whatever was necessary…go away Marcy!” 

     Marcy stood in shock while backing up toward the door and said, “Oh Father…oh Father what have you done?”

Chapter Eleven
Roberts and Star were feeling put out due to the fact they were prevented from doing their job in resolving the two cases sat dejectedly in their office.  It was perfect timing when the phone rang and a familiar sounding voice uttered a message that told them the person who entered Bernice’s house was in fact the same man who entered Celle’s apartment.  You two need to get going on this case continued the message.  The caller persisted that he was doing his best to keep them informed but they were not picking up on the clues.  It was at that instant where Star was going to ask a question of the caller when he hung up the phone.
     “Damn and double damn,” protested Star. “This guy is doing it to us again Roberts.”
     “I can see that Star, but what can we do about it.  He isn’t giving us much to go on and I’m sure he knows that.  He’s just playing games with us.  He’s probably the one who killed Bernice, what do you think Star?”
     A colleague sitting across from the detectives quietly said, “I think the caller is trying to tell you that it’s a man. That’s a fairly good clue.”

     “Yeah, we are on to that.  So what else can you tell us which isn’t so obvious?  You aren’t much more help than the caller.”
     Roberts and Star could go no farther at this time so they decided to change their strategy and open the files belonging to Bernice in order to see if there had been any secret doings from her office to the overseas operation.  They labored for hours but nothing appeared out of the ordinary that is until they noticed a receipt made out to a small company that while under their investigation did very little business on their records, yet this receipt was for a very large order amounting to a rather large sum of money.  Something was not right about this finding.  Perhaps there is more to this particular deal than meets the eye.  Thought Star.
     While the detectives were busy trying to uncover clues about the strange case of the two poisonings, Celle was also busy trying to find out what was going on in the hospital. She was not happy about being kept in the dark about her condition and why she was in the hospital at this time so she decided to do something about it. Something isn’t right here. I know enough about medicine to know they’re keeping something from me, she thought as she grimaced. 
      Because she was in a regular room and at that time alone, she cooked up a plan to get some answers in her own way. She unhooked herself from the monitor and gently pulled out the needle hooked to the saline bag. She applied pressure to make sure there was no bleeding, and being satisfied worked her way over to the closet to get dressed with the items she wore to the hospital the night she was brought in. After getting dressed, she moved slowly to the door and peeked out to see what was happening in the hallway. She spied a police officer sitting guard. She assumed he was there on her behalf although she didn’t know why at that time.
What do I do now? Celle thought as she figured if she made herself look like a staff member she might be able to affect an escape so on top of her clothing she donned a white jacket that was hung on a wall hook. Appearing official Celle eased over to the door, opened it slightly and motioned to the officer. He caught sight of Celle beckoning him to rise up from his chair and walk to the door. Celle, appearing as a staff member told him that something was not right about the room and that he should come in and have a look. No sooner did he do so than did Celle walk quickly down the corridor and out of the hospital unnoticed by anyone because she didn’t appear conspicuous.
     Once on the outside Celle found a telephone and made a call to the section where she had been placed and asked for Dr. Goldman. The person answering wanted to know what the call was about and Celle told her that she had information that needed to be told to Dr. Goldman immediately and that it was most urgent. After all he was the only doctor that listened and watched over her so well. He went beyond what his usual duties were so perhaps he’d listen to her. Dr. Goldman was summoned and when he answered, Celle told him who she was and that she demanded to know what was going on. She said she needed some answers as to why she was being kept in the dark about her condition, and if he didn’t believe she was Celle, he needed only to go to her room and he would find her gone. The doctor hurried to the room while keeping Celle on the phone, saw that the officer was not there, and quickly entered. The officer looked dumbfounded and explained to the doctor what had happened and that he was sorry he had been tricked; but that Celle appeared to be one of the staff and that he had not known what she looked like so he didn’t question her request. Dr, Goldman told him it was okay because he had Celle on the phone.
     “Okay Celle, you have my attention, now you need to return to your room because I’m not convinced you are well enough to be out on your own at this time,” he said.
     “I will return, but not to my room. I will meet you in the cafeteria where you will tell me what in hell is going on, and if you try to trick me I will scream at the top of my lungs. I swear I will. Don’t test me.” she uttered.
     Dr. Franklin standing by chuckled at Celle’s courage and insistence, but knew Dr. Goldman would agree to meet her. Sure enough Dr. Goldman said he’d be there in ten minutes which made Dr. Franklin smile. 
     Dr. Goldman and Dr. Franklin arrived at the same time as Celle and they took a seat in a somewhat isolated section of the cafeteria and appeared to be inconspicuous.
     “Okay Dr. Goldman, let’s have it. Why are you trying to protect me? Dr. Franklin I’m sure you know too. Is something happening that you are afraid to tell me? Believe me, I can handle the good and the bad news; just tell me,” she assured him.
     Dr. Franklin felt confident that she indeed could handle the bad because he knew she was a strong steady doctor in her own right. Dr. Goldman had no choice but to relate the story of the past few days and how her condition along with Pauli’s was fluctuating up and down and all was well until he came to the part of Pauli and her demise. When Celle heard that her best friend had died, she turned sheet white, rose from her chair, let out a shriek and sunk to the floor. Dr. Goldman called for help while Dr. Franklin propped her up to a sitting position until she came to her senses. At that time she began to cry hysterically demanding to know who had killed her best friend. After all, Pauli just came over to help Celle and to keep her safe and now she was dead. She demanded justice and promised to seek out the killer and she personally would mete out the punishment, even if it was her own father or sister; she didn’t care.
     “Doctors, you know me well enough when I was working here to know I won’t give up on this nightmare. I want a meeting called with both detectives…Here, right here in this hospital. I want to know all of the details as to what is going on. My life is in jeopardy and I won’t tolerate another secret being kept from me. The meeting should be here so no outsider will know about it. Do I have your word on this doctors that you will call and schedule a meeting today? Right here?”
     “I understand Celle, and by the way I like your spunk.  Of course we’ll call a meeting. I’ll contact Star and Roberts, and also have the attending doctors who worked on Pauli. Now if you’ll calm down, we’ll get it done. You have my word of honor.” Dr. Goldman said as he gestured for Dr. Franklin to follow him out to the administration’s office.
     With the Administrator’s permission Celle was put into a private suite with a desk so that she could begin her investigation. She knew she had damn well better start paying attention now that her life was in jeopardy and her friend was already dead. She punched the pillow resolutely and moaned into the pillow which she drew up to cover her face. The young police officer standing outside her door wiped the perspiration off his brow with the back of his hand before answering the tall gentleman standing before him. He was ready for anything now knowing he would not make any more mistakes or at least he would try hard not to. The last one was embarrassing.
     “We are investigating all possibilities officer so we must be let into Ms. Marrow’s room.”
     “I’m sorry gentlemen, but I’ve been informed to let no one enter her room without written permission and even then we must speak with Dr. Goldman. Now if you don’t have permission then please leave.”
     Darkness swept across Detective Star’s face as he spoke with his teeth grinding together. “I’ve been summoned for a meeting here officer. Please allow me to step inside.” 
     Before the officer could respond Doctor Goldman stepped up and as the two detectives displayed their badges, he smiled and opened the door for them to enter. “Please detectives go on in. I have others coming to attend this meeting.” The doctor turned to the officer and thanked him.
     A few minutes later with everybody standing in Celle’s room the discussion began and that is when Detective Roberts told of the secret phone caller who kept calling in, the suspicious happening at Bernice’s famous gown business, and how a business called Weston and Weston had a huge invoice setting on Bernice’s inbox with a special note attached in her own handwriting addressed to her assistant, Mealy. It requested that her secretary look into the invoice a small company turned in with a very large sum; it was quite suspicious.  Then Star turned to Celle and said, “The bottle of wine you took over to Pauli’s house…was…was that the bottle Marcy brought over last week?”
     “Why yes it was detective. Why?”
     “Because Celle, that is the bottle that had the poison in it that killed Pauli and almost done you in too. That has us concerned.”
     “Oh, my God! Yes! It was right after we drank that wine when we became ill. I must get over to Bernice’s Gowns and go through all the files.” She turned to Dr. Franklin and asked, “Doctor am I out of danger from the poisoning? Am I okay to leave?”
     He hesitated for a brief moment and then said, “Yes Celle. You are fine. We were keeping you on the monitor to make sure you were okay, but yes, I think you’re fine, with no repercussions from the poisoning. You seem to have drunk less than Pauli, but the main thing that killed Pauli was hitting her head shortly after drinking the poison which caused a blood clot to form which caused an aneurism; almost like a domino effect, it caused a heart attack.”
     By the time the meeting had ended the detectives were leaning more toward Marcy, Jonas or both. They planned on going back to Jonas’ house with more questioning when a man approached them before they climbed into their car. He was just a kid really and handed them an envelope, and then turned to run away when Star grabbed his arm and said, “What is in this envelope?”
     The kid got wide eyed and said, “I don’t know. That man over there asked me to give it to you.” He said as he pointed and saw that the man had disappeared. “He was standing over there. He must have left. He…must have. I don’t know where he went.”
     Star moved closer to the boy and said, “What did he look like? You know - hair color, height, weight, clothes, and so on.”
      “His hair was gray, old, grubby, and dressed in a dirty jogging outfit.”
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Chapter Twelve
The Detectives hurried up to Jonas’ door and pushed in the doorbell and then moved over toward Star as he reached down and picked up a key laying on the porch. It looked like a small key that might fit into a safety deposit box, but the detective didn’t know so he slipped it in his coat pocket. He turned around and looked into Jonas’ bloodshot eyes as he warily said, “Yes?”
     “Jonas we need to come in and speak with you.” Roberts said as he moved closer to the door and Jonas. Star offered Jonas his hand, and he started to accept it, but instead drew it back and ran his fingers through his unwashed hair and said, “This is not a good time detective. I’m not feeling so well.”
     Detective Star nodded as he pitched his brows together, “like I said Jonas, we must talk with you. Detective Roberts pushed his foot against the door and almost knocked Jonas over as he pushed his way into the house.
     “I don’t think it’s a good idea for me to speak with you right now detectives. I’m going to have to ask you both to leave.”
      “One question first. Did you put poison in a bottle of wine that you gave your daughter, Marcy, to take over to your other daughter, Celle’s apartment?”

     “No! Look… I really shouldn’t be talking to you. I know about Pauli dying from the poison in the bottle Marcy took to Celle’s house, therefore I’m asking you to leave…that is…unless you have a search warrant. Otherwise leave.”
      “No, Jonas, we don’t have a search warrant, but it would go easier on you if you’d answer some questions for us.” Detective Star said as he moved over toward the bar and saw that Jonas had been doing quite of bit of drinking. He reached over and pulled off a bottle of wine from his wine rack and said, “Do you mind if we take this Jonas?”
     “No you can’t take anything from my house! You must leave or I will  have to…”
The detectives moved over toward the door and Star said, “Okay…okay…Jonas we’re leaving, but like I said, it would go much easier on you if you’d talk with us. It doesn’t look good that you’re refusing to answer our questions. A real mistake Jonas. I’m telling you…”
     Jonas swaggered to the door and clutched the doorknob and said, “I don’t give a hoot what looks good or not Detectives. I’m not talking with either one of you.” He pushed the knob as the detectives moved outside and then slammed the door, locked it, and then went back to the bar and corked the wine bottle the detective had set on the bar. He didn’t even bother to pour the wine, he drank it from the bottle and within minutes he fell to the floor. He felt ill and knew he had drunk too much, and might have passed out if he hadn’t remembered that it was the bottle that the detective wanted to take with him. He scooted himself over to the door reached up, unlocked the door and opened it, then hollered out to the detective as they were in the process of climbing into their car.
     Detective Star turned around and immediately saw Jonas lying on his porch passed out. He ran across the street with Roberts running right behind him, and when Star saw that Jonas was passed out, he lifted him up over his shoulder and carried him back into the house. After laying him on the couch he saw that he had opened the wine bottle and had taken a swig of it. “Oh, my God, Roberts, call the ambulance and alert them that a man has been poisoned. Tell them to hurry, and do it now.”
     Just as the ambulance was taking Jonas away on the stretcher, Marcy pulled up in her BMW and saw that her father was being put in an ambulance and screamed out, “Father, Father…”
Chapter Thirteen
It was late at night, and Theresa was sewing some adjustments on the bodice of a gown for a new actress who was going to be going to her first ball, so it was important to make it perfect. Theresa was the main seamstress and she knew she couldn’t let anyone else make the adjustments because she had designed the gown just for Suedee, for her tiny but sexy frame. Theresa was mumbling to herself about the bust line when she heard noise in the next room. She laid her sewing material on the nearby table and slowly but surely moved to the door where the noise was coming from. She turned the doorknob and pushed open the door and squealed out, “Oh Celle, you scared me. Gosh, I haven’t seen you around here in some time. Whatever…what are you doing here?”
     Theresa had been with the company far too long as she was getting up in years and several times Celle had heard it said that she was slipping in her sewing abilities. Yet she was the best and so her mother had kept her hoping she would find another excellent seamstress as Theresa had always been.
     “I’m here to go through some files Theresa and I might be here all night so don’t worry about me. I’ll lock up when I leave.”
     “But Celle…you shouldn’t be here at this late hour. I’ll be sewing on a special gown for one of our new actresses so we’ll both be here.”
      “Okay, Theresa, but please don’t worry about me or interrupt me as I have a lot of work to do. Go back to what you were doing.”
     As Theresa excused herself and stepped out the door, Celle knew she was used to running things since her mother had died, but nonetheless, she didn’t wish to be interrupted so she locked the door and began going through the files for the small business, Weston and Weston that the detectives had mentioned. She shivered as she looked at each file. The detective had been right, the business was indeed small with a huge sum in an invoice that her mother was concerned about. It stood out like a sore thumb. Celle wondered, how in the world a person could think it would pass through my mother unnoticed. Had her mother been so unaware of things going on that someone thought they could get by with it? She didn’t know, but she was going to find out who sent this invoice and when she did, she was going to pay that person a visit. She suspected when she found out who had indeed sent it, perhaps she’d find out a lot more about the poisoning. Had her mother suspected that person? Was it Marcy? Or her father?  She put all the information regarding the company and the invoice in her briefcase and decided to go home and go over it tomorrow when suddenly her phone rang out. She pulled it out of her handbag and couldn’t make out who it was at first because the person was screaming into the receiver. “Who is this? I asked who you are!”
     “Celle, it’s me…Marcy…Father has been poisoned and they’ve taken him to General Hospital. I’m in route there now so please Celle…please…meet me there.”

     Celle’s eyes widened in surprise. “You’re sure he was poisoned? Is…is he okay?”
     “He’s still alive if that’s what you’re asking Celle. Please…hurry though.”
      “Okay. I’m on my way as we speak. I’m running out to my car.” Celle said and flipped the cover closed and started to get into her car when she saw a man standing near the door she just came out of. It was too dark for her to see who he was, but she froze in her step to climb into the car and watched. There was no lightening around her so she doubted he saw her. She slowly stepped around to the other side of the car and peered around just in case he could see. He tried the door and when it didn’t open, he looked up and saw the light on in the workroom that Theresa was working in and moved over to a nearby window, picked up a rock and threw it into the window breaking it. He then ran over behind the company’s sign and waited. He stood for another couple minutes and then went to the window and climbed in. Celle quickly climbed inside her car and immediately called Detective Star and Roberts. They didn’t answer their phones. Of course they didn’t; it was the wee hours of the morning. She sat thinking  what she should do, and then she remembered she had a gun so she opened her glove department and pulled out a pistol. She tucked it in the top of her pants and hurried to the door, unlocked it and slowly moved up to the workroom. Just before she got to where Theresa was working, she stopped and listened. She heard the unknown man and Theresa arguing and then she heard the pop! She knew it was a gun so  she hid behind a statue and waited. She saw the man run out with a gun in his hand. She was stooped down and stayed where she was which seemed like hours. She finally got up and moved into where Theresa was and saw her lying on the floor in a pool of blood. She hurried over and kneeled down and cried, “Theresa…Theresa…can you hear me? Theresa!” Celle put her hand under her neck and lifted her head up as Theresa’s heavy lids opened for only a minute and she said, “Get out of here Celle… BT…” She closed her eyes and Celle knew she was dead. She ran out the door, jumped in her car while calling 911, and when they answered she told them what had happened. She told them she had to get to the hospital and couldn’t wait around, but if they needed to talk with her they could contact her. She gave them her name and cell phone. She threw her phone over in her handbag and screeched out of the parking lot turning to the left onto the main street heading to the hospital. Just as she was pulling into the emergency parking lot, her phone rang and she jerked over to the side of the lot and answered it. “Hello…hello…”
     “Celle, where are you? I’ve been waiting. Father has gone into a coma and I’m beside myself.”

Chapter Fourteen
Celle went still then said, “I’m…I just arrived. Meet me in emergency.”
     Just as the doors opened Celle entered and saw Marcy standing over near the counter with her back to Celle, but when she turned around she saw that Marcy had been crying. She hurried over to her sister and as she neared, Marcy grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the elevator all the while telling her about Jonas opening up a bottle of wine at his house and drinking it.

     Celle jerked back from Marcy and said, “You mean, the bottle had poison in it?”

     “Apparently.”

     “Marcy, I am terribly confused. Who would have put poison in the wine bottles at Mom and Dad’s house? I have to admit, I was thinking Dad could have poisoned Pauli and me, and then I wondered if you had. I feel as if I’m losing my ability to see the truth anymore. I don’t understand Marcy…who hates us so much that they want one or all of us dead?”
     Marcy looked withered with no make-up. Her hair was a stringy mess and she had no make on, and her dress had a big coffee stain on the front. “Celle, do you think it has something to do with Bernice’s Gowns? I mean Mom had been…I mean she told me that she was afraid for her life. I asked her what was going on and she told me that something was going on at Bernice’s Gowns, and she had discovered some things she knew caused others to want her out of the business. At first she thought they simply wanted her out. In fact, the board threatened to vote her out as the President, but then she feared for her life. Remember when I called you and asked for a 10,000 loan?”
     Celle shook her head slowly and said, “Yes I do, in fact, Marcy that’s why I thought you had something to do with Mom’s death. Oh, Marcy, I’m so sorry.”

     “Don’t worry about it Celle…but…the reason I needed that money was for protection for Mom. I hired some shady guys to keep an eye on her and they were doing a fairly good job until the poisoning. I remember Mom said someone brought her three bottles of wine, but I can’t remember who she said now. I’ve tried to sort through my mind since just who that person was. Anyway, she was in a hurry and didn’t open them so she brought them home and placed them in the wine rack. That’s the rack Dad took the bottle out of that I brought to your house.”
     Celle frowned and said, “And that’s the wine that poisoned me, and I bet the other bottle was the bottle Mom drank the night you found her, and the third was the one Father drank. Are you sure there were only three bottles? Maybe we should have the detectives pick up all the bottles at Dad’s house and check them out.”

     “I suppose.”

As Marcy and Celle got off the elevator they ran smack into Bernice’s friend and after excusing themselves they recognized Nan and squealed out. Marcy asked how Jonas was doing and Nan told them that he was still in a coma. “They said he really drank a lot from the wine bottle because even though they pumped his stomach they can’t bring him around. I’m really worried. The doctors won’t tell me much. Perhaps they’ll tell one of you two. I hope anyway.”
      “I’ll go ask.” Marcy said and excused herself while Celle stayed and talked further with Nan. She noticed Nan was wearing one of her mother’s rings; Celle continued to stare at it which made Nan looked down and then lifted her hand and said, “Your father gave me Berne’s ring. He said she always wanted me to have it, but always forgot to give it to me. I often praised the ring each time she wore it. I even asked her one time where she got it because I loved it so much I was interested in purchasing one for myself. Not the stone as much as the way it twirled around in an artistic shape that intrigued me.”
     Celle felt very eerie and quickly excused herself and hurried to her father’s room. As she entered she noticed Marcy was leaned over kissing his forehead while the doctor was telling her about his condition. Celle stepped around to the other side of his bed and took his hand. She looked at his pale face and wondered why her father would give her mother’s ring to Nan. As far as Celle thought, her mother didn’t care much for Nan. She had told her once that Nan was jealous of her. She asked what one does when a good friend is jealous. Celle had remembered telling her that it was Nan’s problem, not hers, and that there was nothing she could do about it. Now as she stood gazing down at her father, she wondered if her father had given the ring to Nan or if Nan had simply taken it the day they had the memorial and went to Dad’s house for a drink with the rest of the close friends. 

     Nan and Bernice had been friends since they were in college so the bond was there, but somehow Celle felt something was wrong; badly wrong. She stepped over and sat down on the nearby chair while listening to Dr. Goldman talk about her father’s condition. He lowered his head and said, “Marcy…Celle…I’m not sure if he will make it through this one, but we won’t know for a few days. We need to see if the medication that we gave him will clean out his system or not. I’m sorry.” He moved over to the door and stepped out into the hall.
     Celle was deep in thought remembering that Nan had worked at Bernice’s Gowns as an accountant and knew she should leave the hospital and go check out her file. She couldn’t remember if her mother had said she still worked for her or not, and she needed to know. Marcy had been talking to Celle, but she hadn’t heard a word. “Celle…Celle…where is your mind. I was asking you if you’d like to go grab breakfast somewhere. I’m famished and need something in this empty hungry stomach.”
     “I’m sorry Marcy…no, I’d better go take care of something, but thanks. Perhaps we can get together soon and go out to dinner or lunch.”
Chapter Fifteen
A couple hours after Celle left the hospital and later from Bernice’s Gowns she headed home with Nan’s file and more of Weston and Weston files packed in her briefcase. She opened her door and no sooner than she did Detective Star approached her and asked if he could come in for a moment. Shaking her head she gestured for him to come in, “Please Detective, come in and have a seat, I’ll be right with you.” She hurried to her office, threw her briefcase near her desk and returned to find the Detective holding her mother’s photo. “Sorry, from the first time I saw your mother, I always thought she was a beautiful woman.” He placed the photo back on the fireplace mantel and sat down.

     “I didn’t know you had met my mother before she was poisoned Detective.”

“Oh yes, I met her years ago, but was never fortunate enough to get to know her well.”

Celle dropped her hands and frowned. “Oh… why was that?”

     “Well, I met her at a function years ago and had the pleasure of taking her home when her ride never showed, but that was all. Later I found out she was married so of course I never called her or saw her again. Well, I had seen her in crowds but never again approached her.”

     For a moment Celle had the urge to ask the Detective to leave, but decided she was just under strain and was second thinking everybody who knew her mother. She sat down in a chair next to the detective and said, “Detective what is it you needed to ask me?”
     “Oh…yes, I was wondering what you found out about at Bernice’s Gowns? Was that small company we suspected on the up and up? 

      “I’m not sure yet, Detective. I’m still researching. Have you found out anything about them yet?” Celle said then stood up and walked over to the desk and grabbed her file on Nan and returned beside Star and said, “Detective I got a file on a friend of my mom’s while at the office.”

      “Oh, why is that?”

     “Well, I ran into her yesterday and some things were said that made me suspicious so I went to Bernice’s Gowns and searched for her file since I happen to know she worked for my mother.”

     Detective Star looked up and said, “What is her name?”

     “I was hoping you’d ask me because I need to know if you have any record on her. Her name is Nan…well, ah… Nancy Cook.”
The detective pondered for a moment and then said, “No, the name doesn’t ring any bells. Why is it that you suspect her? Did she get fired from the company?”

     “No she wasn’t…at least not to my knowledge, in fact, she and my mother were college friends and later came to my mother searching for a job. My mother hired her, and I remember my mother once saying that she was always jealous of her. Well, yesterday I saw my mother’s ring on her finger and she noticed I was staring at it so she explained that my father had given it to her because she had always admired it when my mother wore it.”

     Detective Star’s hand covered Celle’s and he said, “Do you think this Nan had anything to do with your mother’s death?”

     “No, I’m not saying that…I’m…I’m just saying that it left me wondering if she and my mother were good enough friends for her to have received that ring. You see that ring was quite a rare one that was made special for my mother. I’m wondering why my mother would have given her that ring when it was so special to her…that’s all.”

     “Did she say your mother gave it to her?”

     “No, she said my father gave it to her because my mother wanted her to have it since Nan had always admired it.”
     “I’ll check it out Celle, but I wouldn’t read anything into it. Maybe your father and this Nan are seeing one another and he simply gave it to her. I mean, it’s a known fact that your father wasn’t a faithful husband; that’s one of the reasons we had suspected your father. However, since he is lying in a hospital bed fighting for his life, I doubt he had anything to do with it. But like I say…we’ll check Nan out.”
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 Chapter Sixteen
The next morning before Celle was up, her phone rang. She leaped out of bed and snatched her phone and said, “Hello.”

     “Oh Celle, father is waking up. He isn’t completely conscious but he keeps trying to open his eyes. I tried to talk to him, but it’s almost as if he doesn’t hear or see me. Perhaps you should hurry here before he is completely conscious.”

     Celle’s heart began leaping hard and fast and she yelled into the phone, “I’ll dress and be right there Marcy. If he wakes up, tell him I’m on my way there.”

     Celle hurried over to her closet, grabbed a pair of jeans, a white blouse and started putting them on quickly when her doorbell rang. She moaned and looked through the peep hole and saw Nan standing on the other side of the door. She groaned turning away, and tip toed back into her bedroom ignoring the bell. She waited a few minutes and then began putting on her clothes, shoes, grabbed her handbag, and opened the door. She looked both ways but didn’t see Nan so she stepped out and hurried to her car. She started it up and sped to the hospital all the while wondering what Nan had wanted. She questioned if the detective had been right about her suspecting everybody because of all the poisoning going on. She doubted it. She knew everybody that she suspected had a motive, but still…she had believed her sister might have, but now she knew Marcy hadn’t killed her mother. She felt confused and just wanted to go somewhere and relax without all the mystery.
     Celle took a deep breath and then stepped into her father’s room surprised to see him awake and talking. She ran over to him and wrapped her arms around his neck and placed a big kiss on his forehead and said, “Oh Father, you’ve had us worried.”
     “Celle…Marcy tells me that I’ve poisoned myself by drinking from that bottle of wine I opened. Oh Celle, does this mean I poisoned you by sending over that bottle of wine with Marcy?”
     Celle laughed and rubbed her father’s head. “Absolutely not Father! Absolutely not! It was the monster who spiked that bottle of wine…not you at all! Nor Marcy.”

     “Oh Celle, it’s so good to hear you saying you believe your sister didn’t poison Bernice. I’m so…so happy Dear…so happy.”

     Marcy took a breath, “Celle, it is good to hear you say you believe I didn’t kill Mom.”

Ϟ

     When Celle got in her car, she had every intention of going home to sleep the night away, but instead she went to Bernice’s Gowns. She sat for a long while in her car thinking of the horrible night that that ghastly man shot Theresa. She could still visualize the blood dripping from her body. She cupped her hands over her face and cried. It was a good cry and one that was badly needed. She forced herself to get out of the car and go inside. While putting in her key she looked over at the window the monster had broken. It had been boarded up since the incident, and she felt a chill go through her as she opened the door and went to her mother’s desk; no sooner had she sat down when the temporary acting President entered in the room and asked what she was doing going through the desk. She grimaced and said, “I’m thinking of taking over my mother’s position. I realize of course that it has to go to the board, but nonetheless, I’m here and will start going through these files and get things back in order.”
     John Samson stepped over to the desk and sat down in a chair in front of it and said, “I don’t think that’s a good idea Celle. I don’t think you’re qualified for one thing, but the main reason is that I’m now holding that position. But hey, if you’d like to start working here…ah…perhaps in the arts department, I’ll talk with the board and see what they think.”
“Arts Department? No thanks John, I don’t think I’d want to work in that area, but for now I’m going to go through my mother’s desk, files and any other thing in her office here. She was my mother and I helped her start this business. I mean I was just a teenager, but I sat right where you are sitting and watched everything she did for months, years…so no, John, I don’t want to work any place besides right here in this office.”

     “I’m sorry Celle, but that’s impossible. However, I will leave you so that you can go through your mother’s things…but just for a day…then you’ll have to turn it back over to me because I have a lot of work to do. Things are in a real mess.”

     I know they are John. I also know that Weston and Weston, being a small company has sent a hefty huge invoice which doesn’t seem legit so I will look into that before I leave today.”

     John stood up placing his hands on his hips and said, “What are you talking about Celle?”

     Celle stood up and cornered the desk standing before John and said, “This is what I’m talking about John.” She held up the invoice with her mother’s note still attached and then handed it to him. He accepted it and let out a loud moan. “This can’t be Celle. Whatever is going on here?”

     “I told you John, and now I’ve showed you the reason I’m looking into this company. Do you still think you’re more aware than I am? I’m trying to tell you that something is going on here with this company that concerns me. If you want to work with me on it, then that’ll be fine, but I’m going to make sure that someone in this company isn’t the one who poisoned my mother. I mean…she questioned this invoice. Apparently these kinds of invoices were being paid until my mother caught this one. Or at least I think you and I need to look into that. Could you please bring in the accounting clerk so we can get to work on it?”
     “Celle, you can’t just walk in here and order me or anyone else around. That’s why we have a board.”

     Celle smirked at John and then said, “Okay John, if you want it the hard way, then I’ll get on the phone and have Detective Star and Roberts get a search warrant so that we can go through Bernice’s Gowns books. Which way do you prefer?”
John removed his glasses, wiped his eyes, and heaved a sigh. “Okay Celle, have it your way. I don’t like it, but I don’t want a group of detectives going through our private books or anything else.”

     “I’m glad you finally got it John. Now…if you’ll bring me the books from last year to this year, and all invoices by Weston and Weston, we’ll get to work.” Celle said with strength in her voice but a tat of weariness in her expression. For a moment John almost felt sorry for her, but instead groaned and left the room.
     When John returned with a stack of books and a box of invoices labeled Weston and Weston, he placed them on the conference table and let out a long sigh. “Okay, here we are with everything you asked for Celle. I feel like an errand boy right now, but I’m going to help you get the information you need. Now…what else can I do?”
Celle laughed, walked over and picked up the box of invoices and said, “We can go through these for starters. If it’s over 20,000 set it aside and we’ll take a closer look at it.”

John leaned over and grabbed a stack of invoices and said, “It might help if you’d tell me what you’re looking for Celle. If you keep me in the dark, I won’t catch whatever you’re looking for.”

     Celle dropped her stack of invoices, sat down, and said, “Okay, I suppose you’re right. Let’s see if I can catch you up with the information I already collected. First of all, the detectives, while investigating my mother’s murder came here to search for any clues in her office. They ran across that note and invoice I showed you earlier. That alerted them because Weston and Weston is a very small business and an invoice in the amount of 300,000 made them realized that something was wrong. Well…I came after I recovered from my ordeal of being poisoned, and…”

     John plopped down hard next to Celle, interrupted her and said, “Whoh! Whoh! Celle slow down. You were poisoned too?”

     “Yes I was, but recovered, however my friend Pauli died, which by the way, could have been me too. I left the hospital to come to Bernice’s Gowns in order to find out what the detectives were talking about with this small company. While here the first night…an old employee as you probably already know was shot. Now…that tells me something is dreadfully wrong and then this huge invoice is a big red flag, wouldn’t you say? Didn’t you suspect something when you saw the amount?”

     John got up and started pacing before he sat back down, and then he let out a heavy air of breath, and said, “Okay…since…since you leveled with me, allow me to tell you what I know. First of all, I wasn’t involved with any money matters such as invoices and whatnot, but I did see a few things that concerned me. One night late I was catching up on some orders when I overheard your mother and one of the Weston CEO’s arguing loudly about not breaking any contracts or there would be trouble. Big Trouble is the words that made me begin to listen. I stepped out near Bernice’s door and heard this man say, I’ll make sure you keep your mouth shut if you don’t do as I say…for some reason the man must have heard me and suddenly opened the door. I pretended I was just coming into the office. Soon after he left I went in, Bernice was so stressed that she hadn’t even seen me enter so when I asked her if she was okay she jumped about two feet high. Then a few days later I overhead one of the accountants complaining about an invoice Weston & Weston had brought in. I was summoned out of the room before I could hear anymore, but let me tell you Celle, I began to suspect something was going on that I should investigate myself so when you came storming into Bernice’s office going through files and ordering me around, I didn’t know if you were part of this funny stuff or you were alerted as I was.”

     Celle reached over and patted John’s hand and said, “Thank you for sharing this information with me. John…I need to know…how you got put into Bernice’s position. I mean…it seems you…”
John grasped Celle’s hand and said, “The board voted me in as a temporary President. I was stunned because I never expected that position, even though I had worked closely with Bernice and she had always said that I should be President instead of her.”

Ϟ
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Chapter Seventeen
Detective Star wandered into the bedroom to pack up his suits for the dry cleaners and zeroed in on a key lying on the chair. He bent down and picked it up; wondering where it had come from then suddenly remembered the key he had found on Jonas’ porch. At the time he thought it was a safe deposit key and it still looked like one he thought as he turned it over and saw 712 on the back of the key. Below the numbers he saw something in tiny letters but couldn’t make it out. He hurried into his office, snatched up his magnifier and began looking at the letters. He could barely make them out, but he was sure it said Short and Taylor locker boxes. He remembered that name but from where? He couldn’t remember, but he knew he had heard that name somewhere, sometime in the distant past so he picked up the phone and called Roberts. “Hey buddy, I’m sorry to be calling you on your day off and especially in this early hour, but I need some information. Do you happen to know a name Short & Taylor locker boxes?”
     “No, I don’t think so, why?”

     “Remember that key I found on Jonas’ porch?  Well… I just found it again today in my chair. I wonder if it means anything.”
     “Look Star, I know it’s our day off, but I’ll get dressed and come by to pick you up in an hour, and then we can research it. I don’t really have anything to do today anyway.”

     “Okay Roberts. See you in an hour. I think this key is going to help us with something; what I don’t know yet, but I have a gut feeling about it.”
     An hour later, Roberts and Star were on their way to Short & Taylor’s locker boxes which Roberts found online discovering it was a gym. As they pulled into the parking lot they noticed someone followed them in; the same car they had noticed with their  every turn. They stayed in the car waiting and after what seemed like hours the car drove away and when it did, Roberts and Star jumped out of the car and went into the gym. Once inside they looked around and noticed a wall of lockers. Star was at one  end while Roberts was at the other and all of a sudden Star yell at Roberts, “I found it!”
     Roberts hurried over just in time to see Star open the locker.  As Roberts and Star looked in they saw two letters both addressed to Bernice. Detective Star picked out one and looked it over and began reading it aloud. It was written from Peter who as the detectives came to find out was Marcy’s biological father. Peter, whose last name was Spinner, wanted Bernice to know that he knew the truth about Marcy and that it was now the time in his life where he wanted to fulfill his responsibility as a father and let the world know he had a daughter who had been brought up in the Marrow family as if she was an original member from birth. It seemed apparent that Bernice didn’t respond to Peter or at least there was no indication that there was any follow up. It was also quite clear that Marcy was totally in the dark about the stark revelation that she was not a true member of the Marrow clan; or did she know? Might this be the reason Marcy was so anxious to have the last will and living trust assigned over to her, cutting out her father Jonas because she feared it would be discovered that she was not a true blood relative, and might easily be eliminated from any inheritance? Roberts and Star pondered over the findings and realized anew just how confounding this strange case was and how convoluted it was becoming.

     “Damn, Star, here it goes again. Now we have a daughter who isn’t the real daughter of Jonas and whose real sister is not Celle, but the daughter of some guy, Peter Spinner, whoever he is and wherever he is now since having written that letter to Bernice”      
     Roberts reminded Star. “And another thing, who in hell is the mother in this story?”
     “Damned if I know” responded Star. Before this whole thing we never knew about anyone in this family or business, now we have roads going in every which way and all of them ending in dead ends at this point,” complained Roberts. Well, that took care of one of the mysterious letters, but down there was another one yet to be explored. As Roberts and Star looked into the box and then at one another, they seemed to dread at the same time the thought of making another discovery. What were they going to uncover now? Of course the letter had to be read, they couldn’t just overlook it for after all, they were detectives assigned to this case and so they had to detect. The letter was handled by both Roberts and Star. Roberts told Star to open it and surprise him with the news, good or bad. Star looked at it and his expression immediately changed from shock to anger and then back to shock. “Good Golly, man. What in God’s name is this and what in Hades are we going to do with this information? It keeps coming.” Star complained. 
|     “Don’t tell me we have another twist, Star? Oh, boy, I can’t wait to hear this one.” 
     The letter was from out of the country and it had a reference to some business dealings with the rare and exotic materials Bernice dealt with, but this order was a little different; it was for a special shipment of goods but there was something else involved. It seems that Kim Leung, the middleman from Kowloon, Hong Kong had other ideas besides materials. His idea was to somehow implant the threads used in the gowns with high grade heroin, and it was done in such a way as to be undetected. Besides the amount that could be brought in was very significant, and it was very easy to extract it out of the materials without causing any harm. When Bernice made this discovery she threatened to expose Kim because her business was legitimate and she didn’t want to jeopardize it in any way. Well, as the letter explained, it was necessary for Bernice to stay out of the way and plead ignorance. She was offered a significant discount on the most desirable materials allowing Bernice to reap a great profit. She was of such character that she couldn’t allow herself to yield to the temptation, so she refused. When Roberts heard this bizarre story he was in total disbelief because never in his life had he ever heard of such a plot to smuggle drugs into the country and with such a product that would never be suspect nor would it ever be discovered.
     “That’s it! That’s it! I’ve heard it all now. This is the impossible I never thought would be possible,” blurted out Roberts. “Where could we possibly go from here?”
     “Tell you what partner, it’s a new one on me too. And where in Hell is Kowloon?”
     The question now was not so much thinking about Hong Kong, China right now, but to unscramble this web of the finest threads woven in every which way with no suspect caught in the net. Besides, how does one track down a person in China? Are there interpols who would help in seeking out citizens of another country for such insignificant dealings? On the other hand, should this Kim Leung be somehow implicated in the poisoning of four people and the murder of two - would that make it a more significant offense? Neither detective knew, but they did know that this was fast becoming bigger than the two of them. 
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Chapter Eighteen
After working together for over a week, Celle and John were discovering a lot of leads on Weston & Weston, but still couldn’t find who the owner of the company was. It seemed the man had set it up that way; almost as if he didn’t exist. They knew if they continued searching they’d find him, but until then they were gaining more insights on Bernice’s business, and although they were implementing changes, they knew it was a stable good business that made a lot of money and had a good reputation. Whatever Weston & Weston had done, it seemed they had done it without the authorization of Bernice’s Gowns. At least nothing showed this to be true, but the detectives still had a lot to uncover before they could make that their final analyses. 

     Celle felt a shiver of passion race through her and hurriedly lifted her gaze back to John’s face. He too seemed to feel what she felt - his face showed it. What had passed between them was something she hadn’t planned or ever allowed since Kevin broke her heart in med-school. She looked away and stepped over to the computer. “I’m sorry. I…I had better go. It’s late…we’ll work on the rest of this tomorrow.” 
     John jerked to attention and said, “Celle I don’t know what just happened between us but please don’t run from it. I know we got off on the wrong foot in the beginning, but we’ve also come a long way past that first day haven’t we?”

     “I’m sorry John I guess I let my guard down. I didn’t mean to …to… well, I’ve got to go.”
Ϟ
On the drive home Celle decided to go to the hospital and see her father and as she turned into the parking lot, she saw Marcy headed to her car. She pushed her window down and yelled out to her. Marcy turned and saw Celle and began walking fast toward her. “I just saw Dad and they’ve got him under sedation so he will get a good day’s rest as well as a good night. Perhaps it might be better for you to come back tomorrow because when I left he was already feeling groggy.”

     “Oh, okay. Hey, do ya want to go for a drink? I could sure use a sister to talk to right now.”

     “Sure…what’s up?”

     “Oh Marcy, I don’t know, but I just left Mom’s company and I felt this great bit of passion, and it…Well never mind, we’ll talk about it at the bar. Wanna follow me?”

      “Sure, but I’d like to go to Daisy’s Bar and Grill…I think they serve drinks there in the bar area. I am ravished and in need of food, good food.”

     “Okay, Daisy’s its fine with me. I’ll meet you there in two minutes.” 

     Celle turned her car around and then head back. Something was pulling at her to go see her father before meeting up with Marcy. She didn’t know why, but she knew she had to go inside before leaving the hospital. She quickly pulled her cell phone out of her handbag and called Marcy. “Marcy, listen, I’m going to be a little late. Go ahead and order your dinner and I’ll be there as soon as I’m finished here.”
      Marcy didn’t question her sister and readily agreed. “I’ll wait for you Celle. Take your time. I feel as if I can eat a ton of food.” 
     As Celle entered the hospital there as if waiting for her stood the young doctor Franklin; the one who attended her night and day until she was out of the woods. “Celle, I have been hoping you would come in for something or other. Did you visit your father?” 
     “To tell you the truth Dr. Franklin, I truly can’t tell you what made me come to the hospital since my father isn’t having visitors just now. I don’t know,” pondered Celle.
     “Well, first of all Celle, my name is Randy, not Dr. Franklin, and I would be most happy if you would be so kind as to use my first name instead of Dr. Franklin.”
     Celle didn’t know what to think or how to react to Randy’s request. She felt a little uneasy not addressing him by doctor, but she told him she would certainly try.
     “I need you to come in tomorrow Celle so that I can check your vitals and do a blood analysis. It’s just a precaution, but its better than not and have something manifest inside your body, okay?” requested Randy.
     “Do I need an appointment… er…Randy?”
     “You just made one Celle. I have time to see you around noon; is that okay with you?”
    “Thank you…Randy. Are you sure you don’t want me to address you as Dr. Franklin? I mean…its difficult…” queried Celle?”
     “Celle, I have been looking after you since day one, and I feel so attached to you that I would feel very uncomfortable if you called me any other name but Randy; so that’s settled,” Randy demanded .
     Celle felt a slight flicker in her heart, but dismissed it as a nervous reaction to Randy’s request. After all, like the doctor said - he felt very close to Celle after tending to her and virtually bringing her back to life.  He was put into this position by Dr. Goldman early in the treatment process, and so he remained diligently at his station for his responsibility to his assigned patient. Was this his way of wanting to look after her health, or was there something else in the making, for after all, Celle was 32 years old and as it turns out, Dr. Randy is 33. Both are attractive and best of all both are single, so who’s to say what this is all about? It will just have to play out to see if a spark is fired between the two, or if it’s just a thing doctors develop in their practice of wanting to take care of those in their care.  
     Celle felt a little lightheaded as she headed out of the hospital to get into her car. She called Marcy and told her she was on the way and would meet her very soon. As she drove to her destination, she couldn’t help but reflect on what had just transpired. She had this strange feeling she couldn’t identify. Perhaps she would discuss it with Marcy to see whether or not she had noticed the doctor doing anything special for her while she was under his care. Wow! Was this the beginning of the end, or the beginning of something wonderful?
     Celle teamed up with her sister, and while having a drink and some much needed food, she asked whether or not Marcy took note of Dr. Franklin. Marcy indicated that she never noticed anything unusual but also noted that she was restricted from being in the room and any encounter with the Dr. was only professional. Marcy also pointed out that this guy seemed to have a lot on the ball and was very receptive to any request given to him. It was also worth noting that he was a hunk, measuring just less than six feet tall and was slim and sleek. It was easy to see that the good doctor took good care of himself and dressed in high quality wear. Celle knew she dressed with favorable fashion and was attractive, although she knew she wouldn’t be considered beautiful, she was indeed attractive enough to be noticed, and she carried herself like a person of quality. She stood 5’6” tall and her slender frame made her look taller than she actually was. When she walked she walked with a bounce to her as her blonde hair flipped off her shoulders to her back. She would get a second glance in any gathering.    Celle and Marcy had their visit sharing the good and bad in their relationships, each feeling sorry for their past reactions to one another over the years, but now felt the need to put those negative feelings aside and concentrate on their father and the future, this future included the business, the person or persons who were bent on eliminating the entire Marrow family. There was a lot on their plates and it demanded their immediate and long range plans in order to bring this nightmare to a satisfactory conclusion.
Chapter Nineteen
After Celle and Marcy parted, Celle drove home but she was not her normal self because her mind was clouded and confused. She realized she had felt a strong passion toward John that night while they were working together, but ran from it because of her past heartbreak. John was running her mother’s business, and she had developed a great respect for him, but now Dr. Randy just threw her a curveball she didn’t expect. And that curveball left her breathless and confused. Why now did all this come about? Celle had been happy doing what she was doing helping others and feeling at ease with herself with little or no thoughts about a member of the opposite sex and now she had these mixed emotions brought about with her association through the business with John, and through her stay in the hospital with Randy. It looks like when it rains it pours would describe this dilemma. Celle didn’t have a good night because her mind kept wandering off in more than one direction with all that was going on distracting her. Then there were the two detectives Roberts and Star who were ever vigilant and ready for action at the drop of a hat. With her head whirling around, Celle finally drifted off on an emotional rollercoaster of a night in a fretful sleep.
     Awakening still confused and anxious, Celle knew she had an appointment with Dr. Randy. She also wanted to meet with John and cover some more territory with the books before she meet with Randy. She rubbed her head with the damp cloth she was holding and moaned, and then quickly dropped it and dressed carefully for her first appointment; dreading seeing John. As she entered his office, she took careful mental notes of his demeanor, and although he was a fine gentleman, she couldn’t help think about the difference in their age in the event that something should develop that would indicate an interest between the two other than just with the business. John was astute, a fine businessman, well dressed and professional, but forty years old making him thirteen years older than Celle. It might not seem like a lot of years right now, but should something come of their relationship, the age differential could be a problem down the road. Randy on the other hand was only one year older than Celle, also well appointed and professional, and would make a good mate should that come about. Remembering that both scenarios were speculation as neither men indicated in any way a desire to hook up and begin dating or meeting in any other way other than professionally. This was a fabrication only in the mind of Celle, but it was there and she would have to ponder the consequences of her decisions should anything come of these relationships.
     Celle showed up for her appointment at the hospital in time to see Dr. Randy walking toward her as she neared his office. When he espied Celle he immediately addressed her and asked her to follow him to an examining room. Randy summoned a nurse to assist and the exam was conducted and concluded. They would have to wait for the results to return to make any determination as to Celle’s condition and whether or not she needed any further follow-ups. As Celle got up and appeared ready to leave, Randy noted the time and being hungry invited Celle to join him for lunch. Celle was somewhat hesitant but he persuaded her by noting that it was part of the treatment to check out her appetite as he smiled his toothy smile. Celle laughed and then graciously accepted his invitation. 
     The lunch was filled with some serious talk about Celle and her father’s conditions and also on the lighter side trying to bring out some aspects of their life other than with the business or the hospital. Both feeling sated and satisfied with the meeting, Celle thanked Randy and told him she had many other appointments to attend and that she wanted him to know how much she appreciated their talk. Randy quick to seize the moment requested another meeting but this time not through the hospital, but for a nice quiet relaxing evening at some fine restaurant to just talk about good stuff. A time was set and agreed upon and both being satisfied departed to their appointed rounds.
     Celle nodded as she walked away, then turned around, and told him she’d love to see him again on a more personal date. He waved his arms in the air and said, “Super! I’ll call you.”
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Chapter Twenty
Detectives Roberts and Star made calls to those involved in the ongoing investigation and wanted to schedule an appointment at the business to go over everything fresh to bring all concerned up to date on whatever progress had been made. In reality little had been discovered in the way of coming to any resolution in solving anything. Jonas was still in and out of a foggy state mentally sometimes knowing where he was and other times not being aware of his surroundings. Consulting with the doctors Celle and Marcy were no further ahead in knowing the status of their father than when he arrived. His system was dealing with the poison and he was having terrible pain with it easing from time to time. He had cramps and convulsion-like symptoms that caused him to heave his body uncontrollably. One minute he was fine and the next he wasn’t - for any rhyme or reason. It made Celle and Marcy uneasy to watch the antics of their father and wished there was something they could do to ease his uncertain emotions. He was well cared for as Celle was during her own ordeal, and again there was a guard stationed outside his door granting permission to no one except staff as was also the case with Celle. Although Celle didn’t know of any of this because she was mostly in a coma, she could now understand what precautions were taken when she was the patient. She was also in awe at the constant attention her father received and could envision herself in bed with Dr. Randy watching her charts and being ever vigilant to her condition. She developed an instant liking for not only him, but for the entire staff as well. She could only imagine what Dr. Franklin had to go through keeping track of everyone and making assignments practically on a 24 hour basis. Although she remembered when she was working at General Hospital that she was diligent with her own patients and many times worked two shifts in a row. There were times when she’d go home totally spinning and couldn’t sleep. Those were the nights she resorted to meditation and during that time she not only found she slept better, she got more acquainted with herself. During those times is when she knew she wanted to go to other countries and help those in dire need of her medical abilities. 
     With Jonas finally stabilized and in good hands, he was able to drop off into what appeared to be a deep and sound sleep. It was at that juncture that Celle and Marcy decided it was time to leave because there was so much to do and so little time to do it knowing that there was some crazy person or persons lurking in the shadows waiting to spring upon them bringing them to their demise.
     The next day was going to be busy for there was scheduled a grand meeting at the Marrow business, held in a private meeting room with only those select few persons in attendance. So they bid their good nights and headed home to try to get a good night sleep before the meeting.

Everything was laid on the table with no secrets being kept - that is no secrets that those who wanted to know could detect. Someone was working under the cover of darkness, lurking around with evil thoughts for what purpose was yet to be discovered.         During the meeting John appeared to be non responsive at times. When asked about his inattentiveness he responded that he had been experiencing bouts of fatigue not like any he had had in the past. Even after a full night’s sleep he said he would awaken only to want to rest some more. He dismissed it as stress owing to the recent happenings surrounding the business and the deaths of Bernice and Pauli and the poisoning of two other people those being Celle and her father. With the information brought out and the permission to have all the records scrutinized the meeting came to a peaceful conclusion with everyone agreeing to be vigil and aware of their surroundings, and to report any strange behavior on the part of anyone working in the office or otherwise. Celle was particularly concerned about John strongly suggested he consult with a doctor for a blood workup to find out what was causing his excessive lethargy. She suggested that he should see Dr. Randy. John agreed with Celle that something unusual was going on and that he would set up an appointment with his personal doctor and request a blood panel and go from there. Celle assured him that she would be on the job at the office and he would be kept in the loop of any developments good or bad. The meeting ended and each went where their next appointments led them.
Ϟ 
      

As John assigned himself the responsibility of seeing his personal doctor it was all he could do but to keep his appointment. After arriving at Dr. Sanford’s office John signed in and waited to see the doctor. When brought into the examination room, the nurse took his weight, temperature and blood pressure. The reading was 170/90, quite high for John. His temperature was 99.5, this being quite high. When Dr. Sanford arrived and checked past examinations he questioned John as to what was happening in his life so as to make a determination about his lethargy. John brought him up to date on events, but it didn’t seem to excite the doctor so a blood panel was ordered along with a sonogram and an alpha fetoprotein, and AFP test to assure that all bases were covered to the doctor’s satisfaction. John went to the outpatient clinic where the tests were to be done and afterward was told to take it easy until the results were returned. John felt obligated to inform Celle that he followed up by seeing his doctor, had the necessary tests done but now had to return home and stay relatively stress free for a few days. Celle thanked him and told him she would do what she needed to do in his absence.
Ϟ
 A few days following John’s tests he received a call from Dr. Sanford’s office informing him that he needed to come into the office that day to go over the results of what was found. John did as he was instructed and when he met with his doctor, John was informed that the sonogram detected an anomalous mass on his liver that was quite large. His AFP test showed an abnormally high reading indicating a fever or some other unusual growth or development happening in his body. The blood panel showed some CH factors related to his liver and other vital organs that were troublesome to Dr. Sanford, so further tests were necessary. A CT scan was ordered immediately, and a reading was requested as an urgent need for what was suspected. The results were sent to Dr. Sanford, and as was thought, so came the bad news that would change John’s life forever. Three days after the testing John was once again summoned to see Dr. Sanford, and he held nothing back and informed John that his unusually high AFP test confirmed that the anomalous mass on the liver was a hepatocellular carcinoma. That was the bad news, but the good news was that it was small enough to be treated. The next bad news was that the treatment required a liver transplant. This news floored John for he had always been in good health and rarely sick. Dr. Sanford informed him that this kind of growth might have been in his system for many years and his taking care of himself had little to do with its development. He had no other option other than a transplant. John was told that he would be placed immediately on a waiting list and would just have to compete with others facing the same condition. He was allowed to return home, perform his normal duties, try to stay active and otherwise healthy, and hope for the best. John knew one doesn’t receive a liver transplant on the spot as there are many factors that needed to be considered and conditions that had to be met in order for a found liver to qualify for John‘s body makeup, but all he could do presently is hope and pray that one would come and he’d have his liver transplant and be healthy again. Time was important the doctor had told him, but he knew if it came in time, he’d make some drastic changes and live his life with more conviction than he had in the past. Meanwhile, he would have to tell Celle that he’d call the board and request that they put her in his position.
Chapter Twenty One
Detectives Roberts and Star were in a tizzy because of all the loose ends they were trying to put together when Star came across his notes dealing with Theresa, the main seamstress who had been gunned down while working on a special gown for a young actress. The notes were set aside and nearly overlooked but when discovered Star and Roberts realized that they had yet another clue to throw in to complicate matters further. It was that utterance given Celle by Theresa as she lie dying on the floor of the sewing room. Theresa called out the letter ‘B’ followed by a ‘T’ with a little hesitation in between. Now what in hell did these letters stand for? The detectives were further baffled, but they quickly sought the help of their computer center and asked the officer on duty to punch in the letters B and T and see if anything happened. The request was programmed in and a few names came out. One of the names read, Barrow Stinson, brought the officer to a screeching halt. Barrow Stinson had a nickname BT. Pop! They were ahead of the game. This excited both detectives and they felt since Bernice’s murder, they were getting ahead of the game. Leads were coming together and all they had to do was tie the knots and collect all the information and compete their file. 
     Detective Star told the officer to read the MO on this guy because that name was very familiar to him. “It says that this guy has been in trouble from way back. His MO is in dealing and using drugs. He is a creep from the word go” responded the desk sergeant. 
     “Ha! Ha! Just what I remember about this low life,” blared out Star. “Where is this guy? Do we have anything current on his whereabouts? Is he in town? Is he in jail?” queried Star with a puzzled look on his fact.
    “Who are you talking about Star? Is it that meat head Barrow?” responded Roberts.
      “Yeah. The desk sarge thinks he is lurking around his haunts in town. He hangs out at Denny’s Bar. We need to put out some feelers to see what we can come up with about this creep” said Star. “I wouldn’t put it past him to plug an old lady for a dime bag of coke! He may have even been a paid hitter on the old gal, or maybe he’s in this whole garbage pit of smelly goings-on, who knows?
     Roberts agreed and the two detectives radioed in for some street cops to be on the lookout for Barrow Stinson, but not to go near him if he is spotted. They were ordered to call in their findings immediately so that Roberts and Star could follow up in quick time. This could be an important link to the stench of this investigation, and with this guy, a little rough handling might yield some interesting results. 
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Chapter Twenty Two

That night Star and Roberts arrived at work around 11pm, and soon after a call came in for them. The receptionist said a janitor who worked for Bernice’s Gowns wanted to speak to the detectives on the Theresa murder at Bernice’s Gowns. Star leaped out of his chair spilling his coffee all over his desk, and grabbed the phone with Roberts on the other line. “Hello, this is Detective Star.”
     
     A timid voice asked, “The one on the Theresa case?”

     “Yes, Can I do something for you?”

     “Well…I…I have information that you might want to hear. You see I work for Bernice’s Gowns, and was working late the night of the murder.”

“Yes, and did you see the murder? What is your name?”

     With a shaky voice the man said, “I was there the night she was shot. I…I…ah…I saw it. My name is Cecil…Cecil Banks.”

     Detective Star’s heart began to beat faster than a race horse and quickly asked, “Where can we meet with you? You state the place and time and my partner and I will be there.”

     “Meet me at Bernice’s Gowns at midnight. I’ll be there cleaning so that way it won’t be too conspicuous if …”

     “You got it Cecil. Roberts and I will be there at midnight sharp.”

     After putting the receiver back on its hook Star looked at his watch and said, “It’s 11pm right now, we’ve got one hour to get over to Bernice’s Gowns to meet up with their janitor…ah…Cecil Banks.”
“Let’s go and be there when he arrives. I think this is better than I even expected tonight. What a break!” Roberts said as he grabbed his cup and headed out the door.
      Within the hour Star and Roberts hurried inside Bernice’s Gowns and right away saw Cecil standing in the middle of the floor holding a mop. He jerked to attention when he saw the two, dropped his mop, gestured for them to follow him, and when they did they ended up in an old workshop filled with cleaning equipment. Roberts stepped over and sat down on an old beat up wooden bench with Star right behind him. Cecil looked nervous and looked out the door to make sure no one was outside and then said, “ What Bernice didn’t know was that this guy, BT, as he is called around here was known to Theresa because he was always seen hanging about the business snooping around putting his nose where it didn’t belong. She often told me that he thought he owned the place and treated her like a child. Theresa didn’t know, however, that there were people in the warehouse who were interested in talking with this guy because he knew his way around and had many connections. They also knew he had some loose screws in his head and was often unpredictable. Those workers who were involved in some China deal needed BT to act as a fence for some of the cocaine they planned to siphon off from the big stuff being brought in.”

     Roberts stood up and asked, “How do you know all of this Cecil?”
     “I worked most nights late here, plus sometimes during the day when I’m needed. I listen. This BT has always made me uncomfortable so I’ve watched him like a wise owl. I learned things from just listening. Anyway, their roles were small, but it was better than wages and a few extra bucks here and there came in handy. But to deal with BT was risky so those involved were careful not to get him too excited because he could go off in any direction at any time. So when BT entered the sewing room and saw all the material laying around, he knew he had hit the jackpot, but he didn’t know what to do with all the stuff.
When he saw Theresa, he demanded she get out of his way because he had things to do but Theresa didn’t take lip from anyone so she told him to leave immediately or she would call the cops. Call the cops! Those were nasty words that BT couldn’t handle.”
     “You mean Theresa knew he was involved in stuff?” Star asked.
     “No, I wouldn’t say that…I mean…she knew he was up to no good, but she didn’t know to what extent I don’t think. Anyway, he told Theresa to forget she saw him and to leave or he’d hurt her. Little did Theresa realize the magnitude of his words, for if she had, she wouldn’t have spoken to him that way because he could go off the deep end mighty fast and when he did he might do anything.” Cecil wiped his mouth with a napkin and continued saying, “By not leaving she sealed her fate and brought about her demise.”
     “So did you see him shoot her?” Star asked as he paced around the small work area.
     “Yes, I did. Pop! I heard, and when I peeped in I saw him pop her again and again. I hid, and was terrified thinking he’d see me so I didn’t even breathe. He left but didn’t notice me or Celle outside the building because he was in such a hurry to escape from the building and get to his car. If he noticed cars outside it wouldn’t have mattered because there were always cars out in the parking lot.”   
     Detective Roberts opened the door and looked out when he heard a door open. He gestured for Cecil to hide behind the box near the shelves and stepped out with Star right behind him. “Who is out there?”
He cornered the wall and ran smack into Celle and almost hollered at her, “What are you doing here Celle?”

     She smirked and said, “I do work here Detective.”

     “This late?”

     “Yes, but the question is what are you doing here at this hour?” Celle asked as she walked over to her desk and sat down.

Within minutes Star moved from behind Roberts and said, “We are investigating a murder Celle. Since you are here, let me ask you a question.”

     “Shoot Detective because I have a lot of work to do before my meeting in the morning.”

     “Did you see who shot Theresa?”

     “No, but I was here and saw a man in the darkness break a window and then moments later heard a shot. I hid and minutes later, he ran out and sped away in his car.”

     “Did you see what kind of car he drove off in?”

     “No, everything happened so quickly, plus I was scared out of my wits.”

     Star stepped forward and said, “So it was so dim that you couldn’t see who the man was or what car he drove off in. How did you know it was a man?”

“I saw him in the shadows lurking around and it was obvious it was a man because he was husky and walked like a man. I don’t know, it was just what I thought at the time.”
Chapter Twenty Three

Marcy had arrived home with her arms full of groceries when she saw two policemen approaching her. She knew from the look on their face that it wasn’t going to be good news. “Are you Marcy Marrow?
     With her arms full she didn’t know whether to say yes or not because then she knew she’d hear the bad news. “Yes I am Marcy. Is anything wrong officers?”
      Marcy didn’t remember much after that, except that she had been getting groceries out of her car when they’d arrived, and the shorter officer’s eyes told her something was wrong. It was a dead giveaway. His face held the remorse of a gravedigger, and she remembered wanting to run instead of answering their question that she was indeed Marcy Marrow. She remembered the other officer only vaguely because he wasn’t the one to break the bad news to her. However, she did remember the neighbor’s Golden Retriever, Marshmallow, racing in between the two officers, and the shorter one stopping to pet him. She felt numb and seemed to have spaced out after that.
     The officers had followed the path around the corner of the house when he took the groceries she was holding and finally told her the bad news.  Just as the words came out of his mouth, Marshmallow shot past and broke her trance. She wasn’t able to contain herself any longer and broke into sobs as she slowly sat down at her kitchen table. She felt his touch on her neck as he said, “Did you hear me Ma’am? The bags under his eyes showed he had worked long hours and didn’t have the patience to repeat himself again, but he did. “Your father has been killed in a car accident. Would you like me to drive you to the morgue so you can identify him?”
     Marcy capped her face with her hands and said, “No…well…I guess.”

It never dawned on her at the time that her father had been in a semi-coma at General Hospital, but on the way to the morgue she snapped to attention and said, “How could my father be killed in a car accident when he was at General Hospital?”
     “I don’t know Ma’am. All I know is that he had a woman in the car with him, but she ran away. She hit her head on the steering wheel and your father was thrown out onto the road where a passing car hit him.” The officer who had told her about her father in the first place was now telling her he was in a car with a woman. This couldn’t be. It just didn’t make sense to her. She kept saying over and over in her mind that they had made a mistake because it couldn’t be her father.
     “Officer I’m telling you, it can’t be my father because he was in intensive care at the hospital. I don’t think you have the right person here. I’m Marcy Marrow, but there are many other people by that name.”
     “We’ll know soon enough Ma’am. We’re here and you can come inside with us and see for yourself.”

Marcy got out of the police car and quickly ran up the steps until she reached the door. She flipped around and saw that both officers were coming up close behind her. She pushed open the door and as the officers pushed past her they pointed to the double doors and opened them while she entered. Marcy slowed her pace as she stared into a pasty faced man who didn’t seem to be real. He didn’t smile, nor did he greet them, he only pointed to the drawer and said, “Its 473 officers. Just push the button at the bottom.”
     Marcy’s heart was beating fast and hard and she asked that they give her a moment before she looked. 

     “Would you like to sit down Ma’am?” The taller officer said and she was stunned because it was the first time he had spoken.

     “No, I’ll just stand here for a moment until I compose myself. Thank you though. Marcy lifted her head to the pasty faced man and said, “Okay… I think I’m ready. Just take it slow.”

Her heart was pounding. Marcy stared at the drawer being opened slowly but surely.  She took in a deep breath and when it opened her feet curled out from under her and the last thing she saw was that the shorter officer was lurching forward to catch her - she saw darkness and then was out; cold. Everything after that was a chaotic blur. There were people bobbing around her, and men standing in wait. She clung to the shorter officer who caught her. In the chaos, she couldn’t seem to grasp that it was real. The officer had said it was her father. He had been right. They had rolled right up to her home and told her, and she hadn’t believed them. But how can it be? How could he have been in a car with a woman? I had just seen him two days ago and he was barely coming around.
    
      “Well, Ma’am, is it your father or not?”

     Marcy felt faint again so she held her breath, leaned up against the officer, and then put her head on his shoulder while crying, “Yes! Yes, it’s him, but I don’t understand why he…”

Before she could finish her sentence he nudged her over to the nearby chair and after she was seated and seemed to be settled, he said, “I’m sorry Ma’am. I’m real sorry. I just lost my father a year ago so I know what it feels like.”

     “Dear God, what will Celle…oh, I have to get home. I have to call my sister. I must. Please take me home.”

     “Miss, we have officers going to your sister’s home as we speak, to inform her, so I’m sure she will be coming in soon. But we will take you home after you sign these papers that this man is your father.”

     “Yes…yes…well, okay. I guess I should go home.” Marcy said as she stood up and moved toward the double doors.

     Soon after Marcy reached home, she entered with a heavy heart and sat down on the leather chair and put her feet up. After taking in a deep breath she released it with a moan. Oh Father what in the world were you doing in a car with a woman?

Marcy nodded off and eased herself snuggly in her chair and was just about to go into a deep sleep when her doorbell rang. She jerked awake and moaned. Surely it can’t be more bad news she thought. Then it dawned on her that it might be Celle so she leaped up off the chair, hurried to the door, jerked it open, and saw a tall handsome middle aged man wearing an expense tailored suit and holding flowers.  “Ah…oh…who are you?”

     Peter smiled at her and rubbed his neck and said, “I’m Peter Spinner. I’m here to see you Marcy. May I come in? I must speak with you.”

     Marcy rubbed her eyes as if to awaken herself from this night of a nightmare. Who in the hell was this man standing on her porch claiming an entrance into her home. “I’m sorry Pe..Peter, do I know you?”

     “Not yet, but if you allow me to come in I’m sure you will know me better than you think this very minute.” Peter said with that smile that made her want to smack him across the face. Who was he to smile when she just lost her father, she thought, but instead asked for his identification? She accepted his wallet displaying his driver’s license, and when she saw that his address wasn’t in Santa Barbara, but in New York, she handed it back. She lifted her eyes to his face noticing he was a handsome man and one who seemed to have money because he was dressed well in tailored clothing, seemed calm and peaceful so she opened the door wider, invited him in and pointed for him to have a seat in the nearby chair she was sitting in when he rang the doorbell. Within minutes he sat looking at Marcy from head to toe which made her feel uncomfortable. She didn’t mean to seem rude, but she asked him roughly what it is that he wanted. He cleared his throat and said, “Well, I don’t know exactly where to start so I’ll simply just say it.” He leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes for a moment and that’s when Marcy said, “Well…let’s get to it.”
     He looked into her eyes and said, “I’m your father Marcy. I would have come here much sooner had I known, but I only found out last month and have been searching for you ever since.”

     Marcy jumped up angry and screamed, “That’s not funny Mr…Mr…Spinner! I just left my father where he lies in a morgue so I’m going to ask you to please leave my house. I don’t have time for jokes of this kind.”

     Peter stood up and moved over near Marcy and said, “Dear, I’m not joking. It’s a long story so if you will sit back down I will begin to tell you how I know you are my daughter.”

     Marcy angrily stared at him ready to scream for him to leave, but remembered what her mother had confessed to her on her seventeenth birthday. That’s when she told her about being adopted. She promised to never utter a word to her father, but she had never forgiven her mother for lying all those years to not only her father but to Celle and her as well. “Oh, no!”
Peter touched her arm and said, “What?”

“You…I mean you might be my father because…because…well, my mother did tell me years ago that she and my father had adopted me. How do you know you’re my father…I mean, my biological father?”
     I was visiting my aunt a few months ago because she was dying of cancer. I ended up staying with her until she died, and afterward when I was going through her things to send over to goodwill, I came across a letter my old girlfriend had written to her, and in the letter she told my aunt that she had a little girl and I was the father. When I read on, she had told my aunt that she had adopted the baby to a friend of hers. I began my search for you that very night, and only found out a couple months ago that Bernice adopted you; the Bernice’s Gowns owner. I immediately wrote Bernice a letter telling her about me, and that I didn’t know I had a daughter until now and wanted to meet you, but she never responded to my letter and then I read she was poisoned. In any case, it took me until now to locate you so  here I am.” He stepped over and wrapped his arms around her and said, “I’m so sorry about your father being killed. How can I help honey?”

     Marcy laid her head on his shoulder and cried, “I don’t know. I don’t…well… you could go with me to tell my sister that our father died.”
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Chapter Twenty Four
Celle at last arrived home early that morning after her meeting and saw a note on her door from the police department requesting she contact them immediately upon reading the note. She figured it must be something about Theresa’s shooting so she decided to wait until she took a shower and slept for a few hours before calling. She had been burning the midnight oil for days now and she knew she needed to slow down a bit; perhaps hire someone to take John’s place until he had his liver transplant and back to good health. She had just heard that afternoon that they had found someone that had recently died in an accident and since the body enzymes matched he was going to be having the transplant immediately. She felt bad that she wasn’t able to visit him more at the hospital, him or her father, but she had been trying to find her mother’s murderer and get her company back on the right track. She hoped John and her father understood. She walked into the kitchen, saw a mess, and dropped her handbag on the table out of sheer exhaustion and decided the mess would have to wait another day until she could gain some energy. Hurrying to the shower she reached over, turned on the hot water, and then went into her bedroom to get her sweats when the doorbell rang. She decided to ignore it and jump into the shower. Afterward she felt half way decent and decided she would simply fall on her bed and go to sleep. She didn’t know how long she had slept, but her doorbell continued to ring and ring until she finally leaped off her bed to answer it - knowing she had waited long enough for those darn pests from the police department so she opened the door and instead saw her sister, Marcy and a tall gentleman looking strained standing with his and her sister’s shoulder slumped. “What is it? What’s wrong? Is father okay?”
     Marcy pushed her way inside with the good looking man following her. Once they got inside she closed the door and said, “Tell me before I drop on the floor from anticipation. What is it Marcy? And who are you?”
     Before Marcy told her about their father, she said, “Sit down Celle we have some news for you, but first of all I want to introduce you to my biological father, Peter Spinner.”
     “What? Your fath…er..Whatever has gotten into you Marcy?” Celle uttered as she sat down and rubbed her eyes trying to sort things in her mind.

     “Celle I never told you this, but on my seventeenth birthday I found a letter mother had written to her friend about me being adopted. Father never knew because it was her way to get him to come home. You see he had fallen in love with a dancer while on a long business trip and wasn’t going to come home until mother told him she was having me. She already knew she was going to adopt me because my biological mother didn’t want me so the plan fell into place. I kept it a secret because I never wanted you or Father to find out what a big lie mother made up. I know you suspected something was wrong because after that night mother and I hardly talked decent to one another. Our lives in many ways went in separate directions. Father used to question it, but I never told him.”

     “Oh, my God! Oh my God Marcy. What is Father going to say when he finds out about Peter?” Celle screamed.

     “That’s the other reason why we’re here Celle, he never will find out now because he in a car accident with a woman, and he was killed.”

     Celle dropped to her knees and capped her hands and screamed until Peter walked over and lifted her up and wrapped his arms around her, “It’s okay honey. It’s okay. I’m here for you just as I am for Marcy.”

     Celle went limp in his arms and sobbed until Marcy came back from the kitchen with a cloth and wiped Celle’s face, “Celle, you need to sit over here for a moment and drink this glass of wine.”

     Celle jerked away and said, “Marcy…how could it be…there must be some mistake because Father is in the hospital. He couldn’t have been in a car with a woman.”

     Marcy stepped closer to her sister and said, “Honey, he’s dead. I identified him. It was him. I don’t understand why he was in the car with some woman, but we will find out more when…”

     “No! This can’t be true! It can’t be Marcy.”

Ϟ

Meanwhile…

When the police report was filed about Jonus’accident it was ruled suspicious because the driver, Jonas, was found to have a lesion that was unusual. It was on his hip and probably would have escaped notice had there not been a forensic pathologist conduct an autopsy. When the test was done and the strange mark examined, a sample of skin and a core of tissue were sent out for further study. The other thing that was not right was the condition of Jonas' eyes. When he was were examined, he were found to be cloudy as if some substance had been placed in them. Should that be the case then an investigation was needed at the hospital where Jonas was released. A general report was placed on Roberts and Star's desk in reference to the accident and death. When Star picked up the report he almost did a back flip.

      “Oh, no!" screamed out Star. "Here we go again! It's happening again!”
     “What's happening again, partner? You need to calm down when reading those reports. Don't get too excited,” replied Roberts. “Now, now, let's see what all the turmoil is.”
     No sooner did Roberts scan the police report on the crash did his eyes focus on the one outstanding name; Jonas. 
“Insanity! This is insanity!” belched out Roberts. “Did you read this, Star?”
“Why in hell did you think I got so excited, pal? Did it look like I was reading the comic strips? You saw what I saw, and I saw what you saw. Did we need this?” Star exclaimed.
    The two detectives focused their eyes on the fine print of the report and immediately flew out of the office and headed for the hospital, for it seemed impossible for this Jonas to be the same Jonas who was in critical care at the hospital and they needed to reassure themselves that this was just some coincidence. Arriving at the hospital the two immediately raced into the administration office and demanded audience with the person or persons in charge of the Jonas poisoning case. Out came a member of the staff and wanted to know what all the commotion was about. He was shown the accident report and needed confirmation that the guy who was killed in the crash was not the same guy who was upstairs in intensive care. The staff member ushered the detectives out the door, up the elevator, and into the room where Jonas was being treated. When the three arrived, the room was empty. At that juncture the staff member summoned a nurse and the three began a question/answer session. As far as the nurse knew, a lady came into the unit where Jonas was being treated, and presented papers authorizing Jonas' release. Jonas was already out of the critical unit and was placed in a private room. He was doing fine and seemed to be coherent and feeling well so the papers seemed in order with the proper looking signatures of administration officials and so the hospital staff had no choice but to issue an immediate release of the patient. They said that the lady quickly got Jonas dressed, placed him into a wheel chair, and wheeled him out of the hospital. Where he went from there no one knew. An observer made a casual observation of this person getting out of the chair and placing himself behind the steering wheel of the car while the same lady pushed the chair aside and got in the car on the passenger side. He told the police he watched the car exit the parking lot in a slow and somewhat erratic manner. He paid no further attention after that because the car disappeared from his vision. 
     It was shortly after that when a noisy crash happened on the busy thoroughfare leading away from the hospital. Following the crash the police arrived and the investigation took place. The driver, Jonas, was removed from the vehicle after examination by the officers, who found him non responsive. He was pronounced dead at the scene. The lady was injured but survived and told officers she wanted to leave and that she would seek out her own doctor. In the confusion she was able to absent herself from the scene; she left Jonas alone in the car.
     When the detectives read the accident report a short while later, they demanded to know who the lady was, and who had the authorization to remove Jonas from his private room. No one knew the person as they came to find out and a preview of the official looking papers revealed no clue as to her identity; she escaped, but why? What was her role in the scheme of things? 
     When the forensic report was filed the two detectives were privy to the findings. As they scrutinized the autopsy they could not but help read about the strange intrusion on the hip. Questioning the doctor who performed the autopsy revealed no further information for at that time no findings had been made so anything and everything related to this strange event were unknown. 
Chapter Twenty Five
By late afternoon, Detective Star and Roberts were frizzled by all the information that had been collected, but they felt good about how things were coming together. They had already sent out an alert for BT and requested they pick him up for questioning. Natalie, the researcher for the department had located where he lived so it wouldn’t be long before they brought him in.

     “We are good collaborators Star. The Captain said we work well together.”

     “Yeah, but let’s wait and see if they find that rat who killed Teresa in cold blood and then we can pat ourselves on the back for a job well done.” Roberts said as he leaned back in his chair and sipped on his cold coffee. 

Within the hour the Captain had sent word for them to meet him in the interrogating room. With that news Roberts let out a whoop and holler and they both leaped up off their chairs and hurried to see if indeed it was BT. Sure enough as they entered the room he was sitting there looking trampled and romped around. He had a bruise on the side of his head with a cut lip. Star leaned in closer to Roberts and whispered, “Looks like the old guy gave the officers some trouble…wouldn’t you say?”
     “If it had been me, I would have had his eyes blackened and his nose broken.” Star sniggered.

     When the two detectives and an officer settled in the Captain stepped over to the door and said, “When this interrogation is over I want to see you both.

     BT calmed himself somewhat. He knew most of his nervousness was due to the officer who thought he was King Kong and left him lying on the steps laughing. He would sue he thought as he rubbed his forehead with the back of his hand.

     “Where were you on the night of November 4th, BT?”

     “I…I…ah…I was sitting in my comfy apartment drinking a beer. Why?”

     Star looked down at the floor then up and leaned in closer to BT and said, “Were you alone?”

     “Of course; I’m always a lone when I’m relaxing in my pad.”

     Roberts had a harsh expression on his face when he gave BT a little half smile and said, “Because we have a witness that claims you were at Bernice’s Gowns on that night. In fact, he even said, you popped the old lady that worked there; Theresa. Now why did you do something to the poor lady who was planning on retiring soon.”

     “What? Not me! That witness is lying. I wasn’t near the place.”

     Star stood up and moved over behind BT and said, “We also have another witness that says that you broke a window and crawled in and within minutes heard a gunshot.”

     “Hey, what are you guys doing here. I was home. I tell you, I was home.”

     Star kicked BT’s chair and said, “Stop lying through your teeth BT. With both witnesses we have you right where we want you. This time you won’t walk because these two witness’ are going to see you in court and then the judge is going to throw the book at you.”

     BT reached in his pocket when Star knocked his hand down and said, “Keep your hands on the table BT!”
     BT gave the detective a piercing look, but placed his hands on the table. “I’m not saying another word until you get me a public defender. Not another word!”

     “Now that’s just what we will do. Meanwhile you are going to jail and rot there as far as I care.” Roberts said with anger in his voice. “Officer, please escort this man to get his finger printing done, and then lock him up.”

     BT pulled back from the officer and drew back his fist when Star plowed into him like a giant from out of hell. All the while the officer was trying to hand cuff him, and when he was finally hand cuffed, the officer shoved him toward the printing room with Star and Roberts right behind him.

     “Don’t even say it Roberts, the guy had it coming and if the Captain wants to make something out of it, I’ll tell him he was going to do bodily damage to our young officer.”

     “Hey Star, if it hadn’t been you punching that rat out, I would have…so don’t even go there with this one. The lousy son of …well, he killed an old lady that wasn’t hurting anyone.”

     “Yeah. I think we’d better head over to  see Celle or Marcy and let them know about this, that is unless they’ve already heard, but we’ll go just in case.”
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Chapter Twenty Six
Celle dropped her hands and moved over toward the door. It had been less than an hour since Marcy and Peter left to go get pizza for dinner. Surely it couldn’t be them already. She peeked through the peek hole and saw Detective Star and Roberts standing at her door. She moaned and opened the door and said, “I’m afraid you two are too late to inform me of my father’s accident. Marcy was just here and told me.”
     “May we come in Celle?”

     Celle opened the door wider and said, “Sure, everybody else is dropping by, might as well come on in and have pizza with us. Marcy & Peter just left to go get some.”

     Star frowned and said, “Who’s Peter?” 
     “As it turns out, he is Marcy’s biological father. Now isn’t that a twist during all this craziness?”

Star stepped in with Roberts, following behind then he stopped and watched Celle close the door. He then moved over closer and looked into her eyes while taking her hand into his, “I’m so sorry about your father Celle. We just heard. I guess we were the last to know since we were at Bernice’s Gowns so late last night.”

     “You know detective it seems as if this nightmare never ends. What I’d like to know is who was that woman with my father in the accident.”

     Star grimaced and said, “We don’t know yet Celle. We were hoping you could clue us in on that. Jonas is Marcy’s adopted daughter? I never knew she was adopted.”

     Celle shook her head as she made a face and said, “We just found out…well… as it turns out, Marcy knew since her seventeenth birthday, but I just found out today. I haven’t gotten the whole story yet, but it seems my mother isn’t her biological mother either. I guess my parents adopted Marcy when she was 2 days old. My father never knew.”

Roberts became interested in this story and asked who the mother was. Celle didn’t have a clue but she told them she’d soon find out and would let them know. “Do you think the woman with Father could be Marcy’s biological mother?”

     Star scrunched his nose and said, “This could be a clue into the poisoning. We’ll check it out. First thing we need to do is to find out who this woman was. Apparently she checked him out of the hospital by forging the Administrator’s signature. It’s beyond me why something as important as a patient’s well being that it wasn’t checked out before releasing him.”
      Celle felt a tingle of heat race to her head at the thought that the hospital could be as negligent as they were to have allowed him to leave in his condition. 
     By the time the detectives were settled in and they had discussed the woman with Celle’s father, Peter and Marcy returned and Marcy’s eyes widened in shock at seeing them sitting in her sister’s apartment. She turned to them after placing the pizza on the nearby table and said, “I hope there’s not anymore horrible news detectives; I don’t think I could take another…”

     Star stood up and said, “No…no, we’re here to report the accident and to find out if you or Celle know who the woman was that checked your father out, and was in the car when it rolled into an accident, but I take it you don’t know any more than Celle does.”

     “No, I don’t have a clue as to who the woman was, but let me tell you that Father’s death threw me off balance and I think I’m still numb from it.” 
     “Well…Let me tell you dear, we’re going to find out and when we do she won’t be able to …” Star said.

     Roberts interrupted Star and said, “Now partner be careful and just chalk it up as a woman caught is a woman who won’t walk the streets again.”

     Celle giggled and said, “Thanks Detective, I needed that bit of humor.”

     After everybody had eaten almost all of the two pizza’s that Peter had bought, they excused themselves and headed toward the door. Stepping outside a chilly burst came hard and fast across the two detective’s faces and they lifted their collars and headed quickly to their car. 
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Chapter Twenty Seven

A loud bang awakened Marcy. She jerked awake opening her eyes but could see nothing. She realized that she was blindfolded. Her head pulsated so painfully that she was almost grateful for the darkness, but she jerked off her blindfold and sat up trembling. Had she had a dream or did she really hear a bang she wondered. She didn’t know. But she was fully awake and when she looked at her clock on the night table, she saw that it was only 2 o’clock in the morning. She threw herself back on her pillow and pulled the covering up to her chin while waiting to see if it was a dream or if another bang would come. The soft sound but persistent sound of the second hand moving made her unplug it and immediately closed her eyes trying to go back to sleep. Shivering with fear, she opened her eyes and called Celle. “Hello…hello Celle is that you?”

     Celle sat up when she heard Marcy’s voice and asked, “Marcy is everything alright? It’s two in the morning.”

“I’m okay Celle, but I heard a bang and woke up, but I’m not sure it was real or a dream, but in any case, I’m totally awake now and scared so I called you.” Marcy said as she felt better just hearing her sister’s voice.

     “Oh. Well…ah…what do you want me to do? Do you want to come over here?” Celle said half awake and in need of sleep so much that she caught herself closing her eyes in the middle of their conversation.

     “Ah…no, I’ll try to go back to sleep. I feel better just hearing your voice. Go back to sleep. I’m sorry for waking you.”

     Celle yawned and said, “Okay Marcy, but I’ll come over in the morning for coffee. I’ll stop at Starbucks and grab a couple cups and some sweet rolls and be there by eight. Okay?”

     Marcy snuggled under her covers and was falling asleep when she heard another bang. I have to get out of here. She mumbled to herself and struggled to get up, but instead falling back on her pillow, “Is someone out there? I have a gun so you’d better tell me what you want or I’ll start shooting.” 
     “It’s me Marcy…don’t shoot. I used your mother’s key to let myself in because I need to talk to someone.” A weak woman’s voice came from the other room.

     “Who are you?” Marcy screamed.

     “It’s Nan. I have been nauseous running from one hotel to the next. I’m afraid I did something that is so unlike me that I am now in fear that the police will think I harmed your father.”

     “Nan! When did my mother give you my house key? I mean…you don’t just break into my house telling me something like that without…without…”

     “Marcy, put the gun down and I’ll come in. Please…I need to talk with you.”

     Marcy quickly reached under her bed and grabbed her pistol and began to walk slowly to the kitchen where she thought Nan was, and when she turned on the light she saw Nan holding her stomach and crying. “Don’t shoot Marcy. Don’t shoot. I came here to talk with you.”

Marcy pointed the gun at Nan and told her to sit down on the kitchen chair and not move. “Keep your hands on the table, and don’t move or I will shoot you. Were you the one who took my father out of the hospital? Were you Nan?”

     “Yes, I did. He called me and told me that someone had shot poison in his hip. I had to think fast so I forged the Administrator’s signature to get him out. He never told me who he thought had given him that shot because we crashed. I knew I had to run away. I knew he was dead. I just knew it Marcy. I wouldn’t have left if he wasn’t.”

     “Oh my God Nan, the detectives are searching for you. You must call them. You must!” Marcy said as she pulled her cell phone out of her pajama pocket and pushed in Star and Roberts’ number she had only put in the fast dial last night; thank God. When Star answered she screamed into the phone to hurry to her house because Nan had something to tell him. “Marcy, is that you?”

Marcy pointed the gun at Nan and told her to sit down or she’d shoot then responded to Star. “Yes, please hurry. I don’t know why Nan is here except that she claims she was the woman who was with my father when he crushed the car. She says he called her…well…just get here and she’ll tell you all about it.”

     Star jumped out of bed pulling on his pants all the while telling Marcy he would be right there and not to worry. He hung up and immediately called Roberts and within minutes they were speeding down the road to Marcy’s house. When they pulled up to the curb, Star pulled out his gun and held it out in front of him as he ran toward the steps to Marcy’s house. “Go around to the back door Roberts. I’ll ring the bell and see if everything is alright inside the house.”

     With minutes both detectives were let into the house and were stunned to see Nan sitting at the kitchen table crying and looking as if she hadn’t slept in days. “Okay lady…Nan…is that your name?”

     Nan lifted her head up and sobbed while she told them the same story she had just told Marcy. “I didn’t know where to go. I was afraid so I came to talk with Marcy. I only checked Jonas out of the hospital because he was in fear of his life. Please believe me…ah…ah…she said someone gave him a shot and he knew it was poison because his leg was throbbing and he was feeling dizzy. I couldn’t leave him there knowing someone was trying to kill him so I made up a story, forged his release and we ran…except…except…we never made it anywhere before he crushed the car. He didn’t even tell me who it was that was trying to kill him.”

     Star told Marcy to put her gun away and then walked over to the table and sat down in the chair next to Nan and asked, “Why did you run Nan? Wouldn’t it have been better to simply have stayed on the accident scene and tell the police officers what had happened? Where did you think you could hid?”

     Nan put her head down on the table and began to sob. “I don’t know. I just ran without thinking.” She raised her head and looked at Marcy and said, “Marcy, I didn’t kill your father. Please believe me…I didn’t…”

     Roberts moved over to Nan and said, “I’m sorry Nan, but we’re going to have to take you in for questioning. Get your coat and let’s go. But before we go I want to read you your rights.”

     Nan threw her face down on the table with her hands holding her coat. “No! Oh no! I can’t go to jail. Please Marcy…tell them I wouldn’t have killed your father.”

     Marcy just turned away as they took Nan away. She crawled back in bed forcing herself to fall into a needed deep sleep.
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Chapter Twenty Eight
Sitting in the back of Detective Star and Roberts’ car Nan sat in a daze thinking about her situation in fear for her life. It isn’t fair that Bernice had it all. She had Jonas, Bernice’s Gowns, money, and everything I never had. I begged her for a job at Bernice’s Gowns, and yes she gave it to me, but barely above minimum wages is all I got. I tried to convince her to climb higher with me on the seat next to her, but no, she had to hold on to her high morals and do it the righteous way. No one would have been hurt, but we would have been richer than Donald Trump. Oh God! What am I going to do? I can’t confess to anything. I never will. I’m not a murder. Jonas was dying anyway - wasn’t he?

     The drive to the station was silent; neither Roberts nor Star were talking, but Star was busy trying to figure it all out. An unknown fact in this mystery yet to be unfolded was the connection between Nan and Barrow Stinson. The man obviously killed Theresa. It seemed that Barrow and Nan had known one another a long time, ever since the Gown business took a turn for the worse; the worse that is when the China Connection decided to interfere with an innocent trade and find a way to interject their poison. Barrow and associates had an occasion to meet with the China Connection some time back unbeknown to Bernice. That must have been when Nan decided it was time to get involved in more things than her job that Bernice was kind enough to give to her. She may have had it in her mind to do her own thing by using other people with the sole and evil purpose of making a dishonest buck, not caring who got in the way or who got hurt. Barrow being a loser from day one actually thought Nan had an eye for him so he was easy to persuade and manipulate. Nan was an accomplished Black Widow who knew the ins and outs of the art of corruption. Now having accomplished her dirty deed at the hospital she found an easy way to move Jonas out convincing staff that she was the caretaker plus she had the legal discharge papers to take Jonas right out of the hospital. She may not have realized that the injection she gave Jonas would work as quickly as it did. She was most likely counting on getting him off somewhere and doing him in at a designated location, perhaps Barrow’s house. 
     “Star, are you alright over there? I mean you look as if you’re in such deep thoughts that you’re not even driving this car.”

     Star leaped out of his trance and said, “Yeah, I’m okay. Just thinking – now the hard work begins, to prove all that I’ve been thinking. We must find…well…we’ll talk later.” He said as he pulled up to the police station curb, climbed out, opened the door, and helped Nan out.

      Once Nan was in the interrogating room Star looked over at Roberts, “We must piece together the murders and near murders, the conspiracy in China, the workers at Gown factory who let themselves get suckered into the foreign espionage and intrigue. It’s a task we haven’t planned on but since we’ve been thrown head first into the furor of the maze, we will continue.”
Roberts grinned, “Your mind works just like mine Star. I’ve been thinking along those lines too. In my gut I feel we’re almost there. We just need to tie the loose ends together and then close this case.”

Chapter Twenty Nine

Celle stopped at Starbucks to get a couple cups of coffee, a bag of sweet rolls, and then headed over to Marcy’s. When she arrived Marcy opened the door still wearing her robe. “Boy do I have a lot to tell you about what happened last night.”

     Celle walked past her and placed the Starbucks’ tray on the kitchen table, turned away and said, “What happened besides you waking me up at wee hours of the morning. It took me an hour to get back to sleep. I almost got up dressed and popped over here.”
     Marcy reached over and snatched the cup and ripped off the lid and began to sip on it, then twisted around in her chair and said, “Remember last night…ah…this morning when I called that I said I heard a bang?”

     “Yeah, what was it?”

“Celle you’re not going to believe this, but it was Nan breaking in…well…ah…she used a key that she said Mom gave her. Can you believe that? Why would Mom give her a key to my house?” she said with a wrinkled up nose. “Anyway, she was the woman with Dad.”

     Celle almost spilled her coffee as she stood up, “What!?”

     “Yeah, she claimed that Dad called her and told her someone was trying to kill him and to please come and get her.”

     “Marcy, how can that be? Dad was in intensive care in critical condition.”

     “I know, but I guess he got better…I don’t know the whole story, but…but…
     “Hold on! Wait a minute! How did she get him out of the hospital?”

     “She forged a release form and they had to let her take him. In any case, someone injected him in the hip with poison so when he was driving…”

     “Marcy…how in the world was he driving in his condition? especially if he was injected with poison?”

     “I don’t know, but he was and I guess Nan thought the injection of poison wouldn’t work so fast because he went numb and crashed the car.”

     “Wow! Where did Nan go?”

     “Hold on Celle…let me tell you more – she ran from the accident and hid in hotels until she came here this morning. I called Star, and he and Roberts came here immediately and read her rights to her and then took her in.”

     “Oh my God! Marcy. Was it Nan who killed Mom too?”

     “Now Celle, don’t jump to conclusions just yet because Nan claims she only went to the hospital to get Dad released because she was afraid for his life. I don’t know if she’s telling the truth or not, but it sure sounds as if she’s up to no good. I mean the detectives took her in and booked her. I…don’t know…”

     “I bet you two to one it was Nan all the time. But listen to this story. I’ve been meaning to call you about what has been happening at Bernice’s Gowns. Remember Theresa who was shot and killed that night when I was there?”

     “Yes, I do. Did they catch who did it?”

“Well…it seems that the janitor saw who did it and called the detectives. It was some guy who was affiliated in some way with the China transports or something like that…ah…I don’t really understand it all, but at any rate, they know who killed Theresa and they’re going after him. I think his name is BT or at least that’s what everybody calls him.”

     “Celle, I bet the detectives are in hog heaven right now with all this information coming in. I know Roberts told me that he was frustrated not knowing who put the poison in the wine bottles. He felt as if he was at a dead end, but now…hey I wonder if Nan put the poison in those three bottles. I remember Mom telling me that someone brought her a gift and it was wine, but she didn’t say who or I don’t remember if she did. I think I would have remembered if she had said Nan though.”

     Celle moved over to the sink, washed her hands and began drying them off with a dish towel, then flipped around and said, “Do you realize we’ve lost both of our parents within months Marcy? We’re orphans now…well…you’re not because of Peter. Hey, have you seen him anymore since the night we all had pizza together?”

     “No, but he’s called and I just remembered he’s supposed to come over this morning and show me the ranch he bought outside of Santa Barbara. Humm, “Marcy said as she looked at her watch. “It’s still early I guess, but please stay here until he comes Marcy. I don’t think I want to be left here alone another day without someone with me.”
     Celle chuckled and said, “Now…is that my big sister who is always so strong willed and never afraid of anything?”

     “Who says that? I always thought you thought I was a…well…troubled…anyway troubled enough to kill Mom. Speaking of Mom, I wonder if her last will was real or maybe Nan had forged that too.”

     “Who knows at this point, but it will all come out soon enough.” Celle said and began sipping on her coffee when the doorbell rang.
     “Oh, that must be Peter,” Marcy said as she hurried over to the door, opened it, and saw Peter standing before her dressed in jeans and tennis shoes. “Oh, did you forget I was taking you out to the ranch today?”

     Marcy giggled and said, “No, I didn’t forget however we ran into some trouble…” she opened the door wider and said, “please come in.” She pointed to her sister and said, “You remember my sister, Celle, don’t you Peter?”

     “Sure I do. Hi Celle. Am I interrupting something? Should I come another day?”

     Celle stood up, “no you are quite welcome to hear what we’re talking about Peter. I’m sure Marcy will tell you about it anyway, but right now I have to run. I have things to do at the office.” She touched Peter on the shoulder as she began walking to the door - he turned around and wrapped his arms around her, “don’t go. You’re invited to join us.”

     She moved back and patted him on the forearm and said, “Thanks Peter, but I really must get to the office.”

     Soon as Celle closed the door, Peter turned to Marcy and said, “You said you had troubles…is…is it anything that I can help you with?”
     Marcy grinned and gestured to the chair and said, “Please Peter, sit down, and I’ll tell you all about it.”
Chapter Thirty
At the forensics lab sat test results that had been taken from underneath the fingernails of Theresa following her death. The samples had to be sent out to a specialty lab for analysis and what came back was a clear DNA of one Barrow Stinson. There was no doubt in anyone’s mind that this evidence was 100% accurate and couldn’t be disputed. Once that evidence was presented to the proper authorities it trickled down to Roberts and Starr. When the two detectives observed the findings they did their little dance of joy. Onlookers knew that they must have hit pay dirt on something, and were happy to see the detective’s spirits so high for a change.

“Oh Boy! Oh Joy!” shouted Roberts. 

“Oh Joy! Oh Boy!” echoed Star.

“It’s about time something good has come out of this investigation. With this new DNA and the eye-witness account from the custodian this guy is cooked meat,” joyfully exclaimed Roberts. “We’ll just keep him neatly tucked away until we need him, ‘cause he ain’t goin’ nowhere.” 
     To top off that evidence the scratches found on Theresa’s arm were also conclusive with the findings of the skin materials found underneath her fingernails so this is a closed case. The only thing left now was to find out who had ties with Barrow at the factory. Roberts and Star could also tempt the workers with some trickery telling them that Barrow had spilled the beans on them and try to figure out which ones were clinching their teeth trying to hide their guilt. When the backroom interrogations were complete, three lower-level workers confessed to being implicit in the crime of smuggling. They would be dealt with at a later time. Roberts and Star tried to get information out of them on Kim Leung, but these guys were so low on the totem pole they had no idea about anything other than their petty greed in trying to reap from the spoils of their crimes. They would pay for their dishonest behavior. Roberts and Star could hardly wait to go to the jail and inform BT that his goose was cooked.
     Arriving at the jail where BT was housed, Roberts and Star had it all worked out to get this rat to make a confession and come clean on his crimes.  Roberts was first.  He used the strong hand approach acting like he wanted to rip BT’s head off.  He hurled his chair against the wall in frustration and lunged at BT with such effort he had to restrain himself because he could see he was making it look too real.
     “I don’t know what I’m going to do with you BT.  You’re a lying rat and I would like to get my hands around your throat,” blasted out Roberts.  “Why did you have to kill Theresa?   She never did anything to you, you slime, you slime… I ought to…”
     Just in the nick of time Star bursts into the interrogation room and quickly rescues BT from the angry hands of Roberts.
     “Whoh!  Whoh! There partner, do you want to kill this guy, or what?  You better get out of here, and I mean now,” demanded Star. 
The plan seemed to have worked for no sooner did Star arrive and boot out his partner than did BT take a sigh of relief and regained his composure.  He sat down and put his hands on his face as if to show his thanks to Star.
     “I’m glad I happened to be on hand to stop my partner.  No telling what he would have done had I not been around,” assured Star.  “So tell me BT, what made Roberts so upset at you?  Did you do something to him that got him off on the wrong foot” queried Star.  “Do you want some water? Coffee?”

     “Just give me a minute! Moaned BT.  No, I didn’t do anything nor did I say anything.  He just started in on me,” the feeble response came.
     “He gets that way sometimes.  Nerves, I think.  Anyway, I know you are a nice guy who got yourself into a little trouble and I would like to help you out, if you’ll let me,” pledged Star.

“What do you want me to do Detective?  What can I tell you, and if I do tell you anything, what’s in it for me?” queried BT.

     “Well, we already know what happened at the factory between you and Theresa, so there is nothing more to talk about on that subject, but I am authorized to stand up for you in court for your cooperation in telling me a little more about the dope smuggling and mostly the China connection.  I need to know about Kim Leung; yeah, we know about him, but we don’t know enough so you don’t have to pretend not to know him because we know you two have met before, isn’t that true?” questioned Star.

     “No!  I swear to God I never met that guy; I only heard his name mentioned once or twice.  I only knew he was over there and I was over at another place giving him help in fencing his stuff, I swear.”

“You know, BT, I believe you.” Star assured, “I really believe you and your honesty will go a long way in court.   So where do we go from here? What can you tell me that I can use to put those responsible for their crimes away for a long time?”
      As BT exploded with information, it was recorded for future reference and Star put his hand on BT’s shoulder and silently walked toward the door, but before leaving he looked back at BT and said, “Oh, by the way BT, we have been talking with your dear friend Nan.  Just wanted you to know she has some interesting stories to tell.  She is like a walking encyclopedia of information, but we can talk a little more about her later,” leaving BT to his thoughts, and at this point, there were many to contemplate. As Star exited the room he let out a big whoop and wrapped his arms around Roberts in joy.  Their plot of the tough guy nice guy routine could have earned them an Academy Award.  They had what they wanted and would now have to seek out the American Connection and implicate him in the China plot.  That would come soon enough. 
     Before leaving, an officer came over to the detectives and told them that they had released Nan. There wasn’t enough evidence to hold her. “Damn!” Star said as he slapped his fist in his hand.  
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Chapter Thirty One
The Detectives had to get a fix on Nan because although the local police had to release her for lack of evidence it didn’t mean she was gone. She was only gone in the sense that she had to be relocated and brought in for questioning. If that wouldn’t work they would visit her at her current location and bring her up to date on their findings. The investigating police was questioned as to the address given them by Nan so that they could follow up with their quest for the truth. After receiving what they needed, they immediately sought out the address given and to their luck Nan decided that perhaps she was in the clear for now and decided to stay put. Little did she know she was number 1 on the most desirable people to question list, at least on Roberts and Star’s hot list.
 As the Detectives approached Nan’s place, they were careful not to appear too anxious to drill her for information. They rang the doorbell and waited. Shortly afterward they could see the curtain by the door part and could see two eyes peering at them from inside. Once recognized, Nan yelled through the door, “What do you two want? I was just sent home and would like to be by myself, if you don’t mind.
     “Sorry to bother you Nan, but it is important that we talk with you. We have some information you need to know about, so if you would please open the door and let us in we will share our latest findings with you,” Star uttered.

     “I don’t know what kind of information you could have for me. I told the officers everything they wanted to know and now I am tired and want to be alone,” demanded Nan.

“I can guarantee you one thing, Nan, we are not going to argue this point with you through the door. We can do this the easy way, or we can do it the hard way and have a warrant issued. At that point you will have no choice but to see us. Have it your own way,” declared Roberts in his gruff way. He was not happy with Nan anyway and when he had to talk with her, he couldn’t find it in his heart to be nice to her, so he wasn’t.

     “I suppose I can spare a few minutes to visit with you, but only a few you understand?”

     “We will need what we will need,” responded Roberts, “Now do we get in or not?”

     The door opened a squeak and Nan peeked out as if making sure these guys were the real detectives. It was at this point that Roberts placed his hand on the door and gently but surely leaned on it until it opened sufficiently to allow their entry.

     “May we sit down?” asked Star.

“I think you should sit down also, Nan,” suggested Roberts.
“What we think you should know Nan is that we just came from the jail, and while there spent some time visiting your old friend Barrow. Boy that guy is a talker. We would like to share with you what he had to say, but unfortunately all that he said is privileged information and can’t be talked about at this time. We can tell you, however, that he was quite free in talking about you. He had enough interesting things to say that we felt compelled to come to you today as we have. We would just like you to tell us just a little bit about Barrow and how the two of you are related” calmly spoke Star. “We know you are friends and have been for some time, so we can eliminate ‘I don’t know him very well chatter’. Just tell us a story and when we think we have heard enough we’ll leave.”

      At this point Nan felt that sickening ache in her stomach but tried not to show it, although it was quite evident to the case- hardened detectives. They just listened away and took mental notes of the conversation interjecting a point or two to clarify what was being said. When they were satisfied, they arose and assured Nan that they were just getting started with her and they would strongly advise her to stay in town, because they would be contacting her again soon. With that not so subtle ending they thanked her for her cooperation and left. They were satisfied with the information they got, suspected most of it was a lie, but proceeded to accept without question her free speech. They knew the routine, and knew that at a later time they would surely trap her with her own words as they were spoken in lies for it is well known that if one tells the truth they never have to remember what they said, whereas, should one stretch the truth they are always trying to remember how they put the lie together. Their turn would come. 
     After leaving Nan’s house, and listening intently to what she had to say, Roberts knew what he had to do. As the two got into the car, Roberts directed the wheels toward the hospital, and at a fast pace. He needed to be there now. Star, now knowing what was going on knew enough not to question his partner when he was hell-bent on a hunch. Coming to a screeching halt at the hospital entrance, Roberts yelled to Star to follow him and he would tell what was up when they got to their destination. Roberts summoned a nurse and asked her to follow them. They headed straight for the intensive care unit where Jonas had been housed before his untimely release. Roberts immediately headed for the hazardous materials box and told the nurse that she would have to unlock it and drop all the stuff in it into a container that would not contaminate the contents. That taking place, Roberts hastily deposited everything that had been accumulated over the past few days into the container, secured the lid, thanked the nurse and just as quickly as they entered the hospital, they left the same way. The nurse didn’t know what to say nor did she have time to know what was going on, she only knew enough to stay out of Roberts’ way or she would surely have been run down.

“What in hell is going on Roberts? Star questioned. “And what are you going to do with all that mean-looking stuff you just stole from the hospital?” 

“Just follow me, partner, and you will soon see. I’m going to catch a bitch off guard” demanded Roberts.

     Into the car they got and away they went as if their lives were in danger. They drove to the pathology center and charged in looking for the doctor in charge. When he was summoned, he was anxious to hear what the detectives had to say about why they were there and why they were in such a tizzy.

     “Doctor, please, I need you to do us a major favor, one that can solve a mystery and hopefully put a murderer in prison,” blurted out Roberts.

     “I will do anything that I can, but you have to tell me what you want as I’m anxious to learn about this adventure as you are on - as much as you seem to want to tell it,” iterated the doctor.

     “You see doctor, in this hazardous box I believe can be found a needle and housing that may contain a poison and may have finger prints all over it, so all of the tubes must be handled so as not to contaminate them and possibly destroy important evidence,” excitedly explained Roberts.

     At this point Star was fully aware of what was going on and he was fully at his post to do whatever was necessary to safeguard the evidence. The doctor told the detectives that he would have to call in the guys from the special police department who had that specialty to deal with extracting fingerprints. He assured them that finding which container was contaminated with a poison would be his job, but first the right container had to be found. The detectives remained at the lab patiently watching the police special agents at work. As there weren’t that many vials with needles amongst the contaminated materials, it was fairly easy to seek out those few that might demand closer scrutiny. With careful handling and special high energy technology Roberts’ hunch paid off and a vial was located. Sure enough, the detectives watching the large electron microscope project the needle container; they could clearly see fingerprints emerging. They were as clear as day. This was indeed a happy day, so far. After extracting the prints, they were carefully encased in a contamination-proof housing and rushed off to the FBI’s crime fighting lab for analysis. Because this was a special case involving a murder the FBI gave the detectives special handling. They told the detectives that they would run the prints through their files to try to make a match, but unfortunately, after some time and labor, none emerged. The detectives were not too worried and took with them everything they needed to protect the integrity of their findings. They thanked their fellow officers from the Bureau and guaranteed them a return favor should they ever be in need of something. That being done, they departed back to the lab to pay the doctor another visit. We have the prints, doctor, now all we need is the proof of poison in the container and we are off and running. The doctor was way ahead of the detectives and anticipated their needs. He immediately subjected to container to a series of tests in a high-speed centrifuge containing highly sophisticated substances and almost as if by magic, the machine did a readout of Colchicine injectable. This chemical is used cautiously to treat symptoms of gout, but given in an overdose can and has been fatal. The detectives hurried away thanking the doctor and taking with them a printout of all that had been found, and headed for the morgue. Once there they immediately sought the assistance of the forensic pathologist. She was on the spot, and when Roberts and Star presented their case to the doctor, she was on the case at the snap of the finger. Digging around at the site of the injection, she skillfully extracted materials and placed them on the electron microscope. She recognized the injected materials because of having seen that drug used to treat the gout and often resulted in fatal overdoses so this was not unusual for her. She informed the detectives of her findings - there could not be two happier cops on the force at that time.
     “Do you realize what this means Star? We have it; the evidence. It’s in the bottle in the test and in the skin, it’s all there neatly wrapped up in one neat package. Now all we need to do is trace the fingerprints, and I know exactly how to do that,” exclaimed      Roberts half laughing. It seems that when he and Star departed from Nan’s house, Roberts deftly lifted a small drinking glass from the table where Nan was sitting. She was distracted for a quick moment by a question from Star - Roberts seized the moment and snatched the glass. Now all they had to do was extract the fingerprints from it and compare it with those found on the housing of the needle case and if there was a match, then Eureka, the case was solved.

      Of course the fingerprints matched perfectly with those of Nan, both on the glass and on the needle housing proving that Nan had entered the hospital, pretended to visit with Jonas, and subtly gave him an injection; not full force, but with enough material to work somewhat rapidly. Jonas didn’t realize what was happening and after he was whisked out of the hospital and put behind the wheel, he suddenly lurched forward after speeding away and went headlong into a high speed crash. It appeared that the crash was the cause of death, but if not for the careful scrutiny of the detectives, the death would have been ruled an accident and Nan would have gone on her way never to be convicted for her dastardly deed. But now her fate was sealed and there was no way she could escape. She did it, and knew what she was doing and now the price had to be paid for her evilness. What she didn’t count on was that anyone would ever think of dipping into the hazardous waste container because it required special handling and exact disposal regulations.  She overlooked the fact that cops don’t always play by the rules, and often solve difficult crimes by taking chances and extending out beyond the call of duty; in this case by digging around in toxic waste they were successful in bringing a difficult case to a satisfactory conclusion -  a job well done.  An APB was immediately issued for Nan to be picked up and brought in to the police station. 
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Chapter Thirty Three
Before leaving the area, the two detectives hurried back over to the hospital to speak with the administration in order to schedule a meeting with Jonas’ family as well as the attending doctors so they could clue them in on the happenings, and hoped to prevent any further crimes such as had happened with Jonas. They wanted to see if there was any way when a patient was released that just a release paper wasn’t good enough, therefore making a simple call to administration in order to check the release forms out; especially in the case of someone like Jonas who was indeed poisoned. 

     As Star and Roberts skipped down the stairs happy with the scheduled meeting which was going to be at 3 o’clock the next day. They decided to go celebrate with a bite to eat at their favorite bar, and perhaps enjoy a beer.
Dr. Randy Franklin had just finished his shift when Dr. Bubbles, the Administer approached him with the news of his meeting the next day. He also told the young doctor about the latest on Jonas’ death. 
     Dr. Franklin hurried to his locker, dressed and ran down the stairs to his car. He knew he needed to call Celle to tell her how sorry he was about her father’s death, and that he had just heard about it or he would have called her sooner. Unfortunately Celle will be in severe pain. She has been through so much lately that I could hardly blame her if she hid in her apartment for the next several months. No…I have to help her mend her grief over the loss of her mother and now her father. I’ll call her as soon as I get home.
     He made himself a quick sandwich and as soon as he finished the last bite, he pulled his cell phone out of his pocket and called her, but only her voice message came on so he left her a message. “Celle, this is Randy. I’d like to see you as soon as you are ready and willing to see me. I just heard about your father. I’m so sorry Celle. So sorry. If I don’t hear from you tonight, I’ll see you in the scheduled meeting at the hospital tomorrow afternoon. Good night to my favorite patient.” 
     For the rest of the night Randy was restless, pacing from room to another until he thought he was going to lose it so he slipped his shoes back on and went to the nearby bar for a drink, and while walking there he saw Celle with her head down, and her shoulders swaying hurrying to her car and then drove away. He wished he had been there just a few minutes earlier and then he could have held her closely allowing her to cry on his shoulder. That thought excited him because he knew from the first time he had seen her lying in that hospital bed fighting for her life that he had felt a connection. He often went into her room when she was unconscious and rubbed her head with a warm damp cloth to ease whatever was going on with her during her coma. Many times he’d sit in the bedside chair and read out loud to her hoping it would stimulate her to open her eyes and wake up. He remembered one night after getting home he couldn’t get her off his mind so he hurried back to the hospital and spent the night next to her bed. She moaned in her sleep and he knew she was in pain so he’d massage her legs and arms to keep the circulation going; hoping it eased some of her pain. He knew within days that he had fallen in love with her. Remembering how he told his sister who believed in love at first sight that she was crazy for thinking someone could fall in love that quickly. He made it a mental note to call her soon and tell her how right she was because he too had fallen in love with someone on the spot. He walked back to his apartment and after closing the door he dropped down on his bed and fell into a deep sleep and didn’t wake up until early the next morning. He was still half asleep when his cell phone beeped. He leaped out of bed and grabbed it out of his pants pocket and blurted out, “Hello…hello.”

     “Randy…hi, this is Celle. Are you alright? You sound strange.”

     “Oh Celle, I’m so glad that you returned my call, I’ve been…well, I wanted to see you. I’m so sorry about your father.”

“Yea, it wasn’t an easy thing to lose him, but life will go on I’m sure. Why did you want to see me?”

     “Oh…well…I wanted to comfort you. I know it must be very difficult losing both your parents within months. I…I just wanted you to know I’m here for you.”

     Celle smiled and teased, “Isn’t this beyond what a doctor would do for his patient, especially after she’s recovered and no long under his care?”

     Randy chuckled, “I guess you got me there, but this isn’t a doctor calling – this is a man who…well…is fond of you.”

     Celle’s heart began to pound hard against her chest and she giggled. “I’m fond of you Randy.”

     “I’m glad it’s mutual. Listen did you get a call about the meeting today at the hospital?”

     “Yes, I did. Are you going to be there?”

     “Knowing you’ll be there, I wouldn’t miss it for a million dollars. Would you like to go out to dinner with me afterward? Perhaps a drink first?”

Celled laughed, “I’d love to Randy. In fact, I’ll be counting the minutes before then.”

     “Now that will keep me counting the seconds.”

     They both laughed and after hanging up Randy hugged the phone next to his chin and neck almost feeling the warmness of Celle’s sweet voice coming through to him. He hurried to the shower and hummed while the water beat down on his back. He felt alive! He felt heavenly, but most of all, he felt in love. As soon as he got out of the shower he wrapped a towel around his waist, picked up his phone, and called Sammy, his sister. When he heard her voice he smiled and immediately told her what he intended to tell her the night before; that love at first sight is real because it had just happened to him. 

Chapter Thirty Four
Just as Celle and Marcy entered the conference room at the hospital Randy’s blood pressure went up. His eyes met Celle’s and he smiled as she did. She and Marcy quickly took the seat toward the end of the table where Randy was sitting and as she settled her chair in toward the table Dr. Randy touched her hand and felt electricity go toward his entire body, and as he gazed up at Celle he saw she too felt what he did. 
     The meeting was called to order by Detective Roberts, and as he began talking about the Jonas release, he went on to tell the group of administrators that when someone brings in a release paper it needs to be followed through by calling to check it out. Star interrupted by saying if that had been done then in the case of Jonas, he might be here today, but mistakes happen and we should learn from them. The entire staff at General Hospital agreed, and the Hospital Administrator said, “I already have  that plan put into action detectives so we won’t have that happening again.” He then turned to Marcy and Celle, “I’m sorry about your father ladies, and I can assure you that it is indeed a sad lesson we have learned.” He then turned to Marcy and Celle, “I’m sorry about your father ladies, and I can assure you that it is indeed something we have learned from.”
     Detective Roberts told the group about Nan and how they needed certain articles and statements for her trial. He also requested that the poison Bernice and the other three took in should be on file at the hospital incase this incident ever happens again. 

     When the meeting was adjourned Randy took hold of Celle’s hand and said, “ are we still on for dinner?”

     She gazed up into his face and moved in closer and wrapped her arms around his neck and said, “Yes, I’m looking forward to it, but I have to drive Marcy home and by the way, Peter, her biological father suggest we go out to his ranch this weekend and join him and Marcy for a place to unwind from all of this and for a ride on his horses around the creek area and have a nice time.”

     Dr. Randy kissed her on the forehead and said, “I’ll pick you up at seven tonight and then we’ll talk about that trip. I’m taking some time off from the hospital so that should work for me to go to the ranch.” He released her and whispered in her ear, “By the way, you look beautiful.”

      She smiled up at him and squeezed his hand before turning and catching up with Marcy.
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Chapter Thirty Five
Back on the job the following day after their well-deserved dinner and cold beers, the detectives needed to play out their final cards to trap a rat in his own cage. They sought help through Interpol and with the help of the US Government special permission was granted to send a Chinese agent from the LA police department to assist them in catching a killer. With permission granted Roberts and Star laid out their case in great detail to members of Interpol and to Ron Lao, special agent from LA. They decided to bait a trap with Kim Leung and catch him at his own game. The China connection was not up on the happenings surrounding the murders at the Gown warehouse, so the agents including Lao, Roberts and Star plotted to request a very large order for highly priced materials with the special enhancements of drugs as a lure. This was said to be special in that it needed to be handled by the head man in  charge at the Kowloon factory, that being Kim Leung himself. What made it special  was that there was going to be up front money used to entice Mr. Leung to act quickly and to expedite this order post haste. When the order arrived, Mr. Leung was overwhelmed with the generous offer, and being the entrepreneur that he was, he was not alerted that this could be a setup. He immediately accepted the offer and directed his force to assemble the mass of drugs needed to fill the order. Of course Interpol was involved as was Ron Lao, the Chinese officer, for he worked himself into the deal by offering to supply any amount of cocaine the group needed. He only wanted to be on   the sidelines and have little or no involvement. Proving his background check as having lived in Hong Kong all of his life, Lao’s doctored papers were accepted and he was allowed to participate, but as requested, from a distance. The drugs were delivered, compliments of the DEA and were quickly processed in their special way so as to be impregnated into the large quantities of materials being prepared for delivery. After all was said and done, Mr. Leung informed the undercover LA Officer, Lao, that all was ready and the exchange was made. Lao presented a very large sum of money as promised and took charge of the shipment. There was little guarantee that Officer Lao could be protected from any double cross considering the large amount of money he was carrying, but he was willing to take that chance to catch this guy, but Mr. Leung had to supervise the on-loading onto a specially prepared vessel bound for the US. Mr. Leung being too greedy to be suspicious was there for the preparation and delivery of the materials. He had with him a small force of his people who were there to offer protection in the event of a mishap, but it appeared that the coast was clear because the Federal and Chinese forces were so well prepared and hidden so as to make this deal appear faultless. When all was said and done, and Leung and company’s confidence was at a peak level, a special force of Chinese Police in full blown SWAT gear swept down on the ship, seized the shipment, overwhelmed Leung and his gang of accomplices, took over the vessel and all members aboard, and arrested Mr. Leung. As justice is swift in China, it didn’t take long for Mr. Leung and all members of his operation to be convicted owing to the fact he was caught with his proverbial finger in the cookie jar. He had no choice but to offer a plea bargain in exchange for information exposing all the longshoremen involved in his operations. A sweep was made and following many arrests, the illegal activities were immediately halted. This action sent a shock wave through the ports of Kowloon and Hong Kong for it was known that a great deal of illegal activities are conducted at those ports of entry on a daily basis, and with a sting operation of this magnitude it made many unscrupulous dealers think carefully about following through on any current on long range plans for future non-sanctioned operations. This was a great showing of hands with the cooperation of two great nations in their combined efforts to put a halt, if only temporary, to the unauthorized trafficking in stolen goods, drugs, arts, foodstuffs and other clandestine dealings.
     When Roberts and Star heard what had happened and how expedient the governments were, they offered themselves another celebration of dinner with a beer for their good work. Following their joyous dinner they returned to their respective homes for a few days off with nothing to do but kick back and enjoy. They indeed deserved their brief repast. They knew that although much of the work was done all was not yet finished, so they were well prepared to return to work when it was their due time and finish the task they had set out to complete. 
     When word got out about the extent of this sting operation, it sent shock waves through many ports on the west coast, for it is there that a great deal of foreign vessels must stop to unload their wares. It seems that there were a larger-than-normal number of ships unable to provide manpower to offload their goods. Could it be that these vessels had contraband materials aboard? The story doesn’t end here for it is played out every day, coast to coast and border to border. It is what keeps the men in blue on the job ready to serve the needs of their respective communities to bring about a halt or pause in the overwhelming illegal activities trade that predominates throughout the world. The LA Times played up a good story and brought attention to two small-time cops who following their hunches and leads brought a crime syndicate to its knees. Roberts and Star didn’t ask for any of this. They would rather have stayed in the shadows and remained anonymous, but such was not to be for they were in the limelight, as least for now. They had their moment of greatness but they only wanted to return to work because they were not satisfied with their cases yet to be brought to justice. They wouldn’t accept time off and they especially didn’t want medals because in reality they only did their jobs; it’s just that they did their work so diligently that they set an example for the rest of their department and other units as well.
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Chapter Thirty Six

Things at the department were finally getting back to normal, but Roberts and Star were still getting needled and whistled at when they walked through the department headed to their office. They actually enjoyed the attention they were getting because it provided a little levity to an otherwise tense job so those who participated also felt the relaxation from time to time. When it was time to get to work and concentrate it was serious business from that point on. Star and Roberts had to prepare meticulous notes as to times places events activities where specific happenings occurred so that when it was their turn to produce evidence in court they would be ready and there would be no doubt about the accuracy of their work.
      The dealings of the courts were not in their purview, for their responsibility from that juncture was to appear when called upon by the defense and present their findings and evidence. They wanted to make certain there would be no deal-making by slick lawyers representing the killers to reduce the extent of their activities. They worked hard on the cases and expected punishment to fit the crime. They wanted all the perps to do their times for their crimes.
     In due time each case came before the courts and each time Roberts and Star were on the scene fully prepared to answer in full details all that had transpired over the course of time. They were so thorough, in fact, that it was difficult for the lawyers representing the killers to find a flaw in their testimony. Although the judges were impartial in the trials, they seemed to be willing to use their judicial powers to allow Roberts and Starr more time than one might normally expect to spew out their stories and their webs of intrigue that allowed them to present undisputable evidence. Perhaps the China Connection publicity had something to do with their notoriety, but whatever it was Roberts and Starr accepted the opportunities given to them to tell it like it is, and this they did with honor and good judgment. When all was said and done and they could do no more the fates of the perps were put into the hands of the juries. They performed admirably and hoped their stories would be believed, and that there would be little left to the imagination. Barrow BT Stinson was tried for his senseless crime against Theresa for the sake of a few extra bucks, and although Roberts and Starr did testify about his cooperation and help in solving other aspects of the crime, the Judge and jury found little in the way of sympathy for him. They considered him a ruthless killer and despised him, and given the overwhelming evidence presented had not much choice but to sentence him to first degree murder in which case the Judge ordered him to spend the rest of his life in prison without the possibility of parole. I guess you might say BT got off easy, for he could have received the death penalty. Would he have deserved it? Who can say? There is so much controversy over punishments suiting crimes that there is little consensus, but who is to judge?

As for Nan, her trial was special for this woman was considered a callous, cold-hearted black widow; a special kind of killer who wanted the best of everything but was unwilling to give much in the way of effort to achieve. She killed and offered no remorse as well as plotted and despoiled and lied in the process of covering her tracks, but as with most killers there are always minor flaws in their efforts to conceal their evil doings, and somewhere along the way they slip up and trap themselves as with Nan thinking that by disposing of the evidence in the poisoning of Jonas that no one would ever discover her evil plot, but little did she know the cleverness of Detectives Roberts and Star or of their tireless efforts to see justice done. She received no mercy. When Dr. Randy Franklin gave his testimony as to the suffering of Celle, Jonas, Pauli, and undoubtedly Bernice, there was no doubt in the minds of the jury that they suffered permanent life-long memories for those who survived, and Celle fell into that category. Celle was called to testify against Nan, as was Marcy. As they sobbed and prayed for justice they overwhelmed the jury and at one point in the testimony a recess had to be declared so that all involved could pull themselves together. Upon their return there was little doubt as to the punishment to be doled out to Nan. The Judge felt it was necessary after reading the findings of the jury to add his two cents. He told of knowing Bernice and Jonas and the hard work they put into their business and amplified upon the greed exhibited by Nan. He sentenced her to life in prison with no chance of parole and hoped that she would take the rest of her life to reflect on what she had done and hoped she recounted her actions every day she lived as in a recurring nightmare. Even that would not be ample judgment for her crimes, but such is the nature of law and justice. And so, another chapter was closed and once again Roberts and Star, Celle and Marcy, Dr. Franklin and all those others involved in this complex intrigue of death damage and destruction of human life came to a satisfactory conclusion. Roberts and Star returned to their office and were assigned a new file to ponder over and to open yet another case in their exciting life of fighting crime. 
Is this story over? Not by a long shot. In fact it is only the beginning, for should you ask Marcy about the past events of her life, she will relate the sadness of seeing her parents who died before their time simply by being caught up in a web of intrigue. But for her - sprang a new beginning for in and out of all this suffering and false accusations comes the Phoenix out of the ashes. She is presented with her real father, Peter. She suspected he was out there somewhere, but never really knew for sure, but sure enough Peter is alive and well and although absent for a long time felt ready to assume his responsibility as the father he always wanted to be, but due to circumstances in his life was prevented from doing so. He and Marcy were accepted by Celle, who still considered Marcy her sister, into the business of Gowns. Despite all the deaths and damages inflicted on this small operation, the fact remained that it was still in good standing with the people of means to attract them to the fine quality of their merchandise. In fact, with new members on the staff there were plans to expand the business to the open market, worldwide, for wherever there is vanity there is a need for the kinds of outfits befitting those of means. John, who became very ill with liver cancer was temporarily sidelined, but with the success of his transplant and rapid recovery was ready to resume his responsibility with the company in whatever capacity Celle wanted him to assume. John was well versed in all aspects, and respected Celle for her knowledge of marketing and dealing with people domestic and foreign. She wanted John to continue on, but also felt it was her place to act as the CEO, at least for a time until she opened up her own medical clinic, if she so chose to. Once that was established the rest would be easy. Every person was assigned to their respective position where the talents they possess could be utilized to the best advantage of the business. And so it was that with the losses came the gains, and with them a new and respected operation wherein those within the close-knit inner circle felt comfortable and secure in their jobs. 

Chapter Thirty Seven
Marcy sold her house and moved to the ranch with Peter, and took Celle in as member of their family. Peter even went so far as to tell Celle that she was his daughter too. Celle chuckled and thanked him and told him she would start calling him Dad in a teasing way, and that’s when he became excited, looked over at Marcy and said, “Actually I’d love it if both of you did call me Dad. I’d be the proudest father around.”
     The three of them laughed and as Dr. Randy approached, he asked what the laughter was about. They laughed harder, and he joined in with them.

∞

Note of Final:

As the will from Bernice was written shortly before her death, it was obvious that the contents had been altered. It was now time to find the truth of what was originally intended and who was to reap the benefits of her inheritance. When Celle continued her diligent search through the files at the office she came to an assortment of papers related to the business. She found some that were confusing so she consulted with John as he was making his recovery from his liver transplant. John, of course, was happy to be back at work and took extra special care in reading over several documents. Filed away in the inner safe were documents with special instructions requiring their exposure to the business lawyers in the event of Bernice's death? No one except John and Bernice knew of these papers. When they were uncovered they revealed the truth of the disposition of the business, house, monies from savings, bonds, and the transfer of ownership. There, undisputable were the facts, clearly stated, leaving all rights to Bernice’s and Gowns to Celle and splitting the rest of her estate between Celle and Marcy; that is after she left Jonas a large sum of her estate too, although since he had died, the remains went to Celle and Marcy. It was also revealed in the secret documents that she was adopted and that her true father was Peter. It seemed that quite a few years back Peter was lied to by Nan into believing she loved him while in fact that was the furthest thing from the truth. Nan and Peter had an affair leading to the pregnancy of Nan and the ultimate birth of Marcy so in truth Marcy belonged to Peter and Nan. Although a DNA was never conducted because there was never any reason to because what was important to Peter was he believed Marcy was in fact his true daughter. 
     Over the continuing years Peter also became Celle’s father, not biological father, but nonetheless he treated her as his daughter and they became a close-net family.

     Dr. Randy and Celle became engaged, and even though she ran Bernice’s Gowns, she and Randy continued to devote their time to helping children who needed them.
No one ever knew who the mystery caller was that kept calling the detectives or leaving notes, but the detectives suspected Nan.
     
Previews of: The Man in Black, In Space

Prologue
Top of Form

As we promised some time ago, we would be bringing you interesting and exciting stories, some true, some speculative, about our continued travels throughout the universe. We have since gathered our thoughts, completed our studies, and have made plans to venture out into the unknown. The term unknown represents speculations and theories about that which cannot be described in detail and accuracy so as to leave some doubt in the readers mind. We are here to set the record straight by presenting to you sights and sounds we have actually seen and heard all emanating from the near and far reaches of space.

     Despite all efforts by the world’s greatest scientists to understand and explore regions of space, and capture time, all have failed, that is until now. And although the scientists did not succeed, we were able to circumnavigate the laws of physics governing all things of space and matter. Why, you ask, were we chosen above all others to venture out and retrieve secrets previously unknown to all earth dwellers? The answer and truth remains in the experiences we have had in the past, and our overwhelming successes with all things known and unknown. To begin, we met as a result of our searches throughout the universe for an answer to why we should be alone because of circumstances in our lives to cause us to be left without significant others. As we asked ourselves why we were left out, so to speak, of our yearnings and desires to be with someone of significance and someone who would understand the universe and our position in the larger picture, we realized, at different times, we didn’t have to be apart. As we knew and realized the vastness of space and lack of understanding of what goes on beyond the reaches of man’s knowledge, we rationalized that we were known entities. And as a recognized particle of the universe, we had the ability to avail ourselves to the powers that could unite us. Not knowing the keys to unlocking our beings to be united as one, we sought assistance from the known and unknown gods of the universe.

     Reverting to our mythological studies from the past, we sought out at separate times remember, certain creatures from the heavens. We were always welcomed and were granted interviews explaining our situations, our sadnesses, sorrows and our needs to locate our significant other also known to be searching the universe. Our plights were heard, and of course our charts were known to those all-knowing beings of the heavens. So once they realized our problems, they were happy and willing to get us together as they took pride and joy in creating a happiness to which they could claim as their victory; an accomplishment. How did this come about? We were somehow introduced on line and we began communicating through simple stories. As these stories developed and expanded, so did our comfort zone and our understanding of one another. Over the course of time, and always with the help of the gods of the universe, we were allowed to meet. The timing had to be precise because it was important that this union be in line with known and unknown entities of the universe. When all was right with those involved, we were given the signal in a subliminal manner to meet. We, of course, did not know what was going on but merely accepted each other’s offer to meet. We did not realize at the time that this meeting could not fail, we acted our best and performed in our normal way being extra careful not to make upsetting statements which could cause any negative feelings. 

     Having had a wonderful encounter, we progressed through time developing a strong relationship which led to a love for one another. This love, combined with our desires to explore all places strengthened our wants to be together forever and to begin our travels. We consulted many sources to discover how we would be able to venture out into space safely and return in a short time without fear of danger to one another. Again, with our mythological guardians, we were allowed to enter near universes by making special wishes and allowing ourselves to think ourselves there. This was fun, and even though the ventures were short, they were stepping stones to what would eventually lead us into deep space to explore black holes, and other phenomena thought to be known and unknown by man. Our early trips were most always within our own atmosphere, never venturing any further than the moon. Of course, even given the opportunity to tread on the moon was most rewarding, for up to that time we had no references. We found the moon to be an interesting venture because although there were no creatures resembling us, there were nevertheless creatures. For example, we found life in the cracks of the rocks resembling thin string-like beings. They frolicked around the rocks and boulders slipping in and out of the cracks and otherwise enjoying their existence. Upon viewing us they communicated that we were not the first they had observed, but we were the first who took an interest in them. Although friendly, they did not have a language we could recognize so we asked for help. We called for help from those gods who were an integral part of getting our lives together. They responded quickly and allowed us to discover an alternate creature that could speak with us and also gyrate in such a way as to tell the small creatures who we were and where we were from. They spoke of others who inhabited the home on which they lived, known to us as the moon. They leaped and tumbled in the direction of the mountains letting us know where these other creatures lived and played. Our communicator was able to effectively convey their thoughts well enough to get us excited about venturing to the mountains in search of the others. 

     We approached a small mountainous area with caution; not being familiar with the terrain and not knowing if there were dangerous situations around. Our communicator assured us that this land was safe and to his knowledge all creatures great and small were kind and friendly even though they were different from one another; different, that is, in size and shape, for those who dwelled in the open small rocky areas were more exposed to the sun and cold, and therefore had to adapt to those conditions. Having no previous experiences in their lives, they didn’t know what hot and cold meant, they merely existed. The creatures of the Rocky Mountains however could feel thermal differences and had a greater respect for the changing conditions of hot and cold. The first ones we espied were somewhat apprehensive about coming out to meet us because they had never seen the likes of humans before, for astronauts and other travelers who landed on the moon did so away from the mountains for fear of crashing, so they were never seen. Our communicator and we were able to explain who we were and where we were from; pointing out into the heavens and viewing our globe we call earth. Of course the creatures were well aware of our place so they didn’t give it any thought because they were not mentally equipped to want to nor need to know about us, they merely existed and were happy in their position, having never known anything else. They actually established dwellings inside the cracks and crevasses of their mountain and also had caves which provided warmth and cool when the moon worked its way around the earth and sun. Their togetherness was not as in a family structure known to us, but was a gathering as if to offer protection if it was ever needed. Our visit was not too extended for we found that there was not too much we could learn about these moon entities because they merely existed and seemed to enjoy where they were and what they did.

     We summoned our guardian gods and requested safe passage back to earth for we were tired and needed to recoup and prepare for out next venture to a near-by location. We very quickly found ourselves back from where we began, almost as if we had never left. We thanked our friends who were the gods, and asked for continued assistance in getting to other lands. They said they would help, within reason, because they did not have command of all of space. They ruled the galaxy, only, and beyond that there were no guarantees.  What was next on our agenda you ask? We planned to extend further out, but not far enough to be out of reach of our mythological gods, for if their fear was real, you can guess how we felt. As we advanced our thoughts we got the idea of consulting with some of the most famous and knowledgeable scientists who ever lived. To be able to do this we had to be able to project ourselves to the very special Conference Hall of the past greatest astro-scientists and science fiction writers of all time, for it is here where all the knowledge of their fields are found, and the conferences are never ending. Where is this place of which we speak? Oh, its location is unknown to normal human beings, and only open to a very few, special people who have been cleared with the mythological gods. Because of our standing with the gods from our past experiences, and of the trust established long ago, we were invited any time we wished, and that is the key word, wished, for wish we did, and no sooner did we make our request, did we find ourselves in the most majestic chamber with the most dignified people ever, never, assembled. There was Albert Einstein, Carl Sagan, Sir Isaac Newton, Galileo Galilei, Ptolemy, and Nicolas Copernicus. These gentlemen took turns expounding upon their studies and beliefs, each in their turn according to when they walked on earth. As the lectures continued, each following speaker would comment upon the one who spoke, praise their studies, and elaborate on their new findings based on what the elders had discovered with none being chastised nor criticized for their work. When the conference concluded, each departed in their familiar way and returned to their places of rest only to return again when their knowledge and expertise was asked for or needed. In the second Conference Hall great writers of science fiction were gathered to expound upon their stories and elaborate on their motivations for writing and how they were inspired by past writers. Here you would find such dignitaries as Isaac Asimov, Edgar Rice Burrows, Arthur C. Clarke, Hugo Gernsback, Robert A. Heinlein, H.P. Lovecraft, and H.G. Wells.

     As we listened intently to the speakers from both forums, we were in awe at the knowledge these people were able to amass, and how the world was made better and clearer from their studies. We focused on H. Wells because in his first science fiction book, the Time Machine, wherein he was able to transport himself through the time continuum at will and visit places no other living person had done before or since. To our amazement, as we approached Mr. Wells, he was receptive to our greeting and interest in his works and consented to visit for awhile before his departure time. Our fascination was with his machine, its design and operation. He told us that although it was complex, one had only to set the dials for the proper time and place, prepare, and enjoy the ride and hopefully arrive close to the time zone requested; the machine could not be that precise. We told him our interest was in space travel, matter, beginnings of things, and particularly black holes. Because the concept of black holes was not in vogue at his time, he never opted for that location, but thought it might be fascinating after hearing some of the other science fiction writers claiming their knowledge of such things. Mr. Wells consented to share with us his machine, design, operation, but could not guarantee our ride to the edges of the universe as he had never used it for that purpose, but he could not imagine why it would not work in any venue. We talked about some of his other works, all fascinating and thrilling, but had to leave, for it was he who had to depart for his resting place, and we, also, needed to return to our place to decipher our notes and plan, once again, our next destination. We thought since Venus and Mars were closest to earth, in relative terms that either should be our next stop.

   So now we begin with Chapter One introducing our main characters; Dakota and Destiny, where their adventures begin.

     Dakota and Destiny emerged from a life-long relationship after they realized they were both interested in science.

A twenty seven year old college graduate with a major in the sciences was standing over near the lab when a friend of Destiny’s asked and pointed in Dakota’s direction, “Who is that handsome young man over there?” 
     “Oh, that’s my old friend, Dakota.” Destiny said and then immediately gestured for her friend, Desirea, to follow her as she walked across the room to greet Dakota. He stood tall and proud as he saw Destiny approaching and he smiled his toothy smile. He noticed she hadn’t changed a bit as she swaged toward him in her size six evening grown.

     “Beautiful as always Destiny; especially in that most alluring gown.” Dakota said as he flashed a smile at her.      

“Thanks Dakota, I’m captivating, huh? Well you don’t look so bad yourself. Care to join me for the science ball dance?”

     “Dressed like this? Hell no! But you could go change and meet me in the lab. I’m on to something you might be interested in.”

     “You rat Dakota, you know I can’t turn down such an invitation - I’ll be right back.”

     From that one alluring lab date their whole life changed and within that year they married. After that they could only talk about time travel and going on adventures together high in the heavens.

Chapter One

Venus

With Dakota and Destiny’s fascination fulfilled with Mr. Well’s machine, its design and operation, as well as feeling comfortable thinking about roving around in space in his Time Machine, they were ready to mull over where their first travels should be. In the end with unwavering determination they began their plan to go to Venus in anticipation of not only having a new encounter but perhaps learning something that might shed light on their own planet or at least information to bring back with aspirations of making earth a more enhanced planet. Although that wasn’t the only incentive to first go to Venus - it was a beginning nonetheless.
     Parked comfortably at their desk, in good spirits they leaned in closer to decipher their notes. Pausing for a moment they read an article about the heavens which energized them to no end.

         Smiling down on earth in a rare celestial 
         trifecta of Venus, Jupiter, and the moon,
         it seemed the planets merged - an event
         known as a conjunction, and were joined 
         by a thin sliver of moon. 

This highly thrilled them for it stimulated their appetite and accelerated the plan full speed ahead; granting them a feeling of already being on their journey. Dakota shoved his chair back and mulled over all that he envisioned the expedition to be when all of a sudden he heard Destiny squeal.
     “Wow! Dakota, the rare planetary meeting was visible from all parts of the world, even from light-polluted cities. You know, such as Hong Kong and New York.”
     Dakota tapped his long willowy fingers on the battered oak desk smiling. “People in Asia even witnessed a smiley face while sky watchers in the United States saw a frown. Isn’t that interesting?”

     Destiny thumped the magazine down on the desk, and looked keenly at Dakota, “Yes, it is interesting! But listen to this; the three brightest objects in the sky were so securely gathered that one could eclipse them with a thumb, according to NASA's Web site.”
     Dakota chortled with excitement as he said, “The next visible Venus-Jupiter conjunction will be on the evening of March 14, 2012, but the two planets will appear farther apart in the sky. Yes, Destiny, I think we should indeed venture to the planet Venus.”
      Could this be the day to climb into the excursion’s plans; making a trip to Venus a reality? If so, then it was time to take action, setting appointments and visiting with those in rank, and making it matter-of-factness. 
     Knowing that Venus is the goddess of love, beauty and fertility, made them want to set up an appointment with her to see if she could cast some light on the planet Venus, named in her honor. It took some naming of names and promises throughout the universe to get someone to set up a meeting time and place, but because of their outstanding reputation with the gods and goddesses from our past travels, all who knew of them knew their intentions were always honorable. 
     It was communicated to Venus that the two mortals were on a special mission and needed to visit with her for as much time as she could afford. Because of the great demands placed on her life, she was somewhat reluctant to meet, but after learning that they were going to venture to her planet and brag about her with any living beings inhabiting the planet she found a soft spot in her heart and granted them a meeting. They wished it could be on the time and place they selected and so it was. Their wish was granted and in a flash they found themselves seated next to the most beautiful creature never created. Incidentally, Venus never had a childhood, but was created as an adult; this allowed her to have great wisdom, but also she had a way about her that was not always friendly and kind. Dakota and Destiny were not looking for her personality traits, but merely wanted her to shed some light on the planet so that they would know how to prepare for their venture. She assured them that there were life forms to be discovered, depending on their willingness to explore and venture out. She cautioned them to be prepared to find an atmosphere quite different from earth; Venus would be covered with thick layers of clouds so thick in fact that they would not allow the sun to penetrate. She referred to these phenomena as the greenhouse effect, which meant that the temperature would be very hot and they had to be ready to adjust to those special conditions. They also needed to know that Venus rotated from east to west, a retrograde condition from that of earth which rotates from west to east. Although this characteristic was not too critical, it was good to know. Venus told them to look for and be aware of specific lowlands and highlands; for it was there that they’d find life-forms. Because she had not visited the planet in quite some time, she was not certain what they would find; she also could not guarantee that should there be life forms similar to planet earth’s, that they would be friendly. Dakota knew they were going to have their hands full, but felt up to the challenge.
     Venus appeared to be happy that Dakota and Destiny chose her planet for their first visit to outer space, and was thrilled that they would praise her status in the kingdom of mythological gods and goddesses. They parted as friends, and just as quickly as they arrived, they left with the same speed, and after finding themselves safely at home, they marveled at the wonderful experience they had just shared. Both were in awe at the incredible beauty of this being and soon realized that she was a goddess, not a mortal being. This reality explained her looks, beauty and her status among the heavens. Dakota and Destiny were indeed humbled with their meeting and now realized what was needed to make preparations for what was to come. Deciding it would be wise, they visited the Conference Hall to seek out H. Wells and bring him up to date on their latest findings. After relaying their story and experience, Mr. Wells was asked to help them locate his original Time Machine or inform them how and where they might find the components needed to construct a similar device. Mr. Wells assured them that no other machine existed and it would take more time to locate parts, get someone to try to build it, and stumbling and fumbling with the controls in hopes of putting yourselves on the proper course to achieve a successful landing on Venus and not some strange place, for a far off land would be a major inconvenience. He told them it would be an honor to have his machine put into use again after so many years in storage. He informed them it was hidden away in a secret location at the Charles house, on Lowe Street, in the town of Brambley, county of Kent. He asked for assurance that this secret would remain with them as he was very protective of this, his piece of history, and did not want this confidence betrayed. Assuring him that their intentions were honorable, they’d never reveal to anyone at any time this most secret hiding place. Oh, they almost forgot to ask, “Where is the hiding place?”
     The three of them laughed because merely going to Lowe Street would not tell them anything about the hidden chambers where the machine was stored.
     “OK!, Uttered Mr. Wells, in the vast yard encrusted with decaying walls of rock and mortar at the base of the storage bin is a device that would never be thought of as a latch. Should you find this location and the somewhat latch, you need to twist it three full turns in a counterclockwise motion; it must be exactly three turns. This action will allow you to slide, not lift, the cover which will allow you to view a ladder then allowing you to descend into the secret chamber. Having success in this venture, there before your very eyes, you will find the most magnificent of all capsules; the Time Machine.”
     Mr. Wells’ eyes became moist because at long last he found someone who thought enough about him, his works, and his adventures; to seek out his precious device. Dakota and Destiny were most overwhelmed with joy at being allowed this pleasure. Both feeling a great honor hugged Mr. Wells and assured him they’d stay in touch knowing they would surely need his services again before departing to Venus. 
     “My Dear Destiny, the die is cast and we must be on our way, for nothing can stand in our way,” uttered Dakota feeling accomplished at this point.
     “We are destined to seek out which is inbred in our souls, so now we must not delay,” retorted Destiny.

Getting to Brambley was easy for Dakota and Destiny merely holding each other tightly made their request in their subconscious minds and ended up at their destination in England. They quickly summoned a Bobby to direct them to Lowe Street in Brambley.
      As their subconscious device placed them close to location, it was not exact so off they went on foot so as not to appear anxious. Finding the house they promptly went to the door to see if it was occupied. It looked abandoned, but under care, and because no one answered both inconspicuously allowed themselves to drift into the back yard in search of the lever. Locating the structure they removed some overgrown branches, and to their amazement found the lever. Immediately Dakota turned it as instructed, and as if by “open sesame” the cover slid out of the way. Dakota and Destiny in turn climbed into the chamber, replaced the lid to its original position, slid down the ladder, and entered the chamber finding various works of writing, tools, books on a wide range of subjects, and a door. A door! This must be the door to the special, hidden chamber to the Time Machine. With great excitement they pulled on the door until it moved in increments, but slowly it yielded to their advancements and opened. The shock was overwhelming, for there before their very eyes rested the one-and-only one-of-a-kind time machine.
     Without realizing a man in a black suit was following and watching their ever action as they moved about and entered into the door. He darted closer, peeked in, and heard them speaking about the machine which made his blood rise high enough to make it feel on fire. He knew if he played his cards right he’d finally get to see the time machine which Wells often spoke of. He didn’t wish any harm to come to the couple, but he also knew he had to see and travel in it to planets he had yearned to see most of his life, and he wasn’t getting any younger so he needed to act quickly.

     “Did you ever see anything as incredible in your life, and we are seeing it before our eyes?” Dakota uttered.
     Of course the response was a vociferous no! Entering its chamber they examined the controls, panels, levers, other various contraptions in reverence to its builder and operator. The operations directions were there and appeared to be as fresh as when last used.  Destiny assigned herself to be the reader and, of course, Dakota would be the controller. As both became familiar with the panels they could see the variables which would allow the user to zero in on a specific location, if known. One of the panels had a reference to    space warp and travels. Activating the switch they studied the endless possibilities. As the choices availed    themselves up popped planets, near and far. Opening that panel they could see plain as day, Venus. There were detailed directives such as miles from current location, gravitational forces to be considered, temperatures, speeds to be achieved and time designated to reach a location. Using simple math, and moving obvious controls they were able to set their course for a rendezvous with Venus; what joy!  Locating Venus at its current position they found to their luck that it was at its closest point in its orbit around the sun. The math worked out to about 23.7 million miles. Had it been at its furthest point from them it would have been a whole other situation as Venus would have been 162 million miles away. They became overjoyed with the thought of traveling to Venus, but all of sudden Destiny and Dakota heard a sound in the back of the machine and stopped entering data for a time and when no other sound came, they figured it was nothing to worry about. So Dakota again began entering in the data. Soon after they fastened themselves into the specially padded chairs, secured all doors and panels, checked the safety standards, set the course, and then found themselves in awe, splendor, fear, excitement, and all the other superlatives to describe their emotions. Holding their breath they held hands tightly, closed their eyes, and threw the switch to begin their journey to the unknown while flashing smiles that sent their heart racing knowing they were at last lifting off. Exiting the earth’s atmosphere was easy as their speed was incredibly fast and there were no other obstacles in the way so there they were advancing through time and space. Because Venus was relatively close it appeared to be a short trip. They weren’t too worried about how much time had elapsed since leaving earth because they were so fascinated with what was going on around them as they whizzed through space.  They did notice a great deal of abandoned space debris from spent space stations, rocket parts, and other unidentified junk. Soon they were out of the zone of abandoned objects and shooting rapidly toward their destination, Venus. Losing track of their position in space, they were fortunate to have systems aboard that would alert them to an object being close to the machine. Utilizing charts and panels, they found themselves drawing upon target. The awesome configuration was a sight to behold. The planet, itself, could not be viewed because of the heavy layers of fog.   The machine slowed significantly and began to yaw giving them a feeling of fear. It was all because of the extreme winds at the outermost layers of the fog and dust.

      Once Dakota and Destiny break through that dimension they will be okay, but they couldn’t wish their way out of this one because they actually had to direct the controls to affect a landing. The big thing in their favor was the information the controls were telling them how dense the cloud layer was, and how far it was to the surface of Venus. Once through the layer it was like any situation on earth where you could see everything below the fog. The surface of the planet was not too unique, it was just that it was dark everywhere, no matter what the time. They tested the atmosphere for gases to see whether or not they could survive on what was dominant. Surprising enough they were able to breathe without masks, which pleased them. They cautiously stabilized the craft, made certain everything was in the off position, and looked around before exiting. There were massive depressions and highlands, and according to the charts they were distinct and could easily be identified. They were given information from the goddess Venus so they knew what to expect. Their first stop was at the great depression, Atalanta Planitia. It was craggy and treacherous, and it looked abandoned, but they stuck around to see if anything was about. After some time elapsed Destiny thought she caught a movement off to her left, behind some jagged rock outcroppings. Dakota looked but couldn’t see or hear anything. Again another sound clanged out almost sounding like a movement, but this time they knew it was something near. The suspense was maddening so they started walking around the depression looking for signs of life or to see if they heard another sound, but none came. Yet no sooner did they advance when a voice cried out.

OUR NEXT BOOK

Look for our next book coming out in the summer about time traveling. It is about a young woman who awakes in the same city, same house, same business, but everything is changed. Did she somehow get caught up in the time warp?
Poems Written by Peter and Pattimari

Your Heart is Whole

Your heart is whole

soaring with love

reaching out

like a dove

Your soul is pure

and ever so dear!

Pattimari, copyright, 2011

You Touched me With Life
When we danced

the stars came down

from heaven's perfection

and dropped me

into the depths

of life


Pattimari, copyright
Always

in the night

I see your face

always

my mind

awakens a vision of you

when darkness

comes

your memory

brightens and sends me light

taking away the darkness
Pattimari, copyright, 2011

Magical Enlightment of Your Touch 

Your fingers moving tenderly
over my hand
where each vein screams
excitement

Your squeeze sends sparks
up my spine

A touch to my face
is like a kiss
flaming beneath my skin

Savoring each moment
each caress
each gaze
each intensity
tomorrow maybe a kiss

yet just the enchantment
of your hand
sends off sparks
releasing
a love of magical enlightment

Love is a friendship on Fire!

Pattimari, copyright 2010

My life buckled
out from the foundation
I cherished
Flying over 
depths of pain
I met lifelessness

August 1, 2009
is a day I'll never forget;
a day my husband asked 
for a divorce and left

Out of God awful misery
came the greatest gift 
I've ever been given

Three days without food or sleep
crying was out
unable to see anyone

Tumbling down
into the depths of pain
is where I met 
the old 
and then
the new

The newness bounced
upon me
like heavens
that reached down and touched me

A freedom
that moved me into the 
pages of my newness
creating
writing
exercising
meeting new people
riding in my boat of change

Gladness came
unexpected
and today 
I see
my greatest misery
was my greatest creativity
Pattimari
2010

There You Were
In the twilight of night's dancing music

there you were; near

Our hands touched briefly

wrapped arms, warm and thrilling

like honey dripping down a jar

Sweet and tender

Even for magic

this was haunting

Flame of fire 

ripped through me

the touch

of your hand

caressing my back

as we danced all night!

Pattimari, copyright 2011
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Now we are born & we are here

the reasons for this are not quite clear

What in the world should we do

turn into criminals & make people's lives blue

This story you read is a lesson in Greed

amplifying what evil people need

They take from the rich as well as the poor

will you be a victim you can never be sure

One thing you can count on the live-long day

the cops will get you & put you away

So please don't be like Barrow & Nan

or you'll find yourself with the Police Man

And what kind of life to be put away

for the rest of your time one extra day

So try to be nice 
It's so easy to do

& your friends will love you thru & thru.
Peter Cacciolfi, copyright 2012
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