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GHOST NOIR: SHAKING HANDS WITH THE GRIM REAPER
 
 

Chapter 1
 
The name is Gray, William Gray, a private investigator. But not your average P.I. I work for the dead. That’s right. You heard me. Ghosts are my clients. A psychic-medium P.I. That’s who I am. That’s what I do. 
If you’re a ghost and need justice for your murder, you contact me.  
That’s my motto. It’s not the type of thing you can go around telling people though. Made that mistake in the past. Can’t write it on a business card either. Who’d believe it if they saw it anyway. 
All my life I could see spirits when no one else could. One spring day when I turned 20 one of them asked me for help. Made the mistake of saying yes. Regretted it ever since. 
Thought it would be a one off. Some little old lady named Abbey wanted to know who killed her. She looked so lonely and confused when she approached me at the bus stop. Felt sorry for her. But let's be honest, what did I know about investigating a ghost’s murder? Nothing, but I helped her anyway. Turned out it was her son looking for insurance money to pay off gambling debts. How do you like that? Don’t know what shocked her more. Realizing she was dead, or it being her own son who killed her.
Somehow word got out amongst the dead and since then I’ve found myself inundated with ghosts asking me for my services. Solving their murder tends to be the big one.  
Thought I could make a career out if it, “a P.I. for the dead”. Thought it would lead to fame and future. Movies being made about me, signing autographs while walking down the sidewalk. 
Well, that’s what I thought. It started out that way. My name was in the papers and people recognized me. Until one particular case sent everything downhill. Now I’m seen in the press as a joke. Labeled a con artist who’s laughed at on every street corner. Went from being the toast of the town to the joke of the town. Louella Larson who works at the “Daily Times” tabloid paper has made it her mission to ridicule me daily in her column. Now I drift from day to day trying to remember what happiness is. I gave up on life, when it gave up on me. 
Now, instead of being an average P.I. who investigates cheating husbands, I’m the joke of the city P.I. who investigates murdering husbands hired by ghosts. 
One thing I’ve found is murdered victims don’t enter the light after death. They stick around, wanting justice. So they come to me. 
But in my heart I know I’m one case away from proving to everyone I’m the real deal and getting my name back. The problem is I need to find that “one case.”
 
In the meantime yet again, I find myself in the city’s east end at 3 am working a case down at the docks warehouse district. In a dark alley leaning against a brick building looking through a dirty window, spying on two low lives inside. Light raindrops tapping on my fedora with each small drop dripping off in front of my eyes. Running down the window I’m trying to see through.  
At least my long brown trench coat is keeping me warm. Still wearing my black tie. You’d think I’d stop wearing it after midnight. But here I am, in the late night with it still around my neck like a noose looking for a hangman.
Seems funny whenever I need to solve a homicide I end up in a creepy place like this in the morning hours. 
With the amount of criminal activity that goes on around the docks at night, you’d think the police would open a division here. Save them traveling time. 
Off to my right, the ocean’s cold waves are striking against the wooden pier in a rhythmic pattern. A foghorn somewhere off in the darken distance is calling out to all the captains with its low repeating hum. A two hundred year old lighthouse still standing with its blinding white light circling every 15 seconds. Firing a beam of white light across the bay. Sending a silent message to the lonely sailors out there. 
The lighthouse was built in a time when the city was young. Over the decades the city had grown larger. It wasn’t needed anymore, but kept for sentimental value. Giving tourists something to photograph.  
 
Here I am, your average 40 year old man who should be in bed in some suburban neighbourhood. Getting a good night’s sleep with kids sleeping in their rooms down the hall. Resting up for a busy day with the sunrise. 
But not me, I’m out here in the rain working a case for a short little accountant named Chester. The type who wears his black bowtie all day, every day. The type who’s amazing when working with numbers, but isn’t so quick on the draw with small talk. Wearing thick glasses and his short hair neatly parted in the middle. A large silver ring on his left hand baby finger. A symbol in the middle I couldn’t quite make out.
Oh, did I fail to mention Chester the account is dead. That’s right, and his ghost is standing next to me with the falling rain passing through him. His spirit came to me in the middle of the night a few days ago. Saying he’d been murdered. Now he wants justice. 
I awoke at 2:45 am and found him standing next to my bed, staring at me. His eyes wild with anger. 
Your average person looking to hire a P.I. would visit the P.I.’s office during working hours. Introduce themselves, sit down, and tell their story. 
But not my clients, they come to me anywhere and everywhere. I could be in a restaurant having a nice steak dinner only to find a ghost standing next to me asking for help. 
Wouldn’t mind talking, but it means my steak getting cold. Plus having a conversation with a ghost leaves everyone else in the restaurant looking my way wondering why I’m talking to thin air. 
I don’t bother explaining I’m talking to the dead. It would only convince them I’m crazier than they first thought. So, I keep it to myself.  
Young, old, male, female, rich, poor, it doesn’t matter. They all come looking for me.
 
Solving the accounts murder wasn’t difficult. After I was able to calm him down I made my way into the living room to hear his story. I’m not the type to listen to a client while lying in bed in the dark.
It’s not difficult to solve a homicide when it involves an accountant. All you need to do is follow the money. 
Handled a few of them in the past. Follow a few clues given to me. Do some background checks. Make a few phone calls. Standard work.
In the end, most homicides come down to money. Find out who the victim had been talking in the few days leading up to their death and follow the money. It usually solves itself.
Having the ghost next to you during the investigation helps out as well. Can’t argue with that. Any investigator would love to talk to the dead victim. Get as much information as possible. But with my ability, I can. 
 
A single grey beam from the light post high above casts my long shadow down the empty alleyway. Making me appear a hundred foot tall. Small little raindrops falling ever so softly through the beam. Needless to say, Chester didn’t cast a shadow. The dead never do. The light was hitting him just as much as me, but it didn’t matter. Light had no effect on him.
At least this case didn’t have me dealing with heights, unlike the last one. Working this case down at the docks was a relief. Here my legs don’t get shaky as they did last week when I had to climb up a wobbly metal fire escape 8 stories up. Anytime I can stay on the ground is a good day. 
 
While staying low out of sight, I moved closer to the bottom corner of the dirty window to get a better look inside. A yellowish light shined from within, lighting up my face and fedora as two individuals moved about inside. They stood on opposite sides of a wooden table appearing to be arguing. Can’t quite tell what about though. Have to make my way inside for that.  
Chester stood next to me, in no way trying to hide while looking in the middle of the window pointing them out. Yelling out how they were the ones who shot him after he found out their secret. 
He didn’t care about staying in the shadows like I did. He didn’t have to. He was a ghost. He could stand anywhere he wanted and yell all night. No one would see or hear him. But for me, I had to keep low.
He pointed at them and yelled, “That’s Mr. Bobby Alterman and Jake Maney, accountants for C.Q. Oil. Let’s get in there and get them.”
Chester’s eyes narrowed as he clenched his fist. Like he was ready to smash through the glass. For a little accountant, I could tell he wasn’t going to rest until his murderers were dealt with. He probably hadn’t expressed this much emotion throughout his life. 
He found they’d been fixing the numbers and were stealing the company funds. Not a lot, but enough for them to escape the country and live an easy life down south.   
Chester was a long trusted employee sent from head office to investigate why the accounting numbers weren’t adding up. Believing it to be a small computer glitch. Until he stumbled across their little side business and was bumped off to keep the secret going. 
I knew of the C.Q. Oil Company. How could I not? One of the biggest companies on Earth, raking in tens of billions a year. Working out of the tallest building in the country. The odd looking hourglass tower in the center of the city.
Working a case for them a few years back when things went bad and my life went downhill. The infamous case that turned me into a joke in the eyes of everyone in the city. When Chester told me he worked for C.Q. Oil it caused my blood to boil. 
Even all these years later hearing the name of the company caused my teeth to grind. But I felt bad for the guy and decided to help him anyway. Putting my own feelings aside, even if he was an employee for the company that destroyed my life. 
Speaking of not being too happy, the two men inside looked as though they weren’t seeing eye to eye as well. Their arguing was getting worse.
Chester leaned closer to the window. “This is the place they called me to on Friday night. Saying they had an important matter to discuss. Thought it was weird wanting to meet me at the docks district in the dead of night, in some empty abandoned building. Who holds meetings in a place like this? Should have trusted my instincts. It was just a trick to get me alone, to shoot me.”  
I could tell by the quiver in his voice he was still angry about his murder. He wanted justice for his homicide. 
 
I glanced through the corner of the window. What were they saying? Pointless being out here in the rain trying to guess, they might be arguing about the accountant’s murder. If I could get inside and record their argument it would be used as evidence at their trial. Couldn’t let a moment like this pass by. Had to get inside.
While staying low in the shadows I moved away from the window. Moving along the side of the brick building towards a large metal door. Avoiding all windows along the way. Couldn’t risk being seen.
Reached the door and gripped the handle and gave it a slow pull. Had to be as quiet as a mouse at this point. Couldn’t give away my location to two men inside who already committed homicide.
Thankfully the hinges didn’t squeak. With the door halfway opened, I stayed low and slipped inside. 
Made sure the door closed ever so gently behind me. Glanced around at the endless rows of skids with boxes stacked 5 feet high. They seemed to run on forever, disappearing into the darkness at the back of the warehouse. It was too dark to read the labels and know what was in them, didn’t have time to care. Large lights hung from above lighting up the aisles.
Had to find cover. Can’t be exposed out here next to the door. I slowly moved behind a skid staying out of the light. Took my fedora off not wanting it peeking out over the boxes. Sliding my feet along the floor, had to avoid tripping over the corners of the skids.
Chester however, just phased through the brick wall from the outside in, as if it wasn’t there. The advantages of being a ghost. He stood in the center of the aisle under one of the lights, casting no shadow. Looking towards the two men by the table, in no way trying to hide. 
I slowly peeked over the top of a box and could see them a few yards ahead. However, I was too far back, couldn’t make out what they were saying. Had to get closer to record their conversation. 
Stepped out from behind the skid and slowly edged closer. Sliding my feet to muffle my footsteps. Keeping my back as close to the boxes as I could, making sure to stay out of any light. Moving from one shadow to the next.  
When close enough I slipped behind a skid. They were standing on either side of the table yelling. Took out my recorder from my front pocket and pressed the red record button.
Chester however, stormed down the middle of the aisle between the rows of skids. The bright lights above would’ve lit him up fully casting shadows everywhere if he were alive. 
His footsteps would’ve given up his location a long time ago. He stopped next to me not making any attempt to hide. I knew he was dead, but his lack of caring about hiding rattled me. I was waiting for one of the two men to point him out and come after us. But they never did. Only I could see him. But if he tried to hide, it would’ve made me feel better. 
I lowered down closer to the floor. Glanced at the ring on Chester's right hand. Being so close I could finally get a good look at it. A skeleton face with two lightning bolts behind it. Odd looking thing, but no time to care about that now.
Chester pointed, “The guy with reddish brown hair with his tie loose is Bobby Alterman. The other shorter guy with no hair in the grey suit is Jake Maney.” 
I peeked around the boxers holding the recorder and heard Jake yell out, “I’m not going down for this. It was your idea.”
Bobby looked over to him, “Neither of us are going to jail if you keep to the story. The plane leaves tonight. We’ll be on it, away from this place.” 
“Why did we have to kill off the accountant? Now they’ll have us for murder as well as theft.”
“We couldn’t risk him going back to Victor Vile and ratting us out. It’s better this way. We did our job in getting warehouse 17 ready. We helped ourselves to a few extra dollars from the company’s funds along the way, no big deal.”
“What do you mean, no big deal?” Jake yelled out. “We had to kill off their head accountant to hide what we did. They’re clearly onto us.”
Bobby nodded, “That’s why we need to get out of town quick. I’m taking my half of the money and heading south to live on a nice beach with blue skies. You need to take your half and find a new place. No one will ever find us. We’ll use our new fake I.D.s and get away. Besides, we both know we had to get out of here at some point. The Reaper will be arriving during the full moon and I don’t want to be around when it happens. No one in the city will be safe when he arrives. We need to get out of the city now, not after. There won’t be time if we wait that long. When he arrives it’s going to get bad real quick. The farther we’re away the better. When I heard the Death Coin was located I knew it was game over. It won’t be long till they have the Macabre Scroll. All they need now, is to put the plan into action in locating the Key.” 
I leaned back into the shadows recording every word. Who’s the Reaper? Some crime boss? No one I’ve heard before. Knew all the crime bosses in the city, but someone called the Reaper was new. And what did he mean something bad was going to happen to the city during the full moon? Why care about the moon being full?
Oh, who cares, I wasn’t hired to solve some mystery about some guy nicknamed the Reaper. All I need to do is record these two talking about the killing of the accountant and hand it over to the police and get out of here in one piece. Hopefully, this is the case that gets my respect back. Finally get the tabloids to stop calling me a freak.
I continued recording their arguing knowing it was gold. Every word was going to lock them up for life.
Looked over at Chester and couldn’t help but notice every time they spoke of the Reaper he glanced over at me. Why? Did he know of the Reaper’s true identity? Why would he care, he’s dead.
He yelled out. “They’re talking too much. They have to be stop.” His voice would’ve echoed the warehouse if alive. 
First off, I didn’t feel comfortable with his yelling. I know they couldn’t hear him, but I would’ve preferred him to whisper. Just to make me feel better. Second, I couldn’t stop them now. They’re confessing to his murder. This was gold. This would guarantee a guilty conviction. Why stop them now? Why did he care if they spoke of the Reaper?
“We have to keep them quiet,” Chester whispered under his breath. He was speaking more to himself than me. “They can’t be speaking of the Reaper. It must remain a secret.”  
He took off running down the aisle towards them. Along the way his left arm bumped into a few boxes, knocking them over. 
It wasn’t unheard of for a ghost to move an object. In high emotional states they could collect enough energy in the room for a brief moment and move an object an inch or two. The fact he knocked boxes over was something to see. Talk about being in a very high emotional state.
The problem is, he did it while I was hiding in the shadows trying to collect enough evidence from two murders confessing. Not the best time.
 
 
 
 

Chapter 2 
 
Peeking over the top of the boxes I saw both men jump and fall silent when the boxes struck the ground.
“What was that? Is someone there?” Bobby yelled out as he tried looking into the darkness.
“No one followed us here,” Jake whispered while scanning the warehouse. He moved a few feet back from the table. Glanced over to Bobby, then back to the boxes.
“You think it’s the cops?” Bobby asked, “Get your gun out, and let's check it out.”  
Great, now they’re headed my way. Had two options, stay hidden in the shadows and hope they’d walk past without seeing me. Or try to jump them both. The fact they both have guns makes the second option a bit trickier. 
Looks as though I had no choice. Have to take my chances disarming both of them. Had to find the right second to do so.
I remained in the shadows behind the boxes waiting to make my move, had to make it count. Seems like every second week I’m in one of these spots where my life is on the line. 
Could hear their footsteps closing in on me. They were so close, could hear them breathing on the other side of the skid. 
This was my time. I shoved the boxes in front of me forward, collapsing on top of them with a heavy thud. Jumped out into the light and managed to grab one of the fallen guns off the floor. The problem was Jake had fallen over, but Bobby hadn’t. He was still standing pointing his gun at me.
“Well look at this,” he said, “We have a superhero thinking he could stop us.”
Jake stood up and took his gun back from me. Now I was in for it. Looks as though my night and life was going to come to an early end. Maybe I could stall for time until I thought of a way out of this. Problem was nothing was coming to mind.
Jake looked over to Bobby. “Who is this guy? You think he heard us talking?”
Bobby looked my way. “Don’t know who you are or why you’re here. But it doesn’t matter, we can’t have you leaving here knowing what you know.”
Had to stall for time. Say anything to save my life. “Don’t you know who I am? Find it insulting you don’t know. Victor Vile sent me to update you on the Reaper and find out if you secured warehouse 17 yet. He’s disappointed you walked out on him.” Of course I had no idea what was happening with warehouse 17. Or who this Reaper was. But if acting like I did helped me out I’d say anything.
Jake quickly looked over to Bobby, “How does he know about the Reaper and warehouse 17?” He yelled.
“Relax,” Bobby called out, “He heard us talking. We don’t even know if he works for C.Q. Oil or not.”
“Oh I work from them all right.” I added, trying to look calm. Noticing Chester walking towards me and standing between them looking worried. He sure didn’t like them talking about the Reaper. They had no idea a ghost was a foot between them. “The big boss man sent me here. He knows about the missing money and what happened to Chester. We’ll track you down anywhere on the planet. He wants you to come back to the office tower and talk things out.”   
“He knows about Chester?” Jake yelled out. “Knew this would end badly. They won’t let us go. Maybe he knows about the Black Knights as well.”
Bobby looked over to him. “Shut up, you’re talking too much.” 
“We should confess to the police”. He yelled out. “Let them know about the Reaper’s arrival. Maybe they’ll go easy on us. Reduce our sentence.”
Chester jumped in shock, “Can’t let them tell everyone about the Reaper. Nothing can disrupt the master plan,” he yelled out as a glowing white light started to appear around him. 
They slowly looked away from me and turned to see the glowing white light between them. Both stood silent, wide eye with their knees almost buckling. They lowered their guns. Neither saying a word. 
Chester was now transparent, floating a foot off the ground. His features all appeared, face, body and clothes. Including his black bow tie. He looked into their eyes. 
I knew neither of them were able to comprehend what they were seeing. How could they? Knowing someone they killed a few days earlier was now appearing right in front of their eyes. Glowing in a white light.
It’s as if time stood still, no one saying a word. 
“What is this?” Jake finally was able to stammer as his hands shook. “Is this really happening? Is he alive? It can’t be possible. Thought we killed him.” He said while shaking his head in disbelief.
“Well, …don’t, …don’t just stand there… Shot him, …again.” Bobby tried to yell out.
Taking a step back they raised their guns and fired. The bullets passed each other in mid air as they went through the glowing white light of Chester striking the other in their chests. They both fell, dead, guns landing at their side. 
Chester remained standing, the bullets had no effect on him. The white light making him visible to the living faded away. He looked down at them and then over to me.
At least he saved me the trouble of having to tackle and fight two guys with guns. At least this night I wasn’t shot at or punched, a usual side effect of the job. 
Ghosts are able to make themselves visible when in a high emotional state, granted it was rare even for me to see. However, when the dead confront their murder it can lead to very powerful emotions. Leading them being visible in a white light for a few seconds. Chester’s appearance lasted a long time. He must’ve been really worked up over them talking. Why? Who’s the reaper? And this master plan? 
 
I put my fedora back on and made my way into the light in the aisle. Chester was now looking relaxed. A sense of calmness about him knowing his justice was served. 
I knew what was going to happen next. 
I stood back as the souls of the 2 men rose up from their dead bodies. A faint curtain mist, white, bluish in colour rising up from the head down to the center of the chest moving up slowly. I’ve witnessed it countless times. 
They floated up a few feet into the air. Looking at each other, then me, then Chester. Then down at their bodies.
For a moment they looked baffled. It was expected. I’ve seen it before. They couldn’t tell what was happening. A moment ago they were alive, now their souls are floating. Anyone would be confused. 
I understood their lack of understanding. If someone has a quick unexpected death they will not comprehend why their soul is no longer in their body. 
I knew what was going to happen next. The white light would call them. Letting them pass over to the afterlife. 
And right on queue the warehouse began to darken, but a different type of darkness. Not like someone turning off a light at the end of a workday, but as though all light was somehow pulled away. Leaving the warehouse in complete darkness.
The pure black surrounded all of us. As though the entire warehouse no longer existed anymore. No walls, skids, boxes or windows. It wasn’t like the lights hanging from the ceiling were turned off, but as if they weren’t there at all. 
Behind Chester a bright warm glowing white light started to appear. Getting brighter with each passing moment. The center of it a glowing tunnel. A pulsing white light circled around it.
A feeling of warm peace fell upon anyone seeing it. As though time had stopped. No anger, no fear. All negatively faded away.      
The two dead men looked at it in awe. Staring into the light, unable to turn away. I knew Chester had seen it before, after his death. But not gone inside. 
If he had he wouldn’t have been able to talk to me. By staying out he became a ghost.
The light was brighter than any spotlight. However, I didn’t have to cover my eyes. It felt warm. It was now a bright tunnel calling out for the souls of the dead. I could see a feeling of peace fall over the two men, their confusion and anger gone. 
They were drawn to the serenity of the light. As though seeing a past loved one inside calling out to them. Telling them to walk towards it. 
It was common for the recently dead to see loved ones within the light. 
The two dead men started floating towards the light and passed inside. Making their way down the tunnel. Until their souls were gone.
What will become of them in the afterlife? They might be judged and condemned for their actions or maybe not, don’t know. I’ve never entered the light, can’t say. There might be a heaven or hell, don’t know for sure. 
After I’m dead might find the afterlife an endless garden or something more beautiful. Who knows.
The light stayed, calling out to someone else in the room.
Chester moved towards it. His spirit glowing from the bright white light that was now a few inches from him. Not a sound heard the entire time. As though sound was pulled into the light as well.
Before he entered he looked back at me and smiled. I knew what it meant. He had found his justice. Knew he could now pass over and be at peace. That’s why I do this job. To help those in pain find their peace so they can enter the light.
After he passed over the white light started to fade until it was gone. The light within the warehouse slowly came back. The mysterious darkness that once covered the warehouse lifted. I could now see the outline of all the boxes, the walls and windows. The desk the two men were arguing over was now visible. The lights hanging from the ceiling lit up the aisles again. 
I stood for a few minutes reflecting on what happened. It never gets old. However, if anyone else had been here they would’ve seen none of it. Only the dead and I would’ve seen the white light. It’s amazing how many ghosts walk on sidewalks, in houses, public spaces and no one has any idea they’re there.  
But I’ve gotten used to seeing them on a daily basis. At first it was weird seeing ghosts. Took awhile to get used to it, now it’s a part of life. The tricky part is knowing the difference between the living and a ghost. In the past, I’ve started up a conversation with a ghost thinking they’re alive. It’s not a problem when alone but when standing on a crowded street corner and having everyone look at you oddly it can be embarrassing. 
Can’t say had the best childhood growing up having the ability to see the dead. Hard hanging out with living friends when some of the kids in the neighbourhood are ghosts. They would come to me, not knowing where else to go. Tried avoiding them, but they would follow me home. Some kids bring stray dogs home; I brought the spirits of the dead. 
 

Chapter 3
 
“Well, look who it is,” a man’s deep voice yelled out from the opposite side of the building. As the metal door crashed open echoing the warehouse. I knew within a heartbeat who it was.
Turned to see Det. Whitmore entering with a few officers in uniform behind him.
“What are you doing here William Gray?” His voice echoing off the walls. “We got a call from someone saying they heard gunshots coming from this building. And again whenever I show up at a crime scene, I find you.” He walked towards me and put both hands on his hips. Tilted his head slightly to the side while staring me down. He never wore the jacket part of his suit. Just the white shirt and tie. “Let me guess, don’t tell me.  Working a case for a ghost?” 
A tall thin man, about 6 foot 4. No hair on the top of his head, but short hair on the sides. 
Whitmore and I go way back, too far to be honest. It seems whenever I’m on a case he shows up. Convinced anytime I tell him about ghosts being my clients I’m making it up. Believes I’m a scam artist. Whenever he asks I always tell him the truth. Tell him I can see the dead and they hire me to solve their murder. Of course, he freaks out thinking I’m mocking him. 
He’s forever threatening to lock me up in jail. But can never come up with anything to do so. He’d love nothing more than to see me in jail for life. 
He looked down at the two dead bodies in the aisle next to the skid, guns by their side. “Why is it every time I walk into a room and find a dead body you’re somewhere to be found? I’m beginning to think you had something to do with this.”
“Not a chance you’re pinning this one on me.“ Stood with my hands in my pocket and fedora low. Acting as though I really didn’t care. Not even bothering to look him in the eye. “After you’re done investigating you’ll find these two killed each other. Their fingerprints are all over the murder weapons. I was only working a case. And got here when they started shooting.”
“Really? Is that your story Gray? That’s what you’re going with? Sounds too convenient yet again for you. Always around dead bodies, but having nothing to do with them. Guess that works out for you. Of course you’ll have to stick around as we conduct a full investigation. You might be here until sunrise. Finding out what really happened. Seeing if you had anything to do with it. And if you did, mark my words you’ll be locked up for decades.”
I smiled and looked at him, “I know. You tell me that every time. But time after time I walk away and your handcuffs still remain at your side.” 
His face turned red. “Keep making jokes Gray, we both know one day you’ll trip up. Let me guess, if I were to ask you how you got here you’d say a ghost gave you the address. Some spirit came to you wanting your help.”
I laughed a bit, “You nailed it. That’s what happened.”
His face got even redder as he yelled out. “Why don’t you drop the working for the dead comedy act and come clean. We both know you can’t see ghosts. Tell me who you’re really working for. Why do you always keep your clients a secret?”
“But I’m not. I’m truly working for the dead.” 
“Fine, play your little games Gray. But soon one day I’ll figure out what’s really going on around here and you’ll be done for. You might have fooled the press with your ghost for client act, but it doesn’t fool me. No one can see ghosts. They’re not real.” He turned to the other officers and yelled out. “Let’s get to work and start our investigation boys.”
I looked back at him. “But I think you’ll be wanting this.” I showed him the audio recorder.
“What’s on that?”
“Oh, just the confession of these two men. Admitting they killed the accountant. You know, the body you guys found by the bay.”
“You’re kidding me? You just happen to show up out of the blue and record their confession before they shot each other?” 
“It’s all right here if you want it,” It was great seeing the look of shock on his face. 
He glanced at the other officers looking a tad bit embarrassed. He leaned towards me and whispered. “I can’t wait for the moment to throw you into jail. Give me any excuse and I’ll gladly take it. Too many times you have been a thorn in the side of many investigations.”
“Both of us are just doing our job,” I went to step away from the crime scene when I glanced down at one of the dead men and noticed he had a ring on his finger. A skeleton face with two lightning bolts behind it, odd, Chester had the same thing. 
 

Chapter 4 
  
After a few hours and a million questions from Det. Whitmore I was finally able to head out. He knew he had nothing on me. We both knew I’d be seeing daylight a free man. 
Without any doubt, he’d take full credit for solving the case. He always does. Having his name in the paper. Of course, he would fail to mention me. My name would happen to slip his mind when doing press interviews. He ends up looking like a hero in the eyes of everyone in the city. 
Made my way out of the warehouse and headed towards my car. A bit of a walk, when I arrived earlier I parked at the front gates of the docks. Far back from the warehouse to avoid the two men inside from hearing my car pulling up. 
Didn’t see the sun rising yet, a few more hours for that. The bright beam from the turning lighthouse reflected off the hood of my 68’ convertible Mustang. Lighting it bright for a moment and disappearing back into the darkness. Repeating the process over and over.
Soon the sun will rise and the docks will come alive, filled with workers and trucks coming and going. Squawking seagulls flying overhead with the smell of fish from the boats drawing them in. But for now a quiet silence hung over the place.
Got in and started the car. The low growl from the engine cut through the silence. It seems I’m always working nights. Don’t want to, but it turns out like that. Seems bad guys like to do their dirty work in the cover of darkness. One day I might see the sunrise. See the city in daylight. Wonder what that’s like. I laughed to myself. 
 
Left the docks and headed towards downtown Maple Street. Towards the one place I knew would never let me down, a trusted friend. 
The dark streets were quiet. Just the way I liked them. Overhead streetlights reflected off the empty wet road.  
In a few hours the sun will be high and these streets will be congested with rush hour traffic. With endless honking, yelling and tension. Everyone having to get somewhere as fast as possible. The still of this night air will be broken. The quiet blanket of the night lifted. Replaced with the sounds of cars and pedestrians fighting for space in a city that had no more to give. 
Drove along block after block. As I passed under each streetlight the soft, warm yellowish light above would light up the car for a second. Switching back and forth from darkness to light.  
Some of the stores still had their lights on inside, others locked up in darkness. Signs displaying their name and services were lit up reflecting off the wet sidewalk. 
As I made my way past I glanced up at old City Hall. A 25 story tall white building with its grey peak at the top. Always looking down at anyone passing by. As though it were alive. A place where corruption had found a home, but you can say that about any City Hall.     
The longer I drove the more I couldn’t help shake what the men in the warehouse had said about the Reaper being on the way. Who was he? Why did they want out of the city before he arrived? Seems a bit severe reaction.
 Chester seemed to know who he was. He wanted them to stop talking about him right away. Not wanting me to hear anything. And why did they care about warehouse 17? Logically I should just shake it off and move on. But me being me, I had to ask questions. Needless to say, those questions have a habit of leading me into danger. 
 

Chapter 5
  
I pulled into the parking lot of my trusted friend, Molly’s 24-hour diner.  
In my life, friends can come and go, along with family or relationships. But “Molly’s 24-hour Diner” will always be there.
One of those late night or early morning diners. It was so late in the night, couldn’t figure out which one it was. 
Pulled into the empty parking lot. Of course it was, at this hour. The sign above saying “Molly’s” in black letters rotated around, as the light from within the place spilled out the window onto the empty sidewalk.     
To anyone walking past it appeared to have 3 customers inside. Two men in dark suits and matching fedoras and a red headed woman in a red dress, all sitting on stools around the counter lost in the still of the night. They were the nighthawks of the city. 
However, I could see 10 patrons within. 7 of them being ghosts, all hanging out alone in silence, either in booths by the window or at the counter. Why are they here? Who knows. Maybe it was a place they liked visiting while alive. Now dead they’re drawn back. A place they could still hang out after dark. Taking in the silence. Before the harshness of the loud day scares them off. 
I parked the car and made my way inside. 
An eerie silence filled the air. Broken only by the occasional car driving by whose headlights would light up the diner for a moment. Returning it to its low lighting a second later. Or someone dropping a knife and having it echo throughout the place. The type of noise you wouldn’t even notice in the daytime, but in the night it’s like a bomb.
In the back, the cook’s radio was playing soft jazz. Maybe that’s what drew me to the place, knowing I’d like the music. Molly’s had a 1920s feel to it, with the brown counter and white stools around it.   
A soft warm white light from the streetlights outside cut through the window of the diner lighting up the tables. Broken up by the light rain running down the glass.
Made my way over to the counter and sat down on one of the stools. A ghost was sitting a few seats down from me. An old man in a brown suit with a matching tie lost in thought. He might’ve been to the diner many times when alive. Returning after death to recapture the quiet ambiance. 
The waitress in white was pouring coffee for one of the men at the other end of the counter. I’m guessing he finished working the night shift. Looked as though he could fall asleep at any moment.
After finishing she made her way over to me. 
”Hey William,” she whispered. Knowing to keep the sound low at this hour. “What brings you back here tonight? Working a late night case?” 
Good old relatable Cathy, a blonde who’s been working in the diner for many years, too many in her account. She’s seen everyone come through the doors, the rich, poor, happy, sad, everything in-between. Didn’t want to tell her ghosts were hanging out in the place she worked. Maybe it’s better if she didn’t know such things. 
“Just finishing up. Glad it was over. But glad when any of them are over.” I whispered back.
“Would you like a cup of coffee to ease your mind? You work too much at night. You should work in the daytime, see the light. It will remind you, you’re alive. Remind yourself what the sun looks like.”
I nodded, the idea of warm coffee after being in the rain sure sounded nice. Besides, she was right, at times I needed to remind myself I’m amongst the living. Should see the sun more often. There was more to life than living forever. Sometimes knowing you’ll die one day makes one enjoy life.  
Over the past few months, I’ve wanted to ask her out but never got the chance. Well, that’s a lie. Had many chances, just never took them. Never thought a woman like her would want to go out with a P.I. who works for the dead. Maybe she’d be happy with some other guy, someone with a normal job, who works regular hours. 
Reached over and picked up the daily newspaper someone had left lying on the counter. The headline was the same as it’s been for days. Spoke of a missing woman, but not just any missing women. This one was rich and famous. 
The headline read “Ellen Parks still missing after 4 days.” I heard about it. How could I not? The story was everywhere. Every radio station, news channel, and newspaper was reporting it with updates on the hour. Reporters from all over the country landed at the airport with cameras in hand looking for their own scoop on Ellen Parks. It felt like a circus. That’s why I stayed out of it. 
Jonathan Parks, a C.Q. Oil executive millionaire’s wife goes missing days after he announced he’s running for office. The city went nuts when the announcement was made. Too bad, it looked like he had a good chance at winning. He was Mr. Popular. Good looking guy with a nice smile. Everyone in town loved him. Never met him. But he seemed nice enough in his campaign ads.  
He loved the media and they loved him back. I however did everything I could to avoid news reporters. Things didn’t work out between the press and I.  
I looked back at the article. Seems everyone in the city has an opinion on Ellen Parks. Employees standing around water coolers at work gossiping about what happened to her. Seems anytime someone rich goes missing the world has to know about it. But if someone poor goes missing no one cares. 
Everyone had their theories. Ranging from death, suicide, run-away, to government cover-ups, even some crazy ideas of alien abduction. Stick around long enough you’ll hear it all. 
 
Rested my elbows on the counter and flipped through a few pages. Wasn’t in the mood to check up on the sports section. 
The big story of the oil summit taking place in the city and the protesting over it had been pushed back to pages 4 and 5. It lost the front page to Ellen.
Victor Vile the C.E.O of C.Q. Oil Company had called the biggest oil executives from all over the world to meet in the city. Saying something wonderful will happen during the summit that will change the world. Everyone in the press tried guessing what it could be. He even planned a press conference with the oil executives outside the C.Q Oil Office Tower. Giving the media a chance to meet them all. My guess, it was nothing more than a publicity stunt, trying to win the city over to their presence. Needless to say, I’ll be skipping that.  
I’ve never met Victor Vile; he had to be about 80 by now. Having more money than anyone could spend in a lifetime. His picture in the paper showed a little man with a thin grey mustache. Matching his thin greying hair. He couldn’t be more than 5 foot 4. Always in his pale suit and tie, with a nice warm smile. Known for being soft spoken.  Wouldn’t be surprised if he was tough to work for. All billionaires are. It’s how they make so much.    
Needless to say, his announcement acted as a calling card for environmental protestors to show up as well, and that they did. They’ve been here for the past 7 days. Blocking traffic and making their voices heard with their megaphones. Countless protests were in full swing throughout the city and the oil summit hadn’t even started yet. 
There had been a protest at the airport terminal this morning, with a car bomb going off in the parking lot. After hearing about it I knew things were getting real. Now car bombs were being used.   
It goes without saying; it took the protesting to a new level. The police riot division were running through their drills. On standby in case it got worse.
The article writer called the city a powder keg looking for a spark. 
Seemed like every second street downtown was closed with protestors marching on through holding their signs up high. Yelling about how the oil companies were destroying the world for profit. 
It was a perfect mix, a summit in the same city as the C.Q. Oil company’s tallest head office tower. 
The protestors even had their own website called “Oil Free Now” Saying they’d do anything to stop the summit. The site called upon all protestors from around the world to show up and make their voices heard. “By any means necessary”. 
How wonderful, with all the usual garbage swirling in the city just add this to the pot. 
The funny thing is the protestors when asked by reporters said they have nothing to do with the website. Saying it’s a surprise to them as everyone else. Leading to a bigger question, who’s running the site? 
Needless to say, the police throughout the city were on high alert. Every cop was pulled off vacation and no one was allowed to call in sick. They needed everyone on the streets. 
I stayed clear of the whole mess. C.Q. Oil still ruffles my feathers. The name alone gets me bent out of shape. It’s where it all went wrong for me. It was the case that turned me into a joke in the eyes of the public. Up until then I was loved in the city. People recognizing me, kids wanting autographs. On the cover of magazines known as the “Psychic Medium P.I.” Then, I worked a case for C.Q. and afterwards seen as a joke in the papers. Called a fake. Now everyone laughs at me. Louella Larson loves printing my picture any time she can, calling me a “fake freak”.  
After that, Had nothing to do with the C.Q. Oil Company. Or even thinking about getting involved with the missing wife. Didn’t need to get pulled into that nightmare. I’ll admit solving the case would look good for me. Have the public finally look at me with respect. The newspaper headlines saying good things about me for a change. No longer being a laughing stock. But did I really need the headache? Poking around the police station trying to get involved. Have Detective Whitmore freaking on me. Telling me to head home or face a night in jail. Louella Larson taking my picture and posting on the front page of the tabloids with the headline “Freak Detective now Involved.” Everyone in the city back to laughing at me again. I’ll pass. Had my own life and problems to deal with. I’ve gotten used to giving up on people and everything around me. Don’t need hope in my life. 
The next page had a write up on JIm Miner arriving in town. The hot shot billionaire who loved the camera. His plane was expected to land shortly. Reporters from all over are expected at the airport to greet him. Can’t imagine how someone like him is a celebrity. 
I ordered my food and had a good meal in silence. 
Paid my bill, said goodbye to Cathy. There was a lot more to say to her. Win her over and ask her out. But couldn’t find the words. Would she even care about a guy like me? I headed off back into the night.  
Looked at my watch. Knew I should head home to get some sleep but couldn’t shake what the two men had said about the Macabre Scroll and the Reaper. They were scared about it. Why was that bugging me? I didn’t need it on my mind. Could let it go. The case was closed. But whenever I get a funny feeling about something I have to look into or it will bug me for days on end. If I wanted a good night's sleep I knew I had to figure this out. Prove to myself it’s nothing, and then, let it go.
As I drove along the moonlight reflected off the hood of my car. The light vibration of the car engine was making me feel drowsy. The glow from the red and green traffic lights felt hypnotic. A few blocks later I passed by St. Mary’s Cemetery, the darkest place in the city. No one wanted to enter there, even in the daylight. Filled with the dead, coffins and mausoleums. The oldest mausoleum is the creepiest. Massive in size and no name as to who’s in it.  
Wait, what was that? Something within the cemetery darkness caught my attention. A glowing light. Not just one, but many. Orange in colour, like the light that comes from torches. Are my eyes seeing right? After everything that happened tonight I’d like to ignore it and keep on driving. But my curiosity always gets the best of me. I had to check it out to clear my mind. See for myself it’s nothing bad going on and I’ll head out. 
I turned the car around and made my way to the front entrance of the cemetery. The gates are closed and locked but that didn’t stop whoever was in there from getting in. They clearly had a secret entrance. From a distance I could see figures in black robes carrying torches walking in a straight line. Hoods covered their faces. No way in knowing who they were. Looked tall so they couldn’t be kids. But what would adults be doing walking around in a cemetery in robes? Wasn’t halloween. I swear I could hear them chanting a language I couldn’t recognize.
Hard to see them as the trees blocked them out. It being night made it more difficult. Only their torches helped in lighting them up. 
They faded off further into the cemetery to a point where the trees fully blocked my view. What was all that about? 
 What a city I live in. Just when you think you’ve seen it all. I got back into my car and back out onto the road.  
 
 

Chapter  6
 
I decided I’d head over to the Kingsway Movie Theatre and chat with Dale, a bit of a conspiracy nut to say the least. Some would call him “strange”, others would call him …strange… Well, let's face it, everyone calls him strange. He knows all about the mysterious and unknown. If anyone can tell me about this Macabre Scroll, he could. More than likely he’ll tell me it’s nothing and I can let it go. That’s what I’m hoping for.
 
I made my way up Danson Street over to the theatre. Your average theatre wouldn’t be open this late, but the Kingsway wasn’t your average theatre.
Built in the 20s and still standing, the last of the holdouts. While other old theatres have been torn down and replaced with state of the art complexes, this one still hangs around. The kind with a 2nd story balcony, looking more like an opera hall. Known for showing 50s low budget B movies all night long. Movie theatres today lack something; it’s not the same. This one held onto its roots. Anyone walking in felt transported back in time to the golden age of “moving pictures.”  
Dale loved old movies, the cheaper the better. He could be found in the place day or night. When he wasn’t watching low budget B movies he’d be across the street at the library reading up on conspiracy theories. Filled with paranormal events and secret societies.  
I arrived at the front of the building and glanced up at the white flashing lights that surrounded the place. The name displayed in red. Decided to pull around into the back alley. Knew of the secret way in through the door. Parked the car under a motion detector security light that turned a bright intense light on anytime I moved, lighting up the area. Only my footsteps could be heard as I made my way towards the back door. 
Glanced around making sure no one saw me entering.  
Knew the secret on how to open it. A sharp push then a quick pull on the handle. And just like that the door opens and I’m inside. With my hands in my coat pocket and fedora low I walked down the hallway towards the front lobby. 
The lights were low. The guy on concession selling popcorn was leaning against the machine sleeping. The smell of fresh popcorn and soda filled the air. The ice machine moved the ice about every few seconds. Could hear the movie playing in the theatre behind the door. The theatre itself was pretty much empty. Maybe 40 viewers at most scattered about watching a black and white movie about a giant lizard attacking Earth. 
Who were these people at such an hour? Maybe they had nowhere else to go. People who like staying up late getting lost in an old movie plot. Living vicariously through the stars in the movie. Seeing themselves as romantic heroes, pirates or playboys. 
With my fedora low I made my way towards the staircase labeled, “Projection Room, Employee’s Only.”   
Moved up the dark staircase. The red carpet under my feet muffled the sound of my shoes. Opened the door at the top and made my way in. A massive movie projector was running, the bright light in the front with the large reels turning.
Christopher looked over at me and nodded, a 60-year-old grey haired man who’s been the projectionist at the theatre for more than 30 years. He’s used to seeing me coming inside to chat with Dale.  
Speaking of, saw Dale leaning back on a chair with feet up on a table while eating popcorn watching the movie. Looking relaxed as usual. Wearing his standard blue coloured overalls. Looking more like a farmer than someone in the city. 
He helped me out on a case awhile back involving a movie star who was mixed up in the mafia. It’s amazing how many mob guys would sit in the last row of the theatre during a daytime movie and talk business. Dale would hear every word from where he sat, just a few feet above in the projection room. 
Guess the mob guys thought the theatre was the one place the police would never tap. He was a reliable source of info. Hoped tonight would be no different. 
Dale wrote countless articles on his blog about conspiracies, secret societies and hidden government agendas. Hosting chat rooms, reading every book he could get his hands on.   
I never gave too much thought about conspiracy talk. Seems all fake to me.
“Working on a new case?” he whispered.
I nodded and whispered back, “Need you to look something up for me. Might be nothing, but have you ever heard of the Macabre Scroll?“
He paused, thought for a moment. “Sounds interesting. Might have read about it back when younger. Could have something to do with the secret society known as the Black Knight Society.”
“You think everything has to do with secret societies. But aren’t they all fake?” I whispered.
“Oh no, secret societies are real, not my imagination. They’re made up of the richest people on Earth who work together in secret to run the planet. They make decisions that control the world. They’re the reason why the rich get richer and poor get poorer. We think politicians run the planet, but it’s all a lie. They are the ones who truly run the show. They even decide who goes to war. And who profits from it.”
“Can they have that much power?” 
“They control everything, big business, governments, media. Look at all the people who get job promotions and become rich. You’d be amazed how many of them are members of secret societies. They look out for each other. Making sure they have high paying jobs, living the good life. Owning the finer things in life. Doesn’t matter what job you have, you move up pretty quick. Even an accountant can live the good life when linked to a secret society.”
Made me think of Chester. He was doing pretty well for an accountant.   
“The world doesn’t know the truth about how the world really works. Let me give you a full history lesson on them….”
“Hold on a second,” I stopped him right away. Knew this conversation could go on for hours. “I have other things to do. But I need information about the Macabre Scroll. You think it could be real?” 
“Might very well be. No problem, Can look it up for you. I’ll give you a call when I find something. I’ll head over to the library in the morning and check up on it.”   
“Good to hear. It could end up being nothing.” At least he can bring a rest to my concerns.
I left the building and got back into my car. Pulled out of the alleyway back onto Danson Street. After a few blocks, looked into my rearview mirror and noticed a black 4-door car with tinted windows. Looks like a 1970s Lincoln Continental. Something odd about the car caught my attention. Why? It’s just a car. But still, kept looking back at it. After a few blocks, I stopped at a red light and glanced back. The car was gone, the road behind me clear. Guess it was just my imagination. That’s what happens when you work a dangerous job.
 
While headed home along Main Street I decided I’d drive up and along the hills of Malland Drive, with all its twists and turns. Nice big houses on either side. The type of place the rich and famous wanted to live. Of course, they had big gates keeping everyone out. Which sent its own message.
The view from everyone’s backyard of the city made it worthwhile though. Seeing the city in all its nighttime glory. And living up here freed you from the city’s congestion. Free of the noise and tension. Almost makes working in the city tolerable. 
Nearing the top of the hill I pulled off to the side of the road onto the gravel and stopped for a moment. Wanted to take in the view of the city from a distance from up here. See what it's like to be rich. 
Leaned back against the warm hood of the car. From this height up on the mountain I could see everything below me. The city looked calm now. It was quiet. Far from the insane driving and honking going on throughout the city.   
The horizon was awash over with a touch of light blue from the countless city lights far below. In a city like this, there’s no such thing as complete darkness. 
The lights within the tall buildings in the city’s center made them look like massive Christmas trees. 
Of all the tall buildings C.Q. Oil office tower stood out from them all. Right in the middle looking like an hourglass. As if it had eyes watching over everyone. I’m glad I had no reason to stand on that roof looking down. Just the idea sends a chill down my spine.
The endless sea of suburban homes in all directions were asleep now. Their streetlights ran row after row like an endless maze as far as I could see. 
Houses filled with countless families who’d come home from work and school. Cooking dinners, watching TV, kids doing homework, playing baseball in backyards.  
From the top of this hill, I can see it all.   
Of course, all the major highways still filled with red brake lights. It never lets up. At times you could walk faster than diving on the highways around here. A cool breeze moved across me, feeling good after the day's heat. 
Hard to imagine the fighting going on with the protestors clashing with the police on almost every street corner. Soon all the oil executives from around the world would be arriving at the airport. Meaning the protesting would only get worse.
While looking over the city heard the occasional car pass by behind me every minute or two. Probably families headed to their nice large homes up along the mountain. I heard a car driving past starting to slow. Maybe a police officer asking if I needed help, thinking I was broken down. Glanced over my shoulder and the car quickly sped up and took off. The same black car I saw in my rearview mirror earlier. Now this is getting silly. Was I seeing things, or was I truly being followed? 
In this business you find yourself looking over your shoulder just a bit too much.   
I shook it off. Have to stop jumping at every little thing which seems out of place. Not every car on the road is being driven by someone up to no good.
Got back in and drove down the mountain towards the east end of the city. Or as the tourists call it “the no go zone”, The darker side of town. 
Past by a few streetcars, dinging their bell at anyone who crossed in front of them.   
The east used to be the popular side. Where movie stars wanted to be seen. But now, it’s all falling apart. The west side was now the hot spot. With the fancy bright lights and restaurants. Upscale fancy overpriced hotels. Maybe in a few decades the west will see hard times as well. But for now, everyone loved it. That’s why I’m on the east. 
Had my window down and my left arm resting on the doorframe. The warm air of the night blew in. 
Finally got home to my apartment. My eyes couldn’t stay open. All I thought about was sleeping in my bed. Glad this night was over. Got off the elevator and walked down the hall. My eyes half closed. I was just about to open my door when Ms. Costa, my elderly neighbour came running out of her place and down the hall towards me in her bathrobe and hair in curlers. Just when I thought my night was over. 
She was screaming while running “Mr. Grey. Mr. Grey. You have to come help right away. There is something evil in my apartment.” She spoke with a thick European accent. She had both hands on her cheeks.  
Bless Ms. Costa, she means well. But she’s forever jumping at any little noise thinking it’s an intruder. “You can contact the police Ms. Costa if you believe someone is in your place,” I said softly.
“No Mr. Grey I don’t mean human. There is something evil from the demon world,” she pointed to her apartment door. 
I wasn’t sure what to make of what she said. A demon? Maybe she had a bad dream or watched a scary movie.
“Oliver, my 7 year old grandson was playing with an Ouija board when he was visiting. Now I hear something moving about in my place. I know it’s not a rat or squirrel. This is something like a shadow. It watches me. Now my cat hides under the couch, won’t come out.“
Had a feeling I needed to help her or I wouldn’t be getting any sleep. I made my way into her place. It looked like a time capsule from the 1960s. The sofa had plastic on it. A million pictures of family members hung all over the walls. The curtains were thick with flower patterns on them. The place was spotless; she had a lot of free time. 
She walked behind me as I entered the living room. Peeking over my shoulder.
“Can you describe what you saw?” I asked while looking around the room. It was dark with the lights off. 
She whispered, “It’s a dark shadow demon from the other side. About 4 foot tall.” 
I walked into the hallway leading to the bedrooms and sure enough saw a black shadow. Well, how do you like that? She wasn’t kidding. It was as if a shadow cast against the wall from the sun was three dimensional and standing. 
Over the years I learned not to run from something like this. I first had to figure out what I was dealing with.
“Can you hear me?”
For a moment the shadow stopped and looked over to me. I knew I was making a connection. Based on its size I could tell I was dealing with a child. Probably looking for his mother. Must be feeling scared and alone. I knew I had to help him find his family. If he didn’t enter the light he would be trapped here forever. 
“I can help you see your mother again. Help you find your way home.”
The small shadow moved towards me by a few feet. 
“I need you to think of the white light. The same light you saw when you first passed over. Picture it in your mind. See it again. Call out to the light to return.”
The small shadow turned towards the living room wall. 
A glowing light appeared as the room became darker. The light grew bright and wider, filling up half the living room wall. 
A figure appeared within the light. I could sense it was his mother. She stepped out of the light and hugged him. I could see the boy's face now. He looked no more than 7 years old. It must’ve been sad when he died. But afterwards his mother passed over and they were together again. Being a child he must’ve been drawn to the light created by the Ouija board, but now he’s home again with his mother on the other side. 
The light faded away. I knew it was not an evil entity, only a lost child. Not all ghosts are evil; in fact, most are just lost souls looking for the light. 
I turned to Ms. Costa, “It was a lost boy. Nothing evil. But he is back home now with his family.”
“But how did it get here? My grandson was only playing with the Ouija board wanting to contact famous dead movie stars. Now this boy was in my place. He doesn’t look famous. I don’t know this boy from movies.” She lifted her hands to her shoulders. 
“When you contact ghosts with an Ouija board you never know who’s going to come through from the other side. Once you open the portal you can trigger anything from the other side, famous stars or evil demons. When the door is open good or evil can walk through.”  
“So the boy is gone now, he is safe?” she whispered.
“Yes, I called for him to enter the light.   
The atmosphere within the room changed. I could sense it was gone. Ms. Costa black and white cat, came out from under the couch and walked over to her. Stood by her leg.
She picked it up and held it in her arms as it started to purr. 
“You’re such a nice man Mr. Gray. I don’t care what the papers say about you. You’re normal in my eyes. You saved my cat.” 
“Well, thank you, Ms. Costa. And if that will be all I’ll head home now for some sleep.”
I left knowing there might be more entities in her place. When kids use Ouija boards you never know how many life forms come through. Hopefully, that was the only one. I didn’t want to tell her. Didn’t need her stressing out. 
I made my way back down the dark hallway towards my apartment feeling even more drained of energy. 
As I approached my door, noticed a plain white business card stuck above the door handle. What is this? It wasn’t here when I first approached. It had to been left behind when I was dealing with Ms. Costa. But I saw no one in the hallway, before or after. 
I pulled the card out and looked it over. Nothing on one side, turned it over and read “you’re on the right track, we’ll talk soon.”
What on earth? On the right track? What does that mean?
I looked over my shoulder down the dark hallway. Who left this here? Was this message meant for me? Why leave such a strange message on someone’s door at a late hour?
I made my way inside and into the kitchen for some water. Still looking over the card, maybe it was a joke? Should I take the message seriously or ignore it?    
With the little adventure with Ms. Costa over I could now get some rest.
 
A few hours later I awoke and got up while it was still dark out. Knowing I wouldn’t get any more sleep I decided to head over to the office early. Maybe get some paperwork done. Rather do anything else but that. But it had to be done sooner or later. You can only ignore it for so long, before the stacks of paper fall off the desk.
The rain had stopped and I put the top of the convertible down. The wind blew through my hair. Streetlights reflected off the hood of the car as I passed under them. 
Drove along Main Street and crossed train tracks. Can’t recall the number of cases where I found myself confronting some criminal on these tracks with a train storming towards me at full speed. Of course, it had to happen at night. With the train’s bright light staring me down as it got closer. With the horn howling away. Oh, the wonderful memories. Times like these I wish I had become a doctor.  
Turned onto Eagle Drive and approached my office. A 4 story decades old brick building left abandoned a few years back during a recession. In fact, a lot of the buildings in the area ended up empty during the time.
There once was a time decades ago when this area was the place to be seen. Rich shoppers hustling along the sidewalk stopping in at the trendy shops. Picking up something expensive for a loved one. Now the city center has moved on. The area still has its shoppers, but somehow it’s different, quieter and not the “go to” place anymore. I won’t complain. I like it like this. 
However, in the past few months, things started picking up. Businesses were moving back in. The more shops in the area meant more pedestrians walking the sidewalks. Something I hadn’t seen in a while around here. I kinda gotten used to the empty streets. Now the streetcars passing by had people in them instead of being empty day after day.  
 
My office was located on the second floor. The building from the outside looked dull, nothing fancy about it. Made up about a million bricks. But I wouldn’t want it dolled up. Not my style.
The large glass window in my office over looking the street had the words “William Gray: Private Investigator” in gold lettering. I left out the part of being a psychic medium. Didn’t want anyone seeing it and laughing as they walked by.  
Parked the car in the back in the empty lot and made my way inside. Each step echoed through the dark staircase. Made my way to the office door. The words “William Gray Private Investigator” appeared on the glass of the door was well. 
Unlocked it and walked into the receptionist area of the office. Kept the lights off. Didn’t feel like being blinded by bright light at this hour. The darkness was better. Walked past my secretary’s desk and into my office and over to the window. 
Looking through the Venetian blinds as the faint blue light from the east morning slowly cut into the darkness to the west. Each star in the sky slowly disappearing one by one, just like how they appeared. The streets were quiet and empty.   
Why was I able to see the dead? Never asked for it.  Couldn’t help but wonder about the two men tonight who hesitated before entering the white light. What was going through their minds at that moment? Did they fear their own judgment? Wondered if hell awaits them? But they still went in, that’s how powerful the call is. 
After death, the spirit leaves the body. Entering into the light to start a new life in the great beyond. But some fail to enter and stay behind becoming a ghost, each having their own reasons. Some stay because they don't know they’re dead. They might’ve been killed and they don’t understand what’s happened. 
If someone lies in a hospital bed knowing they’re going to die, then entering the light isn’t a problem. It’s the ones who are die from an accident who end up wandering around dazed and confused until a psychic medium comes along. Tells them they’re dead and helps them enter the light.
However, there are the other types of ghosts, the ones who were victims of homicide. They’re a bigger problem. They know they’re dead and no psychic medium is going to surprise them with that bit of information. They’re the ones who turn their back on the light. They have unfinished business to deal with on Earth before leaving. They want justice.
I looked at my desk and gazed upon the mountain of paperwork needing completion. At the moment the idea didn’t seem appealing. Then again, it never did. 
I knew I had to get it done before Clair, my secretary would show up and start yelling at me. She’s the only one who could keep me in line. A decade older than me, she never let me get away with anything. I have her to thank for helping me out on most cases. She makes sense of the craziness out there. In my darkest hour when two plus two equals five she points out my mistakes and makes it four. She wasn’t afraid to speak her mind either. Knew when I had to hear the truth, even when I didn’t.
Having the ability to see ghosts is something we have in common. A few years back on a warm summer morning in August I was on a bus. Seated near the back watching a spirit of an old man standing a few feet in front of me staring out the window. I knew he was a spirit as he was the only one not casting a shadow from the morning sun coming through the window. Whenever the bus hit a pothole everyone else had to hang on, except for him. 
He was watching the city go by as the bus moved forward. Hadn’t seen him before. Maybe he’d taken the bus for years and wanted to return to it after death. Maybe it was his childhood area. Remembering what it looked like. Wanting to see it again one last time. I knew no one else could see him. In fact everyone getting on the bus walked through him as they made their way to the back. Focusing on their phones or newspapers unaware of what just happened.  
But at one stop, on the corner of Wimer and Costo Road. A woman in her 50s wearing a black dress and matching hat stepped on the bus and immediately looked right at him. 
She then looked over at me. She knew I could see it. I knew she could. Neither of us said anything to the spirit on the crowded bus. We both learned rather quickly never to start a conversation with the dead in public, especially on a bus. Everyone will look at you odd.  
After a few stops the spirit faded away. Maybe to return the next day to do it all over again, or move onto another familiar place from his childhood. 
After I got off the bus the lady followed me. She knew who I was. Seen my picture in the tabloids. She knew I was a P.I. and asked if I had a secretary. I said no. She said “right, you just hired me”. I didn’t know what to say. She looked at me and asked why I was still standing still like a zombie on the sidewalk and told me to get a move on to my office. And just like that Clair was in my life. Not your typical way of hiring someone. Considering I didn’t even know I was in need of a secretary.  
I reached over to the radio on the table to my right and found a station playing some soft low tempo saxophone. The volume was just low enough to hear every soft note. But not to disturb the night. 
What can I say; I’m a detective with a soft spot in my heart for the saxophone.
Clair’s office was next to mine. With a door separating the two. Hers was the waiting room for anyone coming to see me. Her desk was modern up to date, unlike mine. She had a new computer and cell phone. Two things I wasn’t fond of. She liked having plants around her desk. Says it makes the room feel calmer and more relaxed. I wouldn’t know what that felt like. 
My office was small and dark, with a large wooden desk with an old-fashioned typewriter in the middle. I still liked them, easier to use. I had a computer to my left on a small table, but only used it when I had to. I find the best detective work is done on foot. Looking into people’s eyes when they answer my questions. Listening to their tone of voice. It’s the little things that give people away. 
My wooden creaky chair was about a hundred years old. Clair says I should get a new one. Says everyone in the building can hear me move. But I like the one I have. The grey filing cabinet is a standard one found in any office. Filed with paperwork from countless past cases. My phone is still a landline. Can’t see the point in cell phones. The big heavy one on my desk still does the trick. This place was my home away from home throughout the week. Been at this job for too long now. Can’t remember when I started, I’m lucky if I remember yesterday. 
A red rocket streetcar rolled on by with a ring of its bell. During the daytime, countless shoppers would run across the street either in front or behind it. I guess no one likes crossing at the lights anymore. The world had lost its patience
What if one of them got hit and died? What then? How quickly life can end. We take life for granted. No one has time anymore to relax. But if they were hit, they’d have no time left. 
Couldn’t help but wonder of all the strangers who’d soon be walking along these sidewalks in a few hours. Women carrying bags coming out of the shops as men in dark suits, colourful ties and fedoras go about their day. Heading somewhere important. Seems like everyone in this city has someplace to go, something to buy, and families to get home to. But as of right now, I’m not one of them. 
In fact, I probably wouldn’t be one of them in the future either. I had no family to go home to, just an empty apartment waiting with dust collecting on vinyl records. I gave too much of my time to the job to have kids, or a wife, or a life for that matter. 
As I was about to turn away from the window I noticed a homeless man with long grey hair standing on the street corner looking right up at me. I’ve seen him around. Everyone in the neighbourhood calls him “Jimmy the homeless psychic”. He claims he can foresee the future. Of course no one believes him, they cross the street when they see him approaching. He was holding up a white sign. The black letters saying “the New World Order is underway. Death is coming. The Reaper will walk the Earth.” 
Before I could look away a lone police car quietly pulled up alongside him. An officer got out and quickly pulled him and the sign into the back of the car. The officer glanced up at me for a second and got back into his car and drove off into the darkness. The red brake lights fading off down the street. 
The police officer wasn’t someone I’d seen around before. He looked odd to tell the truth. No hair and a blank lifeless stare in his eyes. In fact, he looked like a mannequin from a department store. Talk about creepy.
What was all that about? Why did his sign say something about a Reaper? Yet again twice in one night I come across the Reaper. Who was he? Some underworld criminal boss from another city coming to town? 
I turned from the window and sat down at the computer and went online. Typing in “Reaper” into the search console. First time I’ve ever typed that in. Needed to see who this guy was. What city was he from? Why were so many afraid of him?
Nothing came up about a crime boss calling himself the Reaper. Only images and history of the actual Grim Reaper. A human skeleton dressed in a black shroud carrying a scythe. First seen in the 14 century during the Black Death plague.  
Whenever the Reaper places his hand on your shoulder you die. Oh, now nice.
I heard the front door unlock. Heard Clair make her way in and place her jacket and purse on her desk. She walked over to my office door and was surprised to see me at my desk. I didn’t realize the time. 
“What are you doing here so early in the morning? Did you drive in to beat the traffic?”
“Thought I come in earlier. Finished solving the case for the murdered accountant. Turns out the two guys who killed him were in a warehouse arguing when I showed up. Chester made himself visible and they tried shooting him, again. Only to end up shooting each other.”
She placed her hand on her forehead and slowly shook her head. “You have to be kidding, looks as though they got what was coming to them.”
“Of course, I had to deal with Det. Whitmore, again.”    
‘Oh, not that guy, why was he there?”
“Someone outside the warehouse heard the gunshots and called the police. He thought I had something to do with it.”
“Well, you were there at a homicide, yet again.”
“Told him the truth. Said I was working a case for a ghost. Needless to say, he said he didn’t like me lying to him.”
“Don’t know why you always have to try goading him on.”
“He’s harmless. He never believes me. No matter what I tell him. Thinks my psychic abilities are all a scam.”
“So you came back to the office this morning to finish off all the stacked up paperwork, I hope.” 
“Was about to start, but thought I’d look up some information on someone called the Reaper.”
“The what?”
“The two guys before shooting each other spoke of someone calling themselves the Reaper arriving. How something bad is going to happen when he arrives during the full moon.”
She paused for a moment. “I’ve never heard of anyone with that name.”
“News to me as well.” 
She was a reliable secretary. Help me out more than once. There are only a few women in the world you can trust, she was one of them. No one could push her around. She might be up there in the years, but she can pack a mean punch. Can’t count the number of times I needed something done at the last minute and she was there to work overtime. Like me, she had no one to go home to. Working long hours didn’t bother her.  
The saxophone song on the radio ended and a female reporter came on with a live broadcast from the airport terminal. Turns out the ever so lovely Jim Miner was arriving in town. The oil tycoon who carried himself as a celebrity. The type who loved the camera and signing autographs. Always wearing his signature bright white suits, never without a smile. Wanting to appear on the cover of every magazine possible. Hanging out with movie stars and politicians. Had his own reality based TV show where cameras followed his every move. He never met a camera he didn’t love. Needless to say, his arrival to the city had to be a major event. He wouldn’t have it any other way.
The reporter spoke sounding like she was out of breath while running through the terminal. It was clear she was excited about seeing the famous Jim Miner. “I’m at the airport terminal now, making my way over to the arrival gates. It’s crowded here as you can imagine. Any moment I’ll be seeing him. I’m looking through the glass doors. Many people have turned up to greet him. Looking for an autograph. Everyone has brought their cameras. Hoping to get a picture of him. I’m just one of many reporters who’ve been here for hours waiting for his arrival. It’s been awhile since he was last in the city. Wait… I see a tall man in all white making his way towards the glass arrival doors. Everyone around me is starting to move closer. It must be him. I’m trying to look over everyone's heads. Yes, I do see him. The arrival glass doors are opening. The crowd around me has begun cheering. The security is now having to hold everyone back. He’s walking towards me now. I’ll try to get an interview. Mr. Jones, what's it like being in the city?”
“I love the place, one of the greatest cities in the world. I’m looking forward to the press conference outside the C.Q. Oil Office tower. Everyone in the city will have a chance to get to know all the oil executives. And I have a big surprise for the city. Can’t say what it is though. But everyone in the city will love it,” he called out.  
I reached over and turned the radio off. Don’t need to hear any more of that. Some oil tycoon being loved like a celebrity, imagine that.
   
I focused my attention back to the computer, an object I wasn’t too keen on. Grew up in a time when good old-fashioned legwork got the job done. Not having to bother going online to look something up.
Decided I had enough of looking up the Reaper. There was nothing I was going to find online. Can’t find anything about a crime boss calling himself the Reaper either. 
I had no interest in the protestors or their message, but found myself visiting the “Oil Free Now” website. Why? Who knows, it gave me something to do. 
The website had everything I was expecting. Creepy music playing in the background, images of an oil company man looking like a skeleton as he held the world in his hands. Words in black large font saying the world will end because of greed. Messages saying we need to take action by any means necessary. 
Countless blogs about how the world would be a better place if there were no oil. How we should walk instead of drive. Endless ramblings about how oil companies place money over human life. How they get away with polluting the earth and pay off the government to look the other way. 
I can understand their anger, but why do they need a car bomb? Thankfully no one was hurt. The police said it looks as though the bomb was detonated when no one was around. They believe the protestors did it on purpose. Getting their message out without being murderers. 
But would it stay that way? How far would these guys go to stop the oil summit? What did they think would come of it? 
I looked over the website a few more minutes and logged off, nothing to see. For the first time in a long time I decided to get some paperwork done. Looks like it would be a quiet day. 
 

Chapter 7 
 
A few hours later just when I thought the day was going to be yet another boring same old, same old. She walked into my office. 
A woman in a red dress with a black belt in the middle, black high heel shoes to match. Face hidden behind a red large hat. The front pulled low to hide her identity. I’ve seen the move many times. Some women are nervous or embarrassed to be talking to a P.I. 
Knew the outfit cost more than I make in a year. The type of outfit some millionaire fancy dame would wear at a royal wedding.   
I lied when I said she walked into my office, the truth is she simply appeared out of nowhere. It was a pretty good tip-off that she was a ghost. 
Living clients would knock on my office door and my secretary would let them in. However, this woman had no reason to knock. Because the dead don’t knock, they just appear. 
At this moment your average detective upon seeing a ghost in his office would’ve jumped up from their desk and run off screaming. 
Not me, I just leaned back in my chair. Over the years I’ve gotten used to seeing ghosts appear out of nowhere. Believe it or not, you can get used to that sorta thing. 
“Are you Detective Grey?” She whispered. As though convinced the world could hear her every word.
I slowly looked up and nodded. “I am.”
“I need your help. I was murdered.” She kept her back to me. 
Your average new client would ask a private investigator in help finding the murderer of a loved one. But in my job, the dead themselves are the one who ask. 
“Well, why don’t you start at the beginning. What can you tell me about the last moments you were alive?” I know, it’s was a strange question to ask someone.
She turned to the side and started pacing the floor. Her voice was shaky. “I was in the library of my house. My husband had come home. I knew he was hiding something. Over the last few months everything about him had changed. He stayed out late. Sometimes never coming home. Strange phone calls in the middle of the night. I followed him at times. He was going to places I’ve never seen before. I wondered if there was another woman. I wanted answers. So I confronted him. There was an argument and.” She paused. “I was shot.” 
She lowered her head, shaking, unable to go on. I knew what was going through her mind. It happened to anyone who died. This was the moment she would start talking about her spirit rising from her body.  
“I could see… my body on the ground. I knew I was floating above. I knew then I was … dead.” 
Just like I thought. Happens to everyone who comes to me. “And you couldn’t enter the light?” It was more of a statement than a question. Over the years the stories all sounded the same.
“Yes, that's right. I had to find justice. I saw the light but didn’t go in. The room was dark, the white light glowing calling out to me. I felt a sense of calmness. But something was wrong. I knew I couldn’t enter. After he shot me I could tell he was shocked. As though he never meant it to happen. He paced the room for a minute then picked up the phone to call someone. I don’t know to who. I didn’t follow him to the other room while he spoke.”
I had my ideas, had to be the mistress he was contacting.    
“I floated above the room. My husband returned to the library and paced about frantically. He moved my body to the trunk of his car. He drove it to the lake and pushed the car in. As we speak the car with my body is resting at the bottom of the Don River.”
Well, that’s not the type of story you hear from someone you just met. Your average dead person can’t tell you where their body is located. The fact her husband was in a panic tells me she was right, he wasn’t planning on killing her, it just happened.   
As she chatted away I could read a few things about her. Right away I knew she was made of money. I don’t mean a few thousand in stocks. I mean her house had its own wing for a library with a marble floor. 
I bet it was one of those big libraries with its own ladder to get to the second and third shelves. Maybe an Olympic-size swimming pool with a large diving board. A thousand acre garden with dozens of rare flowers flown in from around the world each year. A kitchen big enough to have every neighbour in the community over to chat and still have enough room to cook and serve caviar. 
Her dress wasn’t the type you buy off the rack. This was an outfit you traveled to some rich foreign country to have handmade. She probably picked the material out herself. Never asking the cost of course. She was that kind of rich where you no longer care about the price tag. She had the look as though she never went a day in life without money. 
Even her white purse with its black handle, which hung from her shoulder, looked as though it cost more than an average family car. I knew nothing about shoes, but I knew hers cost a royal mint.
 
The more she chatted away the more I knew she was holding something back, something about the tone in her voice. The way she would stop in mid-sentence, as though she caught herself saying too much.  
Over the years I learned to listen to the tone of someone’s voice when speaking. The high and low pitches always gave away the truth.  
There was something odd about the way she turned her head to the side and couldn't look my why when telling me about her husband’s secrets. Why would she hold back? If she wanted my help solving her murder why not tell me everything? The more I know the faster I could solve the case. 
Why hide? Something wasn’t feeling right, but then again that’s me. Always thinking everyone is holding something back. 
She held her hands together as I placed mine behind my head and leaned back in my chair. If there’s one thing I learned in this job, is the rich are never happy. Money doesn't buy happiness, far from it. It seems the more money someone has the more problems creep into their life. 
If it weren't for rich clients murdering each other I wouldn’t have a job. Seems as though every second day some rich old ghost comes walking into my office wanting me to tail his young model wife. Find out if she had him killed by a secret lover. Or some cranky dead lady who married into money wanting me to look into her husband’s business affairs. Money. How it brings the worst out in people. Even after they’re dead, the rich are miserable. 
I knew what she was saying without hearing a word. It’s all the same. Seems as though all pretty young ladies tell the same story. Married, once happy, enjoyed shopping sprees around the world. Expensive suits in fancy hotels. Then the darkness moves in. 
They can’t help noticing their husbands are working overtime just a bit too much. They start demanding answers, only to find out there’s another younger, prettier woman on the side. They cry out for a divorce. Instead, they find themselves dead. 
After they’ve been murdered they see the white glowing warm light, but rich ladies who are murdered never go in. Oh no, they stay behind and want justice. Sooner or later they show up in my office needing my help. They tell me their hard luck story about money and murder for hours on end and then it’s my job to put their murdering husbands in jail.    
Now, finding the evidence to prove their husband’s guilt isn’t as easy as it sounds. I have to piece together a homicide with the help of a ghost. I need real evidence that will stand up in court. A ghost can’t take the witness stand. 
Have to work each case as though a living client has hired me. Take the evidence collected and hand it over to the police. Can’t just tell the police that a ghost pointed me in the right direction. 
There are some perks of having ghosts as clients. Some of the ghosts accompany me on their cases. They tell me street addresses and names. If the front door is locked they tell the security alarm number. They can keep an eye out for me, letting me know if someone is coming home. They can also point out the killer for me without having the risk of being seen. 
I decided to take the dead woman's case. The case itself sounded straightforward enough, a simple paint by numbers. I’d have it finished up in a day or less. I’d make a few phone calls, do a little digging and have it all wrapped up. Nothing out of the ordinary and get a few dollars in my pocket for the work. Not a bad way to end the week. On a scale of one to ten, with ten being the worst I would give this case… less than a one. How bad could it get? It’s not like the world is going to end.
“And your name is?” I asked her. 
She looked up and moved the hat from her eyes. “It’s Ellen Parks.”
 

Chapter 8 
 
I nearly fell out of my chair. What on earth did she just say? She couldn’t be the one, could she? Jonathan’s Parks wife who’s been missing all this time? Looking closely, it really is her. 
Would you look at that, it looks as though her husband killed her. Turns out she’s not missing, she’s dead.  
All those times Jonathan Parks stood in front of the reporters talking about his missing wife. It turns out he knew all along where she was. How do you like that? My client is the most famous missing person this city has ever known and she’s a ghost in my office telling me she was murdered. And not by a stranger, but her rich husband who’s running for office.  
“Have to admit I wasn’t expecting to hear that.”
“And I wasn’t expecting to be killed. What happens now? How do you investigate when your client is a ghost?”
I leaned forward, “There’s no set rules or playbook. But I do like to start off at the scene of the crime. I usually find a ton of clues and evidence there. The type of evidence which leads to a conviction. The little things the murderer left behind not realizing it.”
She nodded, “I can go along with you to help in any way I can. If it means he’s held accountable.” 
“I’ll head down to the parking lot. I can meet you there.” I had to give my head a shake. Ellen Parks just hired me. Feels like I’m dreaming. I’ve just been pulled into the biggest story in the country. This is going to end up amazing, or turn into a nightmare.   
I watched her turn to leave. Instead of moving out the office door like anyone else would, she simply faded away. Again, it’s something that would freak out most people, but I’m used to it. 
This case just went from being a 1 to a 10 on the difficulty scale. Ellen Parks disappearance was something I wanted to avoid getting involved in. Now it looks as though I’ve been pulled right in the center of it knowing she’s been murdered. But I had to be realistic. Nothing good could come from this. This looks messy all over. The world is watching. A smart detective would avoid getting into this mess. But maybe I wasn’t one of them. 
However, come to think of it, this could get me back in the good books with the press. Instead of being laughed at by everyone. I could finally go back to being loved. I can picture the glowing headlines after I solve this case. A movie could be made about it. This is just what the doctor ordered. I won’t have to hide from the public anymore. Louella Larson would have nothing on me now.
Clair made her way into my office. She made no mention of the women who I was just talking to. By now she’s used to ghosts appearing in my office out of nowhere. She knows if she hears talking while I’m alone it’s a pretty good bet it’s with a ghost. “Looks like you have a new client,” she said while leaning against the doorframe to my office. While looking over some paperwork in her hand.
“Yes, and you’re not going to believe who it is.” I leaned back in my chair.
“Let me guess, another woman whose husband has been cheating on her. And she wants answers.” She smiled, never looking up.
“Well, you’re almost right. But the dead woman was none other than Ellen Parks”  
She straightened up in a shot dropping her paperwork. “You’re kidding?” her eyes fully wide.
“Nope, just ask me to investigate her murder. Turns out Jonathan was the one who bumped her off.”
“Impossible.” She yelled out “There’s no way Jonathan Parks killed his wife. He’s out there right now with the police trying to find her.”
“I know, that’s what I thought. But it looks as though he’s been playing everyone a fool all along. Day after day he’s been in front of the press talking about her. Looks as though he’s been acting the whole time. And she wants me to solve it.” I leaned back with a smile.
“You’re actually going to take this case?”
“Why not. This could go a long way to winning over the press. Have them go back to showing me some respect.” 
“Or the tabloids will mock you again on a global stage. This time it won’t be the city laughing, but the whole country. You always said you needed to stay away from high profile cases. Well, this is as high profile as it gets. The press always makes a joke out of you in the end.”
“Or this could be different. Once the world finds out I solved the case. I’ll be in every newspaper in the country. Finally, everyone will believe in my abilities. Imagine if this goes well.”
“Imagine if it doesn’t. Let the police handle this. Det. Whitmore would love to have any excuse to throw you in jail. Poking around this case might be his ticket.”
“Looks like I’ll have to do my best to avoid him.”
She shook her head. “Why do you always go looking for trouble.” She turned and went back to her desk. 
 

Chapter 9 
 
I decided to get moving on the case; Figured I would have it wrapped up fairly quickly. Even though my client was the famous missing woman it was still a murder brought on by an affair exposed. Famous or not it was a straightforward case. I’ve been on countless numbers of them. 
I quickly made my way down the steps of my office building toward the parking lot. Hopped in my car. To my right in the passenger seat was Ellen Parks. Could tell she was angry how it all ended for her. Knew she wanted justice, and more importantly answers.  
“Now I have to ask the biggest question of all, the address to where you lived.” The whole time I was asking I couldn’t help but picture all the front page newspapers around the country with me on the cover.  
“76 Honey Brook Road.”
I nodded and started the car. Doesn’t surprise me, the richest neighbourhood in the city. I solved a few cases in and around the area over the years. An average mansion in the neighbourhood was the size of a business building. 
Some of the mansions went on forever in all directions and those were the small ones. Each house had its own security gate and a few hundred acres of deep green grass to match. Whoever lived in those houses sure had nice paying jobs. 
Made my way through the city. The conversation with the dame was on and off. Could see she wasn’t in a joyful talkative mood. A few questions from me, and shorter answers from her. Most murdered victims are not talkative. 
She knew her life was over. Her old life and everything in it, laughter, birthdays, family reunions, traveling, the whole works were now gone. 
Hard getting to know someone when they’re distracted with the idea of their own  death. 
She now had one of two choices, find her justice and move into the light. Or stay forever walking the earth being haunted by what she sees and can’t have anymore.
The word “haunted” is used to describe when the living sees a ghost. But in fact it’s the ghosts who are truly haunted. They have to see a world going on without them and can’t be a part of.   
Knew there was more she wasn’t telling me, but figured it wasn’t hurting the case right now, so why bother caring. It had to do with the marriage falling apart and the affair, personal matters to her. Figured I didn’t need to pry too deep. She sat next to me staring straight ahead, no hint of a smile. 
Funny thing when you die especially from murder. Most people are horrified to find themselves as a ghost after death. Can take them months to accept it. Wandering around the same places in a state of denial. When someone claims their house is haunted I know the real truth. Just sad lost souls in disbelief about their death. The new homeowners think it’s some evil entity. End up calling a medium to communicate with the so-called evil demon. But the medium knows the truth, telling the sad, lost ghost to move into the light, to find happiness. Most ghosts comply and leave. Whereas some ghosts stay, the ones murdered. They come looking for me, wanting justice.
 
The car made its way through the downtown core towards the suburbs. Along the way I looked over to the C.Q. Oil Tower.
Glanced at the protestors standing outside the main gate. Holding signs above their heads and yelling out. The media has been describing them as a massive terrorist threat who could storm the building at any moment. While looking out my window the storming hadn’t started.  
It was a crowded city and like any large city you had the low lives who enjoyed breaking the law. For the most part, everyone was friendly to each other. The media didn’t cover the good, it only focused on the bad. At times making the city look worse than it really was. 
I did my part in fighting back. Why? I don’t know. It’s just who I am. Can’t let the bad guys get away. As I drove along on both sides were tall glass business buildings filled with white-collar employees in suits and ties. Mixed within the business building were condos, reaching up the clouds. 
After a half hour of driving in gridlock traffic the buildings were replaced with middle-class houses. They started off small but started getting bigger with each block until we reached the upper-class area. 
The cars in the driveway were getting more expensive by each block. Front lawns were now getting to a length where you had to pay someone to cut it. 
In these homes someone would be hired to clean them while the owners were away sailing the seven seas. No homeowner around here would dare be seen doing the embarrassing household chores. The cleaning and washing would be left to someone else. The kids heading off to private school. It goes to show, if you have the money you can hire anyone to do anything.    
A few minutes later she told me we were approaching her house on the right-hand side.
In the last few days, a mass of reporters camped out around the house looking for any leads into her disappearance. Today Jonathan had left the house headed into the city. The reporters followed behind like rats. Making things easier for me. 
“How many servants were working the day you were killed? I need to know if there were any other witnesses who saw the crime who could testify. Seeing as how it would be awkward having a ghost testify.”
She answered softly, “That day there were none. Made sure no one would be there when I confronted him. Didn’t want any of them hearing us talking about an affair and calling the tabloids to sell the story. After I was dead he made sure no one else showed up. Maybe to grieve over his sin, or maybe he wanted to be alone so he could destroy the evidence and no one would see my dead body.”
I nodded. The lady had a point. Most murderers don’t grieve. But they do try to cover their tracks. 
I drove up the driveway and couldn’t help but marvel at the house. The trees were huge and well groomed and the lawn freshly cut and looked after. The house was a massive three story light blue Victorian with large white columns in the front.   
I parked close to the front door. 
Walked up the front steps. The best part of working for ghosts is I never have to break in any place. I approached the front door and she told me the security number. Typed it in and the door opened. What can I say, nice and simple.
Made my way inside and looked around. The front two-story foyer was large with marble leading to a massive staircase. Everything around me was either white or black in colour. The floor, walls, statues, even the artwork, either white or black.
Guess some people enjoyed living like this. I wouldn’t. This place lacked a feeling of life. As though it had no soul.     
Walked from the foyer into the living room. Each room was bigger than the next. The kitchen was ridiculous in size. The island in the center seemed large enough to play tennis on. Silver pots and pans hung above.
The next room was completely empty except for a black grand piano which stood alone in the corner. Three of the walls were bright white with the fourth wall made of rows of large panels of glass overlooking an enormous backyard. 
Never grew up in a place like this. In fact, any one of these rooms were the size of my entire first floor of my childhood house. My parents could never afford a place half this size. Father worked hard. A blue collar job, but never brought home enough money. An honest man who could never afford the toys rich people gave their kids. 
Must say, the top employees in C.Q. Oil loved showing off their money. Wanting to show the world how much they earned. 
Along the hallway artwork hung on the walls in gold frames. No prints here. This art was the real deal. Rich people sure loved to own art. Looking at some of the abstract art I couldn’t tell if it were hanging upside down or not. I prefer a painting where you knew what you were looking at. Like a boat on the sea. Nice and straightforward.  
“Looks as though working for the C.Q. Oil Company paid off,” I said to the dame.
She walked down the hall ignoring the artwork. ”He worked hard, moving up the ladder. However, it left no time for our marriage. It was loveless. We looked happy when walking into a room during a dinner party. Smiling for every camera. Everyone loved us. Everyone envied us. We looked like the perfect couple. I the model, him the business man. But, behind the scenes, the marriage was as cold as this house. His work took up too much time. Then to top it off, out of nowhere he announced he was running for office.”
“Guess you were the last to know of his political dream?”
“He never mentioned anything about it the whole time we were married. He came home one day saying he decided to run. Took me by surprise. I wasn’t sure if I wanted a political life. It was something I had to quickly get used to.”
“I’ve seen his ads on TV for the last few weeks, hard to miss them. They’re everywhere. Looks as though he has the money to buy TV time.”
“If there was one thing he didn’t worry about, it was money.”
I nodded. C.Q. Oil, now that’s a company. They were in the news almost every day. Giving money to hospitals or schools. Looking like saints, while the price of oil ran through the roof.  
At the end of the hallway was the library, where the murder took place, with endless rows and selves of old books. The collection had to be hundreds of years old. Did he have time to read all the books? Or do rich people like having a collection in a library for show? 
I glanced around the room without going in. Didn’t want to mess up the crime scene for the police when they showed up. Didn’t need my fingerprints anywhere. The police would be asking the wrong questions. 
On the wall in the center of the room was a large image of a skull with lightning bolts behind it. I’ve seen that around. Chester the accountant had the same thing. What’s up with that? Is it a new trend I’m missing out on?
I noticed on the left a book was missing from the middle self.
So, Jonathan Parks, the super, friendly, nice guy who was running for office was having an affair. No wonder he put his wife on ice. He needed a nice clean image for his campaign, an affair might’ve messed it up big time. A rich guy needing someone silenced in order to keep a nice guy image clean, nothing new to me.
I left the library and walked into his office. Ellen followed behind, a few steps back. She had a look of sadness. She knew her old life was over, never again would she walk through the house as she did a few days ago. However, she only told me what I needed to know. I could feel she was holding something back. 
I walked by his large wooden desk, a dusty brown book resting on the corner. Must’ve been the one from the library. Looking it over I guessed it had to be over a hundred years old. I picked it up. The title was written in gold “The Eyes of the Grim Reaper”. How do you like that, yet again, something about the Reaper. 
“It seemed to be his obsession,” she whispered as she walked by.
I looked over my shoulder at the dame. She made her way over and stood in front of the glass cabinet.
I walked over and glanced over the books stacked on top of each other on the third self. They were either about death or the afterlife. Was he a collector of old artifacts or a collector of anything related to death?
On the shelf next to the books was a large gold coin. It had an image of a skull on it. One I’d never seen before. Odd form of currency, what country did that come from?
A coin collector I know named Chris would know more about it. 
By the window was a small wooden table with a large silver lamp. On the floor was a small notepad. It must’ve fallen off. I walked over and picked it up. 
“1 a.m. warehouse 17.  It’s ready.” 
What on earth does this mean? The two men in the warehouse yesterday spoke of warehouse 17. What’s going on here?  
What does a rich guy running for office care about a warehouse on the docks? It’s nothing more than a place where boats come and go to load and unload goods.  Filled with blue-collar workers. Nothing special.   
I’II have to deal with it later. I’m not here for warehouse 17. I’m on a case about a guy cheating on his wife and taking her out to keep it a secret. Anything else doesn’t concern me.
The large TV to the right was on. And wouldn’t you know it, the soap opera went to a commercial and what’s the first thing to come up, a campaign ad for Jonathan Parks. How ironic. 
I turned up the volume. He was standing on a grass hill with kids and seniors standing around him. He looked into the camera asking everyone to vote for him. He had his million-dollar smile, while sporting a nice black suit. 
He spoke of lowering taxes and making the city safer. Saying he was the right man for the job. Pretty much what anyone running for office would say.
Boxes of pamphlets were stacked throughout his office. His face on the front of each one with his name above and a green checkmark below. This guy truly was in the swing of things, wanting to win the race. 
I guess killing his wife messed up those long-term goals. No wonder he panicked and pushed the car into the river. He must’ve worked hard making himself look like the perfect candidate, only to have this happen. 
I heard a car pull up to the house. Looked out the window and saw a black sports car. The man I was looking for had come home. 
“That’s him.” I knew by her tone she was nervous. She looked worried he would see her. Guess she’s not used to being a ghost.
 

Chapter 10
 
I nodded and remained relaxed. Most people would panic at this moment. I’ve been in too many houses when the owner has walked in. I knew how to keep my cool.
I decided to head out through the back door and walk around to the front. Wanted him thinking I was never inside. Considering that would be break and enter. 
I went back into the room with the grand piano and out the back door. Walked along the grass towards the front of the house. As I rounded the corner I could see him getting out of the car. 
Called out ”Mr. Parks,” I smiled and gave a small quick wave as I approached. “My name is William Gray. I’m glad I found you. Came to your house wanting to ask you a few questions. Thought you were in the back, but no one was there. That’s when I heard you pull in.”
I could tell he was surprised to see him coming up from behind his house. “How can I help you? Are you with the press?”
I shook my head “No, no. Not with the press. I’m a private investigator. Working on the case of your missing wife. Not sure how to say this,” from the corner of my eye I could see her watching from the window in his office. “I’ve got information about where I could find her,” I paused. “In the Don River.”
He froze. “And what would make you think that?” He paused and tilted his head ever so slightly to the side. “Wait a second, aren’t you the psychic detective who can see the dead? Did she send you?” He paused, “What did she tell you?”
“Let's say someone you know has tipped me off as to where to find your wife. There might’ve been rumours of an affair, a murder and a cover up.”
He paused “An affair? Is that what she told you? Nothing else?” He looked away. As though quickly thinking of something to say. I’ve seen it all before. He was probably coming up with some long drawn-out excuse and cover story. Now comes all the lies.  
“Yes, I guess that’s what it was. It looks as though I’m guilty.” He paused, “I killed my wife. …She found out about ... the affair.  I guess you must call the police.”
 

Chapter 11 
 
OK, what just happened? I stood frozen for a moment. That was a bit of an odd response. He just admitted to killing her. Have to admit, I wasn't expecting that. I was expecting him to do what everyone does when accused of murder. Start lying in a state of panic. Saying it never happened. 
He sat down on the front steps. Leaned forward and ran his fingers through his hair. Looked up at me and nodded. “Yes, I did kill my wife. I am the one. She isn’t missing. She must’ve caught on that I was having an affair. So I had to kill her in order to hide the secret. Her body is in the car at the bottom of the river. I was afraid she would go to the press with the details of …the affair and I would’ve lost out on my chance to run for office. Election day is not too far away. So much work has gone into setting everything in place. I was angry. Before I knew what was happening I shot her. The gun is in the car as well. I knew I couldn’t live with myself over what I had done. The only thing to do right now is call the police and let them know what I did.”
He took out his cell phone and started dialling. When someone answered he started telling them everything I just said to me.  
I’ve been on many cases over my life. I’ve never seen something like this. Even I was taken back. Talk about weird. I’ve seen a lot of strange things in my time, but this takes the cake. 
Murders try to deny everything. They do everything to avoid my questions. They try acting innocent and deny every statement. Leading me to follow them around for a few days. Tap their phone. Hound them, while asking a million questions. Put the heat on them. Only after some legwork do I get a confession.
But this guy was way too quick to admit what he did. What was he playing at? Was this some trick on his part to avoid jail? Or was he truly confessing out of guilt? 
Maybe he’s truly remorseful. By now, I would be expecting a song and dance routine about how he’s innocent and has a perfect alibi to prove it. I can’t remember the last time someone confessed so quickly. It’s not like me to feel so lost for words during a case. Now I can say I’ve seen it all.
 
Jonathan headed inside. I knew he wasn’t going to run off. A few minutes later a black and white police car pulled in and made its way up the driveway stopping next to mine. 
I made my way over to the cop car. 
A young thin officer got out and greeted me. He looked like he joined the police force a few weeks ago. Like a kid who should still be in high school “Hear there’s a guy confessing to the murder of Ellen Parks.“
I nodded. I could tell by looking at him he wasn’t taking it seriously. He must’ve thought it was a prank call. Probably thought some neighbourhood kids were playing a joke. There’s no way the cops down at the station believed the lovable Jonathan Parks called in to confess about killing his wife. He was too perfect of a guy in the public’s eyes for such an act. 
They probably sent this rookie to check it out with no one else wanting to come up here. 
“He came home and flat out confessed the whole thing to me.”
“You don’t say,” he looked like he was trying not to laugh. “His wife has been missing for a few days now. We’ve been helping him look for her since the moment she disappeared. You're telling me he just came home and confessed to killing her? And you are?”
“William Grey, private investigator. Hired to look into this case. I wanted to ask him a few questions. And before I knew it, he was confessing. I guess his guilt got to him. He’s in his office now. Told me the whole story and called the police himself.”
The cop shook his head and laughed to himself. Walked past me and inside. I stood by my car, I knew what would happen next. 
A few minutes later the cop came running back out flying past me and quickly back to his car. Got on the wire and reported the story was real. His voice was shaky. He probably thought he’d never hear a confession like that coming from someone so famous. 
Within minutes it seemed every cop car was firing up the driveway. I hung around leaning on my car knowing I’d have to answer a few questions. 
The first cop car came to a screaming stop as the passenger door flung open. Whoever it was wanted out of the car right away. 
And guess who it was, none other than Det. Whitmore. 
Great, this should be wonderful. 
Within seconds he was barking out orders to all the other officers. Taking control right away with his eyes of steel staring everyone down. He should’ve been a drill Sergeant in the army. 
Moving about as though he were some kind of military general commanding an army. Acting like a dictator with a badge. I’m surprised he hasn’t come storming over to me yet with a million questions and his drill sergeant tone.  
“You gotta be kidding me.”
Too late, he saw me.
“What are you doing here Gray?” He marched over and placed his hands on his hips. 
“Nothing much. Working a case.”
“Really, in the house of Jonathan Parks? Don’t be giving me some runaround now. This isn’t some case about a murdered accountant. This is Jonathan Parks we’re dealing with. The whole world is watching this disappearance. I don’t need you wandering around. I want answers from you about what you know and how you came about it. And don’t give me some joke about working for a ghost.”
“In that case, I have nothing to say.”
“Why are you even at this house?”
“I could tell you his wife Ellen Parks came to me and told me she was dead and wanted justice. But you don’t want to hear about a ghost. So, I’ll make up a false story.” I paused for a moment to think of a silly made up story that would drive him nuts.  “I had a feeling he might’ve done it. Call it a gut feeling. I came here to talk to him. He wasn’t home. So I waited for a few minutes. He pulled in the driveway. We talked for a moment and before I knew it he confessed.”
I could see he was ready to explode with anger. “Are you serious? Are you expecting me to believe you just got a gut feeling to talk to him and out of the blue he confessed to you. Don’t give me that. I want you to tell me what really happened.”  
“I tried to. Saying Ellen’s ghost came to me. But you don’t want to hear it. So my new story is, I just happened to be at his house when he pulled in. And he decided he couldn’t live with the guilt.” 
He rubbed his forehead while moving his hand back and forth. “Do yourself a favour Grey and your silly ghost for clients’ stories. Stay well enough away from everything to do with Jonathan Parks and his wife’s disappearance. I got too much going on in the city to have to deal with you. This better be the last time we cross paths with Jonathan Parks. Anymore and I’m locking you up. Don’t go anywhere, I got more questions for you.” He turned and headed inside the house.
 

Chapter 12
 
I could tell the cops were keeping this revelation as quiet as possible. They didn’t want the media finding out and having cameras and microphones all over the place and them not having answers. Especially with me saying it was Ellen’s ghost who brought me here which led to the confession. But at least when the story does come out it will clear my name. Finally getting some well-deserved respect. 
After an hour of talking to the police, Jonathan Parks was led away to a cop car in handcuffs and taken away to police headquarters. Det. Whitmore had a few questions for me. Which lasted over an hour. Trying to trip me up in my story. 
After I answered every question ten times over. I was allowed to leave. I was hoping the press would’ve showed up during the questioning so I could tell them what happened. But Det. Whitmore made it clear I was to leave right away. No problem, the truth would come out sooner than later during the press conference.   
I got in my car and made my way up the driveway past the parked cop cars and out onto the street. A few of the neighbours across the road had gathered outside on their lawns pointing at the police cars on Jonathan’s driveway. The gossiping had begun. 
Looks as though the media had yet to catch on.
Just as that thought went through my head an onslaught of media trucks came screaming down the street. Headed towards the driveway I just pulled out of. Each one passing by me as fast as a cop car in a high-speed purist. All wanting to start broadcasting live. Be the first with the scoop.  
I knew the gossip and twisting of the truth would surely spread across the city. I’d wait until the police told them what happened and how I was involved. Let the press come to me in my office for the interviews. Finally have a decent picture of me on the front page, instead of some blurry image making me look odd. 
 

Chapter 13
 
I thought about taking the scenic route along the coastline overlooking the endless ocean. But decided against it, maybe some other time. 
I was on my way back to the office when I found myself taking a detour towards the harbour. Why? Sure the note said warehouse 17, but that didn’t mean I had to look into it. The case was over.
But still, something was troubling me. I couldn’t shake it. Why did a rich man running for office care about a warehouse at the docks? If I wanted a clear conscience I’d have to check it out and see what it is. Maybe it’s nothing. If so, then I’ll close the book and move onto the next case. 
I made my way along Baker Road towards the harbour. The roads weren’t as busy as I thought they would be. I made good time. 
I pulled into the docks, which were now alive and busy, unlike the night before. Loading trucks passed by each having their own location to reach. Forklifts moved about carrying wrapped cargo to waiting warehouses. Countless seagulls overhead squawked endlessly, looking for a place to land. Workers to my right walked with clipboards in hand doing a number count on some skids. I drove forward glancing up at the massive cranes using their boom to lift containers off the massive docked cargo ships. 
 
I drove along passing massive grey warehouses making my way towards 17. Big black numbers displayed on the outside door, starting at 1 and moved up. 
Why did Jonathan Parks have a note for this place? What did a millionaire want with this side of town?  
I finally reached number 17 and stopped. Got out and made my way up to a window next to the main door. Wouldn’t you know it, just as dirty as the window from yesterday. I leaned my forehead against the glass, but couldn’t see anything, too dark. Seems all windows around here could use a cleaning. Difficult to make out anything inside, too bright outside and too dark inside. Maybe if no one was looking I could peek inside. I glanced over my shoulder and when the coast was clear and moved towards the large metal door, pulled it open. Thankfully not locked.  
I didn’t go fully inside right away, just poked my head in. Enough to get an idea of what was there.
Looked the place over. Empty, just an average large warehouse with sunlight coming through the windows lighting the place up. Casting my shadow across the floor. But aside from that, nothing, just some dust on the floor. 
So why did Jonathan Parks care about it? What was I expecting to see anyways? A rich man running for office, working in a successful company, living a good life at home, what would draw him here? 
Sure was quiet inside. As though no one had been inside for a long time. I took a few steps inside. My shoes moving on the dirt floor was the only sound. I was disturbing dust from the floor now mixing and swirling in the sunlight. 
This was getting me nowhere. It was time to go. I closed the door. I guess the note meant nothing. I should head back to the office and get ready for the reporters' arrival. Figure out what I was going to say to finally regain my respect. 
Got back into my car as the golden sun was reflecting off the water as a large cargo ship passed by. Its horn echoed throughout the docks.
As I pulled away I glanced in my rearview mirror and could’ve sworn for a second I saw the same black car from yesterday slowly drive past one of the warehouses. I stopped and quickly got out. Walked to the back of my car. Nothing. No black car to be seen. Was I being followed? I had to be realistic; there are countless black cars in the city. It’s not that rare. Maybe someone with a black car just happened to be driving past. Maybe I’m seeing something that isn’t there. 
 

Chapter 14 
 
I drove back into the city along Main Street. At a red light, I looked inside a café as a group of college kids were gathered around listening to a radio. I bet listening to reports on Jonathan’s confession. A part of me was waiting for them to look out the window, see me and come running out asking me how I solved the case. The light turned green and I went forward. They never looked up.
 
I turned on the radio for some nice relaxing music but stumbled across 92.7 FM. Hosted by the wild shock jock Albert “the Wolfman.” He had the number-one radio show in the country. The type of shock jock who finds humour in annoying people. He was known around town for his large purple cowboy hat and oversized red sunglasses. Calling it his trademark look.
He was doing a live broadcast with the protesters outside the C.Q. Oil tower.
In the past, he would interview people and try embarrassing them by asking silly questions. Playing odd sound effects through their answers. 
His voice came from the radio. “I’m the Wolfman coming at you from outside the front security gate of C.Q. Oil Office Tower. Surrounded by the wild out of control protestors.” He played a sound effect of a large crowd screaming. “I’m afraid for me life,” he said while laughing. “I’ll ask one of the protestors why they feel they need to be here.” He moved the microphone away from his mouth. “Excuse me Mr. protester, I wanted to know what brought you here today?”
“To tell the world the truth about what’s really going on behind the scenes.” The protester yelled out into the microphone. “I’m telling you now man, don’t be trusting the oil industry”. He sounded out of breath. I got a feeling he sounds like that all the time.
“What’s so bad about the oil industry?” “The Wolfman” asked. 
“Don’t you see,” The protester yelled out. “C.Q. Oil are the ringleaders in wanting a one-world government. They’re all a part of a secret society to rule over everyone.”
The Wolfman cut him off to play a sound effect of a large crowd laughing.
The protester waited until the sound effect finished and went back to speaking. “All rich companies buy politicians left right and center. As long as it gets them what they want. The only thing C.Q. Oil cares about is making billions of dollars, even if it means killing millions of people. Starting wars for profit.”
The Wolfman laughed and jumped in. “What? You’re saying an oil company can start wars?”
“Of course. They can pay off the right politicians who’ll vote for world conflict.”
“Why start wars? What’s in it for them?” The Wolfman asked. 
“The oil companies will sell their oil to any government to fuel their war machines. Politicians love wars because they have a financial stake in the companies that make military weapons. If a war starts they all cash in.”
“And what do employees in the oil industry say about being a part of a secret society?” The Wolfman asked. Trying to out yell the protesters who were now all yelling in the background.    
The protester yelled into the microphone. “They claim conspiracy theorists are wrong. That all employees at C.Q. Oil care about the world. And putting profit first is never their goal.” 
The Wolfman cut in. “Sounds good to me. Seems like they care about the world. Can they all really be evil? Maybe they’re a hard-working company who should be given a chance. C.Q. Oil started out as a small company and worked hard. How can that be a bad thing? Are we not told we all should work hard?”
A female protester jumped in yelling into the microphone. “In order to become rich and successful in the oil industry you have to sell your soul.” 
The Wolfman laughed, “Wow, crazy lady here. Where did you hear that?”
She yelled back. “When it comes to that kind of money you never know what anyone would do.” 
Another protester jumped in. “That’s right. Billionaires are always hanging out with political leaders. It doesn’t matter what party you vote for. They’ve all been bought by big business. The only thing politicians do nowadays is manipulate the laws to help the rich get richer. While the poor working man gets stuck with higher taxes. Politicians say they care about the blue-collar worker, but it’s all lies.”
The Wolfman spoke up. “But C.Q. Oil has helped by donating millions of dollars when a natural disaster hits. They’re known for being one of the biggest contributors to countless charities around the world. Doesn’t that count for something?” 
The first protester answered, “It’s all a cover-up. They’re trying to make themselves look good. They don’t want you to know the truth. They’re putting on a fake smile. Trying to control their image. But the truth is it’s about their greed. They have a master plan to rule the world. They want to enslave everyone. They want to eliminate the middle class.” The other protesters who gathered around started to cheer.
The Wolfman laughed and yelled into his microphone. “This is getting too crazy.” And played a sound effect of alien warships firing lasers at buildings. “It’s all over people. Do you hear me,” he said while laughing. “The oil industry is going to take over the world.” He yelled out.  
 

Chapter 15 
 
I reached over and turned off the radio. I had enough of him. All the yelling in the background made it difficult to understand what any of them were saying anyways.
 
I parked my car back at my office. By now the news would be exploding all over the country. From coffee shops to suburban homes, to every business building throughout the land. I was surprised to see no news trucks outside my building. But I’m sure they’d be arriving soon. 
Too bad all cases weren’t this easy. It was record setting. I couldn’t help but wonder why he was so eager to confess to the affair. There was no denying it. 
Oh well, the case is over. My work was done. Not up to me to judge the moral side of things. It was now the court's job. 
I was about to get out of the car when I glanced over at the passenger seat and saw Ellen Parks.
“It looks as though everything worked out. You got him to confess,” she said while looking straight ahead. Not looking too happy. She knew his confession wouldn’t bring her back to life.
“Well, I don’t know how much I got him to confess. He seemed to offer up the details pretty quick. Never seen that happen before.” 
“I guess now I have to move on. Find a new life in the afterlife. I wanted to stay, never wanted to die. But he took that away from me. Even with him in jail, it doesn’t change anything for me. It still feels like he won. How will I find peace now?”
And with those words, she faded away. It’s tough to see someone fade away with anger still in their heart. Maybe she’ll find her peace at some point and move into the light, when she’s ready. Hopefully, her anger will not leave her trapped as a ghost for eternity on earth. Some do not have the happy ending they deserve. For others they move on, nothing keeping them here anymore.  
As I got out of my car and turned towards the building an older woman in a green overcoat got out of her car parked a few spots down. She ran across the parking lot towards me.
“Mr. Grey, can I have a word? Mr. Grey.” 
Oh how wonderful the ever so charming Louella Larsons. I knew her scratchy voice from a mile away. What horrible story about me was she planning on writing in her tabloid newspaper today? She’s the type of reporter who never let the truth get in the way of a good story. She must’ve enjoyed making up the story a few months back of how I was the leader of a teen devil-worshiping cult. Of course the story was all wrong. I was talking to two teens who were tourists asking for directions. It was outside a movie theater. Which happened to being showing a movie called “Devil’s Children.“ Some low budget movie no one cared about, but since she saw me while driving past she made up her own story about what was happening. Or the other story about how she was convinced I was talking to aliens because she saw me in a book story walking past a novel called, “Voices from Outer Space.” Of course, the public believed every word without asking.    
“Reports you were at Jonathan Park’s house today. Can you confirm or deny?” She held a voice recorder towards me. 
For the first time in a long time, it didn’t bother me she was hounding me for a comment. I knew I was minutes away from the city finding out the truth about Jonathan Parks and the role I played. Proving I can see ghosts. However, I wasn’t going to tell Louella anything. I’ll let the other respectable newspapers print the truth about me solving the case. Leaving her in the back feeling embarrassed for missing the scoop.    
I didn’t look at her as I walked towards the building. “No comment Louella. Don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
“My contacts say you were there before the police showed up. That Jonathan talked to you first. What did he say?”
It was creepy how much she knew. It didn’t surprise me though; she had contacts all over the city. Police officers, nurses, bellhops, waitresses, limo drivers, the list was endless. She was powerful. She could destroy a celebrity’s career with one article. 
No one knows how she came about her job. Some say she had blackmail information on the newspaper owner Ronald Murst. Rumour is she witnessed him shooting a man one night onboard a yacht. The billionaire was horseplaying with a gun and it went off, hitting another guy. She saw the whole thing. To buy her silence she was hired to write a gossip page for the Daily Times Paper. But over the years she has become powerful, an out of control writer, who no one can stop. She writes whatever she wants. And it sells.   
“Don’t know what you mean Louella. You might have me mixed up with someone else.”  
With how her eyes went wide and her tone of voice I knew she wasn’t happy with my answer. “You force me to write my own story by not talking.” She followed behind me holding her recorder out.
“You always do Louella.”  I reached the door.
She finally gave up and headed back to her car. Of course, it won’t stop her from making up a story. But I didn’t care this time. When the truth comes out her made-up story will look ridiculous.  
As she pulled out of the parking lot I glanced across the street and spotted a black Lincoln parked in front of the pet store. I swear it’s the same black car I keep seeing. The driver was the same mannequin looking guy who picked up Jimmy the homeless psychic.
What was going on here?
 

Chapter 16
 
This is getting silly. I wanted answers. I crossed the parking lot towards the black car. As I reached the sidewalk the Lincoln pulled out into traffic and down the road. Mixing in with the rest of the cars. Turning right at the intersection. The mannequin driver never once looked at me. Always looking ahead. I stood for a moment by the roadside watching it turn onto Clifton Street as cars drove past. Should I be concerned or was my job making me paranoid? 
I turned and made my way into the building, up the staircase and back into the office.
“How did it go?” Clair asked while typing away.
“You haven’t heard anything on the radio?”
“No, nothing. Should I? What would I be listening for?”
“When I got there. Jonathan showed up a minute later and confessed. Called the police himself and told them as well.”
She jumped up. “What? You don’t say. He confessed to you?”
“Yes, trust me it shocked me just as much. Never seen anything like it. But the good news is now the press will love me. The police are probably setting up a press conference and they’ll mention my name. Soon everything will change for us.“
“This is wonderful. You never know what the day holds.” She reached over and turned on her radio on her desk and sat back down. 
I walked into my office and over to my radio. Switched the on button. No surprise, the first station I dialled to had a reporter giving updated information about Jonathan Parks.
He was broadcasting live from the Don River as the cops were pulling a car up from the bottom, with a body inside. 
I could see it now in my mind. A crane lifting a car covered in mud with water pouring out the windows. As photographers on the banks clicking away, as the cops tried holding them back. 
I felt bad for the dame. Not a nice way for your body to be found and having the world see it happen.  
The media would love this story. Any time a rich man kills someone reporters are all over it. 
I can see the headlines now. A picture of Jonathan Parks in handcuffs being lead into the police station with his head low surrounded by cops. With the word “murder” above it in bright red letters.  
Without a doubt, everyone at C.Q. Oil will be gabbing and whispering with each other around the water cooler tomorrow.
Looks as though some employee over there will be getting a promotion. I can see it now. The boss walking up to some kid saying, you know that guy who went to jail for killing his wife. Well, now you got his job. Move your stuff into his office.
The news reporter was cut off by the D.J. who said the police chief was getting ready for a live update outside City Hall and they’d be cutting to him right away. Finally what I’ve been waiting for. This will be big. I’m betting within minutes of the chief mentioning my name the phone will ring.
I called out to Clair, “Get ready. Now this will change everything. Reporters will be lining up outside our door for interviews.”
“It’s about time.” She called back from her desk. “It’s good to see things going your way for a change.”
I heard the police chief step in front of the microphone. As his voice came through the radio. “I’d like to thank everyone for being here now and giving us time to figure out what’s happening. We won’t be taking questions at this time. I just wanted to give everyone listening a quick update on the situation. As you can imagine a lot has happened in the past few hours. Jonathan Parks has been taken into custody after admitting he killed his wife. I’ll say it was a shock to find out as all of you. We found out about it when he called the police and told us he wanted to confess. We went to his house and he told us all about it. No one else was at his place when we arrived. Det. Whitmore will have all the credit for solving this case.“
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 17 
 
A chill went up my spine. When is he going to mention my name? 
“We are currently looking into Jonathan’s house, and the Don River has been closed off for an investigation. At this time we do not have any more information about the case. When more information becomes available we will let you know.”
I shook my head. ”Can you believe that?” I said to Clair but more to myself. 
She walked into my office. “Are the police really going to take all the credit for themselves? Not mentioning you at all?”
“Of course, they didn’t say my name. They didn’t want to turn it into a circus show. They know the world was watching, talking about a psychic detective being involved would’ve turned it into a joke. I should’ve known better. When I told Det. Whitmore Ellen Parks hired me there was no way he was going to tell the press. I should’ve stuck around when the press arrived and told them myself.” 
“Of all the nerve. Why don’t you go down to the press conference right now and stand in front of the media and tell them what really happened.”
I laughed, “There’s no way they’ll listen. They won’t take me seriously. They’ll see what they want to see, me seeking attention. Trying to get in on the big story. They’ll only laugh at me. Oh, they’ll take my picture all right, only to print it in the tabloids with the word freak above it.” 
“This is all wrong,” Clair yelled out and went back to her desk.
How about that, all the work and no mention of me. Now the headlines will only speak of Det. Whitmore. He’ll probably get a promotion from it. Being interviewed by every network across the country. The one shot at redemption, gone. 
I sat back at my desk and listened to the radio more. Hoping my name will come across it.
A few minutes later the news reporter gave a quick update on the protestors outside of C.Q. Oil office tower. But I didn’t care about that. 
A few mentions of the car bomb going off yesterday in the parking lot of C.Q. Oil’s Tower. The “Oil Free Now” website says there would be more to come. Needless to say, the cops were looking all over for the ringleaders of the car bombings.
Every station, one by one were breaking into their broadcasts with the confession from Jonathan Parks and the “police” solving it. I reached over and turned the radio off.  
 
A few hours later I was still bothered by Det. Whitmore claiming the case for himself. I was feeling hungry and decided to head out. I had one of two choices: let this get to me or move on. Maybe the cops would get around to saying my name in a day or two. But for right now warehouse 17 was still on my mind. Why couldn’t I let it go? It was nothing more than an empty building. But why did Jonathan Parks care about it? Why can’t I shake it? I figured I’d head back over to Molly’s Diner for some food and chat with Casey Jones. A former employee of the warehouse district. If anything were out of the place, he’d know.
 
The sun had gone down and the darkness had taken over. Now the creatures of the night would be coming out. The darker it got the weirder the people. As I drove along and crossed through King and Main intersection I looked in my rearview mirror. And wouldn’t you know it, a black car with tinted windows behind me again. Were they following me? Was the driver the weird-looking mannequin? It was time to solve this silly mystery. I decided to slow down, let the black car pass and get a look at the driver. I had to know if my mind was playing tricks or not. 
I moved over to the right-hand lane and watched in my mirror to see if the driver would follow. 
The black car passed on my left-hand side. Now I could see it up close. I looked out my left window and it was nothing more than a taxi. I laughed. Once again my imagination getting the better of me, seeing black cars with odd-looking drivers everywhere I go.  
I watched the black taxi turn left at the intersection and disappear into a mix of traffic. I made my way to Molly’s and parked across the street. 
Molly’s was located at the end of a dead-end street. Can’t get any more isolated than that. The type of place the city had forgotten about, just my kind of place. Maybe it had its day. If it did, it was long ago. Now it’s the type of place ghosts and the soon to be dying hang out. A quiet place away from everything in the crazy city. Somehow city life did not make its way through the front doors of Molly’s.
I didn’t want to know the time. The police not mentioning me still ruffled my feathers. I was tricking myself when I said it didn’t bother me. How could it not? My one big chance, taken away. 
The streetlights lit the sidewalk with a quiet warm glow. As though you could hear it speaking if you listened long enough. A few cars came to a stop at the intersection and pulled away, with the red lights on the back of their cars fading off into the darkness. 
Maybe I’ll get the large steak and a soft drink to make me feel better. Didn’t really feel like cooking anything tonight, then again didn’t like cooking any night. 
I wasn’t much of a cook, so I let someone else do it for me. 
I got out, put my fedora on and made my way towards the glass doors.
When I entered I could smell the French toast and coffee right away. Making me hungrier. Can’t go wrong with French toast and coffee any time of the day.  
No one looked up as I made my way in, no one ever did. 
 
Tonight the place had a few customers scattered about. I can only guess their story. Sitting alone in the darkest parts of the diner. Not wanting anyone to bother them. Hoping the world would forget they existed. 
One guy looked as though he was down to his last dollar, maybe his wife left him; loss of job, who knows? 
Another guy looked as though he was convinced the government was spying on him. A tin foil cone was on his head. He kept looking around wide-eyed as though someone were coming through the front door for him. 
Cathy was behind the counter. Her eyes told a sad story. Then again so did most waitresses in run down diners. She was making a fresh brew of coffee. I could see the steam rising. Coffee was a nice idea. 
She came to town many years ago to be an actress like so many have before. She got a job in this diner as “a part-time thing” until her big break came through. But sadly year after year she found herself waiting by the phone. Countless times she had call-backs but the roles went to some other girl. She had a few pilots made for TV. If they had been picked up she might’ve gone on to something big. But that all rested on them being picked up, which they never were. Seems the world loves famous stars, but never remember the thousands who never quite made it. 
I made my way to the back table by the tall window where Casey was sitting. 
He was the poster example of a decent blue-collar worker. Employed at the harbour for many years until his death and came looking for me. Maybe he would know something about warehouse 17. Don’t know why I can’t shake the feeling. Maybe he can tell me what I need to hear. I know I found nothing at the warehouse. But maybe hearing it from someone who once worked there will help clear my mind of it. 
Casey was a decent kind of guy. You never had to question anything he said. He was the type you could look him in the eye and know everything he was saying was the truth. The type you could shake on an agreement, no contracts needed. There are two types of people, those you can shake hands and trust and others you need to sign a contract.  
One of those hard-working types always on time, last one to leave. But Casey’s problem was he always wanted to know what was behind locked doors. If he saw something questionable going on around the docks he would check it out. If I knew him at the time I would’ve told him it was a bad idea. Sometimes if you go looking for trouble you’ll find it. This time it caught up to him. He witnessed something going down he shouldn’t have and he was gunned down. Saw a group of men in the shadows talking. He never heard the bullet that killed him. One second he was alive and listening in, next thing he knew he saw his body floating in the harbour.
Even though I helped solve his case and his murderer locked up. He still likes hanging out at Molly’s. He never liked the idea of entering the light. Molly’s was his heaven.
“I guess you’re wanting to know something about the warehouse district.” He said with a laugh.
“What gave it away?” I whispered. 
“Whenever you come to me it has to do with a case you're working on in the warehouse area.” He kept his voice low. Not that it mattered; no one else could hear him. 
“Well, almost right. Not working a case.” I whispered. “But I do want to know something about a certain warehouse. Got a few questions to ask you about your time there.” I kept my voice down so no one else would see me talking to an empty chair. They may not be able to hear him, but they can hear me. 
He nodded, “My time there seems like a million years ago.” 
I whispered to him, “Think we should take this outside. So no one can hear me talking to you.”
He nodded and got up and I followed. I opened the door and walked out as he followed behind. He could’ve walked through the wall. But he made his way through the open door to feel alive again. 
We made our way out of the diner and stood under a street light in the darken city. With my fedora on I was the only one with a shadow. 
“I wanted to know about warehouse 17. While you worked there did you see anything questionable going on around there?” 
He thought for a moment. “Funny, of all the warehouses you ask about number 17. A few weeks ago I was hanging out at the docks, remembering old times. While there something odd caught my attention, a few well-dressed rich men hanging around that warehouse. Checking the place over. It seemed strange seeing them. They looked out of place. Standing next to their fancy sports cars. Not the type of thing you’d see in a blue-collar industrial area. But I couldn’t figure out why they cared so much about an empty warehouse. I recognized one of them as Jonathan Parks, the guy running for office. I’ve seen his face on the TV ads in Molly’s diner.”
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 18 
 
“Interesting,” now I have an eyewitness to him being there, the eyewitness being a ghost though. 
“The funny part is they all had the same rings on. A skull with two lightning bolts behind it.” 
Yet again it turns up. How is it all connected? Now I can’t let it go. Visiting Casey backfired. Instead of clearing my mind. I now had a million more questions. 
After I finished with Casey I made my way back to the counter in Molly’s.
“How’s the day treating you?” Cathy asked as she walked by. 
“Can’t complain so far, but the day isn’t over yet, who knows what will happen later.”
She laughed, “I know how you feel. I never know who’s going to walk through those doors. Most of the time it’s the standard customer, some are interesting to say the least. But it will be nice when they get the oil conference over with. Seems the whole city is on edge.”
I nodded and after the nice dinner, I decided to head home. Maybe one day I’ll know the right thing to say to Cathy to win her over. Seems my mind goes blank whenever she’s around though. 
As I drove away my inner voice was telling me to walk away from worrying about the warehouse. But something didn’t seem right. Why did the image of the skull and lightning bolts keep showing up? Seems I’m seeing it everywhere now. The more questions I asked only led to more questions instead of answers. Also, not being mentioned in the news wasn’t the highlight of my day. 
 
I drove through the industrial side of town. Nothing pretty around here, warehouses and factories block after block. No parks or playgrounds. Busy during the daytime with delivery trucks coming and going, but empty at night. 
I finally arrived home. Formally a warehouse converted into a loft. The 8th floor is where I called home. Parked the car and glanced up at the almost full moon. The stars were out covering the city like a sparkling blanket.  
I know it’s not the best neighbourhood to call home. Not the type of place a new family would be moving into. Heavy trucks rolling down the street can be heard throughout the night. Their headlights lighting up the building. The subway was close enough to rattle the building’s windows. Won’t smell any flowers around here, there aren’t any.
I liked the idea of having a full view of the city and night sky from my living room window. Gave me a chance to look over the city I protect. 
No matter how awful it looks from the outside I call it home. Wouldn’t leave here even if I had a million dollars. Lived here too long. Too many memories holding me here. Good and bad ones. Sometimes, you need them both.
Half asleep I made my way down the hallway towards my door. It was going to be a temporary place when I first got it at the time. When I was younger I thought I was going to move on up. Become a famous rich detective known and loved throughout the city. Well, that was another life. Reality set in, woke me up and things changed. 
I walked inside the small dark living room and pushed play on the answering machine as I walked by. Most of the time I never liked who’s on the other end. Then again most people don’t like me either. I heard the parents of a past client, one who passed away. Thanking me for the work I did in him finding the light. Not a bad message to hear. 
With the moonlight shining through the window I sat down in the leather chair. Picked up a few old black and white photos I left on the coffee table a few days back. Flipping through them I can’t help but recall the moments when each one was taken. 
A life long gone, happier times, a time when smiling for a photo was easy. Didn’t have to fake it. There was a time when people liked me. Even said hi to me on the street. Then it all changed, C.Q. Oil entered my life and everything went downhill.
Some of the pictures reminded me of a few loves that got away. A time when a beautiful woman was in my life only for me to mess it up with my job. I’ve been told by more than a few to ease off. Take a vacation from time to time. I don’t have to work all day and night. But that’s always been my problem. I can never let a case go. I’ll work on it every second I can. Can’t leave my job at the office as they say.
Now I find myself wondering about the ones who got away. Wondering where my life would be if I had married one of them. 
I might be living in the suburbs with some kids. Taking them to school. Watching them play in the park. Helping them with their homework. But knowing me I’d probably end up right here in the end with my job getting in the way. Always chasing after bad guys. Some things were meant to be. 
I got up and made my way over to the record player. Didn’t care for any of these new mp3 files. I like listening to music the old way. There’s nothing better than the feel of an old vinyl record in your hands and that unique vinyl smell. Something you can’t get with any computer mp3 file. 
I put on a record and sat back down. Closing my eyes I let the sound of soft jazz take me to another place. 
Too many thoughts of past cases ran through my mind.  The music helps clear my head. Who knows what will happen tomorrow. In this job you learn anything can happen when you least expect it. It made it fun but also dangerous. 
I closed my eyes for a good night's sleep. I opened them 5 seconds later with a knock at my door. 
 
 

Chapter 19
 
Well there goes the idea of a quiet night. I could hear Ms. Costa's voice on the other side. 
“William, you'll have to come quickly. There's something alive in my living room. Are you there? Can you hear me?” She knocked more. “Are you there?”
I knew she wasn’t going away. I got up and answered the door.
Her hands were moving a mile a minute in every direction as she spoke. The more stressed she got the more she moved her hands when talking.
“You need to see the demon who’s in my place now.”
“Another demon is in your living room?”
“Oh yes, this one is scary too. I think this one wants to take over my soul. You must come quick.” She turned and started walking down the hall to her place. Waving me to follow.
I knew I had no choice. This would go on all night if I didn’t act. Cutting into my sleep time. I closed my apartment door and went down the hall into her place and walked into her living room. Right away I could see a transparent soldier in a uniform from many wars ago. Nothing about him looked modern. He was holding a 3-foot long musket. The uniform was a grey wool coat, a black belt around the middle. Black heavy boots. How could they wear something so heavy? It looked to be from 100 hundred years ago. He didn’t look too friendly either. No wonder Ms. Costa was nervous of him. The question is, did he know he was a ghost or just confused about where he was?  
Ms. Costa turned to me. “It has been terrorizing me for the past few hours. It came to me while I was trying to sleep. Leaning over my bed looking me in the eyes. I think it wants to take over me so it can walk the earth.” 
“No, it’s not wanting your soul, it's wanting to understand why it’s here.”
“How will you kill it?”
“Well that’s the problem, you can’t kill what’s already dead.”
“So how are you going to destroy this evil thing,” she whispered as she stood behind me hiding from it.  
“The first thing is not seeing it as evil. Knowing it was once a living person whose spirit is now trapped in the living world when it should be on the other side. They need guidance into the light.”
“You can do that?”
“I can try. Can’t make promises though.”
I turned to look back at the spirit.  “I can help you”
The shadow turned to look my way. 
“I know you are confused. I can help you to the other side. You will find peace there.“
The figure stood silent, but the fact it did not run proves I was getting through to it. If they disappear, that's when helping them doesn’t work. “I know you must feel lost wondering what’s happening. You were on the other side and saw a light and came through. It’s hard to explain but an Ouija board opened up the portal and you came through. Now you’re stuck in this world. Not understanding where you are. But I need to tell you this isn’t where you belong. As long as you are here you will not find peace. But I can help you find your way home.”
The spirit moved forward as though he knew what I was saying.
“All you have to do is turn and picture the light and it will appear for you.”
The soldier stopped and turned towards the back wall.
Darkness filled the room, as though all light was pulled away. I could no longer see Ms. Costa or her living room furniture. Complete black surrounded the soldier and me. A bright glowing white light appeared against the wall, getting larger in size. A feeling of warm peace fell over me. I could see other soldiers and family members within the light calling out to the soldier in the living room. 
He turned and walked into the light. Embracing his family and loved ones. He glanced back at me. Smiling as now I could see his face. He was no more than a boy, maybe 19 years old, who died in battle. 
After he was gone the white light faded away, and the light within the room returned.    
“You are free now,” I whispered to him.
“What happened?” Ms. Costa asked. “I see nothing.”
Nor would see. The living room didn’t change for her. She saw nothing of the light. She didn’t see him walking in. In her eyes, nothing changed.  
She shook her head, “Living and dying is a bizarre miracle. No one understands it. Why do we die? Imagine living forever.”
“It’s knowing we can die that makes us love living. If we could live forever we wouldn’t value life, it would mean nothing to us. We would start caring more about material things. We’d lose the love that death brings us. Death makes us realize how important the little things are.”
She nodded. “Such magical words.”
I left her apartment. Well that’s a standard night for me. Sometimes I work cases spying on cheating husbands, other times people come running to me saying they have a demon in their place. Not too many people live my life. 
It never fails when people use Ouija boards. They never know what will come through the light. It’s a mysterious fine line between the afterlife and life itself. No one has been able to explain it. For thousands of years every culture has tried understanding the afterlife. But no matter how much they try no one can truly understand. But the Ouija board has a funny way of opening the door. Of course it’s not the Ouija board that opens up the door to the other side, it’s the mind of the user. If they believe the Ouija board is real it will work. If they believe it’s not real then nothing will happen. 
I finally got back into my place and sat down on the leather chair for a moment. I closed my eyes. 
 

Chapter 20
 
I awoke in the same leather chair to the sound of thunder outside. No it wasn’t thunder, it was the garbage truck making its way up the street. The grey clouds stopped any sunlight from making its way into my place. Any morning sunlight would have to wait. 
After a quick shower, I went out to the car and headed back into town. What does today hold for me? What would be my next case? An overnight stakeout? Those were the worst. Hiding in my car watching the movement of some low life with my eyes burning from the lack of sleep. Waiting for them to leave their place. Most of the time the one I was spying on was sleeping in their bed. Leaving me to wish I was as well. 
Or a case where I’d be traveling on an airplane to a foreign country? Can’t complain about those. At least it got me out of the city. Feeling like a vacation, somewhat.
I clicked on the radio. Maybe my luck has changed and they’d be talking about me. But just as I thought, nothing but wall-to-wall coverage of how the police solved the murder. Det. Whitmore getting all the credit. Every station had some reporter giving his two cents. 
One radio station was still doing live to air commentary from the Don River. I could imagine the hundreds of reporters still crowding around trying to snap photos of anything that looked like it could sell a newspaper. The cops doing their best trying to hold everyone back. 
I listened as the chief of police conducted yet another live press conference in front of City Hall. Saying the usual about how bad he feels how it ended and justice being served. How wonderful the force was in solving it. 
I reached over and turned the radio off and drove the rest of the way in silence. No chance in finding any music this morning. 
 
I was a block away from my office and noticed a couple of police cars outside the front entrance. It shouldn’t surprise me. Seeing how I’m tied into this even if they won’t admit it. They probably had a few questions to ask.
I parked the car, put my fedora on and headed inside.
I walked up the staircase to the second floor. Heard some talking inside my office before I got there. Through the front door glass I could see the outline of 2 men inside.
I pushed open the door and made my way inside. Clair was standing by her desk talking to a couple of cops. 
What did the boys in blue want to ask me? Maybe an apology for failing to say my name during the press conference? 
As I made my way in they turned and looked at me. The one on the left was Det. Whitmore. Great, how wonderful, of all people. I could tell he was as happy to see me as I was him.
If I were never to see this guy again it would be too soon.
Even in the morning hours he looked tougher than nails. Never smiling. To be honest, I don’t think he could. A crooked nose from one too many fights while he was in the army I guess. I don’t know what was colder, Alaska in the winter or his eyes staring me down.
His voice always sounded like deep loud thunder. And that was his nice side.
“Hello boys, how can I help you?” I knew my friendly demeanour wouldn’t go over well right now. 
Clair quickly spoke up first. ”Good morning William. The police arrived a few minutes ago, they wanted to ask you a few questions about Jonathan Parks.” 
I nodded and thanked her and turned to the officers. “Sure, what do you need to know?” I took my fedora off along with my coat and placed it on the wooden coat rack. 
Detective Whitmore moved towards me with no smile, what else is new? “Guess you heard the news by now.” His icy stare trying to cut through me. Why couldn’t he ever be happy? 
“Sure did, it’s all over every radio station. You guys arrested Jonathan Parks and somehow failed to mention me in the reports. Looks as though the case is closed.”
Smith crossed his arms. “There’s more to it Gray, Jonathan Parks killed himself in his cell last night.”
 

Chapter 21
 
“What?” OK, I had to admit; I was shocked. “That’s unexpected. He admitted to killing his wife, but to take his own life?”
“When you talked with him did he say anything to you? Maybe something that would explain why he would do such a thing? When we brought him into the station he was alone in his cell. He had only one visitor during the night. Some bizarre guy dressed all in black. One of the officers overheard them talking, said something about the Reaper. They talked a bit more and the mysterious man left and a few hours later Jonathan Parks took his own life.” Whitmore looked over to the other officer who was shaking his head in confusion.
I tried to hide my shock while looking calm. Yet again more talk of the Reaper. Now someone in a cell talking to Jonathan about the same thing? “Sounds like the guy had a few screws loose. He’s running for office, murders his wife and does himself in while in jail. It’s something the media will be feeding off of for weeks. But I know nothing about someone called the Reaper. That’s the truth. I never knew the guy.” 
“Seems funny how you happened to pass by his place the moment he was ready to confess to the murder, only to have him dead a few hours later. Seems as though you’re holding something back.”
“I told you everything that happened. Nothing is being held back”
Det. Whitmore's face was turning red. “I don’t like the idea of the oil summit in town and the protestors all over the city with car bombs going off. Now I have to deal with this? If you know something, you better let me know. I’m in no mood for games. The faster I solve this the better for everyone. If you’re holding anything back you’ll be spending a lot of time locked up.” 
I watched as he made his way out the office door and heard him walk down the steps. Each step sounding like a bomb going off. 
Too bad the dame wasn’t here. I sure had a few questions to ask her. The whole time we were driving to her house, she was quiet. What more did she know? What was she holding back? Did she know anything about the Reaper? Why does his name keep coming up? 
I was getting a funny feeling about this case. I guess it wasn’t open and closed, paint by numbers. Things were getting stranger by the minute. What else would happen? Did the full moon have to play a role in this? Because if it does, we're in trouble. The full moon wasn’t too far away. 
 
 
“Can’t believe he killed himself in a jail cell. He had so much going for him,” Clair said more to herself than me as she walked back to her desk.
I stood thinking for a minute. “Something doesn’t seem right.” I rubbed my index finger on my chin. Trying to figure the whole mess out. “How does a man kill himself in a jail cell?”
“You think the guy who visited him had something to do with it?” 
“He was alive when the visitor left. He did it himself. But why?” 
“Maybe he felt guilty about killing his wife. And his political career was over. Maybe the whole thing got to him and he decided to end it all.” 
“Possible,” I paused. “Or maybe there’s more to it.” 
I needed some air to clear my head. A million thoughts were running through my mind like a speed train. 
I told Clair I’d be back in a few minutes. Put my fedora back on and made my way out of my building and along the sidewalk. 
It’s something I’ve done a million times. Anytime I can’t figure something out I’d go for a walk for a few blocks on the busy city streets. Fresh air helps with putting things together. Now I got to figure out if Jonathan Parks really did end his life over guilt or if something bigger was going on with this Reaper character. Sure would like to know who he is.
After a few blocks of being in the shade, I stopped at an intersection looking to cross. Wanting to walk on the other side in the sunlight. I waited for the light to turn green. I was the only one waiting to cross. 
I stepped onto the street after the red “don’t cross” light switched to green. Halfway across loud tires screeching filled the air. As if someone was trying to go 0 to 100 in 5 seconds. I looked over my right shoulder and saw a large black Lincoln coming straight at me. 
 

Chapter 22
 
What was the driver playing at? Was he mad? Could he not see me? I knew if I didn’t move at that moment I’d be dead. 
It felt as though time had stopped. My life flashed before my eyes, but I had no time to review. I needed to move, and move quick. 
I barely had a second before jumping out of the way. I leaped to the sidewalk next to the mailbox and rolled to a stop, the black car missing me by inches. 
An old lady on the sidewalk next to me screamed out. She must’ve thought I’d been hit. I had to take a moment and ask myself the same thing. It couldn’t have gotten any closer. 
I looked over my shoulder and watched the car shoot off down the street. No plates on the back. This was no accident or someone’s bad driving. The driver clearly saw me. Why have no plates on the back? 
They must’ve been following alongside me the whole time I was walking. Looking for the best time to hit me. Took their chance while I was crossing. Silly of me not to notice, in my job you need to keep your eyes open. If I had been paying more attention while walking I would’ve noticed the black car.
Normally when I’m working on a dangerous case I keep a look out over my shoulder for anyone following me. This had to be linked to Jonathan Parks and his dead wife. But why come after me? The police were now looking after the case. I just helped out a dead woman who thought she was being cheated on. 
Lucky for me I have fast reflexes. A few people who were walking by stopped to help me up, all of them looking just as confused as I was.  
I stood back up and put my fedora on. Making sure my tie was straight.
Someone asked me if I wanted to call the cops to report it. I said it wasn’t needed and laughed it off as though it were my fault for not looking before crossing. Didn’t need the police investigating it, I was going to. 
The driver of the black car looked odd. No hair, in fact no eyebrows, Pale face with no expression. Like a mannequin from a department store. Seems everywhere I go I’m seeing him and the black car. This time he was making it personal.
I don’t make friends offend in this line of work. It wouldn’t be the first time someone tried to take me out. I’ve been shot at, chased on foot and by cars. Bombs have been used against me in the past. Yeah, I would say I had it all. It had to be linked to Jonathan Parks. He ends up dead in his cell under mysterious circumstances and now this?   
 
I headed back towards the office. Figured it might be safer there. 
I couldn’t help but look over my shoulder every few seconds. Waiting for another car to come firing up behind me. I walked through the parking lot towards the back door of the building. In case the front door was being watched by whoever tried to kill me. They might be looking for a second chance. 
I planned on calling a few contacts I had in the police department for anything linked to a black Lincoln car. Then go out looking for it myself. Find out who’s behind it. I wasn’t going to stand around waiting for it to return.   
I walked up the staircase to the second floor and noticed the door to my office was open by a few inches. It’s not like Clair to leave the door open like that. 
When I left for my walk I closed it behind. And right after almost being run over? This wasn’t looking good.
I moved slowly and put my back up against the wall next to the office door. Sliding towards it making sure not to make any noise. If anyone was in there I wanted the drop on them.
Seems at least once a month I enter my office after someone has broken in. You’d think I’d be used to it by now.
When I reached the door I glanced inside through the small opening. Saw no one moving about. Didn’t look as though some thug with a gun was waiting for me. I reached with my right hand and slowly pushed the office door fully open, as I remained leaning against the wall. 
I peeked inside and saw Clair lying on the floor in front of her desk. 
 
 

Chapter 23
 
She looked out cold. I raced towards her. Kneeling down I placed my hand under her upper back and lifted her up. 
I moved her over to the leather couch across from her desk. Ran into the bathroom and soaked the face cloth in warm water. Sat down beside her and I placed it on her forehead. 
She started to come too. Slowly opening her eyes. She rubbed her forehead. 
I looked over to my opened office door and noticed papers thrown all over the room. Someone had been in there as well looking for something. 
“What happened?” she mumbled. Still looking a bit dazed.
“I was about to ask you the same thing,” I said sitting next to her.
She looked around the room as if trying to make sense of everything. “I was at my desk when I heard someone moving in the hallway. It sounded like someone was messing around with the lock on the door. I got up and went over to check it out. The door flew open and before I knew what was happening the door hit me and I was knocked to the floor.”
“Let me call you doctor. Have him check you out.” 
She shook her head. “No, I’m fine.”
She was a tough cookie. It took a lot to keep her out of action. But now I was getting mad. Trying to run me over was one thing, I’m used to it. But coming after Clair. That’s war. No need to bring my secretary into the violence. 
I knew what I was getting into when I became a P.I. I knew violence could happen. But my secretary shouldn’t have to be pulled into anything like this.
I stood up next to her desk, and looked into my office. What on earth was the intruder after? No doubt the car that almost hit me and this break in were connected, but in what way? 
I walked into my office, kneeled down and started to pick up the scattered papers. Would take me days to put everything back in order. It looked as though they opened all the filing cabinets and pulled all the files and threw them everywhere. 
Looks like the driver of the black car was just distracting me. Stalling for time. They didn’t mean to run me over. They just wanted to give their accomplice time to get in here. 
Whoever it was probably wanted any information I had about Jonathan Parks. They wanted to know what was said between him and I before he was arrested. 
 

Chapter 24
 
“I think I know who might have done this,” 
I knew who was speaking without having to look. It was female, and it wasn’t Clair.
I stood and looked at Ellen Parks in my office. Looks like she didn’t go into the light after all. 
“Who is it?” I asked, “I thought this was a closed case. He had an affair and went to jail for killing you. But someone else thinks otherwise. How about some more information. For starters the name of the weird looking mannequin driver to tried running me over? Or the one who left this mess in my office. Maybe an address where I can pay these guys a visit. Looks as though you weren’t telling me everything.”
She took a few steps towards me hesitating to speak. ”I did see who broke into your office. However, I don’t know their names. But I’ve seen them around my house a few days before I was killed. I thought they were business partners of my husband. Now I feel they are something more. Something evil.”
I paused for a moment. Took a breath to relax. Looked around at the papers on the floor and lowered my voice. “I guess you know of your husband’s death?”
“Yes, I saw him enter the light. The same light I avoided going into.”
“Your husband bumps you off and now he’s dead. Someone just tried killing me with their car. My secretary was knocked out while my office was ransacked. And you recognize the men who did this? There’s more to this than a simple case of your husband having an affair. What more do you know?” I was through playing games. If a client wants to hold back details about an affair out of embarrassment, that’s one thing. But if it leads to my life being threatened it becomes a new ballgame. 
She went to speak then quickly stopped. She paused as though not wanting me to know the full truth. Yesterday she did the same thing. I didn’t care then; figured it was relationship problems between her and her husband. Now it’s a lot more. My life is at stake. 
“My husband was working on something. He wasn’t just running for office. There are more people involved. They were trying to locate something. For the past few weeks the number of phone calls and strangers in the house increased. Whatever they were looking for they were getting close to it. There was a man who my husband was talking to, a tall man in white named Jim Miner.”
“Oh great, the eccentric billionaire is tied into this? The guy who can’t stop smiling when in front of a camera.”
She nodded, “It was him. I never met him though; he came over late in the night. I was upstairs but could hear them talking.” 
“Let me guess, with all his late-night phone calls and sneaking out you got curious and started asking your own questions.” 
She nodded, “At first I truly thought it was nothing more than him having an affair. But as time went by it looked as though it was something bigger, something darker. I got too close to the truth.”
I paused “Which was?”
“That, I don’t know. I would stand outside his office door and listen to him talking. I heard Jonathan mentioning to Jim about a coin and a Macabre Scroll. Someone called the Reaper coming to town on the full moon.” She paused as though catching herself in mid-sentence. 
How about that. The Macabre Scroll, Death Coin and Reaper have come up yet again. Seems this is a skipping record. But how are they all connected? Plus I didn’t like her pause. I’ve been around too long to know when someone pauses like that they’re holding back the most important details. “He must’ve thought you knew something. Must’ve been something big for him to kill his wife while running for office. Whoever visited him in his cell wanted him silenced. What I don’t understand is what could the mystery visitor have said which led your husband to take his own life. The last time I checked most people aren’t too keen on giving up their own life. It’s the one thing in this world you consider sacred. I have a funny feeling there’s a lot more to this and your husband wasn’t the ringleader. Someone more powerful got to him.” 
I sat in my chair and leaned back. What was this guy into? This Reaper guy, is he the boss of a new crime family? And why so much talk about the moon being full? Why care about that? Something wasn’t right. Something much bigger was going on here. Bad things were going to happen. The clock is ticking and I’m minutes behind. “Why not tell me all this from the start?”
“How could I say it and have it make sense? It doesn’t make sense to me. I wanted my case solved. If I told you the full story you might not have gotten involved.”
“But now he’s dead and someone broke into my office. Looks as though others have questions as well.”
It would be smart for me not to get involved deeper. Det. Whitmore had warned me to stay away from this case. Saying I’d be in jail if he sees me anymore. But I can’t walk away from this one. Something big is about to go down. It would be too easy now to give up. Save myself a headache. But my city was in danger. I had to know what was going to happen. Plus whoever broke into my office probably wouldn’t be letting me walk away from this even if I wanted to.
If Ellen could give me the full breakdown of everything that happened it would go a long way to solving this mystery. But she was clearly holding something back. Why? How could holding back hurt her? She was free to say anything. I knew I had to keep her around. 
I turned when I heard the phone ring. I reached forward and picked it up. It was Dale. He sounded out of breath.
“You need to get over to the theatre. I found something incredible. I think I could help you with your case. ”
“What are we dealing with?”
“Can’t say over the phone. It’s too important. It’s something you have to see with your own eyes to comprehend.”
Comprehend? Never heard Dale like this before. I knew time was wasting and I had to get there as fast as possible. 
The papers scattered on my floor will have to wait. I grabbed my fedora and took off out the front door.
I turned to Clair who was back at her desk. “Have to head off and see Dale. Something big is happening.”
She laughed. “Something big is always happening. Never a days rest for you. Head off and I’ll clean up the paperwork.”
“Thanks, you’re helping me out a lot on this.”
“Better me than you. Knowing you, you’d mess up all the files. Better for me to put everything away. That way I know it’s done right.”
 Proud of Clair, nothing holds her down.
 

Chapter 25
 
I race down the stairs and quickly got into my car. To my right was Ellen.
“I better go with you. Incase I can help in any way.”
Not used to having a ghost with me as a sidekick. But she was holding something back. The more she stuck around the better it was for me. 
But now it was time to figure out what on earth has Dale in such a panic. 
Made my way through the city and my car came to a quick stop in the back alley behind the theatre. What could it be? I hate being left on a cliffhanger like this. Why couldn’t he tell me on the phone? I had to find out what he knew right away.
Ellen was by my side as I made sure no one was watching as I went through the back entrance and up the staircase. Keeping my head down. Not drawing any attention to myself. There were more people in the theatre now. Had to play it safe. They couldn’t see Ellen, but they could sure see me.
I opened the projection room door and nodded at Christopher. 
The projection room was dark. It had to be. I looked out at the silver screen and caught a glimpse of the movie playing. It had something about a woman named Scarlett wanting to get back to a place called Tara. 
I quickly walked over to Dale who was on the other side of the room reading a book at a desk. “What did you find?” I kept my voice down. I kept the knowledge of Ellen beside me a secret for now. Not sure how he’d react knowing a ghost was right beside him. I needed his attention on what was rattling him. 
“I went over to the library to look into the Macabre Scroll. Thinking it wouldn’t take me too long. Looked through all the history books, encyclopedias, but couldn’t find anything. I asked a librarian about it, hoping she could point me in the right direction. But something funny happened. The look on her face when I mentioned it. She looked like a deer in the headlights. As though she worked for the government I asked about a top-secret program. Something was up. Why would she react like that? she claimed she knew nothing. But the tone of her voice said otherwise. A few minutes later when she thought I was gone she left her desk and went to the back staircase. So I followed. She went down to the basement.” 
“And?”
He paused. “For that answer, you’ll have to see for yourself.” 
I was confused on that response. “I have no idea what you’re talking about, but let’s go. You got my mind spinning.”
He got up from his chair and headed for the exit. We raced out of the movie theatre projection room and down the stairs. Whatever it was, it had to be important to make him run. Dale never liked running. Thankfully Ellen had no problem keeping up. A ghost could run for hours and never feel tired.
When he got to the theatre backdoor he looked around making sure no one was watching. I couldn’t tell if he was being his paranoid self or if this was legit. This was getting stranger by the minute. He was looking more nervous than usual. 
We made our way down the alleyway, Dale stopping every few seconds to look over his shoulder. 
We reached the sidewalk and crossed the busy street headed towards an old public library building. What could be in a library that would freak him out? What else is there but books? 
Ellen and I followed as Dale made his way past the front doors and to the back of the building. Opening the door labeled “Emergency Fire Exit”. I’m glad he knew how to get inside without tripping any alarms. I don’t need cops after me for breaking into a library of all places. Trying explaining that to the cops.
He slowly opened the door and looked around making sure no one could see us entering. We stepped into the stairwell and couldn’t see a thing in the darkness. Ellen had no problem simply phasing through the door as though it wasn’t there. Something I wish I could do at times. Make a lot of my investigations faster.  
It took a moment for my eyes to adjust. I had no idea what I was going to see. We followed as Dale made his way down towards the basement. This was the one building he knew his way around. Each step echoed down the concrete steps. Hopefully, no security guard would be walking up. Needless to say, Ellen made no noise walking down the steps.   
“Why bother with this place? What could you have found down here that could help with the case?”
Dale shook his head, “The books we need for answers are not located in the library, but somewhere else. For that we need to head all the way down. It will make sense when you see it.”
I figured I let him lead the way. Seems as though he’s on to something. Never seen him stressed like this before. As though he stumbled across something that could cost him his life. I’ll have to let this play out to see where it goes.
Flight after flight we continued to head downward. I had to admit the final floor to this library was really far down. It was getting a bit silly. It was clear this building wasn’t built  to be a library at first. It felt like we were a mile underground. No building needs a basement this far down.
We finally made our way to the last level and stood facing a brick wall.  Now it was looking really odd. All that for a brick wall?
“OK, now what? We’re facing a wall. How can this answer any questions?” I asked.
“It’s what's behind the wall.” Dale whispered. He looked back up the stairs making sure no one was watching. 
He looked back at the wall. “Notice anything odd about the bricks?”
I glanced at the wall. All I saw were red bricks. How could there be anything about the wall that stands out?  
Dale moved towards the wall, reached up slightly above his head and pushed a discoloured brick. It didn’t stand out too much from the others but looking at it closer it was a bit darker in colour. 
Within a few seconds, the bricks in front of me began to move. A door was now revealing itself. It turned inwards. Where there was once a flat solid brick wall now had an open door leading to who knows where. A bright white light shined from the other side. How could this be? What was I looking it? I’d never seen anything like this before? But I had to ask the biggest question. What was on the other side?  
 

Chapter 26
 
I stepped forward from the darkened basement stairwell into the light and looked to my left and then right discovering I was in a long grey tunnel. That ran for what looked like miles in each direction.  
Ellen made her way behind me. I was standing in a tunnel and could not believe what I was seeing. She had the same look.
Dale followed from the library’s stairwell.     
Florissant’s lights above lit the entire way. 10-foot high ceilings by 8-foot wide corridor. Countless doors 50 feet apart on either side throughout the tunnel lead to who knows where. 
At times another long tunnel met up with the tunnel we were in creating an intersection. Each tunnel ran endlessly as far as I could see. How long did these tunnels run for? Could it be throughout the entire city? Who could’ve built them? How does everyone in the city not know they're here?
I didn’t know what to say. “I’ve been all over this city from one end to the other, but never knew this place was down here.”
Dale nodded. “Tell me about it. I’ve been studying secret societies for years. Thought I had it all worked out. Now this.” He looked down the endless tunnel. “I followed the librarian down the stairs. While hiding in the shadows I watched her push the dark coloured brick. I waited until she was gone and a few minutes later. I gave it a try and sure enough this is what I found. I couldn’t tell you over the phone. How could I describe this? I’ve heard rumours about mysterious tunnels running under major cities. Never thought they could be real, or here for that matter. Members of secret societies use them to move about. Had them all built without the public knowing.”
I shook my head in disbelief while looking down the endless tunnels as Ellen did the same. “How does the public not know about this?”
“How would they know? Who will tell them? Rich powerful people own the media. What we see on the news is determined by the rich owners. Billionaires are the members of secret societies. They can keep this hidden from everyone. There’s so much going on in the world the public doesn’t know about. If they want to keep something hidden it’s easy. They decide what appears in the papers and 6 o’clock news. Turns out there are secret tunnels running all over the city. You can make your way anywhere. Secret doors from countless buildings and homes lead to these secret tunnels.”
I started to walk down the tunnels. Not knowing where they led, by I had to check it out for myself. Ellen followed behind. Each door had a number. The one to my left was numbered 418. Were there really 418 rooms in these tunnels? Probably even more? The number might go up to the thousands. What’s behind each door?
Dale stopped at one numbered 415 and looked over to me. “While down here I peeked behind some of the doors. It was in this room I came across countless old texts. The type of books secret society members don’t want the world reading. They contain the real truth of our history. Not the silly lies we’re told in school.”    
He opened the door and walked inside. I glanced up and down the hallway making sure no one saw us, even though no one was around. I followed along with Ellen inside. 
We made our way into a dark room, bright lights automatically turned on overhead as we entered. The room was filled with countless rows of bookshelves that went on for what looked like forever. Each one holding thousands of ancient old texts and books. 
“It’s like the Library of Alexandria,” I whispered. 
“Believe it or not. A lot of the books came from there. It never burned down. It was all a lie. The Library of Alexandria had information on secret societies dating back thousands of years. History teaches us the library burned down to hide the truth. So no one goes looking.”  
“Somewhere in here is information about the Macabre Scroll?” 
“I’ll look into it. I’m sure I’ll find something on it. When I find something I’ll come calling. I just wanted you to know this is here.” Dale said.
“While you’re here look up a symbol of a skull and lightning bolts behind it. Might be nothing, or could be an answer to this mystery.” I looked around the massive room. Glancing at the rows of ancient books. “This is crazy.” Ellen nodded in agreement. 
 
 

Chapter 27
 
Ellen and I headed out of the library and back to my office. 
“Can’t imagine so many tunnels under the city.” Ellen said as I nodded. 
“All these years and I never knew they were there. Thought I knew all the in and outs of this city.”
Clair walked over from her desk, before she could say anything my phone rang. 
I walked over to my desk and picked it up. Before I could speak, the voice on the other end spoke first. 
“Hello, Mr. Gray. You don’t know me, but I know of you. There’s something we need to discuss about Jonathan Parks. I can answer your questions. You come to my house so we can talk.” 
3 things come to my mind right away, two being facts, the third being a question. First, I knew it was a female talking. Second, she sounded like a senior with a deep tone. But more importantly who calls a detective out of the blue inviting them over to their house with information? 
I turned around and glanced out the window at the street below. It was clear I was being watched. The call came in just as I walked in, how convenient. Or unless they knew I was in my office. 
Had to admit, it was weird. Not the type of message you hear when you pick up the phone. “That all depends. Can I ask who this is?”
“Let’s just say I’m someone very important. Someone you need to talk to. We both have a lot of questions about Jonathan Parks and his wife. You need to hear what I need to say. My name is June Wagner, I live at 450 Lainer Street. You’ll know it when you see it. You’ll see a black gate with a massive golden letter V on the front.”
Answers, now that’s what I was looking for. This wasn’t my first rodeo. The fact she called me after my office was ransacked can’t be a coincidence. I knew when I was being played a fool. I’d play along, for now. Find out what’s going on. She’s tied into this and I’ll find out how. 
Her address is not a bad place to call home. Lainer Street was known as Millionaire Row. Any house on that street starting price was over 5 million. And those are the cheap ones. Why was someone living in a mansion on Lainer Street calling me out of the blue talking about Jonathan Parks? 
I hung up the phone and turned to Ellen. “Ever hear of someone named June Wagner?”
She nodded. “She works with the company. And had worked with my husband while he was alive. Why was she calling you?”
“The very question I was asking myself. She wants me to held over to her place for information.”
Clair looked over to me. “Think this is some type of a setup?”
“I know something isn’t right. Probably wants to know about Jonathan.”
“I can go along with you. Help you out on anything she doesn’t want to talk about.” Ellen said standing by the door.
I nodded. It was a good idea. June Wagner would have no idea a ghost as in the same room as me. Plus, it being Ellen would give me an edge. 
We left the office and made our way out of town towards the hills of the rich and famous. Time to see how the rich lived. 
 
 

Chapter 28
 
I drove through the city headed towards the highway. I stopped for the red light at the intersection of Baret and John Street. I saw Charlie Mills standing at the corner playing 3 cards monte with visiting tourists who were silly enough to stop.
“Well, look who it is.” I quietly said.
“You know him?” Ellen glanced out the window.
I nodded. “Not on a personal level. But he’s a great source of information for anything questionable. Pretty sure he could help us out.”
I pulled over in an empty spot, Ellen and I walked over to him. 
“Charlie won’t be too happy to see me, he never is. But I want information and he’s the guy to turn to. I need to know what the word is on the street about your husband’s death. The type of information the police didn’t know about. And Charlie is the go-to guy. If anything questionable was going on in the underworld he would know.” 
The intersection was his favourite hangout spot. As usual in his blue jeans and denim shirt and his hat backward. Standing in front of a fold-out table moving the cards around. Asking anyone walking by to play the game. 
“Does he have an honest job, or just hangs out here all day?”       
“Charlie is what’s called a common low-life street hustler. Doing whatever it takes to make a quick buck. He detested the idea of working full-time. He’d rather be out selling maps to the stars' houses or selling anything that “fell” off the back of a truck. Who knows what it would be. The product changed week to week. Be it knock-off sunglasses, purses, running shoes, or TVs. He was always thinking of a get-rich scheme.” I said as we walked down the sidewalk. 
“Hopefully he can help us out.” Ellen said. “Does he know the right people?”
“Charlie has a strange hobby. He loves hanging out with the mob. But never actually became a member. He grew up watching movies about them and wanted to live their life. Thinking it would be an adventure.”
“Sounds dangerous.”  
I nodded. “He wanted to know what was going on in the underworld of organized crime. What they were up to. Hanging out in low-lit back rooms of gambling joints. Always listening in to their secret conversations as they sat around playing cards. With the smoke from their cigars rising up to the ceiling. Empty wine bottles on the table and overweight men leaning back in chairs holding cards while tossing chips onto the old green velvet table.”
“Hopefully he knows not to cross the mob. Doesn’t turn out well for the ones in the movies.”
I laughed a bit. “He was crazy enough to try selling a few knockoff goods to them. I kept telling him that’s not a smart idea.”  
Charlie loved the life of crime and theft. Scamming his way through everything he ever did. He’s been pulled into the police station on more than one occasion. At times it seemed he lived there. Every police officer in the city knew him. 
“He has his life motto, He figures why bother going to school when you could make your money on the streets.” 
I approached him from behind. If he saw me approaching from the front he’d run. I watched as some out of town tourists stopped to play the game. They handed him a ten. Charlie said if they guessed right he’d hand them a 20. 
Charlie held three cards, an ace of spades, king and queen. Placed all three on the table facing down. He told the tourist to never look away from the ace. He moved the cards around like lightning. When he was finished he stepped back and asked the tourist to point to the ace. The tourist smiled and confidently pointed to the far left one. Charlie turned it over to reveal the king. He then turned over the middle one to show the ace. The tourist’s eyes opened wide. Not believing he’d guessed wrong. Charlie thanked him for his money. 
I turned to Ellen. “I think it’s ironic the word “lie” was in his name.” 
I walked and stood beside him. “How’s the game going for you today?”
He looked over his shoulder and rolled his eyes when he saw me. “Here to harass me again Gray?”
I laughed, “Now Charlie, what would ever make you think I’m here to harass you?”
“There doesn’t have to be a reason with you.” He looked up, “Because it’s cloudy. There you go, that’s a reason. Then again it could be any day of the week, and any type of weather and you’d still harass me.”
“I’m just stopping by to say hi, that’s all. Not to bug you.”
“And get some information I bet.”
“Can’t I stop by and see a friend hanging out on a street corner?” I kept my voice low. I leaned against the wall next to him, as though resting. I knew he had no idea Ellen was beside me. 
“I’m not hanging out. I’m working. I’m making a good living.”
“Ok, I’ll move on, but just answer one question.”
“Oh great, here it goes. The questions. This is how I always end up in hot water.” 
“That won’t happen now. No one can get you.” I tried to act innocent, couldn’t afford to have him run off. If he did run from me, it wouldn’t be the first time.
I could see he was beginning to break. He wanted me to leave and knew the only way that would happen is if he talked. 
“What do you need to know?”
I had him. I needed to get the information quick. “I’m working a case about Jonathan Parks death. C.P. Oil employee who was running for office.”
Charlie's eyes went wide in shock. “Heard about that. His wife went missing only to turn up dead in the river, killed by the husband. What’s the world coming to? That’s all I know.” He started to look around with a nervous look in his eyes. 
I could tell something else was bugging him. He knew more than what he was letting on. He must’ve heard something on the street, he always does. “I need some pointers you can give to me. Anything strange or odd going on in the underworld of crime?”
He lowered his voice. “Look, this is all I know. After I tell you this, you have to leave.”
“Why so nervous? No one can hear you.” Of course Ellen was beside him. But I decided to hold that back. If he knew he might take off running. 
“That’s what you think. If only you knew what going on out there. I overheard some mafia guys who were playing poker in a backroom chatting. Turns out some well-dressed rich men came to them asking about fake I.D.s. wanting to start all over. New birth certificates, new driver’s licenses, new names, the whole works. Not just for one or two people but a lot of them. They were willing to pay top dollar. Not just for professional-looking I.D.s but for their silence. However, turns out when the fake I.D.s were handed over the mafia guys disappeared. No one has seen them since. And these were some serious mobster. Not the type to mess with. So if they go missing, you know somethings up. I didn’t need to be told twice. I read the writing on the wall. I got out of the whole area. Never been back.” 
“What’s up with the fake I.Ds? Wonder what rich men would be doing with them?”
“That’s not the only thing. Before the mob boss named Jimmy the Squirrel disappeared he said two of the well-dressed rich guys were whispering about how a key has to be located. Saying once located the world would change.”
“A Key?” 
Yup, they have been looking for it everywhere. They even had some guy climbing up some remote mountain in a far off country looking for it. Talk about dedication to finding it.”  
“What on earth would a key do?”
“They didn’t say. And I wasn’t going to ask. The less I know the safer it is for me. ”   
“Interesting. Have you heard anything about warehouse 17 down at the docks?”
He shook his head. “I personally don’t know what’s going down at warehouse 17, but some of the biggest mafia guys who fear nothing say they’ll be staying away from there. Saying something big will be happening very soon. They didn’t go into details and I didn’t ask. If they’re afraid, everyone should be. You shouldn’t be getting involved in this.”    
I nodded and thought for a moment. “Looks as though I’ll have to look into it.”  
“Grey, You must be crazy. Something about all this gives me bad vibes. These guys sound dangerous. Sounds like they have money and power at the highest levels. Even the head mafia boss Michael Cone fears them. And that dude fears no one. Sounds like they can make someone disappear and no one will ask questions. Don’t you get it? They control everything. If you disappear there will be no news reports about it. It’s like you never existed.”  
“Wouldn’t be the first time I came across dangerous people. Seems it happens on every case.”   
“This time will be your worst. Everything you have encountered in the past is nothing compared to these guys. That’s all I know. Now I need to get back to work. Hopefully, I won’t go missing for anything I said.” 
 

Chapter 29
 
 Back in the car headed towards the highway. The day was in full swing by now. Streets gridlocked. Everyone packed downtown working or shopping. Took me about a half hour to get through the city and jumped onto Highway 5.  
As I drove along the height of the business building reduced and soon switched over to industry building and they to dropped off. Replaced by a large query site and oil drills. Some lucky guy out there trying to strike it rich on their land.
I soon made my way into the suburban area of life. Countless little houses in row after row. Middle class families living in each one. Passing schools and playgrounds. Each street a mirror copy of the one before. Each one having curbs, leading to sidewalks, which lead to the lawn then the two-story matchbox house. 
I got off the highway and made my way up Downer Street. The start of Millionaire Row. The houses on this street getting larger in size until they were no longer houses, but mansions. Each block only had a few houses on each one. The extra property took up the rest, acres of green grass in all directions. 
I pulled onto Lainer Street and found the mansion with number 450.  
“The mystery woman on the phone told me to look for the black gate with a massive golden letter V on the front. Well that’s what I was looking at through my car windshield. I’m pretty sure the golden letter V is real gold. It must weigh a few tons.”
“That is crazy if it’s real gold.” Ellen said. 
What were these massive gates trying to keep out? A giant? 
A huge white wall surrounded the mansion leading up to the front black gates. 
So what was I to do now? Get out of the car and ring a doorbell? Don’t think so, couldn't see one. So how was I to get in? 
Before I could answer my own question the gate started opening on its own. This could mean only one of two things. Either a ghost I couldn’t see was pushing it open for me. Or someone inside the house saw my car on a closed circuit TV camera hidden in the bushes and pushed the button to open the gate. 
Considering I have the ability to see ghosts and there are none around me, aside from Ellen I’ll bet it’s the second option.
I waited until the gate was fully opened and drove inside. The mansion from the street looked small. It was that far away, incredible. 
I knew the closer I got the more monstrous the mansion would appear in size. "I’m glad I don’t have to walk the driveway. Might take me all day. This driveway was long enough to land an airplane on.” 
Massive evergreens lined both sides as I drove up, each one taller than a five-story building. 
Next to the evergreens were acres of grass in both directions. I think it’s safe to say, the grass couldn't get any greener. It had a look as though someone painted each blade bright green. But this was no paint, not by a long shot. It was the real deal. Whoever had the job of looking after this lawn sure was earning their paycheck and then some. Can't get grass that green by luck, you have to know what you're doing.  
I drove slowly for a while taking in the rich man’s way of life. Passing by statue after statue. Some were horses, others angels with bows and arrows, all had one thing in common, they were huge. I didn’t want to ask the price tag. I’m glad I made it up the driveway on one tank of gas. 
As I predicted, the mansion up close was bigger than I could ever have imagined. A three-story bright white house with marble and granite everywhere. White columns in an arch surrounded the front doors. A fountain shooting water 3 stories high sat a few yards away from the front steps.  
As I was just about to turn off the car when Ellen and I noticed a red European sports car pulling out of a multi-car garage and firing up the driveway. Nice vintage car, a few decades old. Must’ve cost a mint. “You don’t see too many of those around anywhere.”  
I stopped my car and we got out. I put my fedora on. Taking a quick look around I could no longer see the main road I turned off of. 
The sound of city life was completely gone. Not a car to be heard. It had a strange silence. “Where I grew up police sirens, dogs barking, neighbours fighting and car horns happened every second. This place was a world onto itself.” 
I was the only person for what felt like a hundred miles. I might’ve as well been on the moon. I made my way up the staircase. I figured there had to be about a thousand steps. Give or take a few. 
The front steps looked wide enough for an army of soldiers could walk up shoulder to shoulder.
“Why does someone need a front staircase so wide? I guess it was all about intimidating your guests before they even stepped foot inside your house.” It was all about showing off your money to anyone arriving. Saying look at me and all my wealth.
We approached the large red door and was about to reach for the doorbell when the door opened on its own. Seems like that happens a lot around here. 
An older man with short grey hair in a black suit stood inside the opened door. “Hello Mr. Gray, we've been expecting you. You’re right on time. Please come in.”
 

Chapter 30
 
“Thank you sir.” Okay, I have to admit, that was a bit creepy. This guy knows my name and tells me I’m on time. What’s going on here? As though my arrival was destiny.
The butler took my coat and hat for me without saying a word. Not noticing Ellen next to him.
We made our way in. The front entrance was vast to say the least. The front hall was larger than my apartment. I thought Jonathan Parks place was big. You could fit his house in the front lobby of this one.
June Wagner sure liked the colour red. Most of the walls and furniture were red. Personally I couldn’t have this much red in my place. It would hurt my eyes coming home to so much of one colour.   
Each step I took echoed through the place. We walked about the front hall glancing around. A few paintings hung on the wall. I think it’s safe to say each one costs about a million each. Even the frames were in real gold. 
I walked closer to the painting of 4 horses running across a flat field. One side of the painting had a night sky with stars fading into the morning sunlight. Could’ve sworn I saw the exact same painting on a televised auction with an asking price starting at ten million. Could it be the same painting? Was I looking at a three hundred year old authentic painting hanging on a wall mixed in with countless others? In my office I have a few pictures of landscapes bought at the department store, on sale.     
Sunlight poured through the massive windows on either side of the front door. Lighting up the front entrance as if I were still outside.  
What kind of job would someone have to have to afford a place like this? 
I looked at the top of the grand staircase and was startled by a woman who had been standing there the whole time watching me. She looked to be in her 80s in a red dress. 
Her eyes were stone cold as ice and she never blinked. I guess when you're this rich you need to look serious all day. Proving to your business partners you’re in control.
She was a thin lady with grey hair pulled back tightly in a bun. Looking as though she never smiled a day in her life. I had to admit, she looked older than the marble used on the floor. The makeup was a bit too heavy and the earrings a bit too long.  But who am I to commit on fashion?
 
To be honest she looked so old, at first I couldn’t tell if she was alive or dead. Needless to say, I kept that thought to myself. The drawback in having the ability to see ghosts, sometimes I would see a senior and not know if they’re still alive or a ghost.
She turned and made her way down the white staircase. Her hand on the golden railing, real gold I’m guessing. The grand staircase itself looked as though it had a million steps. If I lived here I’d build an elevator. Who needs to go to a gym, just walk up and down the staircase a few times.   
Her eyes never left me as she moved. It was as if there was no life in them, no happiness, unable to care. It was the one thing I never understood about people with money. They always looked so serious. They looked as though they never had a day of fun. I guess when you run a major company you need to look serious to be taken seriously. Oh well, too bad for them and missing out on the fun in life. 
“Hello Mr. Gray, welcome to my small humble place.”
Small humble place? Who was she kidding? Does she say that to everyone?
“I believe I need to explain why I called you.” 
Her voice was deep, cold, without emotion. It matched her eyes. I’ve noticed over the years how someone's voice seems to match their eyes. People who have a sparkle in their eyes speak with joy and energy. Then there are rich women like this. Without life, but still somehow are able to move. 
“Well, thank you for asking me here. I must say your phone call caught me by surprise. It just happened to come in as I walked into my office. Maybe you can fill me in as to why I was called.”
“You see Mr. Gray I work with C.Q. Oil. I was working alongside Jonathan Parks as his campaign manager. Overseeing his running for office.”
“Sorry to hear about your loss. Nice to see C.Q. Oil cares about Jonathan Parks winning the election.” 
She turned and walked past me down the hallway. 
I followed with Ellen close by. This had to be the longest hallway I’d ever been down. I wish I had a golf cart to drive, sure would be a lot quicker. However, walking around gave me a chance to look the place over. Gives me an idea of who I’m dealing with, without having to sneak about. Maybe pick up a clue or two.
As she passed by the door to the basement I noticed how she looked over at me for a moment. Wondering if I noticed the door. In my job you can tell when someone quickly glances your way, wondering what you’re thinking. It says more about them than their words. Why did she care about the basement door?
She walked into her massive dining room with a glass ceiling and white walls. I’d swear I saw this room in a castle one time. We sat down at the glass table as Ellen stood next to me, casting no shadow. 
A servant in a black suit walked into the room his shoes echoing off the floor. Without saying anything he poured her a cup of tea. She didn’t even have to call him, he knew when to come in. 
I sat down across from her and a cup was poured for me. I wasn’t much of a tea drinker but I won’t say anything. Couldn’t help but notice the teacups were red and looked hand made. Costing a pretty penny. Was anything in the mansion bought on the cheap? 
She looked straight ahead at me. “C.Q. Oil cares about all its employees, Mr. Gray. We believe in making the world a better place. If someone in our company wants to run for office we stand by them. Help out anyway we can. We see ourselves as a family. A family who believes in a better tomorrow and we strive to make it happen.”  
“Well, you can’t go wrong with treating employees as family.”
“I heard you’re a private investigator who works for the dead. They come to you for help. Is this true?”
I smiled a bit, “I see you’ve been reading the tabloids. You can’t believe what you read in them. I’m just a hard working detective.” I was trying to figure out why she brought up such a topic. In my line of work I always have to stay one step ahead of who I’m talking to. Figure out their angle.   
“Tell me about this. Does a ghost come to you or do you go to it?”
It was clear she was hinting at Ellen Parks, wanting to know if she came to me, but why would she care? “In the past I might’ve worked a few cases in which the clients were ghosts. Most of them involve foul play. But in the end, I’m a hard working detective who works with living clients. Just like any other detective. It’s the tabloids that make it seem I’m always working with the dead.” I wanted to draw the conversation out to see what she might reveal.    
“Isn’t it true many years ago everyone in the city believed you could see the dead and you were quite popular?”
“Yes, in the beginning. Then I had a case that didn’t go so well. The public from that point on turned against me, thinking I was a fraud.”
“How horrible, it’s disappointing to hear something like that happened while working a case.”
“Funny you should mention the case which turned the public against me. I was working a case for C.Q. Oil at the time.”
“Oh, working a case for us?”
“I was hired to look into a case at one of your plants. An employee was said to have died there, possibly under mysterious circumstances. The media took a big interest in it. It was all over the news. A documentary crew was following me as I conducted my investigation. However, on live television it was revealed the employee was still alive. In fact, he stepped out from behind a door and smiled for the camera as he walked by. The headlines in the paper were not too kind afterwards. Everyone started calling me a fraud.” Of course, I left out the part how I felt I was set up. Leaving me to look silly on live TV. Discrediting me on purpose.
“So, now the public has to figure out whether you can see the dead or not.”
“Some believe, some don’t.”
“So, the possibility that it was Ellen Parks who hired you, might be real or false?”
“Well, too many rumours involving her name are going around the city.” 
“But you would say if she did?”
“Even if she did, I wouldn’t be allowed to say.” I left it at that, knowing it would leave to an awkward pause, but she really did want to know if Ellen contacted me. Did Ellen know something before she was killed? Something June Wagner didn’t want Ellen revealing? Maybe Ellen was taken out on purpose. But, now C.Q. Oil has to deal with her ghost. 
Too bad she didn’t ask Ellen right beside me. They could have a conversation that could answer a lot of my questions. Seems everyone in this room has lots of questions.
I decided to switch things up a bit. “What did you know about Jonathan Parks? Not just that fact he worked in your company I mean the man himself?” Whenever someone answers one of my questions I always watch the eyes. Listened to the tone of voice. It told me more than any words could. 
She leaned back in her chair. One leg crossed and folded hands on her lap. Not moving while speaking. “Through the years we got to know him as a dedicated hard worker, a true company man, who cared about the public. He rose through the company quickly with his dedicated hard work and ambition. He wanted to make the world a better place. We knew he was someone who would work with the company. Give it everything he had. He would’ve given everything to make the company succeed.”
There was something about that last line which gave me the creeps. She couldn’t have said it any colder.
She continued to stare straight ahead, never blinking, as stiff as a rock. Always speaking in a monotone deep voice. So low, it seemed to almost vibrate the table. “I’ve worked for C.Q. Oil for decades. I believe in the oil industry. The world needs us. Look at what oil has given to the world. People can travel to see their families. Products arrive to stores. Jonathan Parks believed in the same thing. He was even considered as a future president of the company itself. That is why everyone was shocked by his death.” 
“And saddened?”
She paused, “Of course.”
“He had no enemies?” 
“No, he was loved by everyone. I can’t imagine anyone having a problem with an employee of our company. He truly cared for the world.” She paused. “The loss of his wife must’ve haunted him. He must’ve felt he had nothing to live for.”
The loss of his wife? She makes it sound like it was an accident. I bet Ellen wasn’t to happy hearing that.
I decided not to mention anything about the mysterious man who was seen inside the police station moments before Jonathan took his own life. I knew that bit of information was being kept from the public. Maybe she knew something more, maybe not. But if she did, I would let her tell me. 
“Everyone believed he could’ve run the company. Along with Jim Miner, Victor Vile and myself. Together we would’ve been unstoppable.”
There’s Jim Miner’s name coming up again. There’s something I should make a note of. “What do you know of Jim Miner other than what the tabloids say about him? They paint him as an eccentric fellow who never stands still for more than a minute. Starting new companies, buying out others. Having a say in political matters around the world.”
She spoke louder. “The world does not know the true Jim Miner. How caring he is for everyone. Now that he’s arrived in the city everyone will see the true man he is.”
For some reason that made me feel nervous.
She drank some tea. “He cares for the world. Believes third world countries can be helped. He believes world leaders spend too much time talking instead of helping. He wants to see a better tomorrow and will do anything to make it happen. Soon the world will see his power.”
Ok, this woman is sounding creepy. Her deep ice-cold monotone voice doesn’t help. What on earth did she mean about his power?
She took a sip of her tea. “Did Jonathan Parks say anything to you Mr. Gray before he confessed to the act? When you were at his house?”
Interestingly she knew I was there; I’ve been out of the papers the whole time. Clearly something deeper was going on. And what did she mean act? Shouldn’t she have said murder? “I arrived to have a conversation about his wife being missing and he confessed. Just like that. I must say it took me by surprise. Guess the guilt was building up in him over the past few days, he had to tell someone.” 
“He didn’t talk about the company or anything in his future?”
“Not really. He only talked about how he felt about the death of Ellen. How he wanted to turn himself in.” It made sense why I was called here. She wanted to quiz me, find out what was said in private between Jonathan Parks and I. Clearly C.Q. Oil was nervous of something Jonathan knew. Something they did not want him telling others. They wanted to question me and see if I’d talk. 
C.Q. Oil likes having power. They want to know everything. The idea Jonathan and I talked bothers them. The unknown is messing with their heads. Maybe they’re afraid it will affect the oil summit. Information the oil executives from around the world shouldn’t know. Something which could affect their bottom dollar, seeing as how that’s all they care about. “I heard the boss of C.Q. Oil Mr. Victor Vile is a philanthropist. Giving away billions of dollars to those in need.” 
“Yes of course.” She sat back. “Mr. Vile compassion to the poor is unequaled. No one has given more to the poor than he has. He has dedicated his life to helping those who cannot help themselves. His work ethic is immeasurable. Working for decades on end. Imagine what he could do if he lived forever. He’s dedicated to making the world a better place. Solving the world’s population problem.” She stopped and turned to look out the window.  “Maybe you’d like to talk to him yourself?“
How about that? Wasn’t expecting to have the chance to meet the richest man in the world. I nodded. “I would like that.” It was clear she was sending me off to Victor Vile so he could ask me a few of his own questions. Trying to get information from me. Not knowing Jonathan’s and I conversation was driving them nuts. 
I knew with each passing moment I was being dragged deeper into this mess. The big question was how deep can I go before running out of air. What did Jonathan Parks know they were so afraid of?  
Similar to C.Q. Oil I too like having answers. This guessing game was getting annoying. 
“You can meet with him tomorrow morning. I’ll let Mr. Vile know you’ll be stopping by. I’ll let the guard at the front gate know as well. Mr. Vile would be happy to meet you. He will be hosting a press conference next to the parking lot at the office tower in the morning. But I’m sure he would love to meet you before it starts.” 
“Yes, I’ve heard C.Q. Oil was planning on holding a press conference at the building.”
“It will give the media a chance to get to know all the oil executives who are visiting. Addressing the public about the benefits of oil and how we can all work together for a beautiful future. I’m assuming you know the location.”
I nodded. “I’ve driven past the building a few times. For a friendly company, it’s funny how you need a large gate with security around it.” I said with a smile.
She stood stone cold. “Sadly there are many who do not understand us. They believe we are evil. They say the world is worse because of oil companies. We only wish to make the world understand how much we care. Sadly the gates are needed for those who do not see our master plan.”
Creepy, her talking about a master plan, what did she mean by that? 
“It is sad to see how it ended for Jonathan. We will always keep him in our hearts. But as you can see there is nothing more to investigate. Nothing needs looking into. I know you’re a P.I. and asking questions is what you do. But it’s unnecessary at this point. You can move onto another case. Like he said, he felt bad about having an affair and took his life, nothing more.”
I smiled and nodded. But I knew there was something far more greater going on, but I wasn’t going to let her know I knew. I played along.  
There was more to what she was telling me. She knew a lot more of Jonathan Parks than she was letting on. He was up to something other than just running for office. His arrest and confession has rattled the oil company all the way to the top. Seems his arrest and me being involved has interfered with their mysterious goal.
I could’ve pushed for more information but I had to act as though I wasn’t a threat. Acting as though I knew nothing. Just an average P.I. who happened to cross paths with Jonathan Parks who confessed to his wife’s murder, nothing more. Not working a case for anyone. Living or dead.
If I pushed too quickly she might’ve backed away. Closed the door so to speak. Then I would get nowhere fast. 
I was a part of this somehow. I don’t know where or why, but I was pulled in. I needed to play my cards carefully. Getting angry and demanding answers would’ve gotten me nowhere. I needed to play along. Letting them think they were controlling me. 
However, I would be collecting the clues along the way. However mixed up I was, I would find out. First, I had to get them to put their guard down. Playing innocent just might do it.
Then again I don’t think this ice-cold woman has ever put her guard down for anyone in her life.
We got up and headed back down the incredibly long hallway.
I watched as we approached the basement door to see how she would react. Yet again she ever so casually glanced over at me as we walked by. I could tell a chill went through her. There was something in the basement for sure, she didn’t want me knowing about.   
It was the first emotion she had shown since I met her. She collected herself again as though nothing had happened. An average person may not have noticed, but in my job those are the little things you look out for. 
I’d like to come back later and look around. However the security in this mansion must be over the top. I’d have to be extra careful. But I need to know what’s going on in the basement. I bet a ton of answers can be found down there. Maybe something linked to the Macabre Scroll? 
As we made our way down the hall I noticed a framed picture hanging on the wall. It was a skull with silver lightning bolts behind it. Again, the same image I saw at Jonathan Parks house. This is getting silly. Now I’m seeing it everywhere. No matter where I go, this symbol is turning up. What does it mean?
 
We made our way to the front doors. Ellen stood next to me. Hopefully she had more to say about Ms. Wagner.
Out on the front steps the butler handed me my coat and hat as I said good bye to Ms, Wagner. 
We made our way back to my car but I didn’t say anything to Ellen incase Ms. Wagner or the butler were watching from a window or secret camera. Wanted everything to look as though I was alone. Not sure what they would do if they suspected Ellen was with me, but better to play along as though I was alone.
Halfway up the driveway I looked over to Ellen. “That was an interesting talk. Wasn’t sure what was to come of it.”
“Looks like she was wanting information of some kind.”
I nodded. “She was concerned about what Tom said while I met him at his place. Apparently they think he said something important to me. They want to know.”
I finished driving up the crazy long driveway. Decided to take the long way home, giving me time to think. I’ve been around these roads long enough to know I could take the road along the coastline without getting lost. Sometimes a drive can help put two and two together. 
It added an hour drive but it’s what I wanted. I knew by the time I got to the coast it would be dark. It was romantic to drive along the side of the cliff at sunset but smart people avoided it after dark. Having a stone wall on one side and a guardrail on the other stopping you from falling into the ocean wasn’t romantic for some.
 

Chapter 31
 
With everything on my mind I felt as though I’d been driving for hours, but in reality it had to be only thirty minutes. The massive wall of rock on my left with an endless ocean of dark water to my right. I hadn't seen another car since I turned off the main road onto Coastline Road. Of course not, everyone else was in bed sleeping. Staying off this road because they valued their life. They knew driving on it wasn’t a smart thing to do. But when has that stopped me.
It wasn’t too long ago I was passing massive houses and deep green grass now replaced by the large sharp rocky cliffs overlooking endless deep blue ocean. The long narrow 2 lane road made its way along the edge. A small grey guardrail kept you from failing off. 
It wasn’t a busy road at night. The only people who dared drive here were the owners of the mansions up the hill and they had limousine drivers for the tricky task. They would only drive this route in the daytime or while the red sun was setting for a warm relaxing drive. After dark they would play it smart and take any other road into the city, safer that way.
Make no mistake the cliffside road was beautiful in the daylight. Picturesque in all directions, but creepy at night. Hard to see where you were going. The road had so many twists and turns. It would be easy to go through the guardrail if you were not paying attention. Dropping 100 yards right off into the dark cold waters.  
But it never bothered me to drive here at night. Especially with the moon being full lighting up the water to my right. The stars reflecting off the waves. There was a sense of serenity listening to the ocean, the waves splashing up against the cliffs. Sometimes you need to drive it alone to understand its beauty.
A road like this would be romantic for a young couple on a Sunday evening. Watching a fiery bright sun melting into the sea. 
The type of place with the blue sky above and the surf below you. Where you could ask your loved one in their hand in marriage, but only in the daytime.
“I couldn’t help but compare how falling off these cliffs is like falling in love. It hurts when you hit the bottom." I whispered. Not used to having someone in the car during a case, alive or dead.
Ellen looked over to me, “Can a detective for the dead ever find love with the living?”
I thought for a moment. It was a good question. “If there’s one thing I learned to avoid in life, it's love. It simply wasn’t in my cards. I don't think love was in the deck to start with for a guy who’s visited by the dead.”
“There had to be at some point in your past.” 
I nodded. “There once was a time when I believed in love. But work got in the way. Too many murder mysteries needing answering. Too many places which I needed to investigate.”
“Didn’t you want someone to come home to after chasing down the bad guy?” 
“It would be a hard thing for her to do. Any girl in my life would find herself alone in the dining room with a cold dinner on the table. Candles burned down with the cold wax collecting at the base. And where would I be? On an overnight stakeout, wanting to catch a drug dealer who killed my client. Hiding in a car with binoculars waiting for the low life to step out of a darkened building. A place he shouldn't have been. Carrying something in a briefcase he shouldn't have and me taking the pictures. Knowing I just nailed the bad guy. Doing my part making the city a safer place for the taxpayer.”
“She would have stayed, understanding what you were doing.” 
I laughed a bit. “I wish it were that simple in my line of work. After the stakeout is finished I’d come home to find an empty house. With a note on the table telling me the same old message all the other notes have said. Something like "Sorry babe, couldn't wait around another hour, or my life:" Or, "I had to leave and find someone to help remind me I’m a lady who needs to be loved.” Yeah, I got a lot of those letters all stacked together somewhere in a drawer. Only read them once. No reason to read them again, but I still keep them.”
“Why do you feel you keep them?”   
I thought for a moment. “Maybe to remind myself I once had someone in my life showing me I once was capable of love. Did it even matter? Even when I was there I didn't show any kind of affection. How could I? I had too much on my mind. Lying in bed, thinking of the case I was working on. Or walking over to the couch at two in the morning, staring out the window trying to piece the clues together. Yeah. I had to admit it. I wasn't the loving kind.” 
“You can’t give up. There’s still time. I should know how important time is. And how not to waste it.”
I nodded. “Maybe in my next life I will get around to being a romantic. But in this life there’re too many bad guys running around my city getting away with murder. Someone had to bring them down.” 
But at this moment I had something bigger on my mind. Wondering how far down the drop was from this highway. I was surrounded by the darkness. Only my car’s headlights lit up the road in front of me by a few feet. 
When the sign said “slow down” because the turn was coming up ahead I obeyed it. The last thing I wanted to do was turn too fast around a corner here. It was a far drop-down for being wrong. “What did you know of June Wagner?”
“I’ve seen her around. She was helping Jonathan with his campaign. But there’s more to her. She’s not what she seems. Everyone is afraid to cross her. She can destroy anyone’s life in minutes. She has tremendous power.”
Funny she would say that. I was thinking the same thing. She had that look in her eye. “There was something about the basement in her house.”
“It was the one place no one was allowed to see. It’s hard to comprehend what’s down there.”
“That makes me want to see it even more. I need you to tell me.”
“In the basement is …” she stopped when she noticed I was looking straight ahead as something caught both of our attention. 
As I approached a bend in the road I noticed a car had stopped ahead off to the side. It was one of those dirt gravel rest stops. Where tourists could safely pull off the road and take a few picturesque photos of the ocean. Popular area in the daytime, not so much at night. 
It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the darkness but I recognized the car. 
“The red European sports car from June Wagner’s mansion that was pulling out as I arrived, the one that must’ve cost a mint.”
“Yes I remember seeing it.”
“What was it doing out here in the dark?”
The driver of the car got out and approached the metal guardrail. 
I pulled off the highway to the side. I stopped far enough back so he couldn’t see me and turned my headlights off. I had no idea who this guy was, but was curious as to why he was now standing at the guardrail edge a few feet from the cliff drop off. It was a far way down. For someone like me getting too close to the edge wasn’t a great idea. Clearly, this guy wasn’t afraid of heights.   
Leaving my fedora in the car I got out and leaned back on the hood with my arms crossed. Ellen stood by the side of the car. The warm wind blew my hair around. The waves crashing below was louder than ever. The bright moon provided all the light I needed to watch the guy. 
The grey-haired man wore a black suit and tie. He stood at the edge of the metal guardrail and lifted his arms up above his head. Looked up into the darken sky as the wind blew his hair around. 
It was hard to fully make out what he was saying with the waves crashing but I heard him yell out, “For you oh great Reaper, soon you will walk the earth. We will rule in your name. I’ll make this sacrifice to you to prove my lifelong dedication.”
I quietly laughed a bit, an odd thing to be yelling out at the darken night sky on the side of an empty highway. Not the type of thing you see every day. 
He turned and walked back to his car, got back in and started it up. Reversed a few feet back and drove straight ahead smashing through the guardrail and off the cliff, plunging into the dark water far below. 
 
 

Chapter 32
 
It felt like a bolt of lightning shooting through me. I jumped straight up to my feet in horror. 
“What did I just see? Did that guy really just drive off the cliff? Why?" 
Ellen and I got back into my car and fired over to the now broken guardrail. 
Slamming on the brakes we jumped out and ran to the edge. I grabbed the broken guardrail and looked over. I saw the last of the back red headlights disappearing under the dark water. The waves crashing up against the surf sounding like thunder. The smell of salt stronger than ever. It looked about a mile down from my point of view as vertigo played games with my eyes.    
No way could I try to save him. The jump itself would end me.
“What was he thinking? Why was he chanting out to the Reaper?” I called out.
“I’ve never seen anything like that?” Ellen said looking over the railing,
“No time to lose. I have to get back to the city and let the police know what just happened. Hopefully they will be able to find the car and driver.”
 
We turned and quickly ran back to my car and took off down the road. Driving a bit faster than I would’ve liked. It was dark and the roads would not be forgiving just because I was in a hurry.   
I looked in my rearview mirror and for the first time saw white headlights behind me. 
I had a funny feeling about those headlights. A gut feeling I was being followed. Over the years of being a P.I. you develop an inner voice and trust it.
I could tell the car behind me was trying to stay out of sight. As if not wanting me to know they were there. But I could see their headlights a mile back. If there were other cars on the road they could blend in, one of. But out here in the dark being the only other car, they stood out. 
I could feel it. There was something about how the driver was trying to stay back out of sight, which gave them away. I bet it was the same car that tried running me over earlier today.
I smiled. It wasn’t the first time someone tried following me at night. 
When I had to follow someone at night I’d turn my lights off, blend into the darkness. But there was no way they would try something like that. Not on these roads. Not with these twists and turns. It would be a quick death for them if they tried. 
This driver was trying to hold back, but staying just close enough to see my red tail lights on the back of my car. On this night it wouldn't be so hard. My back headlights were the only lights to be seen for miles away. But I had no time for this clown following me; I needed to get into the city as fast as possible. If he wanted to follow he’d have to step on it. 
As I drove along I kept an eye on them in the rearview mirror. I had two questions. Who was it? What did he want? Maybe I should find out. Stop the car, get out and let them drive right on up to me. Confront them eye-to-eye. I always preferred a face to face fight. 
Then again, if it was the driver who tried to kill me earlier, maybe getting out of my car in the middle of the highway wasn’t the best idea. I could slow down, just enough to let him catch up to me. Let him know I was on to him.  
Before I had time to decide, the car behind me took off forward with amazing speed. It caught up within seconds. The driver must’ve floored the gas pedal. It’s headlights getting bigger and brighter in my rearview mirror with each passing second. 
Ellen now noticed and looked over her shoulder at the car. “That car behind us is way too close.”
“Unfriendly companions looking to follow me. Thinking it will scare me.”
I knew the driver meant business. In my rearview mirror I could see two of them in the car.
The passenger leaned out the window. He had something in his hand. In the daylight I would be able to see what it is in detail. In this darkness, while driving these twisting roads I couldn’t quite make it out. What could it be?
A bullet shot passed by my front windshield. Ok, question answered. It was a gun.   
The car behind me picked up speed and started to close in fast. 
“Who are they?” Ellen called out.
“The bad guys. And I was wrong. They weren’t out to follow me; they were trying to get rid of me.” 
I focused on the road, had a moment to glance to my left. I finally saw the face of the gunman and driver. The same creepy looking pale faces as earlier. No hair, no eyebrows. They never turned their eyes, just their head to look left and right. As though they had no life in them, like mannequins from a department store.
“The same driver who tried running me over earlier. Talk about being determined. They must’ve been following my every move. Whatever I was caught up in, it was big.” 
“How do we get away?”
They wanted me done away with. But they had the same problem I did, trying to stay on the road. If they made a wrong turn they’d fall off the cliff.   
Had to focus on the road making sure I turned when needed so I wouldn’t fly off either. But I had to watch the gunman as well. Make sure he didn’t get a clear shot. 
Sure wasn’t easy in the dark. Hard enough to see the road as is, but while being chased adds to the so-called fun. The stress of driving didn’t bother me, being shot at did. If I had a dime for every bullet shot at me, oh the steak I could buy at an upscale restaurant. 
Their car came closer with every turn. At times almost pulling up alongside me. I had to go faster. I pushed down the gas pedal. Each turn around a corner got us closer to the guardrail. It was as if they didn’t fear death.  
In my line of work you find out quick everyone fears death. But they didn’t seem to care. 
The sound of the waves crashing on the rocks reminded me of what awaited me if I went over. The type of reminding I didn’t need. Plus, the facing of the rocks to my left were right at my face, forcing me to travel straight. By now I was driving as fast as the car would go. The black car stayed right behind me. Ellen was lucky being dead, were as I had to be more careful.  
Bullets flew past the front of my car. It would be only a matter of time before they started making contact.  
I approached a tight corner. I knew I had to pay attention to the road or risk going over the ledge. I took my eyes off the black car and looked ahead. I rounded it as close as possible. I looked in my rearview mirror and saw them spinning out of control. They didn’t go through the guardrail though. 
 
 

Chapter 33
 
After a few minutes of driving I couldn’t see them anymore. Looks as though they decided they had enough.
“I had to admit it was one of the weirdest chases I’ve ever been a part of. I would like to know their names at least. One of the quirks about me, I like knowing who’s trying to kill me.” 
“They were crazy driving like that.”
So much for having a nice quiet ride home to clear my head. Talk about an eventful day.  
I drove along for another fifteen minutes looking behind me every few seconds. I couldn’t see them anymore. They were gone. "I guess they were trying to scare me. Send me a message. Telling me to back off from investigating Jonathan Parks. Well, that only gets me more angrier.”
“This is getting out of hand.” 
“Any time someone shoots at me they get my attention all right. They get my bad side.”
I wanted to turn around and find them. Finally, deal with them face to face. But they would have to wait for another day. I had to get into the city, fast. Head over to the police station and let them know of the guy driving his car off the cliff. 
I drove as fast as I could until I approached the city limits and headed straight over to Main Street on my way to the police headquarters.   
A few minutes of driving along I heard police sirens approaching from behind. I looked into my rearview mirror. A group of police cars were firing up the road with their emergency red and blue lights flashing. Reflecting off the buildings windows around them. I knew I had my hands full with the jumper but it looks as though something else was going down in the city.  
What else could this night hold? They continued to whale away getting closer. Their sirens echoing off the street sounding like a hundred cars were approaching.  
I had no idea where they were headed but I knew they were going to pass me in less than a few seconds. 
Pedestrians on the sidewalk had stopped and pointed towards the approaching sirens. Just as curious as I was. 
I kept my head forward and kept driving. “It seems whenever I get involved with the police, things don't end up right.” Four black and whites fired passed me like bullets.
“A long story?”
“It was just a few years ago I had a mix-up with the police when I became the prime suspect in a newscaster’s murder. Turns out the news reporter was investigating a serial killer without anyone knowing it. Looking for a big primetime story. He got too close and ended up disappearing. Needless to say the next day he was in my office as a ghost wanting justice. I helped him out by following the leads he’d collected. Turns out the cops were watching the same suspect with hidden cameras. They saw me sneaking around his apartment. I had no idea I was on surveillance video. They thought I was in on it. After I left the apartment a few dozen police cars were on my tail. Closing in until they were right behind me with their sirens wailing away in the dead of night.” 
“The cops moved in on you.”
I nodded. “After they had me out of my car everyone in the neighbourhood was collecting on the sidewalk trying to see what was happening. I had a devil of a time trying to explain I was a private investigator looking into a case for a ghost client. The tabloids picked up on it and made me look like a fool, as usual. I was a joke for weeks after. Even stand-up comedians were making jokes at my expense.”
“Your job sounds impossible.”   
“Needless to say, now whenever I see a police car firing down the road with its lights on I avoid it. But tonight was different. Now I want to follow them.” 
Their sirens deafening me for a moment when they passed as their bright red lights blinded me. They moved as though late for something big. It didn't take a genius to know something bad was going down.  
The police cars came to a screeching halt just a few blocks up. Cops scrambled out of their cars and headed for the back alleyway. 
 

Chapter 34
 
“Well, well, well. What’s going on down there?” I said to Ellen as I drove past. "At this moment anyone else would keep on driving. Not getting mixed up in police business. Head home and get a good night's sleep, but I’m not like other guys. Besides, I have to let them know about the car off the cliff anyway. And since I’m here I could take a peek at what’s happening down the alley.”
“You could get into trouble.”
“What can I say; it’s in my blood. If there’s one thing I know, police cars don't fire down city streets with sirens blaring in the morning hours just to look at an empty alleyway.” 
With the number of cop cars and the speed they were cruising at told me something big was going down. I quicken up my pace. As did other drivers around me, just as curious. 
The deafening sirens were turned off. But the bright red and blue lights on their cars kept flashing, lighting up the block. The darken alleyway lit up with high beams. 
A middle-aged Italian man with messy black hair in pyjamas leaned out his apartment windows above a store. Trying like everyone else in figuring out what’s happening. 
As I approached and slowed down, one of the cop cars had an undesirable figure stepping out and racing down the alley. Detective. Whitmore.
Still wearing his usual brown fedora and dark suit without the jacket. I could spot him a mile away. 
I drove past the police cars and parked half a block up in one of the open parking spots in front of a wedding cake store. 
I kept my fedora low and hands in my jacket pocket as to not draw any attention to myself. We stepped past the first stopped cop car, passed the others and slowly made our way to the top of the alley. The bright white light from their car’s headlights casted the officer’s long dark shadows the length of the alley.
I tried peeking and seeing what the problem was, but too many cops stood around preventing me from getting answers. 
I had a feeling as to what it might be. “Putting all the clues together, a dark alley, police cars in the middle of the night. It had to be one thing, a dead body.”
“How can you be sure?” 
“What else brings cops to such a dark place at this time of night?”  
Keeping my head low we slowly started walking down the alleyway. It was one of those creepy alleys that are dark no matter what time of day. The sun never made its way around here. Even rats avoided this place. It felt cold but probably always felt chilly even in the summer heat. The dark bricks from both buildings on each side made it feel like the walls were closing in. the type of place you avoided no matter what.
I knew a cop would stop me at some point, but I hoped I could get close enough to see what was happening before getting kicked out. 
I was halfway down when a police officer looked over his shoulder and saw me. And made his way towards me.
"Sorry sir, you can't be here," he said. A thin young guy, looking as though he joined the force a few weeks ago, as though he should still be in the academy. Unaware Ellen was right next to him.
"What’s it all about?" I asked, acting like an innocent pedestrian who wandered down the alley. I was stalling for time, while looking over his shoulder. Wanting some info from the kid before being kicked out of the area.
"Police matter sir, you have to move back to the top of the alleyway for your own safety.” He pointed past my shoulder towards the top of the alley. Sounding like a rookie doing everything by the numbers, good kid, too bad I can’t get any information. 
"Did something bad happen here?" I tried playing dumb.
"Just police work sir, you'll have to move back." As he walked towards me he reached out with an arm towards my shoulder and continued to point towards the top of the street towards the police car lights. 
I could see crowds of onlookers gathering on the sidewalk gossiping in wonder. I knew I should move. Didn’t want to push it too much and end up at the station. Had too much of that before in the last few months. 
"Would you look at that." I deep voice called out. 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 35
 
I heard the voice coming from further down the alleyway, lost in the darkness. I couldn't see the face, didn't matter though. I knew who it was. The dark figure started to approach. The closer he got the more I knew I wasn’t going to like the conversation. Det. Whitmore walked my way. 
"Why am I not surprised to see you here?" He said with his hands on his hips, one hand close to his gun.
I gave him an innocent smile and looked around the alleyway. "Just the guy I was wanting to see actually.”
“Really? Why?”
“You need to know about an older gentleman who drove his sports car through the guardrail off the road into the sea. Out on Coastline Road.” 
For a moment he looked speechless. “What on earth are you talking about?”
“I’m serious. I was just there. Saw the whole thing happen right in front of my eyes. He parked his car. Got out, said a few words. Got back in and drove off. Smashing through the guardrail.” I didn’t let on Ellen was in the car as well.
“You better not be making any of this up. I got my hands full here.” He looked at another police detective standing to his right. Who wore a brown suit and fedora. “Look into this.” 
“Will do.” the officer said.
Whitmore looked back at me. “Yet again another body turns up with you around Grey. Explain that.”
Looks as though he just tripped himself up. “Is that what’s going on here? Another body in the alleyway?” 
He paused for a moment, “This has nothing to do with you. Don’t be asking questions.” Whitmore smiled, but not in a friendly way. Shook his head slightly. “You have no reason to be down here. Now go back up to the top of the alleyway with the detective and tell him everything about this sports car driving through the guardrail. Afterwards, clear the area. If I see you again tonight it will be a night in jail for you.” 
As I turned to walk out of the alley I noticed a small crumpled piece of paper blow from behind the yellow crime scene tape towards my feet. Just the type of thing I’d like to place in my pocket for a closer inspection when alone. I was hoping Ellen might be able to read it since she could get close enough without anyone seeing her.
However, Detective Whitmore reached down first and picked it up before I or she could see it. 
Oh well, so much for that. Something was written on it, but I couldn’t make out what it said. Everything in the alleyway was a mix of shadows, darkness or light. The note in his hands was in the dark. He looked at it and quickly made his way back down the alley. Without saying anything else. Something important was written on that note. I had to know what.  
I walked to the top of the alleyway and spent a half hour explaining to the detective what had happened out on Coastline  Road. He took notes and took off in a car towards the site with another black in white following. 
I decided to keep the incident of being shot at to myself until I could find out who was driving the black car. And why I was targeted. 
I turned my attention back to the alleyway. I’d give anything to find out what was going on down there. So many cop cars in the middle of the night. Must be big. 
However, come to think of it, there was a way I could find out. I could ask Ellen to investigate or could use an old friend who specializes in such a thing. 
I looked up at the street sign and noticed I was on Main Street and 7th. Just a few blocks away was a rundown closed jazz bar over on 9th called the Blue Note.
 

Chapter 36
 
“Back in its day, it was hugely popular, the place for all famous movie stars to be seen.” 
But time had passed, its popularity faded and it closed. A few years later rumours started of it being haunted. So of course I had to check it out, find out for myself. When I had made my way inside the bar was alive and well, with ghosts. 
Anyone else walking past would’ve seen nothing but a closed-down bar, dark, empty, cold and lifeless. But I saw a place filled with countless ghosts having the time of their “after” lives. Never wanting the party to stop. None stop dancing, music, drinks and laughter. The occasional dead celebrity would stop by to say hi.  
Through the years whenever someone tried to reopen the bar the ghosts inside would scare them off before they even bought the place. Keeping the place all to themselves. 
I liked hanging out from time to time. The music on stage was always kicking. Besides, the bartender had good ears. It was a great place to stop by for information. I could always rely on a few ghosts inside the place to help me out when needed. 
One in particular Shawn Conner, a former spy from the Cold War days. The type you could make movies about. He’s seen and done it all. While everyone else dreams of being an action hero in the movies he lived it in real life. Car chases, shot at, jumping out of airplanes across enemy lines. The whole works.  
He loved his job, until he was killed. Now he hangs out in the bar in a tuxedo chatting with the ladies about his good old war stories. 
I turned to Ellen. “Let’s head down the street to met up someone who can help us out.”
“What can he do for you?”
“Find out what’s written on the note. Something more is going on in the alley. I need to know.”
We quickly made my way down the sidewalk towards the abandoned bar. I glanced around making sure no one was watching. Pushed open the Blue Note doors. 
The long drawn-out notes from jazz musicians playing their hearts out on stage hit us right away. The only thing louder was the flood of non-stop chatter, from one end to the other. Young women and men were on the floor dancing the Charleston. Since they were dead they never got tired. 
To everyone else on the sidewalk, the place was dead silent. But for my eyes and Ellen’s, it was more alive than anything in the city at the moment. The bar and chairs were still 1920s style. Everyone in the place loved it and wanted to keep the look, along with the low lighting for the old-style atmosphere. 
We made my way through the crowd over to the bar. The bartender named Jerry had one of those long mustaches that curled at the corners. He was around in the prohibition days. Seen all the gangsters come and go. Gunned down in the crossfire of a mob hit. He wore a white shirt with black pants. Always drying a glass while listening to your story. 
“What will it be?” he asked while cleaning a wine glass. “Let me guess, the usual.”
I nodded. 
He looked over to Ellen and nodded. He doesn’t know who she is. Everyone here doesn’t follow what’s happening in the modern world. 
We go way back. He was a good listener, as most bartenders are. A bartender is a poor man’s psychiatrist. Jerry always had the best advice. Most of the time he was silent, what a working man needs. When nothing made sense somehow he pulled everything together. I had to give him credit for giving ideas, which led to huge breaks in bizarre cases.
“Is Shawn Conner in?” I called out over the jazz band playing on stage.
He nodded and pointed to the end of the bar where young college girls listening to his every word surrounded him.
I made my way over. He was leaning against a wall retelling a story about how he saved the world, yet again. The women stared with huge smiles and amazement with his every word. 
He looked over at me and nodded in recognition. Yelled out over the music. “Looks as though something big is going on a few blocks down. I saw a ton of cop cars shoot by.” He said while pointing at the window. 
I nodded, “I know, I was just there. Something happened in the alley. I tried picking up on some information, but I was ushered away." 
He looked over to Ellen. “And who do we have here. A very pretty lady.”
“Her name is Ellen. A client looking for justice.”
Shawn smiled. “You always have the best looking clients William. You have an amazing job.” 
“I need to know what’s happening down the alleyway. How would you like a mission?”
His eyes lit up and he smiled. “Ready for duty.” He stepped away from the girls.
I liked what I was hearing. “I’ll need you to go down the alley and listen in to what’s being said by the police. Find out anything you can. Let me know.” 
“Love to do it. Bring back the good old days. But of course, back in the old days I had to use my skills and hide in the shadows. Being a ghost I can stand right in the middle of the alley and no one would see me. Kinda takes the fun out of it. But I’ll stay in the shadows just for old time shake.” He laughed. 
I smiled for the first time tonight. The best thing about having ghosts helping out on a case is the fact they're invisible. They can get into any room and overhear any conversation. Report it back to me. I’ve gotten many breaks using this method.
Shawn, Ellen and I left the Blue Note and headed back to 7th towards the alleyway. I knew I had to stay back. The cops had already seen me.
Shawn looked at all the stopped cop cars and crowds of onlookers on the sidewalk and smiled. “Quite the crowd. I’ll be back with information. Count on it.” He quickly moved towards the shadows at the top of the alleyway. Leaned against the wall, peeked around the corner and slowly made his way down. 
I laughed to myself. What a guy. Even as a ghost, he was still trying not to be seen. He could’ve walked straight down the alleyway singing and dancing and no one would’ve known. But the spy in him would not allow such a thing. He wanted to feel alive. Reliving his old life.  
We stood on the sidewalk across the street waiting in the darkness. I needed to know what was going on. Standing around wasn’t my idea of fun. Being a P.I. means I have to get in there. Be in the middle of the action. Listening in on every conversation that could help. But if Det. Whitmore saw me in the alley again I’d be done for.
Keeping my fedora low I stood under a tree. I can imagine everyone living in the apartments above were awake now. The bright flashing blue and red lights from the police cars shining into their bedroom windows. The crowds on the street corners had gotten bigger. Helping me blend in.
A few minutes later Shawn came back out from the alleyway. He looked for me, spotted me by the corner as I waved him over.
We met up with him beside a cop car. Before a word was spoken we both walked away from the alley half a block down and stopped in front of a closed computer repair shop. I didn’t want anyone seeing me talking to myself. It was me and two ghosts. Best not to be seen talking.   
He whispered. “I overheard some cops talking, turns out it was someone who had jumped from the roof of the building.”
“What someone jumped?” Ellen quickly said. 
I nodded; “I knew it had to be a body.” I always liked Shawn’s good ears. He must’ve been standing right next to Det. Whitmore the whole time, listening in without him having a clue. But something was troubling. “A jumper? Why was half the police force here? Seems a bit excessive. Were you able to find out who it was?” 
He shook his head. “Not a name, they’re trying to figure that out as well. But I overheard them saying he was a known employee of C.Q. Oil Company.”
My eyes lit up. “Well, how do you like that? No wonder the police force is freaking out here.”
“Now this is getting really strange.” Ellen said. 
“And not only that. It turns out, the guy had a note in his hand.” 
I nodded. “I saw the note, but I never had a chance to read the message. Please tell me you saw it”
He nodded. “I overheard one of the cops reading it out loud. It said; this has to be stopped. I’ve discovered the key is in room 315 within the tunnels. But at this point, I cannot tell anyone. This is wrong, we’re tampering with powers we cannot comprehend. When the Death Coin and scroll are together the Reaper will kill countless. He cannot be stopped. The full moon is almost here. I must locate the key myself and destroy to save the world.”
I shook my head. “What kind of a suicide note is that? That doesn’t sound like a suicide note, but a warning.” This is getting crazy, yet someone else from C.Q. Oil Company talking of the Reaper. I stood back for a moment trying to make sense of it. “Why on earth would a jumper have such a bizarre message? Of all the things you can write before dying. Doesn’t sound like the guy jumped.”
Shawn nodded. “Maybe someone got to him first.” 
“This is driving me nuts. Who is this Reaper guy? More talk of a Death Coin and scroll? How do those two things play into this?” The full moon wasn’t far off. Now the clock really was ticking. “One guy drives off a cliff sacrificing himself for the Reaper? Another guy jumping off a roof because he fears his arrival talking about a key in room 315?”
“That’s only half of it,” he whispered.
“What else did you hear?”
“Wasn’t what I heard, It was what I saw. The guy who jumped had a ring on his finger, an odd symbol of a skull with lightning bolts behind it. The cops couldn’t make sense of it either.” He shook his head.
What do you know, again the same symbol showing up just like June Wagner’s mansion.
I knew I had to make a phone call to Paul who worked at the Herald Newspaper. A trusted friend who could get me some information on the inside. The more I knew the better. 
“Hey.” Shawn called out. “Where did your pretty lady go?” He asked looking over my shoulder.
I turned and wouldn’t you know it. He’s right. Ellen is gone. What on earth? Where did she go? Did she just fade away?
“She was standing right beside us.” Shawn said while looking further down the street. “Why did she just up and leave.
 

Chapter 37
 
I nodded. Now this is getting more strange by the minute.
I thanked Shawn for his work while looking around. He thanked me for making him feel like a spy again. I knew  he couldn’t wait to get back to the college girls in the club and tell them of his adventure. Of course, he said he might have to add to the story a bit, maybe a few bullets flying to make the story more “colourful”. He quickly turned and made his way to the Blue Note.
I was left standing alone on the sidewalk wondering what happened to Ellen? If she entered the light I would’ve seen it. Did she walk away? If so, why? It seems every second something odd happens without answers.
 But time was wasting. I’ll locate Ellen soon enough. The advantage of her being a ghost is she can’t get hurt. But her up and leaving was a mystery onto itself.  
Now I made my way to a payphone a block away.
I closed the door and the soft fluorescent light above me came on. The lights from the police cars reflected off the glass. I placed the dime into the slot. Maybe Paul could fill in a few missing pieces. He had contacts inside the police department and would quietly pass on information when needed.
We worked as a team. I could give inside information on certain cases; in return, he would pass information to me on a case I was working on. Granted, the information I gave him about a homicide came directly from the victim’s ghost. 
His co-workers always wondered how he got such great inside information about someone’s death. Little did his co-workers know his contact was a psychic medium. 
Some co-workers even joked that Paul had the ability to see the dead. The one good thing about Paul was he always left my name out of the paper. Claiming his information came from an unnamed source. That’s how I liked it. I didn’t need more people laughing at me.
I waited, letting the phone ring a few times. He then answered. “Paul, sorry for the late hour”. I could tell I woke him up. “I’m down on Main Street. Turns out practically the whole police force is down here dealing with a guy who just jumped off a building.” 
“The whole police force? Is that needed?” He said on the other end.
“Wait till I tell you the guy who jumped turns out to be an employee of C.Q. Oil.” 
I could tell he quickly sat up in bed. “Now you got my attention.”
“No one knows why he jumped. But he had a suicide note saying a key was located and the Reaper was on his way.”
“The what? The Reaper? What on earth is that about?”
“That’s what I’m trying to figure out. Along with a Death Coin and scroll.”
“A what?”
“Not sure, the jumper mentioned the two. Not sure what they mean. But it’s the last thing he wrote before jumping, so it has to mean something.”
“Very odd note to write. But I’ll look into it. When I get some information I’ll give you a call. You got my head spinning with a million questions.”
“Great to hear, thanks for the help.” 
I hung up the phone. Opened the phone booth door and the light above switched off. 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 38
 
I had to locate Ellen, but had no idea where to start. Maybe she did enter the light and somehow I missed it. That would be a first. But why just walk off not saying anything?
I knew I should head home now and finally get some sleep. But I didn’t feel like getting back into my car at this moment. Nor did I feel like sleeping.
Too many thoughts racing through my mind. I found myself on the sidewalk walking the usual darken streets yet again. It’s the one place I called a friend. The sidewalks never change. Always there for me, stability in a concrete jungle.
I walked along with neon store signs shining down from above, some flashing their message on and off. You could call these streets my second home. 
Somewhere a few blocks away a lone figure was playing a saxophone. Long drawn-out notes in a minor key rang through the darken night. 
Probably a sad, lonely guy leaning back on a metal fire escape in an alley. Letting his heart filled with pain choose the next note. 
It wasn’t unusual to hear music echoing through these streets in the long-lost hours of the warm night. It sure was better than hearing two cats fighting in an alleyway. 
I had my hands in my pocket and my head down low. My fedora was pulled lower. The type of message to anyone walking by that I wanted to be left alone. Didn’t feel like talking tonight, then again I didn't feel like talking most nights. 
Couple of people walked past me. I could only see their shoes. They had their own reasons for being out this late, reasons were probably not good. Most people out this late don't have good intentions. Either looking for trouble or trying to get away from it. 
I had a million thoughts running through my mind, most of them about the woman who was in my office not too long ago. Couldn't figure out Ellen Parks angle. What was she really after? Why come to me saying her husband had an affair, but yet hold back so much more? She wasn’t withholding a little, it was a lot. What did she really know about the Reaper coming to town? Only to now just simply disappear, she knows something bigger is going on. And she just leaves?
Some might say my ability to see ghosts is a gift. Well then, if it is a gift then maybe I could wrap it up and re-gift it to someone else. I know seeing ghosts has its perks, but those perks ran out after the first few minutes of discovering the ability. Made me feel cool at first. Bigger than your average person, but the ghosts keep coming, day after day, week after week.
I knew a long time ago it would never end. As long as I lived ghosts would be calling out to me. Always wanting my help. Needing their murder solved. They couldn't move on to the afterlife unless they felt justice was done. 
 

Chapter 39
 
I made my way back to the car and knew it was late and logically I should call it a night. But something was bugging me about the basement at June Wagner’s mansion. Why was she nervous anytime I walked past the door? She too had the image of the skull and lightning bolts on the wall. How was she tied into this? I know something important was down there. Seems anytime I hear the name Reaper, C.Q. Oil isn’t too far behind. No doubt they’re linked, but how? And why? Why would an oil company care about someone called the Reaper? 
I started the car and went back towards the highway, back to June Wagner’s mansion. I knew when I arrived I would have to park far enough away from the security gates. Couldn’t take the chance of the hidden security camera seeing me. Needless to say, a place that big would have cameras everywhere. I would have to play it safe.
Not the first time I had to break into a place for an investigation. But if caught, Dec. Whitmore would gladly use it to lock me up for years. There was no way I could tell a judge I was on a case and he’d understand. P.I or not, breaking and entering is against the law no matter what. 
But this was something I had to do. My inner voice was telling me something wasn’t as so black and white at the mansion. 
The traffic along the highway at this time of night was light. I pulled off and made my way back to Lainer Street. 
Even at night, the houses around here looked huge. The good news is they’re so far back from the road neighbours probably wouldn’t see me breaking in.
I park a few blocks away under a large maple tree. Hiding my car that much more. Got out leaving my fedora on the passenger seat. Casually glanced around making sure no one was out walking their dog. Opened the trunk and took out a flashlight and rope. Over the years of breaking into houses, I learned having these two things was needed in the trunk. 
I walked away from the car down the sidewalk headed towards the mansion. With the rope and flashlight hidden under my long jacket. Acting as though I lived in the area and was out for a nice casual stroll. Not trying to draw any attention to myself. But at the same time, I knew to stay in the shadows as much as possible. Can’t risk the neighbours seeing me and calling the police. The less anyone saw of me, the better.  
Heard a few dogs barking across the street as a minivan pulled into someone’s driveway. Overall the neighbourhood was very quiet. Would be a nice place to live.   
After a few minutes, I reached the mansion outside wall. Avoided the front gate. Made my way along the grass down the sidewall. Found what I was looking for. A large enough tree to climb with large limbs hanging over the wall of the mansion. 
I glanced around making sure no one was looking and tied the rope around the trunk and tossed it over the wall. I’d be using it when it was time to leave. 
Now came the tough part, climbing the tree. I’d climbed many trees when younger, but that was a long time ago. Now it’s getting more difficult. I made my way up and across a heavy tree branch over the security wall. I’m glad the branch held my weight. Would’ve been awkward if it snapped off with me on it. 
Once over the wall, I dropped to the grass below. I was now on the property. Halfway to reaching my goal. Now I just had to get inside the house. The tougher part was making my way to the mansion. It took forever driving up in a car, on foot felt like it would be even longer. But had no choice.
Having a golf cart right about now would be nice. Who needs the gym, just the walk towards the mansion would be a workout. But this was no joke. I had to look out for any security cameras along the way.  
Hopefully, if there were any cameras the security guard would be asleep in a chair. 
I would have to take my chances. 
I started walking towards the mansion not hearing any security dogs running towards me. Won’t complain about that. 
I finally reached the mansion which felt like a thousand hours walk in the darkness. 
Now how do I get in? No chance of breaking in through the front or back door. All houses this size have state of the art security on all doors. One wrong touch and the silent alarm is triggered for the police to pull up. The whole time I’d be inside thinking I’m safe. Meanwhile, the police would be outside waiting for me. 
But over the years I found the rich go out all protecting their front doors but leave the second floor windows unlocked.
Now I had to find a way up there. Not as easy as it sounds. If there were any other way instead of climbing I’d take it. Even a few feet off the ground and my head spins. 
I made my way to the side of the house, making sure to avoid the garden. Any footsteps in the soil and they’d know someone was here.
I walked behind the house towards the large white maintenance shed. My whole apartment could fit inside it. I glanced through the window but it was hard to see anything inside. I had to slowly open it, making sure it didn’t squeak at any time. I turned my flashlight on and pointed it around the inside. It looked like a hardware store. Everything under the sun needed for gardening was in this place nicely put away. I looked to my right and found what I was looking for; hanging on the side of the shed was a tall metal ladder. 
It would come in handy. It would be tricky but I could use it to climb to the second story and enter an unlocked window. 
However, not only do I have to make sure I don’t fall but also watch out for neighbours who could see me climbing. If any of them glanced out their bedroom window they’d see me for sure. On the ladder I’d be exposed to anyone walking by. I know it’s late, but still, you never know. 
But I had no other way of getting in. I decided to risk using it.  
Inside I slowly picked up the metal ladder, making sure not to make any noise. Not so easy with it being metal. All I have to do is clip the wall of the shed with it and everyone will hear. At night any little noise would sound like a bomb going off. 
I was convinced everyone in the neighbourhood could hear every sound I was making no matter how careful. Moving around in the dark wasn’t easy, but adding a tall ladder to the mix only made it worse.   
It wasn’t as heavy as I thought it would be, just difficult to balance evenly because of the length. At least the grass quieted my footsteps. 
Looking up at the second floor I noticed a small window open slightly. This could be my chance.
This wasn’t the time to think about heights. Being trapped in caves or basements was fine. But I sure could do without the height. Even the idea of climbing up to the second-story window was bad enough. Can’t even think about the people who work cleaning the windows of high-rise buildings. 
I placed the ladder up alongside the mansion lining it up with the base of the window and started to climb. Making sure I took each step slowly. Didn’t want to fall down here. It would be jail time for me if caught.
I reached the second floor and tried pushing the window open. Thankfully for me, it opened fully.  
I pulled myself up and climbed inside. Making sure I didn’t kick the ladder over when moving. If it fell over the sound of it crashing down would wake up everyone for blocks. Plus, I’d be stuck inside.
The window was at the end of a dark hallway. I lowered my feet onto the wooden floor. The ceiling had to be at least twelve foot high or more.
I was glad I was off the ladder but now the job only got harder. Now I had to avoid being seen. 
Had to make sure to remain silent when walking. And avoid any creaky floorboards. That’d be a giveaway, especially to a guard dog. If there’s laser motion detectors in here, I’d probably trip them. Can’t see much ahead of me. 
I’d rather not be in here in the dark, but I had to know what was in the basement. Now all I had to do was find the grand staircase.
I slowly moved down the hallway making sure no one opened a door and stepped out of their bedroom.  
If anyone did I’d have to quickly hide behind one of the countless large white marble statues. There were many to choose from. Women and men looking as though they came straight from Rome, others from the Renaissance. Some with wings, some of women holding babies or men holding swords. I wasn’t sure if this was a house or museum.    
I finally reached the insanely big staircase and made my way down. Taking it slow, making sure each step was quiet. I didn’t know how many people were in the house. Could be none, one or ten or more, no way of telling. 
I was now back on the first floor. Things seemed a bit more familiar now, but a lot darker. Being in the house a few hours ago helped me remember where the basement door was but without any lights, I knew I had to move slowly. Can’t risk knocking anything over. 
I moved down the hall. It seems all the eyes of the characters in the million-dollar paintings were watching my every step. As though they were alive and knowing what I was up to. But then again any time you sneak around a house in the dark you feel everyone knows. 
From somewhere in the darkness I heard footsteps coming towards me. I froze for a moment. Knew I had to get out of there. Had no idea from which room the footsteps were coming from. They echoed throughout the first floor. 
I turned towards the closest door, slowly pushed it open and stepped in. I closed the door leaving it open by just an inch so I could see out. 
I peeked out of the darken room and saw the grey haired butler make his way down the hallway carrying a stack of white cloths. He opened the basement door and went down the stairs. A few minutes later he came back up, closed the door behind him and made his way up the staircase disappearing into the darkness. I waited a few seconds then stepped out. 
That was a close call. No way could I have lied my way out if caught.
Now was my chance. I knew he was gone. Had to be quick in case he came back. I made my way to the basement door. Had to make sure I didn’t make any noise opening it. 
I slowly turned the door handle. Wondering if an alarm did go off how would I get out of the house fast enough? Through the front door, or back up the stairs and down the ladder?
Thankfully as I opened it no alarm went off. I made my way down the darken staircase. Maybe I’d find nothing more than a large screen TV for movies with countless lazy boys chairs with drink holders, or a games room with a pool table. Either way, I had to know. But if it’s just a pool why was June Wagner nervous when I walked by the door?
The countless steps leading down the spiralling staircase surprised me. How many steps were there? How deep was this basement? Even for a mansion this was too much. It seems I’ve been making my way down for a while now. It was hard to see anything with the lights off. 
I finally reached the bottom step and tried looking around in the dark. It was hard to see, but right away I could tell the room looked massive. This was no ordinary basement I’ve ever seen. I didn’t risk looking for a light switch in case I hit the wrong switch and turned on a loud sound system. I pointed my flashlight and clicked it on. 
 
 

Chapter 40
 
The first thing I lit up was a long wooden altar at the other end of the massive basement. I pointed the flashlight up, the ceiling had to be over thirty foot high. One thing was clear; this was no basement. It was an underground bunker used for worshipping.
What cult hung out here? No wonder June Wagner was nervous when walking by the door. Look at what she wanted to hide.  
I pointed my flashlight at the walls. Large tapestry of a skull and two lightning bolts behind it hung from ceiling to floor. The area in front of the altar was wide and empty, with a fire pit in the middle. Ready to hold a large group of worshipers. What was going on in this house? You’d never know something like this was here when driving by. 
It was hard to fully see everything in the darkness, but I still got the overall idea of the place.
I made my way over to the altar and pointed the flashlight at it. It lay bare. But I can’t imagine what it was used for in the past. Was this some religious place of worship? What was going on with all the symbols of skulls and lightning bolts everywhere? 
There were holes in the floor. Probably where long torches would be placed instead of using regular lights. Of course, a place like this could have regular lights but whoever was using this place would worship the old fashioned way. 
I can just imagine what this room would look like with worshippers in it. Their torches lit with someone standing at the altar chanting away. 
I pointed my flashlight to a table near the staircase. I walked over and looked at the blueprints of the C.Q. Oil tower. Pages and pages of the in and outs, floor after floor. Why on earth does June Wagner have blueprints to the inner workings of a building? What are her plans with these? How are the blueprints and a room with an altar connected?
I knew I couldn’t stay for too long. The longer I stay the more likely I’ll be caught. It was time to head off. Now getting out was just as tricky as getting in. Like climbing a mountain you use your energy to climb it, but now you have to climb back down. Most people forget about that. Now I had to sneak back out without being seen.
I made my way up what felt to be a hundred steps to the first floor. Slowly opened the door and peeked out into the darken, quiet hallway. 
Had to be careful for the butler. For all I know he could be walking by the door just as I was opening it. No matter how quiet I could be he’d see the door opening and it would be over for me. 
I saw nothing but darkness both ways. The silence was noticeable. Every little sound I made no matter how tiny seemed to echo through the mansion. I slowly made my way out into the hall, back towards the staircase. Moving up them was just as tricky as moving down. Each step had to be made slowly. 
I was sure June Wagner would walk past me in the darkness, maybe on her way to the kitchen for a late night snack. Would be my luck to pass by her at this moment. 
I made my way to the second floor, so far so good. Now I just had to make my way down the dark hall towards the open window.  
It felt like forever, but I finally reached it. Looking out down to the ground knowing I had to climb down made my legs feel wobbly. Sure would’ve been nice to leave by the front door. But I had no choice. 
I had to make sure I could lower myself out the window onto the ladder without knocking it over. Climbing from the ladder into the window was easier. Thankfully I didn’t knock it over while getting in. 
I had to make sure not to make any noise. Anytime feet touched a ladder it was loud. At night it was worse. Hopefully, the neighbours were not looking out their window at this point. They’d be on the phone to the police in a heartbeat.  
I took it one step at a time. Once I reached the ground I felt a million times better. There’s something about stepping onto solid ground that eases the mind. Like getting off an airplane and walking the terminal.  
I could’ve left the ladder where it was and gotten out of there quick. But someone would find it in the morning and call the police. It would be smarter to put it back, and no one would ever know I was here.
Easier said than done. Moving the ladder off the wall could be just as loud as placing it there. 
I pulled the ladder away, sure was top heavy and lowered it to the grass. Picked it up in the middle and carried it back towards the shed. I had to make sure the back end didn’t bang into anything along the way. If it did it would wake up everyone in the house. 
Now that it was away I had to get back to my car. I turned and headed back the same way along the grass in the darkness. Hopefully, I wasn’t leaving any footprints behind. Don’t need the police seeing my footprints and matching them up to my feet later on. 
I reached the wall where I climbed the tree and picked up the rope I had tossed over. Now all I had to do was pull myself up the wall. Hand over hand pulling myself up with my feet against the wall. If I were a teenager this would take seconds, now it takes a bit longer. I finally reached the top and had to stop for a second to catch my breath. But it's not the best place to rest. Now I’m in full view of everyone on the street. I lifted my feet over the wall and had to jump down. This wasn’t going to be fun. At least I’m landing on grass and not asphalt. 
After I landed I reached over to untie the rope from the base of the tree and placed both rope and flashlight under my jacket. Looked around making sure no one saw me and casually walked along the sidewalk towards my car. Making it look nothing out of the ordinary. Anyone looking out their window wouldn’t think anything of me. Just an average guy going for a stroll at night. It was all about body language. If I looked stressed someone walking by would pick up on it, but act casual and no one thinks a thing. 
 

Chapter 41 
 
I reached the car and headed back home. Glancing in my rearview mirror a few times for a police car. Just in case. 
There were only a few hours of night left. I had an early morning meeting with Victor Vile, the head boss of C.Q. Oil. How was that going to go down? Maybe getting a few hours of sleep would help me put all this together. 
I arrived back at my place. As I was opening the front door I heard the phone ringing. 
I recognized the voice on the other end, Paul from the newspaper.
“Thought you wanted to know I did some checking on the jumper. My contacts at the police station gave some info. Looks as though he was Larry Waker, a well standing long-term employee of C.Q. Oil. Making a ton of money. Lived in one of those big houses overlooking the ocean. The police questioned other employees; none of them can make sense of why he jumped. They all said he was a happy nice guy. But in the past few weeks he was acting strange. As though stressed about something. Talking about a key.”
“Might have something to do with the note saying the Reaper was on his way,” I added. 
“Odd thing to write right before jumping off a building. I’ll do some looking into who the Reaper is. Get back to you on it.”
“Yes, I’ve been doing the same. Plus we’ll have to look into the coin and the scroll. Thanks for the call.”  
I hung up the phone and made some coffee.
I laid back on my bed. I needed sleep but I was in no mood. That would come later. The lights were off. Half of my bedroom was in shadow as the other half lit by moonlight. 
I could hear the few cars outside passing, subway rattling the windows slightly. 
I had it open a few inches to let the fresh air in. The night air sure felt cleaner than daytime. Who needs daytime dirty air mixed up with car exhaust and strangers. There was something about the night. It lets me think more clearly. 
Maybe it was the lack of light or the quiet stillness of the moon and stars, either way I could put the pieces together easier. Like puzzle pieces falling from the sky, they all land together in their right place. Where two and two made sense. I had a million questions and no answers. It wasn’t making me happy. The last thing I heard before drifting off to sleep was a streetcar passing ringing its bell. 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 42
  
The next morning I got ready for the day and headed out the front door. As I closed the door I noticed another white business card stuck to my door. This time the handwritten message said, “Soon we will meet. When the train comes in.'' This was getting silly. I looked the card over for any clue as to who left it. Why not talk to me instead of leaving messages that make no sense?
I put the card into my pocket and headed out to my car. Fired up the engine and headed into town. Dawning of a new day. Let’s see what today has to offer, let me guess, more mysteries with no answers.
As I approached the city the highway slowed from congestion. The tall buildings in the city center grew in height as I approached. With the golden morning sun behind them reflecting off their glass. 
My destination was clear. I was headed towards the tallest tower. It wasn’t hard to find. All I had to do was look for the glass tower that looked like an hourglass.
 
20 minutes of gridlock traffic later I finally approached C.Q. Oil Tower. 120 floors high, looking as though it was touching the clouds. Can’t imagine construction workers having to reach that high. I was still feeling shaky from climbing the ladder. I wondered if I’d have to drive past The Wolfman and the protesters to get in. 
Sure enough, as I approached the front gates there they were. He was standing on the sidewalk broadcasting live amongst all the yelling protesters. 
The Wolfman was having a great time laughing away. He knew all the yelling was great for ratings. He didn’t care about their message. He just wanted them screaming away bringing higher ratings. 
The protesters were carrying homemade signs written in red and black paint. With messages about how evil the oil industry was. How it needs to stop. How they were destroying the earth for profit.       
Behind the fence, I spotted the police in riot gear standing by if needed. 
Not sure why they were needed, the protesters were just outside yelling. None of them were actually trying to smash through the fence.
As I got closer I was surprised to see how young they were. They were nothing more than college kids. 
The news made out to be rowdy hooligans. All in black clothing with faces covered. Ready to turn violent at any second. But now that I was up close, they didn’t look so bad. 
Most of the protesters had the standard college kid look. Long hair, ripped jeans, and tie-dyed t-shirts. Not one of them was hiding their identities with weapons in hand. 
These kids looked like they could still be in high school. These were the protesters the media were worried about? They look like innocent looking puppies.   
Based on what I was seeing, the riot squad was unnecessary.  
How on earth could any of these kids be responsible for car bombs going off in the parking lots? They sure didn’t look the type. Something odd was going on here.
As I drove past the police made sure the kids remained on the sidewalk.  
I heard one of the college kids yell out, ”They're out to destroy the world. All they care about is money.” Everyone around him cheered him on.
I tried guessing his age. He looked like an average college kid. Didn’t look like a threat. He looked as though a 12-year-old girl could slap him silly. He had a red baseball cap on backwards. His shirt had a logo of a soft drink company and a few wrinkles in his blue jeans. 
Seemed like the type if he wasn’t here protesting he’d be in the dorm room playing video games all night while eating junk food. 
One of the kids in the middle of the group held up a megaphone and started yelling, “We want a clean planet with clean air. We want the world to be a better place for our kids.” Loud cheering erupted around him. “Where everyone gets along and shares the earth. We don’t want big oil companies running everyone and everything. We believe in one earth. We want peace on a clean planet.” 
All the college kids around him started cheering, waving their protest signs higher.
These kids sounded like they should be in daycare. I’m sure they couldn’t be the ones blowing up cars. Something wasn’t right, but if it’s not them, then who? Someone had to be behind it. 
The chief of police was convinced it was them. But had he come down here to check them out? They look like geeky little kids who should be at home watching cartoons. He also was sure they were running the “Oil Free Now” website, making all the threats, calling for violence.
Things weren’t adding up. 
A group of police officers with their arms stretched with their backs against the protesters managed to clear a path. Enough at the front gate for me to get by. The large silver metal gates opened, sliding across until they came to a rest. Once the gate was fully open one of the officers signalled with a wave of his right hand for me to enter. 
After I cleared the gate I stopped at the security booth and told the guard my name. He glanced over his list attached to a sliver-clipped board and nodded. He pointed and told me to head over to visitors’ parking. 
As I drove forward I looked into my rearview mirror and watched the gates close as the protesters all gathered around it again. It had a zombie movie feel to it. 
 

Chapter 43
 
As I drove past the building I looked way up at the massive hourglass-shaped tall tower. Seemed to go on forever from my point of view. Its golden colour glass reflecting the morning sun as though it were alive watching you approach. Knowing who you were before entering.
I’ve never been inside before. My investigations have taken me everywhere throughout the city, but not here. Looks as though I had no choice but to go inside for the first time. 
The parking lot had row after row of parked cars. Seemed to go on for miles. Can’t imagine how many people this place employed.  
I got out and made my way towards the massive tower. Couldn’t help but feel a sense of dread while approaching. Everything in my life was great before I took on a case from this company. Imagine where I’d be now if I avoided them. It was as if I was set up to fail.    
I figured I’d leave my fedora in the car. I’d only have to carry it around the whole time I was inside.   
Off to my left at the end of the parking lot on the grass, a large temporary stage had been set up. Three rows of seats in front. A soundman stood on stage at the podium microphone doing a sound check. A few reporters had already arrived setting up their cameras behind the rows of chairs. 
The press conference with oil executives from around the world hosted by C.Q. Oil would be starting soon. I figured I’d be done talking to Mr. Vile before it got underway. I’d leave before any of the reporters pointed their cameras at me. 
I walked up 20 steps to the massive glass sliding doors. The outside walls were floor to ceiling glass. Each panel had to be at least 20 foot high. Above the doors were the letters C.Q. in gold. Maybe even real gold. Why not, the company could afford it. Each letter was two stories high. When the sun hit it lit up, making it visible for miles. 
The glass doors slid apart as I approached. The three-story atrium entrance was huge to say the least. Nice ice-cold air conditioning hit me right away.  
The atrium was as long as it was high, making everyone entering feel small. It was designed to do so. No matter where I looked, everything was made of gold, silver or marble. 
The whole area was alive and buzzing with countless men and women in expensive business suits carrying briefcases coming or going. Moving a mile a minute with no time to waste. It felt like a train station at rush hour. Everyone chatting on cell phones as elevators opened and closed with a ding each time. Crowds getting off and on each one. Everyone looking like they’re late for something important.  
Tall marble abstract statues near the glass walls reflected the bright sun. My eyes had to adjust to the glare. Pretty sure the artwork on the walls and statues were the real deal. Each one costing millions. 
Next to the statues were leather chairs and coffee tables for anyone waiting. Even they looked like they cost a pretty penny.     
All of a sudden I felt underdressed. Maybe I should be in a tuxedo to fit in.  
In the center of the atrium was a large dark mahogany receptionist desk. 
I walked towards it with the clicking of my shoes echoing off the marble floor. 
There was something about the front desk that made the place look lifeless. It felt cold. Absence of life or colour, so straightforward and to the point.    
An older woman with grey hair in a black suit sat behind it talking on the phone. Her eyes were sharp and cold. Her tone was direct. 
I was guessing, but she looked like she had worked here since the company first started. Knowing every employee by first name.  
I could tell she wasn’t the type to joke with. She looked as serious as a drill sergeant in combat. I could feel myself hesitating as I went to speak. She looked up at me with a smile, something I wasn’t expecting.  
“How can I help you?” Her eyes never left me, as her voice was deep. 
I nodded, “Hello ma’am my name is William Gray. I’m here to talk to Mr. Vile….”
She folded her hands together and placed her elbows on the desk, “Are you with the newspapers? Wanting to know about the protesters outside?”
I laughed a bit. “No I don’t work with them.” 
“And do you have an appointment?”
“Yesterday I was just talking with Ms. June Wagner. She told me she’d call Mr. Vile. I’m here investigating the death of Jonathan Parks.”
Her smile disappeared in a blink of an eye. She picked up the phone, dialled and quietly talked to someone on the other end. I heard her whispering I was investigating Jonathan Sparks’ death. She hung up the phone and looked up at me.
“Yes, Mr. Gray it looks as though Mr. Vile is ready for you. He will be down shortly to meet with you.” 
It might be my imagination, but her smile seemed colder now, with no feeling behind it. It seemed colder than when she didn’t smile. 
“Thank you, ma’am.” I knew something wasn’t right. At any other building, they would’ve sent a low-level employee to fetch me, bring me up to his office. This time the big boss himself is coming down. Should I feel important? Jonathan’s death must really be shaking things up around here. 
I stepped back from the desk and killed some time by walking around the busy lobby. Made my way over to the glass windows and looked out at the sea of cars in the parking lot. All the years of driving past I was now inside.  
Behind the gate, the protesters were still marching back and forth yelling out. I couldn’t hear them. A few more media trucks pulled in and headed over to the stage. Soon, it would be surrounded by countless reporters asking questions to the oil executives. 
A minute later I heard a ding from the elevator arriving at the ground floor. I looked over my shoulder and watched a little grey-haired man in a pale-coloured suit step out and shuffle slowly towards me. He moved like he was over a hundred years old. Newspapers said he was about 5 foot 4. I’m guessing that to be accurate. If I saw him walking down the sidewalk I’d thought he wandered away from a senior’s home. 
The funny thing was, he didn’t walk over to the front desk to have the receptionist point me out. He knew what I looked like. Even though we never met. Interesting, can’t help but wonder how he knew.
 

Chapter 44 
 
He approached me. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m Victor Vile. How can I help you, Mr. Gray?” His voice was soft and quiet.
“Nice to finally meet you, Mr. Vile. Yesterday I was talking with June Wagner. She had mentioned I should come by to see you about Jonathan Parks.“ 
For a brief moment, his eyes opened wide, but only for a brief second, then he went back to smiling. “Oh Yes, she did call me about you stopping by. I’m glad you’re finally here. Jonathan Parks was such a nice man, sad to hear what happened to him. Seems as though the city is all a buzz over what has happened. Can’t turn on the TV without hearing an update on the story. I only wish the public knew the real Jonathan Parks as I did. What a sad way to die. He had so much promise for the world. I’m heartbroken over it. Please come with me. Let’s not talk in the lobby. Let’s make our way up to my office.”
I nodded and followed him towards the elevator. Everyone we passed by recognized him and smiled.
As the doors closed he took out and used his swipe card and touched the control panel. The elevator started quickly making its way up. I could feel it in my ears. No doubt headed to the top floor. Just as long as I wasn’t outside the building on the roof everything would be great. I can be in a tall building as long as I’m not outside where I can look over the edge. I’ll pass on that.   
He turned to look at me. “I wasn’t always like this. Running the largest company on earth, far from it. Believe it or not, I grew up a poor man who never had two nickels in my pocket. I would go to bed many times without dinner, simply because we couldn’t afford it. It was living in poverty which motivated me to work hard. I wanted a better life. I believed hard work would payoff one day. It turned out to be a lot of hard work and the pay off came later than I expected.” He laughed a bit. “But I didn’t want to just make money. I wanted to make a difference in the world. When I was young cars were a new thing on my streets. But we never owned one. I had to walk everywhere. Because of it I never got to see my family much. I noticed the people who owned cars could travel so much faster. They could do so much in a day. I figured why not me? Why couldn’t I own a car? Why not everyone? I knew others had cornered the market on car manufacturing. So I asked myself what do cars need to run? So I made a decision I started an oil company, as crazy as that sounds. Who do you know who starts their own oil company out of nothing? I was hoping to help out middle-class families live a better life. With the oil I was producing, any middle-class family can own a car and fill it up when needed.” 
“Yes, I know how you feel. My life is better with a car. It does help with the solving of cases.” 
“I just don’t understand what happened with Jonathan Parks. I’m still shaken by his loss. How did you know him?”
“I didn’t know him. I was hired by someone who knew him to look into the disappearance of his wife.”
“Interesting,” he whispered. “Yes, I’ve heard about your ability to see the dead. Newspapers say the dead come to you for help. That’s quite the story.” He paused as we went up a few more floors. He looked my way and shook his head. “It’s as if a dark cloud is over me. I feel I should have done more to help Jonathan. But I don’t know what I could’ve done. I knew them both. They were so nice. These are very sad times, for me and everyone who works here.” He lowered his head and closed his eyes.
I couldn’t tell if he was being sincere or acting, maybe a bit of both?
Just as I guessed it, the elevator made its way up to the top 120th floor. I can’t remember being this high up. I'm pretty sure skydivers don’t jump from this height. I could only imagine what the view of the city looks like from the roof. I’ll pass on finding out.
I was about to step off the elevator when I noticed the control panel showed one more floor above his. Wonder what’s on that floor?
Out in the hallway was another secretary. Sitting at her desk typing away. Must be his personal secretary, she looked just as cold as the lady downstairs. Is that a requirement around here?
Above her was a painting of a pale horse looking up at a tornado in the sky, odd looking painting.
As we moved down the hall we passed by a few offices. I glanced inside, men in dark suits working on their laptops or on their phones. So this is what it means to work white collar in the oil industry. It doesn’t look too exciting. Everyone around here looks so boring and lifeless. I don’t think anyone on this floor has laughed in years.  
At the end of the hall, Mr. Vile pushed open the double dark doors and walked into his office. I followed in after him and couldn’t help but marvel at the size. It took up half of the 120th floor. Massive glass panels lined the outside wall overlooking the city. I think I’ll stay in the middle of the office.
His large wooden desk was in the center of the room. All around the office were large glass display units filled with old artifacts and antiques from all over the world. A full-sized black medieval armour suit stood next to the office door, as though guarding it. Paintings I’m guessing costing a few million lined the walls. Odd-looking abstract sculptors were on display. The type rich people pay millions for.
It looked more like a museum than an office. Clearly, Mr. Vile was a fan of history and wanted the real thing. No prints or replicas would do. He probably covered the earth in his younger days collecting everything rare. The type of man obsessed with getting anything he wanted. No way he could go out exploring now at his age. 
“Quiet the collection.” I said, “Feels like I’m in a museum.”
He nodded and laughed slightly to himself. “I admit I am a collector. It’s a hobby going on many decades. I never noticed how much I’ve acquired until someone points it out.”
He walked over to a large glass display unit and picked up a statue of a man holding a spear. “Look at this for instance. I acquired it many decades ago. I must’ve been in my late twenties at the time. I traveled halfway around the world and traveled through deserts and climbed mountains looking for it. And now it sits on display in my office. All that work, for it to rest in my office. You never know what mysteries you’ll find hiding in mountains.” He paused for a moment. “But I would do it all over again. What memoirs. It’s too bad we have to get old in life. Imagine what it would be like to live forever?” 
He placed the object back on the glass self, made his way over to his desk and sat down. He took his time doing so. I figured time had really caught up to him. I was just hoping he would survive our conversation, much less the week. He looked as though he was no threat to anyone.
As I made my way over I glanced at a gold coin in the display case. It had an image of a skull on it. Looked just like the one in Jonathan Park’s house. Was it the same one? I’d never seen a coin with strange writing on it. Can’t tell from what country. “Is this pure gold?” I looked over to Mr. Vile to my surprise looked nervous seeing me so close to the coin. Maybe it has great meaning to him. He quickly sat back in his chair as though trying to hide his shock.
“I was bothered when June Wagner told me you were working a case for C.Q. Oil when things went bad for you in the press. I feel embarrassed it was our company. If I had known things had gone bad I would have spoken up in the press. Made sure they had respected the hard work you do.” 
“Yes, I was working a case for C.Q. Oil when the press turned against me. But that’s a few years back. It's time to move on. I’ve come to terms with what the media has to say. But what can you tell me about your company? We both have the same thing in common, at times the media says negative things about us both.”
He nodded in agreement. “Our focus here at C.Q. Oil is to help make the world a better place. I watched the news and saw so many problems around the world. I try to do what I can to help. I don’t like seeing C.Q. Oil in a bad light with the press, we only want the best for the entire world.” 
I sat down in the large leather chair across from his desk. A desk so big I’m surprised he could still see me. “There’s been stories over the years which put oil companies in a negative light. Saying all they care about is money. Driven by greed.” 
He nodded and folded his hands together. “I understand. Oil companies are greatly misunderstood. We do not want to hurt the world. Think of what oil does. It makes cars and trucks run. The trucks that deliver products to stories need oil. Families who need to get their kids to school need oil in their cars. We have made the world a better place.”
Mr. Vile was sounding a lot like June Wagner back at the mansion. I’m guessing all employees of oil companies are told what to say to the public in order for the oil company to look good. A standard speech, and I’m hearing it again.   
Doesn’t surprise me. Big companies like this always have some statement to fall back on when talking to the public. 
He went on. “Think of the fire trucks and ambulances, they need oil as well. What we do here helps people live better lives. It hurts this company when people say harmful things. We try hard to help as many people as we can. We're not after money or power, we just want to help everyone.” He leaned forward at his desk placing his elbows on it. His voice was soft when he spoke. Almost a whisper now. “We give so much money to other countries in need. We help the poor any way we can. It’s our goal to make the world a better place, through kind acts. World leaders don’t seem to be doing a good enough job in helping those in need. Only caring about the short terms goals, not the bigger picture. The world’s population is so large now. It’s hard to look after everyone. So many in need. We wish to reach out. It’s what all of us care about including Jonathan, His death hurts everyone here.”
“Do you know of any reasons why he would take his own life while in jail? Was it the stress?”
He shook his head slightly. “I wish I could help you. We want all of our workers to feel as though this is their second home. When an employee takes their own life, it feels as though everyone has lost someone.” He paused. “Why did he not come to me for help.” He whispered. 
I could tell he was speaking more to himself than me.
“We have an open-door policy for all workers. I don’t understand why anyone would think he had enemies. Can I ask what he said to you when you met him at his house? It seems strange how you happened to be driving by and met up with him and he decided at that moment to confess. Did he talk about his job?”
“No, he felt bad about how his wife died, wanted to be free of the guilt of what he did. I just happened to be there when it happened.” of course, I was leaving out any information about Ellen hiring me. I knew he was trying to get information out of me like June Wagner tried. He didn’t seem to care about Jonathan, but more about what Jonathan might’ve said. Whatever it is, must be big. Clearly, Jonathan knew something about the company that Mr. Vile was nervous about him saying. Now the big question is, what was it?  
I tried to play my ace card. See how he would react. “I heard a rumour someone talked to Jonathan before dying while in jail.”
Mr. Vile appeared shocked. “What? Someone went into the jail cell while he was there? I did not know about this. Is this in the news?”
“Not yet. Of course, this is off the record. I was wondering if you knew anything about who it might be.” I was looking to see his reaction. It’s tricky giving away information. It all comes down to looking for a hole in their story without them knowing it.  
“Oh, that I know nothing of that.” he said and quickly looked down at his hands.
Interesting. For the first time, he couldn’t look me in the eye. Wonder what that’s all about? I thought about mentioning the Macabre Scroll, seeing his reaction. The two guys who shot the accountant mentioned it. But before I had a chance to speak, the gold phone on his desk. 
“You must excuse me, I have to take this call.” He answered the phone, I’m guessing talking with his secretary. He finished replying and hung up. He turned to me. “I’ve been told they have finished setting up for the press conference outside. I’ll be on stage with the oil executives from other countries. Introducing them to the press and answering questions. I’d like you to hear what we have to say. You can head down and I’ll be down shortly.” 
It wasn’t on my list of things to do today, but I’d decided to be nice and say yes. I stood up and shook his hand. 
I noticed he had a ring on his finger; it had an image of a skull with 2 lightning bolts behind it. Caulk up yet someone else having the same symbol. 
I made my way down the elevator and through the lobby. Even before reaching the sliding glass doors I could see a crowd had already begun building around the stage. 
More media trucks had arrived while I was upstairs. Some of the oil executives had already walked out on stage and taken their seats. I’m guessing everyone seated in front of the stage were employees of C.Q. Oil. Reporters stood behind killing time talking to each other waiting for Mr. Vile to walk out on stage and greet everyone. 
I walk out of the building down the steps towards my car. I wanted my fedora to help block out the sun since I was now staying for the press conference. 
As I approached the parking lot I noticed a blue car about a hundred feet from me that had not been there when I arrived.
As I walked towards my car before I knew what was happening a loud explosion ripped through the area. A shockwave slammed into my chest like a hammer. My feet no longer had contact with the sidewalk. I was flying backwards landing on the grass. Feeling like a train had just hit me.  
 

Chapter 45 
 
I quickly stood up, adrenaline giving me the edge, unable to hear anything around me for a moment. In front of me the blue car was in flames. 
How do you like that? Another car bomb, this time taking me for a ride. If I had been any closer it would’ve killed me. Can’t tell if I was lucky in avoiding it or it was set off before I got there. Maybe someone was sending me a message. Letting me know I was getting too close.
I brushed myself off and looked over to the stage. Security guards were quickly rushing the oil executives from their seats back towards the tower. 
Police officers moved in to hold the reporters back as they tried running towards the burning car. Pointing their cameras trying to get the best pictures for the front page of the paper.
A few news reporters broke free from the police and came running towards me. 
“Sir, are you alright? Were you hurt?” A reporter who I couldn’t see within the group yelled out as they ran closer. 
Another reporter in a brown suit moved beside me with his microphone. “Are you William Gray? The wacko physic who claims to see the dead?” He moved the microphone towards me looking for an answer.
My head was still spinning to give any type of response. The reporters closed in all around me. Focused more on me than the burning car.
“What brings you here Mr. Gray? Trying to contact Jonathan from the grave?” A reporter with a grey fedora on with the word press written on a card stuck to the side of it called out. 
“Can we get your picture for the paper Mr. Gray? Are you standing beside a ghost right now?” A reporter to my right called out.
“Can you contact my dead mother for me?” One of the reporters yelled out. Causing all of them to laugh.  
I had no time for them. I glanced over at the protesters by the security gate. They stood in silence horrified by the sight. Judging by their reaction they were just as shocked as everyone else. Could they have been the ones responsible? How could they have gotten the car inside past the security gate? But if not them, then who? It had to be an inside job.
The riot police quickly stormed outside the gate to hold back the protesters as police and fire trucks came flying in like race cars on the last lap. 
I fixed up my tie and walked back to my car to get my fedora. Passing the blue burning car. 
Medical personnel from the closest ambulance ran over to check on me. My hearing was now fully returning.
Someone was talking into the microphone on the stage and I turned to look. Victor Vile was trying to restore order. Everyone who was seated in front was now standing looking around in confusion “Ladies and gentlemen I’m very sorry this happened.” He said as he tried to calm everyone down. “We will not let this stop us. We’ll be moving the press conference over to the front steps of City Hall. We cannot let the protesters win. Please make your way over there now. I’m sorry for this. I wanted a nice peaceful conference. Sadly the protesters planned otherwise. We will still have it.” He turned and left the stage.
 
After a few minutes of talking with the medical staff telling them I was fine. I went back to my car and found yet another business card stuck under the windshield. This makes three. Who’s leaving these behind? 
 

Chapter 46
 
I picked it up. Blank on one side as usual. On the other was written, “Train yards. Bench. Black hat.” The words were handwritten in black ink. I quickly looked over my shoulder. Who put this here? I didn’t see it moments ago when I approached my car to get my fedora. It must’ve been placed here after the bomb. But who had the chance? 
Train yard? Why leave such a basic message? Could be a trap? Someone wanting to finish taking me out? However, they had their chance with the car bomb. Meeting in a public place like a train yard is not the best place to take someone out.   
Every time this case couldn’t get more mysterious something like this happens. I got into my car and left the parking lot with reporters chasing behind yelling out countless questions. After the gates opened I passed the protesters, who stood in silence, still shocked by what they witnessed. How could it have been them?
   
I decided I’d check out the train yard and find this mystery person who likes leaving behind business cards. Might be nothing or could be something big.
I drove along Darrin Street for 20 minutes and arrived at Union Station. A massive train station used by ten million people a day, or that’s how it felt during rush hour. Constructed back in the 20s of stone and concrete with the popular streamlined look for its day. Today it’s a popular site for tourists. 
I parked across the street and made my way towards the building. I avoided going inside the station and went around back to the train yard. An area not visited by tourists, not too photogenic.   
A wide-open area with countless tracks. Some with trains stopped on them. Others having trains coming or going, either passenger or freight. At times it was hard to hear yourself think with the trains pulling out blowing their whistles.     
Always had to be looking left and right around here with the massive trains moving somewhere. They looked like giant beasts looking for prey. If you met with one you’d lose every time. 
Endless wires hung everywhere throughout the yard. With large wooden pools holding them up. Providing power where needed, but creating a complex spider web above.  
I didn’t know who this person I was supposed to meet, or what to look for. I’m looking for someone in a black hat on a bench like the note said. Could this be some kind of joke? What did this person have to say? 
I watched a few trains pull out, passing by me my jacket blowing in the wind. Could feel the ground vibrate as the massive wheels moved along the steel track. I glanced around and spotted a man in a black hat sitting on a bench reading a newspaper on the hill across from the yard. 
 

Chapter 47 
 
Was this the guy? For all I know it could be some average John Doe reading a paper on a sunny day. But, I’d had to find out.  
Making sure no trains were headed my way I crossed many tracks, walked over to the grass hill and sat on the opposite end of the bench. Leaving a gap between us. I didn’t look his way, just straight ahead as though taking in the view of the train yard.
The man was tall with grey hair in a black suit with a black hat flipping through the pages of his newspaper. Looks to be in his 80s. At least I knew the note wasn’t a joke. 
Whoever he was, he kept his back to me. Acting as though he was reading an article in the paper. He spoke without looking up. “Don’t ask me my name. I won’t tell you. Don’t try to track me down, you’ll fail. I’m here to tell you you’re in over your head. There are things going on here you can’t imagine. They‘re closing in on you. They know all about you. The people you’re investigating have more power than you can imagine. If you choose to walk away now they’ll let you live. But if you continue to investigate, your life will be in danger.” 
I didn’t look his way. “Why are you doing this? Why give me this information?”
“I’ve been watching over them, secret societies spying on other secret societies. C.Q. Oil has found something that will change the world, for the worse. For a long time. everyone thought what they were looking for was an urban legend. Now that’s it found it can destroy the fabric of modern day life.”
“Destroy the world? What could they have possibly found?”
“If you knew what they have acquired you’d understand how everyone is in danger.”
“But they’re just an oil company. What do you know about C.Q. Oil?”   
“From the start, they wanted to be the only oil company on the planet. Have all the profits for themselves, never wanting to share. Always looking for ways to take out their competitors. But always having a smile on their face when in front of a camera. There have been long standing rumours of them wanting to control the world’s currency. Now they have moved one step further, taking over the world.”
“Is that possible for a company?” I whispered while looking ahead.  
He laughed to himself while looking at an article in the paper. “When you’re as powerful as C.Q. Oil you can find ways to do anything. They have always wanted a One World Bank. Of course they wanted to be the ones to control it. But, it’s only been rumoured, you can’t believe everything you hear. But when it comes to C. Q. Oil and global domination nothing is off the table. They will put their own employees in office. So they can change the laws to benefit their company. It wasn’t enough for them to buy their politicians, they want to control City Hall.” 
I nodded, “That would explain Jonathan Parks running for office.”
“Yes, having Jonathan Parks in there would help them. He could change the laws benefiting them all the way to the World Bank.”
I laughed a bit looking off into the distance. “Everything Jonathan Parks said in his campaign ads about caring for middle class families. It was only to get him into office to help make C.Q. Oil more money. “
The man in black nodded and agreed while turning the page of the newspaper he was pretending to read. “But you can’t have any employee running for office. You need someone you can trust. Someone loyal to the cause.”
I nodded, “Someone who’s a part of a secret society, within the business itself.”
“Yes, true loyalty.” 
“But if C.Q. Oil wants to control the world. Then why did one of their employees jump off a building yesterday night saying something about a key?”
“Some of them are realizing the master plan is real. Not some urban legend. Reality was sinking in for them. They couldn’t handle the truth about what was to come for the world. They knew they couldn’t stop it, and they knew they couldn’t live knowing the truth.”
“They’re killing themselves over the idea of a one world bank?”
“It’s not the bank causing the stress, it’s what C.Q. Oil is willing to do after they obtain the power.”
“What are we talking about here? Taking over the entire planet? Rule over it?”  
“You got it. Nothing could stop them. They would go on forever ruling over everyone.”
“Well, old age and death would stop them.”
“Unless they have figured out a way to overcome death.”
“Impossible. How can it be done?”
“Let's just say your investigation is leading you down the right direction. You’ll soon discover the real truth. Something you cannot imagine. It’s something you will not be able to believe at first. But remember, time is running out. Soon the full moon will be here and then it will be too late. Once they have the key, it all changes.”
He got up, folded his newspaper and walked away towards the train station entrance. 
 
 
 

Chapter 48
 
I watched him leave. Who was he? Why sit down and tell me this? How did it help him? Why care about the full moon? 
I glanced around seeing if anyone had been watching us. I got back into my car and looked at my watch. I knew the oil executives would be arriving at City Hall right about now. I decided to head over. Didn’t really care about watching the press conference at the C.Q. Oil Office tower. But since the car bomb nearly killed me and meeting this man in black I was curious as to what they would say.  
Making my way to the press conference wasn’t as easy as I thought. Seems the police have closed off every second street. Letting the oil executives have a straight line from the C.Q. oil tower to City Hall. Not wanting to take any more chances with attacks. 
D.J.s on every radio station were cutting into their music with updates on the press conference car bomb attack. The city was on edge more than ever. But Mr. Vile seemed determined to make the press conference happen. What was supposed to be a standard press conference had now become a media circus. Makes me wonder if the car bomb was planted on purpose to attract the media who normally would’ve skipped it.
I don’t know who’ll be at City Hall more, the police or press. I bet the oil executives in town are having second thoughts about attending this summit. 
I finally arrived, taking 30 minutes longer than expected. I had to park a few blocks away and walk over. At least there are no blue cars parked beside me.
I glanced up at City Hall. A 20 story building, white in colour with the 1920s art deco style appearance. With a large clock at the top, its massive black hands moving around. Letting you know life was passing by. 
On the front steps, all the oil executives stood side by side. A microphone was placed on top of the wooden podium. On the front of it were the letters C. Q.  
It seems the same group who were seated at the first press conference were now in attendance gathered around the steps. Standing this time, instead of sitting. I’m guessing employees of C.Q. Oil. 
Three times as many reporters now gathered around the front of City Hall taking countless pictures of the oil executives. 
The police presence was noticeably larger. Up and down the street cars were being searched. 
I stood on the sidewalk across the street leaning against the wall of the bank with my fedora low. No need to get closer, I was here, good enough. I was wondering what Mr. Vile had to say. After my conversation with the man in black, I was now more interested than before. 
 
Mayor Arthur Ripley walked out of the front doors of City Hall and approached the microphone. Reporters moved closer with their shutters on their cameras clicking away. 
Arthur was a tall man who used fighting crime as his ticket to getting elected a few years back. Always wanting to micromanage every detail in City Hall. He had no problem making his way into a police headquarters and demanding answers from the chief when needed.       
His voice echoed across the street as he spoke. “I’d like to take this time to thank all the oil executives from around the world for attending the oil summit. It’s the first oil summit we‘ve had in our city. Sadly we had a bit of a problem at the C.Q. Oil Tower earlier today. But we will not let that stop us. We’ll move on. We will make today a great day.” The crowd around him applauded. “I’d now like to now introduce the head of C.Q Oil, Mr. Vile, a great man who has done so much for the city and country. One of the hardest working men you’ll ever meet, but with a heart of gold to match. Ladies and gentlemen, I give you Victor Vile.”
City Hall doors opened as everyone applauded. Mr. Vile took his time shuffling his feet along making his way out. When he finally reached the podium the microphone pointed at his forehead. Reporters on the sidewalk could barely see his face. 
The mayor quickly stepped forward and lowered the microphone so Victor could speak. 
He spoke with a soft voice. “It is with great honour to have representatives from the biggest oil companies in the world meet here today. Now we can have productive meetings. The world will change for the better in the next few days. These men behind me care about the world just as much as I do. We all want to help make it a better place. They know oil can make it happen. The future is bright.”
The large group standing in front of the podium started to cheer. Reporters moved in closer trying to score the best picture of all the executives in one shot with Victor in the middle.  
Victor continued to speak. “Let me introduce one of them now. He needs no introduction. You know his name, none other than a huge celebrity in the world of business. You’ve seen him on talk shows and read his books, everyone please welcome, Jim Miner.”
The front doors of City Hall sprang open as he sprinted out, the popular song on the radio called. “I’m the best” played, echoing up and down the streets. The crowd standing around the podium erupted in a loud cheer. He made his way from one side of the podium to the other waving at everyone, never losing his smile. 
Reporters all rushed forward to get his picture. 
He made his way to the podium as the song came to an end. “Wow, Thank you for having me here Mr. Vile. I know there has been some trouble in the city with protesters. But we will not let that get us down. Some people say oil is evil. But let me tell you. We’re on your side. We want to change the world. Make it a wonderful utopia for all.” 
Everyone around the stage started cheering. It didn’t surprise me. They’re all employees for C.Q. Oil. Of course they would cheer anything he said.  
“We want a better world for everyone. We wish to help. I was not always successful. There were times I felt down. I had to struggle to get by. But I always knew my co-workers, or should I say family members at C.Q. Oil.” He stopped and smiled at them,  “Were always there for me.” 
I couldn’t help but notice how the whole time he was speaking he never lost his smile. 
“Some people do not understand what our goals are here during this summit. We want to work together with everyone to make the world a better place for our children.” 
It sounded like he was running for office, everything about him, the smile, the suit, his tone of voice. Always trying to win everyone over.
Jim spoke into the microphone. “At this time I have a wonderful surprise for everyone here. The Mayor would love this more than anybody. If I could have Mayor Ripley come back up on stage for a moment.” 
I wonder what this will be. I watched as he took something out of his pocket as Mayor Ripley walked over and stood beside him.  
Jim turned towards the Mayor. “On behalf of C.Q. Oil, I want to hand deliver this check for five million dollars to the Hospital for Sick Children.”
He turned to hand it to the Mayor who looked speechless. He wasn’t expecting it. 
Everyone in front of City Hall exploded with a loud cheer. Even the reporters lowered their camera to join. 
Looks as though Jim Miner has won over everyone again. Can’t say what it is, but he always gave me bad vibes. He was too happy all the time. Always wanting to win everyone over. Always knowing what to say. As though it were an act. Who knows maybe he truly was a happy guy all the time. But whenever I saw him on TV he came across as though he was acting. Like he had something to hide. Why not be himself? 
Seeing him in person, my gut feeling was doubled. The media loved him, that’s for sure. In their eyes, he could do nothing wrong. Couldn’t help but feel something bad was going to happen in the city with Jim Miner in town.
The oddest part was seeing grey clouds move in covering the city just as he walked up to the podium. The weatherman said it would be sunny all day. Where did these menacing looking clouds come from all of a sudden?   
    
I stood back and listened as a few more oil executives took to the microphone and spoke. The whole time reporter’s cameras flashed away. 
After a half hour, it was all over. The crowd started to disperse. I was about to turn and head off as well when I heard my name being called out into the microphone. 
 

Chapter 49
 
“William, William Grey. Come on over.”
I looked over my shoulder and saw Mr. Vile standing next to the podium waving me in his direction. He must’ve seen me, or someone told him I was here. 
Standing next to him was Jim Miner, with his permanent smile. Great, how’s this going to go down?  
I faked a smile, waved back and crossed the street making my way towards them. 
Mr. Vile and Jim started walking down the City Hall steps headed my way, passing the reporters. 
Of all the people here, why does Mr. Vile want to talk to me? Doesn’t he have more important things to discuss with the oil executives? I didn’t need the reporters seeing me here and asking more silly questions. I had my fill of being treated like an idiot by the press earlier today. Hopefully, I can get this conversation over with without reporters noticing me. 
I finished crossing the street and met up with them at the front of City Hall.
Victor Vile smiled and his soft voice said, “William I’d glad you could make it. I feel horrible about what happened to you at our parking lot. I never did get a chance to talk to you afterward to see if you were alright. Something like that should never happen to anyone.“
“Thank you for your concern. But I’m fine. Just got knocked back. But I got back up. All is well.”   
Victor smiled “Good to hear,” he turned to Jim. “I’d like you to meet Jim Miner. Not sure if you heard about him in the news.” 
I laughed in my head. How could anyone not know Jim Miner?
He looked to the tall man in white. “Jim, this is William Gray. He’s a private eye. Said to be able to talk to the dead. The man who talked with Jonathan the day he confessed and was arrested outside his house. Mr. Gray just happened to be passing by when Jonathan decided to confess.”
Jim quickly turned and looked at me, with his award winning smile. “So, this is William Gray. I’ve heard so much about you and your fascinating ability. A lot better than my boring job stuck in an office all day. It’s tragic to hear about what happened to Jonathan and the wife. Hopefully, we can put all that behind us. It was great to see you happen to be there out of the blue when he confessed.”
I nodded, “Well the police are looking into it now. I’m no longer involved,” I said, trying to smile as much as he did. 
“But can’t help but wonder what he said to you before confessing,” he said with his smile and a small laugh. Mr. Vile nodded in agreement. Looking at him then me.
I knew it was stressing both men not knowing what Jonathan had told me. Clearly he could’ve told me something that would affect both of them in a big way. But what was it?
Little did they know Jonathan hadn’t mentioned anything outside of confessing to his wife’s murder. But I wasn’t going to tell them that. Let them worry about it for a while. The big question is what did Jonathan know about the C.Q. Oil Company that was so condemning? 
If there was one thing I developed over the years it was knowing when someone was hiding something behind a fake smile. I could tell Jim was feeling stressed. He wanted to know what Jonathan had said to me. But never lost the smile. How bad could it be?  
”I have an idea,” Jim said. “We have a fundraising dinner tonight for the orphanage center here in the city. Why don’t you come along.”
Mr. Vile looked my way, “I like the idea. Sounds wonderful.”
How do you like that? I’ve just been roped into something I’d rather not go to. I had nothing against fundraising, but hanging out with Jim Miner for an evening was not my idea of fun. Now the question is how do I get out of this invitation?
Jim laughed a bit, “I won’t take no for an answer. You have to be there. It will be great.”
“Well, there’s my answer. Looks like I’ll be headed to the fundraising dinner tonight.” I tried making my smile an honest one.
Jim nodded. “I like what I’m hearing. Bring someone along with you. It will be a great night. Let them know your name at the front doors and you’ll be brought over to the best table in the house. I’ll see to it.” 
As soon as he finished speaking I spotted a group of news reporters next to the podium looking my way. They recognized me and came running over 
Within seconds they had gathered around Jim, Victor and I. Lifting cameras up to eye level starting clicking away.   
“Mr. Vile, how do you know William Gray?” One of them yelled out. ”Do you know everyone in the city calls him the freak psychic?”
Mr. Vile turned to them. “Oh, don’t be saying that, he’s a nice man.”
The reporters started taking countless pictures. 
I knew it was my time to leave. 
 

Chapter 50
 
I finally managed to get away. How wonderful, first I was pulled into the press conference, now I’ve been invited to a charity dinner. There was a time when I planned my day out, now Victor Vile is calling the shots for me. It was clear I wasn’t invited because they wanted to socialize; they wanted to keep an eye on me. Find out what I know. Like the old saying about keeping your enemies closer than your friends. 
Now the problem was finding someone to take to the event. I made my way down the sidewalk towards my car. I decided to head over to Molly’s and ask Cathy a question. Hopefully, she’d be working when I arrived. 
As I drove along I tried playing out in my mind what I’d say. I found it easier confronting a suspect wanted for murder than having to talk with Cathy. 
  
A few minutes later I pulled into the diner and made my way inside and glanced around looking for her. She was at the end of the counter filling up the saltshakers.
Well, this is it. All those daydreams of asking her out will finally become a reality. Hopefully I don’t mess up. I casually made my way over to the counter. Not sure if I should sit at a booth or the counter. But I decided the counter would be better.
She walked over. “Hi, William. How are you today? Guess you heard about Jonathan Parks. Seems everyone here has been talking about him non-stop.”  
“I’m doing good, can’t complain.” I tried coming up with something better.
“Imagine if you were working on the Jonathan Parks case. How crazy would that be.”
I laughed to myself, if only. “I stayed away from that.” I paused for a moment. “I know you’re busy, there’s… something I wanted to ask you… If you don’t mind.”
“Not a problem. Ask away.”
“Well, you see there’s a charity event dinner tonight hosted by C.Q. Oil. I’ve been invited to come out. They said I can bring someone along with me to the event. … I was wondering .. if you're free that is… would you like to come along with me?”
She looked up at me. “I’d love to. That would be wonderful.”
“Really? Oh, Great to hear. I guess I’ll come by your place at 7:30 to pick you up?”
“I’d love that, I’ll see you then.”
Well there you go. That wasn’t as bad as I thought, straight forward actually. I headed back out to my car. Always picturing that going badly with her saying no. Funny how I can square off against any thug in the city and not worry, but the idea of asking Cathy out makes me sweat bullets. Seems my life is filled with babes and bullets. Well, not the babes part, sadly just the bullets. Need to switch those around. 
 

Chapter 51 
 
As I headed back towards my office I passed by City Hall and noticed Jim Miner was finishing up with the press and getting into his limousine. I wonder where he was off to? I decided I would follow him and get an idea of who he really is. What part did he have to play in all of this? Was he innocent? Or was he a bigger player than I’d ever realized. 
 
For the next few hours, I followed the limousine around the city. I must say he is popular. Always having someplace to go, meeting celebrities and posing for photos for anyone passing by. He made his way to Michael’s, an upscale restaurant on Parker Street. The type you’d need a reservation months in advance. It looked as though all the local politicians from the city were arriving and joining him. Just like the man in black at the train yard said, C.Q. Oil always wanting to those in high places.
He spent a few hours eating and talking. I sat in my car across the street in a parking lot with a good view of the restaurant. It’s something I’m used to. I’ve done stakeouts many times in the past. But never when some guy calling himself the Reaper is expecting to arrive. I kept my fedora down low in case he looked out the window and saw me. Had to be invisible.
 
A few hours later he finished up, shook hands with everyone who joined him and got back into the limo. I followed close behind. I figured since he wasn’t driving he wouldn’t be looking in the rearview mirror for a car following him. Tailing someone wasn’t too difficult. I always knew to stay a few cars back. Didn’t want to be right behind all the time. Can’t risk giving myself up to the driver. Made sure I had a car in between the two of us.  
Nothing exciting happened afterward. He visited some friends at their houses, hung out with some business partners.
I was beginning to wonder if it was a waste of time. I was about to pull away and head back to the office when the limousine moved towards the highway. 
Well, where’s the limo going now? My office would have to wait; I decided to follow a little bit longer. Maybe this was going to lead to something more worthwhile than a restaurant lunch. The limo left the city headed towards the pier. Interesting,  
It approached the Skyway Bridge. A massive red suspension bridge built decades ago to cross Locker Bay. Taken by thousands of cars each day. Held up by two massive main towers, with two cables running on either side of the deck. 
What was on the other side of the bay he was headed to? However, before the limo reached the bridge it pulled off the highway at the last turn off. Where was he going now?  
The Limo made its way down a hill driving along deserted streets passing emptied out old buildings covered with dirt and graffiti. Boarded up windows and locked doors. In an area, most people didn’t know about and tourists didn’t bother visiting. He came to a stop under the Skyway arch at the start of the bridge in an isolated area. A few empty buildings here and there with weeds growing around them. 
I stayed a few blocks back. I was the only other car down here. I could easily be spotted. Was he planning on meeting someone? I parked far back enough behind an empty warehouse. Made my way to the bridge on foot. I stood behind the massive stone pylon at the base of the bridge shadows, about 30 yards back, where no one could see me. But I could watch him. 
The bridge was built over 60 years ago. Took ten years to complete. Massive thing. I can’t imagine an earthquake bringing it down. The towers holding up the cables seem to reach the sky. Glad I wasn’t the one building it. Standing on the ground looking up at the deck I felt small. The sound of the traffic on the bridge above was faint down here. Could barely hear it. The bay’s dark blue water was just a few yards to my left. I could feel a breeze coming off of it.
But the bigger thing on my mind was what was Jim Miner doing out here? Why was a billionaire hanging out in a limousine under the bridge in a shady part of town? Even the biggest low lives avoided this area. 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 52
 
I was watching him so intently I didn’t even realize a blue coloured car with dark tinted windows approaching me from behind. Thankfully I was far enough into the shadows the driver probably didn’t see me. I watched it drive past, headed towards Jim’s limo.
Now it was making sense. He was down here in the darkness waiting to meet someone. Was some type of illegal transaction about to go down? Jim didn’t seem the type who’d be into drug deals under a bridge. Maybe the driver of the blue car was the one called the Reaper? 
The blue car stopped next to the limo. The driver of the car didn’t get out. Jim did and walked over. The blue car’s driver side tinted window went down. The driver reached out and handed Jim a black cloth. I couldn’t tell what it was within it. It was fully covered up. And just like that the blue car's tinted window went back up and drove away. Without a word being said by either. Jim made his way back to his limo. 
Interesting. What was all that about? Not a word spoken, just a handoff. Can’t imagine it being something straightforward as drugs. Clearly, Jim was handed something more important. But why so secret they had to meet under a bridge away from the public’s eyes? Now I can’t let this rest. Something big was going down in the city and no one knows about it. 
The blue car took the same route out as in. Meaning it would be passing by me again. I moved further back into the shadows. If spotted, the driver could shoot me here and no one would ever know. I watched it pass.  Above the back bumper on the truck was a symbol. I looked closer as they drove away. A skull with lightning bolts behind it. Well, what do you know, yet again.    
After the car left I looked back at Jim who was standing next to the limo. He opened the cloth and lifted an old large key. Held it in the air and started to laugh. Had to admit it was a creepy laugh. Not the type you’d hear after a joke. But a laugh you’d hear in a movie when the bad guy was one step closer to world domination.  
Was this the key mentioned in the note? What would it do? Why care about it? 
But why care about an old key anyway? Why meet down here to hand it over? Why not hand it over to him while having lunch? It's just an old key. What does it open? Clearly it had to be important for the two of them to meet in an isolated location.   
Jim got back into his limo and left. 
I looked at my watch, I knew I had to head home and get ready for the charity dinner event. 
 
 

Chapter 53
 
I opened up the closet and pulled out the black tuxedo and put it on. Felt silly in it. Hadn’t worn it in a long time. In fact I can’t recall the last time I had taken it out of the closet. Felt more at home in my tie and fedora. I guess the rich feel at home in one of these funny looking suits.  
It felt odd being this nervous. I looked at the clock. I knew it was time to head out and pick up Cathy. Amazing how I could be in a shootout and not stress over it, but spending time with her gave me butterflies. I knew I couldn’t put off being the ladies' man, too much work.    
I headed out, got into my car and drove over to her place. It was in a quiet neighbourhood with small little houses, row after row, all having the same suburban look. Low crime rate around here, it seems I measure a place by the crime level. The lower the better. But since she lived here I wanted the crime level to be zero. 
I pulled into her driveway and saw the front porch light turn on. She knew I was here. I could see her shadow moving about in the living room getting her coat. Wasn’t sure what I would say when she was in the car. I was never much for talking to start with, but with Cathy added to the mix it made it more difficult. I had to think back to everything she ever told me she liked or didn’t like so I knew what to talk about and what to avoid. 
Wasn’t used to seeing her at her place, pretty much only at the diner.
   
She stepped out in a red dress. It took my breath away. I couldn't believe she looked so pretty.
I got out and walked over to the car passenger door and opened it for her.  
She looked at me and smiled. “Feel nervous going to one of these events. I haven’t been to something this big before.”
I smiled. “I know how you feel. My line of work doesn’t require a tuxedo.”
“It looks great on you.”
I started up the car and headed out downtown. “Hope I didn’t ask on short notice.”
“Not at all. Thank you for inviting me. I would’ve stayed home watching a documentary.”
“Interesting, What’s it about?”
“It’s a film titled Life after Death. It asks the questions, what happens to us after death? What is the meaning to us being here? Is there a reason to start with? While watching it makes you question what is death, no one has been able to answer the question in thousands of years. Were we created for a reason or did we walk out of the ocean? Why do we fear death? Why would someone want to live forever? Most cultures believe you live on after you die. Atheists believe nothing happens to you after death. Maybe living forever would be safer. What happens to someone in the afterlife? Are we punished for our sins?”
I nodded, “Definitely sounds like a compelling documentary.” 
Maybe I could tell her I can see ghosts. She’s had to have seen the tabloid stories about me, the funny thing is, she never asked. Maybe she thought the stories were all lies. Or maybe she thought I was nuts for claiming I could see the dead. It’s a topic I was nervous to bring up. 
 
We made our way downtown and over to Baker Street to the convention center. A massive building built a few years ago. Even a few blocks back I could see multiple large spotlights next to the front doors swaying back and forth with beams shooting into the night sky. Anyone from miles away would know a major event was taking place here tonight. 
We sat in gridlock traffic with high-end sports around us, waiting for our turn to exit and walk the red carpet. 
We waited a few minutes moving up one car length at a time, until it was our turn.       
I stopped my car as a valet in a red vest and black pants opened my door for me. Another opened Cathy’s door. 
I stepped onto the bright red carpet as it led from the road up to the glass front doors. Countless reporters and photographers packed both sides of the carpet. Eagerly waiting to see who would be stepping out of the next arriving car. Security had to hold them back. Their flashbulbs went off as each new arrival got out. The photographers yelled out for each arriving guest to look their way.  
I turned and stood next to Cathy and we both made our way up the red carpet. As we moved along the photographers and reporters all froze in silence. Their cameras lowered to the ground. They looked at each other, then back to me.  
For a moment there was nothing. Cathy and I walked past them towards the building. At that point, you could hear a pin drop. Not one picture was taken.
I turned to Cathy and smiled as though everything was normal and we made our way through the opened front doors. 
When inside I noticed two black medieval knight armour on both sides of the door. 
 
The front entrance was massive to say the least. Large chandelier hanging, reflecting sparkling lights. Bright red carpet. Statues of ancient warriors. 
We walked around the crowded, loud hall. Waiters passed by handing out Champaign to everyone. Felt awkward seeing as how I didn’t know anyone. I felt more at home working a case at the docks than here. 
A half hour later Jim Miner walked up to the podium microphone at the front of the hall. Everyone stopped talking and gathered around. I stood back. The podium had a large symbol on the front; a skull with lightning bolts was huge behind it. Interesting seeing that here. 
“Black Knights welcome. I’d like to welcome everyone to the charity dinner. We can make a difference in the world. Today is unlike any other day, the world will be a different place by the sunrise.” Everyone around him applauded. He turned to look at Victor. “Through all your hard work you have made this great day possible. The world will thank you for it. A world that needs healing. A world that needs change. Too many problems and not enough leaders to solve our biggest issues. Because of that so many no suffer. We know the worlds population has grown to a level where the world cannot support itself anyone. We are blessed with the opportunity to change that. The Black Knights are dedicated on a higher level to change things. So the world will benefit in the long run. A wonderful world for all to enjoy.” He turned to the crowd around him as they cheered. “Now, let's all lift our glasses to honour our great leader.” Everyone around the podium lifted their classes and cheered while looking at Victor. 
Well, that speech didn’t sound too creepy, None at all. How about that? Jim Minor welcoming the Black Knights. 
As the night wore on I could see the employees of C.Q. Oil were watching me. Not drawing attention to themselves while doing so. However, being a detective who watches people from a distance I knew what to look for. I could see them glancing over their shoulder at me from time to time while in a conversation.
I knew why I was here. They wanted to keep an eye on me. They knew if I were here I wouldn’t be out asking questions about them out there.
Probably wanting me to see how “innocent” they are. How they have nothing to hide. Their belief was, “if we’re so guilty then why did we invite you to our event”. I knew this trick. I’ve seen it before. 
While standing next to Cathy chatting I glanced to my left and noticed a group of C.Q. Oil executives were making their way towards a dark doorway at the back of the hall. Each one walking out not drawing any attention to themselves. Doesn’t look as though they were heading home from the event, just looking for more privacy. 
 

Chapter 54
 
Now what’s that all about? The only time someone needs privacy is when they’re talking about something they don’t want others hearing, something secret. Your average person at this point would not get involved, but I had to follow. Had to know what they were up to.
I told Cathy I was going to get new drinks. But instead made my way across the room towards the door the men went out of. Along the way passing by countless old men in suits and women in fancy dresses who were chatting away.
I reached the door, and stood next to it with my back against the wall. Slowly glanced around the room making sure no one was watching me, reached over and casually pushed it open. Not knowing what I would find on the other side. If anyone saw me leaving I’d make up some excuse about trying to locate the bathroom. I peeked through. 
On the other side was a long empty hallway with black and white carpet, a few benches to rest on. Large chandeliers hung reflecting off of multiple mirrors on both sides of the hall. In between the mirrors were large black doors leading into rooms used for meetings during conferences.
Where did the C.Q. members end up? Closing the door behind me I made my way down the hall. Halfway down on the right side, I noticed a touch of light coming out from under one of the black doors. With all the other rooms dark, it wasn’t difficult to figure out where they were. One of the two doors was slightly open by an inch, giving me a chance to get close enough and listen to anything being said. 
I walked over to the door and lowered down the ground. Making it look as though I was tying my shoe. If anyone walking down the hall saw me they wouldn’t be suspicious of my actions. I’d be an average guy at a charity event tying his shoe, nothing more. 
I moved my head closer to the door, I could barely see through the crack. However, I could see the backs of C.Q. Oil employees standing around a dark table. Someone was seated at the head of the table. Who was it? They kept the lights in the room low. I couldn’t quite see their faces. 
“The master plan has payed off. A long time in the making but we got the key in the end. All the sacrifices were needed. Jonathan gave his life for the master plan to become a reality. That is dedication few will ever give. Shows you what it takes to believe in the higher power. Ellen played along. Went with the plan and fooled the detective.” 
I listened in and could not believe what I was hearing. The master plan? Fooling the detective? Was Ellen playing me all along? Maybe her husband didn’t kill her because of an affair. Would be nice to have her around now to ask questions. Figure this out. I listened in more to them talking. 
“However, we need to figure out what the P.I. knows. What did Jonathan tell him?”
Interesting hearing them talking about me.
“We can go on without Jonathan as long as the media believes it was nothing more than an affair. They don’t have to know anything else. As long as no one asks questions, and the P.I. stays out of our affairs. Nothing can stop us. It’s only a matter of time. Soon we’ll write the history books.” The seated man said.
“If the P.I. remains a problem we’ll have to take care of him. Make it look like an accident.”  
Well, that didn’t sound too nice. But what did they mean Jonathan finished his goal on time? Clearly working at C.Q. Oil was only a front. He was there for something greater.
“We’ll be meeting at St. Mary’s later tonight. Let everyone know.” One of them said.
St. Mary’s? Was he talking about the cemetery? It’s the only place in the city with the name, but why would rich employees of C.Q. Oil care about a cemetery in the first place?
I heard someone approaching from down the hall and casually moved away from the door. I walked back down a hallway and tried the door handle of another room not being used. Unlocked, I opened it and stepped inside behind the door, peeking out through a small opening. 
I wanted to see who it was. As the figure got closer I could finally see who it is. And to my surprise, it was the odd looking mannequin guy, the driver of the black Lincoln. What’s he doing here?
He walked by without noticing me. He was just as creepy in person as in the car. With his pale white face, lacking expression, never blinking, always staring straight ahead. He made his way into the room.
As the door opened for a brief moment I swear I saw Ellen standing in the room with them.  
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 55 
 
What? Is it possible? Is my mind playing tricks on me? Why would she be here? Was I played a fool by her? She was in on it all along. 
I knew it was time to head off. Others at the party might start asking where I am. Couldn’t risk them coming out of the room all at once and finding me. I moved away and headed back towards the door I came out of.
I made my way inside and glanced around, making sure no one saw me re-enter. I picked up two drinks and headed back over to Cathy.
I handed one to her. 
“That took a long time to get the drinks.” She said and laughed.
“Oh, that, yes,,.. I had a conversation with someone at the bar about being a private investigator.”  
After a few hours, a touch of socializing and a few forced smiles I knew it was time to head out. We thanked the hosts of the event and headed off. 
 
I stopped my car at her place. “Thank you for a great night William, I had a wonderful time. Hopefully, we can go out another time.”
“Yes, I would like that. It was a bit of a last minute thing. I’m glad I had the chance to catch you before you left work.”  
After she made it inside I headed back home. I would’ve liked to have enjoyed the evening more but seeing the C.Q. employees speaking about St. Mary’s and a master plan got my mind racing. 
I made my way into my apartment. Seems as though everywhere I go I’m seeing the skull and lightning bolts. I knew I was running out of time. The full moon was tonight. But what was going to happen? How could I stop something bad from happening when I didn’t know what it was? 
I changed out of my tuxedo. I clicked on the record player. Letting some sweet saxophone fill the room. Just the type of music I needed for a long night. With the moonlight filling up my room I sat on the couch.
 

Chapter 56 
 
I looked to my right and knew my night was just getting longer. There she was. The dame was in my living room. Ghosts don’t have to worry about keeping time. They’ll visit whenever they want. They didn’t have to knock, they just appeared.  
“You get around. First I see you at the charity dinner, how here. Looks as though there’s a lot more I need to know. Now’s the time to stop selling me the lie about Jonathan having an affair and tell me what you really know. Can you tell me about what your husband was really up to?”
She paused “He worked for C.Q Oil, what more is there to know.”
I jumped up off the couch and moved until I was a few inches from her. “Common lady, you know more than that. This isn’t about oil profits, never was. There’s something more going on. You got me into this mess, now I want answers. Your husband has a picture of a skull with lightning bolts in his place. The old lady in the big mansion had one as well. So does the president of C.Q. Oil. I’m seeing it everywhere. I can’t blink without seeing it. It has to mean something. There has to be a connection. I got people trying to kill me left right and center. C.Q. Oil has to be tied to your death and your husband taking his life in jail. Something is about to happen during the full moon. I need to know what it is. Time is running out.”
She paused for a moment and started speaking in a whisper. “Jonathan kept so much from me. It was something the world could not know about. For the past few years, he was never home. He traveled around the world to remote hidden locations. He was on the company payroll but never was at the office. Always looking for something for Victor Vile. He didn’t tell me where he was going or why. I only found out of all the strange locations he’d been when I looked through his passport. But now, after the meeting at the dinner I know the full truth. I had to come back. To let you know. To warn you.”
“What are you getting at?”
“I can’t go on with this lie. I can see your a good man and the world needs to be saved. Only you can can do it. Everything was a lie. My death and coming to you saying it was an affair. Hiring you to investigate my death. It was needed for me to get close to you. Follow you around. To get information. They needed the key. It was the missing piece of their puzzle. They knew you could find it. So they came up with this idea of having me killed. You’d look into it without suspecting anything. But the whole time I would be watching you, to see if you came across the key. When I heard it mentioned in the note I quickly left. Went back to let them know. But that’s when it finally dawned on me what was really going to happen. I couldn’t stand back and let C.Q. Oil take over the world. I was a fool for playing along. Pulled into their cult like ways. Believing they knew best. So many of them embraced the lie. But I had to come back here to let you know the truth.”
“So, in the end there was no affair. Your husband confessing to me right away, going to jail was apart of the plan.”
“To make you believe it was all true. But he felt bad about killing me. He thought he was doing the right thing. For a higher purpose.”
“The guilt got to him. And he took his own life in jail.”
“Believing he could be with me in the afterlife. But I couldn’t go with him into the light. I was afraid I would be condemned for what I did. He entered and I stayed behind.”
“That’s why they were acting so nervous around me. Asking a million questions. The boss of C.Q. Oil wanted to know what he said to me when I first talk to him. They were not expecting him to take his life. It caught them off guard. Made them nervous.” I laughed to myself. Well how do you like that. I was played a fool the entire time. They knew I focus on a pretty girl. Believe everything about it being an affair. “But why tell me this now? Why come back in the first place? You were in the clear.”
“At the meeting tonight. I over heard their true master plan. The want to take out half the worlds population. I was always under the impression they were going to help out the world. Make it better, for everyone. But their goal is something deeper, something darker. They want to run the world. Control everything. We’re looking at the death of 4 billon people. They believe the world’s population is too high for the earth to sustain itself. They believe with the population being half they can then run the show.”
I nodded. “Thats what I was hearing at the meeting tonight.”
“I knew I couldn’t be apart of it. I wish I hadn’t told them about the key’s location. They went into the tunnels looking for it.”
“You knew for a long time about their plan.”
“No, John always told me it’s better if I didn’t know the full details. Saying it was for my own good. Said my life would be in danger if I knew too much. I knew bits and pieces but not the few plan. One Sunday morning he thought I was asleep. I got up and heard him talking to someone at the front door. He overheard him say something about finding the object everyone thought was gone forever. And the gathering could finally happen. Soon everyone who stood in their way would be gone. He kept it on his shelf in his office.”
I nodded. I knew what was getting at. “It was the coin.”
She nodded. “The coin was gold. It had an image of a skull on it.”
“Sounds like the same one I saw in Victor’s office. Looks as though someone went into the house after he was arrested to retrieve it. Handed it over to Victor. The coin must be worth a lot.”
“This was more than just money. I heard him call it a Death Coin. I don’t know why the coin had a name.” 
“Death Coin? What would that do?” Victor has a coin and Jim Miner now has a key. How are the two connected?
She looked towards the window. “I know I will have to walk the earth forever as a ghost now. I can’t risk entering the light after what I have done. It’s my punishment for my actions. I will be a ghost forever.”
“It doesn’t have to be like that. You can still enter the light.”
“There is no hope for me. I have to leave now.” She walked towards the window and started to fade away. 
“Wait, don’t leave now….” I yelled out. You have to be kidding me. Right at the important moment she fades. So much more I needed to ask her. 
I was left standing alone in the living room. And just like that yet again she’s gone. She might return minutes from now, hours, or never.
I went to the window looking over the city shaking my head. I was that close. She could’ve told me so much more. It was all connected, but what can an oil company do that links a key to a coin and someone called the Reaper? I had to find out who he was fast, because whoever this guy is, he’s on his way. 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 57
 
The phone rang. Not really wanting to chat with anyone right now. Had to get Ellen back. What she told me helped out, but I didn’t know where they would be meeting and what would happen when they did. I reached over and picked up the phone. 
I heard Dale on the other end breathing fast as though something was bothering him. “What happened Dale?”
“Glad I caught you.” He quickly said. “Finally got out of the room I was trapped in.”
“What do you mean, trapped? What happened?”
“Not too long ago I was inside one of the rooms trying to find information on the Black Knights when a group of men in black robes made their way into the tunnels. Talk about a sight to see. I had to stay low to avoid being caught. But I had to know what they were up to.  I went to the door and peeked out. Couldn’t believe what I was seeing. All in robes with their face covered. They past by me and walked further down the tunnel. I followed, They entered a room. It was clear one of them picked up a small object. From where I was standing I couldn’t make out what it was. I wanted to get closer. Next thing I know I’m knocked out. Someone came up behind me.”
“Hold on a second, I’m on my way over. Are you still in the tunnels?”
“Yes, inside the room I first showed you. Thankfully I was able to free myself from the room they tossed me into. Leaving me behind.”
Taking on the phone wasn’t going to do it. I knew I had to get over to the library basement as fast as possible. The last thing I needed was Dale getting hurt while looking for information for me. Helping me out was a nice thing for him to do. But I can’t let him put his life on the line. 
I left my place and quickly got into my car making my way over to the library. Once parked I followed the same path Dale took the first time by going to the backdoor. Avoiding any employees who would ask too many questions I don’t have time to answer. 
Made my way down the countless steps and stopped at the brick wall. Now all I had to do was find the correct brick Dale pushed the first time around. 
I reached up and pushed on the brick I believed to be the right one. The door opened as a breathed a sigh of relief. A quickly made my way into the tunnel. Looked to my left and saw a door opened. Made my way further down the tunnel and inside the room. 
Dale was standing in front of an old book.
“Hope I’d be seeing you well and about.”
Dale laughed. “Nothing can hold me down. Not even creepy looking men in black robes.”
“Any idea what they were after?”
“As crazy as it sounds. I believe they had a key. But hard to say when someone hits you in the back of the head. I awoke to find myself locked in a room. But a locked door will never stop me.”
I laughed to myself. Just like what Ellen said. Letting them know about the key. “It has to be connected to the man in the alleyway note. Saying the key was in room 315.”
Dale nodded. “Funny enough. That was the room they were in.” He placed a thick brown leather covered book onto the table. “But this is something you should be looking into as well. You were talking about the symbol of the skull and two lightning bolts behind it. I did some looking into it before the men in robes showed up. I always wondered if the secret society known as the Black Knights Society were nothing more than an urban legend.” He took white gloves out of his back pocket, put them on and slowly turned the pages. Stopping on one with the skull and lightning bolts behind it. 
It was strange seeing the same symbol inside an old ancient book that I’ve been seeing everywhere in the city lately. 
Dale pointed to the picture. “Wouldn’t you know it, it’s all real. A secret society used the symbol a long time ago, I mean hundreds of years ago, and guess what they called themselves? None other than Black Knights Society. They had a goal, to live forever. They wanted to rule the world and wanted to cheat death to make it happen.”
I looked away from the book to Dale. “Blacks Knights? I heard Jim Miner say the name earlier tonight. Is C.Q. Oil nothing more than a front for a secret society?” 
“The public calls them C.Q. Oil, but they know the truth. Behind closed doors they call themselves what they really are, members of the Black Knights.” 
I looked back at the symbol. “Let's talk in reality. Do you believe what you’re reading to be real?”
“I wish it was all made up. The Black Knights discovered a secret hundreds of years ago. They believed a Macabre Scroll is needed to be read out loud in order to summon the Grim Reaper. He will appear from within a tornado and walk the earth. Taking the life of anyone who stands within the circle of death.”  
 

Chapter 58
 
“Wait a second, are we talking about the actual Grim Reaper? This whole time I thought it was a person. This is getting silly. There’s no such thing.”
“It must just be true. There have been stories of people actually seeing the skeleton in the cloak back in the 14th century.”
“Now, I’ve heard everything. It’s something I have to see to believe. Besides it doesn’t make sense, if they use the Macabre Scroll to call the Grim Reaper they end up dying. How can that benefit them? Why bother?”
“I’ve wondered about that myself. But that’s not the biggest issue right now. Get this, I found out the hidden location of the Macabre Scroll is none other than St. Mary’s cemetery.“
“What? The one right here in our city?”
“The very one. Inside the oldest mausoleum within the cemetery.”
“Impossible.” 
“The problem that has plagued anyone wanting the Macabre Scroll is the missing key. It’s needed to unlock the mausoleum door. And no one knows where the key is located. Unless?”
I didn’t like what I just heard. “I followed Jim Miner earlier today and someone handed him a large old key. Could it be the one taken from here?” 
Dale's eyes rolled as though he were about to faint. He had to hold onto the table. “If it’s the key to open the mausoleum they’ll be one step closer to finding the scroll. When it’s read out loud at midnight during a full moon the Grim Reaper will appear.”
“There’s a full moon tonight. I have to head off. Head over to the cemetery, see if they’re there. I heard them talking earlier about the cemetery. All of this might be a crazy long shot but we have to make sure.” I grabbed my fedora and headed for the door back out into the tunnel.   
Dale called out. “Before you go I have to warn you about the mausoleum. Look out for the guardian in the crypt.”
“The what?”
Dale flipped through more pages and stopped halfway through. “There’s a tale of a guard within the mausoleum. Someone who’s been dead for hundreds of years whose soulless body will attack anyone who enters the tomb who’s not protected by the sacred death chant.” 
“Now you’re just being silly, you’re making that up.”
“No, it’s in the book,” he pointed to the page.
“Can’t let some urban legend of a soulless guard stop me. I’ll look out for it.” I quickly made my way up the steps and out of the library. Jumped into my car. I had to get to the cemetery right away. 
Of all the years of doing this, I’ve never been played like this by any women. But the pretty model Ellen Parks had me fooled from the start. Telling me it was an affair. Had me running in circles. But all along she knew what she was doing. It was all one big trick to find the key. And I led her right to it. How silly of me not to see what was so clear. Looks like I’m slipping up in my years. Normally I can tell when I’m being scammed. But I let her fool me. Now the time has come to fix this problem. Bring an end to it. Let the Black Knights find out who they’re dealing with.  
 

Chapter 59
 
I drove through the city along Pape and arrived at St. Mary’s Cemetery stopping a few blocks back from the large silver gates. I needed to keep my car out of sight in case someone else was already here. 
I placed my flashlight into my pocket. With the full moon above I ran over to the old rusted gates. 
As I approached I saw high priced fancy sports cars parked next to the fence. Looks as though I’m not the only one here tonight. Dale’s story might very well be true. I knew I had to play it cool and be careful from this point on. Who knows what I’m about to see in there. But I can’t stop now.
I slowly pushed the large metal gates open making sure they didn’t creak. Didn’t want to announce my visit throughout the cemetery before I’d even gotten in. 
With my flashlight in hand, I made my way inside. I left the gates open behind me in case I needed to make a quick exit. I was lucky they didn’t squeak while opening, didn’t want to press my luck closing them. 
I looked around the darkened cemetery, right away I was surrounded by hundreds of massive trees just as old as the gates. Some of the dates on the aged tombstone go back just as far.
The cemetery was the darkest place in the city. No need for lights anywhere in here. The only visitors this place got was during the daytime. Thankfully the full moon lit up the area. But of course, the moonlight cast long shadows from each tombstone. Making each one look more creepy. Had to admit, a full moon lighting up a cemetery was not romantic. 
Of course, a fog started to roll in around my feet. Seems anytime I visit a cemetery a thick fog rolls in on cue. 
Would like to say I’ve never been in this cemetery after dark but sadly I’ve been here more times than I like to admit. When you’re a psychic who can see the dead, some of them will lead me to the graveyard and point to their grave to prove they’re dead. As if I needed convincing. 
However, it’s creepy seeing someone pointing at their own grave. Knowing their actual body is 6 feet under. 
I gave a quick look around the darkened cemetery and wished I never came into this place. 
It looked disturbing even in the daylight. Thousand times worse at night. Wouldn’t surprise me if a werewolf jumped at me from behind a tree. 
This place was older than dirt. The names on some of the oldest tombstones were beginning to fade away. I'm pretty sure some of the first ever cavemen who walked the earth must be buried here. That might be an exaggeration.
The grass was flat, looked after thanks to the maintenance men. Felt like the tall trees were staring down at me when I walked by. As though the branches were reaching out. Wanting to hold you forever. 
Each tombstone reminds me of thousands of bodies laid a few under my feet. As if waiting for you to walk over them so they can slowly reach up and grab your ankles. 
I didn’t want to stay long so I made my way down the small stone path. I looked back at the gate, making sure no one saw me enter. The last thing I needed was the police coming after me asking what I was doing in a cemetery in the middle of the night. 
What would I tell them? I was investigating a mausoleum with a secret scroll inside? I would find myself in a cell within seconds. 
Leaves crunched under my feet. Hopefully, the sound wouldn’t give away my location to anyone in here. I flinched when an owl on one of the tree branches called out. It watched me as I walked by with its big eyes. 
No matter how busy, loud, crazy the city is, graveyards had an odd stillness to them. 
The tall trees helped block out all sound and life from the city. Replacing it with an eerie silence. 
I made my way forward and stopped when I heard a faint sound of someone talking a few yards ahead. A yellow flicking light was dancing around just beyond the trees. I knew the light was from fire torches. Seeing how bright the area was there were a lot of them.    
It was coming from the direction of the grey mausoleum in the center of the cemetery, the oldest one in the place. Just like Dale said. This should be interesting.
Had to play this right. Had to get closer but couldn’t let them know I was here. 
I moved slowly from one tree to the next. Getting closer each time to the long rectangular mausoleum. I could see a stone angel at the top. A few bushes surrounded the outside of it.  
Looks as though no one had tended to them in a few years. I guess the family members of whoever was in it were all gone.   
The mausoleum looked creepy even from a distance. As though whoever was inside knew you were looking at it. As though the building was looking into your soul. 
There was no record as to who was actually buried within in. Everyone in the city had their guesses. The funny thing is no one really knows. No name was ever written on the outside of it. There are no records at City Hall as to who built it. The urban legend says it was built in secret hundreds of years ago. Some say there’s nobody inside. But if there’s no one inside then why bother building it? 
I needed to get close enough to hear what was being said. As I moved closer I stood behind a maple tree and peeked out from behind it. Making sure I was always in the shadows. I finally had a chance to see the group up close.  
They were all in black robes with hoods over their heads. Couldn’t see their faces though. Why on earth were they dressed like that?
Each one holding a wooden torch in their right hand, in front of the mausoleum in a V like formation. At the center of the V stood a short man in a black robe. Speaking in what had to be a foreign language. Something I’ve never heard before. 
After he finished speaking he turned and walked towards the door of the mausoleum. He took out an old key. The same one I saw handed off to Jim Miner. Will, how do you like that. 
 
The short man placed the key in the lock. The door opened as the others behind him continued chanting something I couldn’t understand. But it sure sounded creepy. As though it were Gothic in origin. The short man went inside the tomb. 
I had to get closer to see what was happening. There was only so much I could see from back here. 
I needed to know why he was entering the tomb. The mausoleum hadn’t been open for hundreds of years, now they’re about to walk inside. Why?
I slowly moved away from behind the tree. Making sure I didn’t crackle any twigs beneath my feet. Remaining in the shadows the whole time. I moved to a large oak tree only a few yards away and had a better view. 
After the short man was inside the others followed. One after another, as though rehearsed. Their torches flicked within the mausoleum. After the last one was inside the area outside was back in darkness. 
I could now move closer. I stepped out from behind the tree and ran towards the open doors. I stood a few yards back trying to peek inside through the open stone door. 
They’re all gone. 
 

Chapter 60
 
What on earth? None to be seen, that’s impossible. The mausoleum was too small for all of them to fit inside. What happened to them? Was this some kind of bizarre magic act?  
The only thing I could see in the center was an open coffin lid. Lying on top of a three foot high stone slab. 
Now I truly had to enter. What was going on here?
I pointed my flashlight inside and walked in. It took my eyes a few seconds to adjust to the darkness. A cold stale smell of old stone filled the air. 
I moved closer to the coffin and looked inside. Well of all things. It was no coffin, but a narrow stairway leading down to a hidden tunnel. You have to be kidding. They had entered the tomb and climbed down the stairway. No wonder I couldn’t see them. 
All this time no one was buried in this place. It was just a secret narrow stone staircase leading down to who knows where. 
At the bottom of the staircase, I could see flickering orange light within the tunnel. The light from their torches. 
At this point, your average person would turn and leave. But I had to know where the staircase leads. What were they doing down there?
I had to climb inside the coffin, as creepy as that sounds. I climbed over the side and placed both feet on the first stone step. Making sure not to make any noise. It was a tight fit, only the width of the coffin itself.
A great hiding place for a staircase though. No one would ever know it was here. If anyone had opened the mausoleum and looked inside they’d only see the coffin.  
But who built this place? Why? All this time and no one had any idea it was here.
I moved down the narrow stone steps and reached the start of a tunnel. It was slightly wider than the staircase. Only seven foot high. Carved into the dirt, with old wood beams around acting as a frame. Hopefully, it would hold as I walked through. A collapse in this place would end me. 
It looked as though it went on for quite a long time before coming to an end. 
It was crazy to think a tunnel ran under the St. Mary’s Cemetery. All the visitors over the years and no one knowing it was here.
I made my way down the narrow tunnel. Keeping the light from my flashlight low so none of the hooded figures would see it. 
I made sure to remain silent as I moved forward. I could hear faint chanting coming from the end of the tunnel. Clearly the men who came down here were now at the end of the tunnel conducting some type of ritual. In that weird language. A creepy sounding chant I must say. 
When I reached the end of the narrow dark tunnel it opened up into a large carved out chamber.
This was crazy. About three stories deep and countless steps leading down. 
Now this was getting weirder by the minute. Not only was there a tunnel underground but it led to a large chamber for all the men in black robes to stand inside of? Who built this?
At the entrance on my left and right stood two medieval knights in full black armour. Holding a sword with both hands. I could tell right away this armour was the real thing, not some movie prop. The city’s museum would love displaying athletic armour like this. 
Across the room stood a flat stone altar with a single black box in the middle. In front of the altar was a dark fire pit. This place reminded me of the basement in June Wagner’s mansion. I bet she had the basement built to resemble this place.  
It was hard to make out but it appeared behind the altar lay a skeleton dressed in clothing from the 1700s. Maybe a soldier’s uniform? Hard to tell from where I was. Why was it there? Who was it?
The torches the men in black held above their heads lit the place up in an orange flickering firelight. Without the torches, the chamber would be completely dark.
The air was stale and the chamber hot from the torches burning, but I had to ignore it.  
The short man who opened the mausoleum walked over and stood in front of the altar and raised his arms up.     
The others stood side by side in front of the altar. 
I had to stay far enough back near the entrance of the chamber to make sure none of them looked over their shoulder and saw me. I turned my flashlight off.
The short man stood in front of the black box. Another tall robed figure walked over and stood next to him holding a torch providing light for him to see. The chanting level increased echoing off the walls. 
The short man opened the black box, reached inside, removed an old dark scroll and unraveled it. Lifted it above his head as everyone knelt down on one knee. Chanting away.
I don’t believe it. That has to be the Macabre Scroll. 
The short man turned from the altar to leave. As the others waited for him to pass by, then followed. 
They were headed back up the steps, my way. This was not good. I knew I had to hide or they would see me. Not a good place to get caught. I had no idea if any of them had weapons. 
I moved back against the wall behind the medieval knight armour. Hopefully, it was enough for me not to be seen. 
The short man passed carrying the old scroll. Followed by the others with torches in hand. 
They made their way down the tunnel and back up the steps. 
I stepped out from behind the medieval knight armour. Without their torches, the room was now fully dark. No light of any kind. I turned my flashlight on, making me feel a bit better. But it failed to fully light up the room completely, just the area around me. 
I knew I should head out, but I wanted to look at the black box on the altar. 
I made my way down pointing my flashlight at the steps in front. It was hard to see with only my flashlight. Any place my flashlight wasn’t pointing was in complete darkness.
I reached the altar and looked it over. Behind me lying on the dirt was the old soldier skeleton. Had to make sure I didn‘t step on it.  
Turning on an overhead light would’ve helped. But it didn’t appear whoever built this chamber installed lighting. I don’t think electricity even existed when this place was carved out. 
The box itself looked years old, hundreds at least. It could’ve been on display in a museum. I opened it up and looked inside. Empty. Since the scroll was taken out nothing was left.   
I sensed someone moving behind me. 
 
 
 

Chapter 61
 
I turned my flashlight to my left over my shoulder. The decaying soldier’s skeleton face was inches from mine. 
Before I could react the skeleton reached out to grab my arm. I had to quickly pull away. It was now standing reaching out for me with both arms. How was this possible? 
A mix of bone and decaying flesh on the face and body, staring at me even though it had no eyes.    
Are you kidding me? What was this? The living guardian of the crypt?  Was Dale actually right? 
The gothic death chant from the men in black robes stopped it from rising. But I opened the box in silence, bringing it to life. Silly me, I should’ve listened to Dale’s warning.  
It’s decaying skeleton fingers reaching out. I swear it looked as though it was smiling. Enjoying how it was trying to trap me in this cave forever. I thought I heard it laughing in a deep growling sound. 
I pulled away from its bony hands. It was difficult to move with the altar directly behind me. The creature started stumbling towards me while reaching out. Never looking away even without eyes. I had to keep my flashlight on it to see what it would do next.
Its legs shaky, trying to walk after hundreds of years of immobility, trying to remember how to move. It reached out for my neck.
How on earth did I not know this ghost was here? Maybe it wasn’t dead, still alive somehow. It would explain how I couldn’t sense a ghost’s presence, but how could a skeleton be alive for hundreds of years? Whoever built this place had an understanding of the occult on a level I’d never know. 
I tried keeping my flashlight steady, as I fought to hold it back. I couldn’t afford to drop it. If the light went out in this cave I would be in complete darkness. Got a feeling darkness didn’t bother this skeleton.
The dirt from the ground was kicked up and moved about. I could taste it, wasn’t something I would recommend.
Each time the skeleton moved I heard the clicking from its bones, each finger moving. We moved about as though in some kind of dance holding each other’s arms. It was trying to push towards me as I tried pushing it back.    
For a skeleton who’d been lying on the ground for who knows how long it was strong and determined. 
Each time I moved the light from the flashlight would swing in front of its face for a moment. Lighting its empty eyes then back into darkness. I managed to turn it around. Pushed it back towards the altar causing it to fall backwards over it. I figured now would be the time to leave as it was trying to get back up. I ran towards the tunnel. Flashlight pointed forward.
I got into the tunnel and pointed the flashlight back at the skeleton. It was now upright walking towards me. Faster than I thought it could move. It was looking right at me. I had to get down the tunnel and back up the steps before it grabbed me. 
I ran down the narrow tunnel and climbed up the steep steps. I looked up; the coffin lid above me was closed. They closed it on their way out. 
I heard the skeleton moving down the tunnel headed my way. It was now laughing, a deep creepy sound coming from deep within. I swear it would call out my name if it knew it.
I had no time. I had to push it open before it caught up. I reached up, placing both hands on the bottom of the lid and pushed up. Thankfully it lifted up as the creepy skeleton was reaching the end of the tunnel looking up at me. 
I managed to stumble out over the side landing on the floor of the dark mausoleum. Kicking up the dust. 
I looked back down the steps and saw the skeleton at the bottom looking up, smiling. I had no time, I needed to close the lid as fast as possible in case that thing managed to climb the steep steps. Could it? Who knows, I didn’t want to find out. It was able to stand and fight me. Who knows what it can do.
I stood up and grabbed the top of the coffin lid and pulled it down. Bringing it down, sealing it closed. Not as easy as it sounds. It’s a heavy lid. The hinges didn’t want to move.  
Now I could finally catch my breath. I sat down in the darkness with my flashlight pointing towards my face, the only thing lit up in the dark mausoleum. I leaned against the side of the coffin breathing in the cold stale air. 
I could hear it moving around down there. Its skeleton fingers scratching away at the stone steps. Hopefully, I’ll never cross its path again. Never had something like that happen in the past. 
I got up, pointed my flashlight towards the closed door of the mausoleum, and moved towards it.
I didn’t feel like waiting until morning and had to knock from the inside. Hoping someone walking by would hear it and let me out. Even if someone did hear they’d probably run off screaming thinking it was a ghost. Making my stay even longer. 
I had to push hard to get it to open. It wasn’t easy, but the idea of being trapped in here gave me the extra strength needed to push it open just enough to get out. 
Didn’t want to leave it open in case someone else entered. I turned and pushed it closed. The city doesn’t need that weird looking skeleton walking the streets. I know I’ll never go inside of that place again. 
Somehow the cemetery didn’t seem all that dark compared to the creepy tunnel I was just in. I knew my time in this cemetery was done for the night. I couldn’t see any of the men in black robes anywhere. Guess they all left. Maybe I should be doing the same. 
I pointed my flashlight at the path and followed it back to the gates. 
 

Chapter 62
 
I got to my car. All the other fancy cars were gone. Looks like the men in robes had left. They got what they wanted. They had obtained the Macabre Scroll. What were they going to do with it? How badly will the city pay for their acts? There was one thing I did know for sure, I’d have to act fast. I was running out of time. I had to move quick, only a few hours of night.  
 
I made my way back to my office. I needed a chance to sit down and make sense of all this. Figure out what their next step would be so I could get there first. The clock was ticking.
I sat in my wooden chair at my desk with the moonlight behind me. Casting the letters of my name and the words private investigator from my window off the back of my chair and desk. 
I didn’t know what time it was, I didn’t want to know. I knew it was really late, or really early in the morning. It all depends on how you look at it. Soon the birds would be out with the sunrise. The one thing I did know I had to solve this mystery before the night was done. But I didn’t even know what I was up against. How can I stop something evil when I can’t identify it?  
Still freaked out over the skeleton thing in the cemetery. Never seen anything like that before. How powerful of a secret society was I up against? They seemed one step ahead of me, something I didn’t like.  
I had to replay the clues some more. I knew the answers were in front of me. I just had to see it from a different angle. It was sure to come to me.
I wanted to know more about the Death Coin. There was one guy in the city I could turn to when it came to money. If anyone could answer the question it would be Chris. I could head over to him and ask his opinion.….. what was that? 
 

Chapter 63
 
I froze. Sat still in my seat. Someone is moving outside my office door. I’m sure of it. Sounds like someone walking around in the hallway. As if not wanting to make any sounds, which gave them away even more. 
Was an intruder trying to break in? I made sure not to make any sudden movements and end up scaring away whoever it was. I wanted them in, find out who it was, what they wanted.
It wouldn’t be the first time my office was broken into. However, it was only broken in when I was out working a case. 
I could hear the front door lock being worked on. As if someone without a key was trying to get in. Hopefully they didn’t damage it to a point where I need a new one. I like the lock I have on there now. 
Whoever it was made their way into my secretary’s office. I could see their dark outline through the glass of my door. It wouldn’t be long until they were inside my office. 
They probably had no idea I was here at such a late hour. I bet they were planning on waiting here until I showed up to work and they’d have the drop on me. 
I wanted the drop on them. Didn’t want whoever it was walking into my office and seeing me sitting at my desk and running off.      
I quietly lowered myself off the seat and under the desk. Knowing I’d be hidden in the darkness. I had to move slowly to avoid the chair squeaking. I took my fedora off, placed it on the floor.   
My office door slowly opened. Whoever it was made their way inside. 
I could hear a cell phone being dialled. 
“I’m in the office now,” the voice by my door whispered. “I’ll take out the secretary when she arrives. With him trapped in the tomb and her gone all loose ends will be taken care of. We can then proceed as planned.” 
I heard him clicking the phone off.  
Looks as though he wasn’t here for me. They knew I was in the chamber with them all along. I guess I didn’t do a good enough job at hiding behind the Medieval Knight armour. They must’ve left the chamber knowing the decaying skeleton would come after me, trapping me in there for life.
The good news is he thinks I’m still trapped giving me the advantage. He’s not looking for me, just waiting for Clair to arrive, that onto itself makes me mad. 
I could hear him making his way closer to my desk, probably to sit down. I waited to make my move. The darkness within the office gave me the advantage. I knew he wouldn’t turn on the light switch. It would tip off Clair when she arrived someone was in the office. 
Didn’t want to jump out too soon. When he was a few feet from my chair I’d make my move. 
Looking under the desk I could see his shoes a few feet away from me. He reached the corner of my desk. This would be the perfect time. 
I jumped up from underneath and threw my shoulder against his chest. Catching him off guard. 
He fell back against the wall. I reached down and picked up the gun he dropped.
He stood back up and adjusted his tie. An older man with black hair, I remember seeing him at the dinner party. 
“Well, looks like you’re still alive Mr. Grey. You managed to get out of the tomb. We thought we had you trapped in there for life with our little friend.” He whispered.
“I’m full of surprises. What did you mean after you take out my secretary you can proceed as planned? What’s this plan of yours?”
He smiled, “You don’t know what you’re up against. We know everything about you and everyone in this city. You have no idea how powerful we are. And soon we’ll become so powerful nothing on earth will be able to stop us.”
“Tall order, I hope you can deliver. So what’s stopping you? Why not take power right now? Sounds as though you’re missing a piece to your little puzzle.”
“Correct. Mr. Grey. But need not worry. The moon is full, our time has arrived. We will meet at our secret location and the sacrifice will be made. We’ve been waiting for hundreds of years for this moment.”
“Sounds like you guys are really old.”
“Not us. It was our ancestors within the Black Knights Society who started it all. All the way back to the year 500. King Arthur was busy trying to find the Holy Grail when one of the Knights stumbled across the Macabre Scroll. The other Knights wanted nothing to do with it. Saying it was much too powerful for one person. The Knight who hid it wore black armour as a symbol to future followers where to locate it. For a brief moment our accentors summoned the Grim Reaper too early during the 14th century. But now we have figured out how to summon him and harness the power. Truly finish the job.”
“Hard working secret society you have. Well I don’t want to ruin your little party, but I know a police detective who wants answers. I hope you don’t mind me calling him over here tonight and you can explain this bizarre story to him. Looks as though the Black Knights meeting during the full moon will not happen.”
He laughed, “No one will ever know the truth. I am dedicated to the cause to a level you’ll never understand. I believe in the New World Order. I have done my part. Now I will now complete my life’s work.”
I had no idea what the intruder was going on about, but I had no time for games. Before I could pick up the phone on my desk he started laughing and ran at me with a crazed look in his eye. Probably thinking he was going to get the gun from me. I stepped back out of the way, but he didn’t care about getting the gun. He ran right past me. Where did he think he was going? 
Before I knew what was happening he jumped, smashing right out the large glass window. The sound of glass shattering this late at night sounded like thunder. The window with my name on it was now falling in a million pieces towards the street below. The intruder and my window fell out of my view. Leaving me with a wide-open view of the building across the street with the wind blowing in. 
Was he crazy? Talk about doing anything possible to get away. 
I moved towards the window and watched as a streetcar came to a stop. The driver quickly got out and ran over to the fallen man. He looked up where the window used to be. 
The jumper laid on the street not moving. No point in me running, it would only make things worse. I thought about calling the police myself but it wasn’t necessary. I heard the police sirens wailing away. Someone else on the sidewalk called. This time they were coming for me. It wouldn’t surprise me to see good old Det. Whitmore in the group. 
If any report came across his desk with my address on it he would jump on it. It’s just the thing he’d be looking for to lock me up.    
Looking out the window at the city lights. For the first time I could feel the wind entering my office. 
The police cars came to a stop below my window as the officers looked at the body then up at me. One of them was Det. Whitmore, of course. 
He looked at me smiling. He knew he had me now.
 
 

Chapter 64
 
Within a few minutes I was hauled downtown and thrown inside the police station’s small grey interrogation room. The one place I always try avoiding. Tonight I’m not so lucky. It seems whenever I find myself in this place bad things happen. I either end up in a cell for the night or a cop threatens to throw me in one, unless I start talking. I had no time for this. The full moon was coming up fast. The Black Knights were getting together somewhere, I had to find out where and stop them. This wasn’t helping.
Now I’m in this dark cold room yet again my fedora on the table beside me. 
Det. Whitmore walked the room without saying anything, closing the door behind him. He knows something isn’t right in this city and he wants answers. Somehow he thinks he’s getting the answers from me. I would love to help him out, if I knew the answers myself.
He leaned on the desk looking over me as I sat in the only chair in the room. I had my hands on the table. The walls were nothing to look at, grey in colour. I knew the mirror behind me was a two-way mirror. I couldn’t tell if anyone was behind it. A single light bulb hung from the ceiling.  
“Alright Grey, start talking, Tell me what you know.” The bright light from the only light bulb shined brightly in my face. 
I had to admit it was hard to see him with the light in my eyes. “Your guess is as good as mine. I’m working on a case that’s leading me in circles.” Telling him what I knew would be a bad idea. Decaying skeletons in a dugout chamber in the graveyard? Secret societies, tunnels under the library? Macabre Scrolls? The crazy list goes on. If I hinted at anything they’d think I’d lost my mind. He’d have me locked up for weeks. Wanting some doctor to look me over. My best bet now is to act innocent and get out of this place.  
He paced back and forth. “Some guy goes flying out your window, and you don’t know who it is? Are you expecting me to believe that?”
“I didn’t know who the guy was. I was in my office when he broke in. You can see the damage to the front door lock of the office. If I knew him, why would he have to break in?”
“And you just happened to be in your office at this late hour when he arrived. Are you always in your office at such a late hour?”
“Sometimes yes. If I need to do some thinking I will stop at the office.”
“Everyone else is at home at a late hour, but not you.” 
“Most of the time, but every so often I stop at the office if I’m passing by it on my way home.”
“How do I know you didn’t throw him out? Maybe you two had an argument. Things got out of hand. A case gone wrong and you got rid of him. Now telling me he jumped after you got his gun away from him. Every time something bad goes wrong in this city, I see you around.”
“Looks like I got bad timing.”
“How would you like to end up in a cell for the night, or the rest of your life?”
I was wondering when he was going to say that. I’m surprised it took so long. “I’m not holding back. I’m just in the dark as you are. I want answers like you do.”  
He stood in front of me and pointed his finger my way. “The people in the city are getting nervous. I don’t like a city of nervous people. They start taking the law into their hands. The oil summit is starting up; I got every important oil executive in the city. Protesters all over with bullhorns yapping away. Jonathan Park’s death, the wife being found dead and the media loving all of it. Now I have a dead guy who jumped out of your office window. Can you see what kind of a bad week this is. Seems like the whole city is going crazy. It’s my job to make sure it doesn’t happen. Now, why don’t you tell me the real reason why he jumped from your office window?”
I can’t blame Dt. Whitmore for wanting answers. He’s been that way all his life. I remember seeing him on the beat when he was wearing a uniform. He was determined to catch every bad guy in the city. I could never see him as a bad person. He was trying to keep all the innocent people in the city safe. Can you blame someone for that? He said he always wanted to be a cop because his dad was one, something that runs in the family. But he never liked the idea of private investigators running around the city. He said they interfere with real police work.
I leaned back in my chair. “I was in my office going over some paperwork when he broke in. I didn’t ask him to, he just came in with a gun. I wanted to talk to him and find out why he was there. I managed to get the gun away. That’s when he jumped.”
He stood for a moment and slowly shook his head. “Think about how that sounds to me. That sounds ridiculous. Let's see how a night in jail will do to help your memory.”
This wasn’t good. Time was running out. I needed to be out there now. I can’t afford to spend a second here, much less a night in jail. I have to say something or I’m done for.
“I can tell you something bad is on its way. Someone called the Reaper. Could even be the real Grim Reaper, the actual skeleton guy with the black robe. It looks as though the employees of C.Q. Oil are in on this, They call themselves the Black Knights Society. Trying to summon the Reaper to walk the earth. They have the Macabre Scroll to make it happen. It’s only a few hours away. If you work with me we can stop them. Save the city.”
Det. Whitmore stood in silence. Looking at me like I’m a lunatic.
After replaying what I just said over again in my mind I can understand why he’s looking at me like a lunatic, I would too. 
He turned to the other officer. “Get this crazy nut out of here and throw him into a cell for the weekend.”
 

Chapter 65
 
This wasn’t going well. “Wait, I can’t be put into a cell. I need to be out there stopping the Reaper from arriving.” I yelled out as I was taken out of the integration room down the hall. Holding my fedora in my hand.
Now how was I going to get out of this?
At the end of the hall was the Mayor. He didn’t look too happy to say the least. He was yelling at the chief of police. 
As I walked past him I heard him yell out, “What’s going on with someone jumping from a window? Why is it every time I turn around someone is jumping off of something, be it a building or out a window?”
I had an idea, but I had to act fast. “I can explain everything to you Mayor,” I said as I was being pushed past.
“Stop.” The Mayor yelled out to the officer pushing me down the hall as Det. Whitmore followed behind. “What’s he talking about?”
“Ignore him Mayor Ripley” Det. Whitmore said, “He’s a nutcase.”
“I can give you the answers you’re looking for,” I called out. 
“I want to hear what he has to say.” The Mayor yelled.
I stopped and looked over to the mayor. “I know about the guy who jumped from my office window. He’s a part of a secret society. We need to look into the C.Q. Oil Company. They want to summon the Grim Reaper to walk the earth. They have the Macabre Scroll to do so. It will be happening in a few hours. We need to act now.”
The Mayor stood silent for a moment. Then looked over to Det. Whitmore  “What on earth is this mad man going on about?” He looked back at me. “Wait a second, aren’t you the nut case P.I. Who claims to see the dead? Why is he here in this station? Are you working with him to solve cases?”
“My apologies.” Dr. Whitmore said. “He’s nothing more than a crazy guy who thinks he has answers to what’s happening.”
“It’s all connected.” I called out, “Everything that’s happening in the city. Ask Whitmore he knows all the details.” 
“Hold on a second.” The Mayor yelled, “I want everything explained to me from the top.” He said looking at the captain and Whitmore. Then looked at me. “But get this crazy guy out of my sight while you do so.”
Det. Whitmore quickly opened a door to his left and pushed me inside. Closing the door behind me. The plan worked. I was away from them. I looked around and realized I was in their conference room.
Now I have a chance to get away. I was the only one inside the room. I could hear the mayor freaking out on the other side. I had to act quickly. I knew I’d be locked up in a cell for the night if I didn’t think of something. 
I walked over to the table, picked up the phone and called Clair at her place. Hopefully, the phone ringing will wake her up
“Hello,” she said after a few rings. 
“Clair, it’s me William,” I had to keep my voice low. “I don’t have time to talk now. I’m down at the police station. I need you to come by in your car and pick me up.”
“What happened now? Why are you always calling from the police station?” 
“Some guy was in my office waiting for you to arrive, to shoot you. But he ended up jumping out my window instead.”
“What?”
“I’ll explain everything later, now I need you to come by and meet me in the alleyway behind the gas station.”
“Why the alleyway? Why not on the street?” 
“Because I’m not leaving through the front door of the police station. Escaping out a window. from this point on I’ll be a wanted man.”  
“Unbelievable, yet again you get into these crazy messes. Fine, I’ll come get you.”
I hung up the phone. Thankfully I can rely on Clair to always be there at the last minute to help out. 
I walked over to the large window with a wooden frame and lifted it open. I decided to make an early exit out of the police station. I knew I’d be a wanted man all over the city but I had to do it, time wasn’t on my side. I had to stop the Black Knights Society tonight. 
Det. Whitmore would gladly use my escape as a reason to lock me up for a long time. But if I hung around here the Reaper would show up. I had no choice. I climbed through the window and jumped down onto the grass. Thankfully I was on the first floor. Any higher and jumping would be a bad idea. I had to move quickly, before they caught on.  
With my fedora in hand, I had to move quick. I needed to solve this as fast as possible. Whatever I’m up against has connections and power. Bad things were about to go down.	 
I knew the area, been here one too many times. I was pretty much in the heart of downtown with countless tall buildings all around me with heavy traffic flowing in both directions. Not drawing attention to myself I walked across the grass towards the sidewalk and over to the corner of Pape and John Street. 
Made my way down John Street towards “Richfield Oil Gas Station.” Making sure no one saw me I ducked down the dark alleyway. I knew I could wait here for her.
After a couple of minutes, I heard a ton of cops come pouring out the front doors of the station. No doubt looking for me. They must’ve opened the door and saw me gone. I can imagine everyone’s reaction at that moment.
There was no turning back now. Every cop in the city would be looking for me now. If they did come down the alleyway I figured I could use the cover of darkness and hide behind the garbage bins to avoid being caught. Not the best place to be, but it would have to make do.
Twenty minutes later a silver car pulled into the alleyway. I peeked over the top of the bin making sure it wasn’t a cop car. Thankfully it was Clair. As she drove by I stepped forward and waved her down.
She stopped the car and I jumped into the back seat and kept low.    
“Did you seriously escape from the police station? There are police cars all over the city looking for you.”
“They were going to hold me overnight, but I have to stop the Black Knights tonight during the full moon. If I wait longer, it will be too late.”    
I needed to get back to my office to get my car. I knew Det. Whitmore would head over there once he noticed I was gone. Had to make it quick.
I still had one ace up my sleeve. Might be a long shot though. I could talk to Chris, a coin collector. He knew everything about the world of coins. Would he know details about the Death Coin? Not sure, but I’d have to give it a shot. Run it by him. Or he could point me in the right direction of someone who knows. 
Chris was known for always hanging out at a Red Rose Nightclub over on Jarvis Avenue any hour of the night. He used the morning hours for sleeping and the night for partying with the ladies.   
Clair reached the office and I peeked over the seat wondering if a ton of cop cars would be waiting. Thankfully Whitmore hadn’t gotten here yet. I had Clair pull her car around back. I quickly jumped into my car and headed over to the nightclub. Time was ticking down. I might already be too late.  
 

Chapter 66
 
I made my way to Jarvis Road in about 15 minutes. It was another 10 before I reached the nightclub. I parked across the street, put my fedora on, waited until the traffic was clear and made my way across towards the front doors of Red Rose Club. 
It was located in the entertainment district of the city. Even though it was late into the night the area was packed with the youth. Hanging out in front of the clubs waiting to get in. Some teen boys were out driving their cars up and down Jarvis hitting on the ladies walking by. Women in nice dresses and men in casual dress, making their way inside the countless clubs. 
The Red Rose Club name was made up of bright red lights and hung above the door flashing on and off. The club had been around for decades. Everyone in the city knew of it. It was the place to be seen. Running all hours of the night.  
I tall doorman in a long black coat and matching hat nodded when seeing me walking up the red carpet. He pulled the large dark door open as I made my way inside. 
My eyes took a second to adjust to the darkness. For a moment I saw nothing, but my ears were ringing from the band on stage.  
I checked my coat and hat. Made my way past the dance floor. 
The band were kids in their early 20s singing away as the guitarist played in front of a group of admiring girls. The drummer in the back smashed away on the drums. Young girls raced onto the dance floor with their man by their sides enjoying the night. A few older women danced with their men as well, recapturing their youth for a moment.  
I had no time to take in the music or mingle with the ladies. I had work to do. I knew who I’d come for and where to find him. 
I moved to the back of the club. Passing by the tables where lovers sat across from each other, drinking their wine with small candles on the tables. 
I knew I’d find Chris at his usual spot. Where else would he be? He practically lived in the club. He was there more than the manager.  
If the place were open 24 hours he would never leave. 
He was sitting in the center of the couch with three ladies on each side. They all had glasses of Champaign. 
Being at the club gave him an edge. He knew everyone in town. Something never added up with the guy. No one ever saw him work, but he always had a ton of money to throw around. He threw it most at the ladies and Champagne bottles. 
The owners of the club didn’t mind him coming in every night. As long as the trouble stayed outside and his money poured in.  
I helped him with a case a few years back. I looked into the death of his mother. When he came to me he was new in town. Had no idea I was known as a psychic medium detective. He thought I was a standard P.I.  
I told him I’d find answers. It wasn’t too hard to solve the case since his mother came to me looking for help at the same time. 
Little did he know while he was in my office telling me about his mom she was standing right next to him. Of course, I didn’t tell him. He would’ve thought I was messing around with him. 
Most people don’t want to be told I can talk to their lost loved ones. They simply can’t handle it. No matter how I try to convince them they believe I’m scamming them. So I’ve learned to hold back the info. 
It only took me a few days to piece together Chris’s mother’s death. She helped. Ever since then, he’s helped me with a few cases. 
Chris figured out that I could see ghosts. He pieced it together himself a few weeks later. He could never understand how I knew so much about his mom without me asking him. He walked into my office one day and asked me if I could see her. Now all these years later he still helps out.
       
I walked over to his table. He looked up at me and smiled, “Grey, what brings you to this fine place?” He leaned back and placed both arms around two girls who were sitting on either side of him. The girls looked as though they had too much to drink. Just the way he liked them. They couldn’t stop smiling or see straight for that matter.
“I have work to do.” I stood in front of the table.
He smiled while listening to the music. “Why don’t you take the rest of the night off, and join us.”
I shook my head. “No thanks, like I said, work needs to be done. The city is in danger.”
He laughed. “The city is always in danger.”
“I need answers about a rare gold coin.”
He nodded. “There are many gold coins in the world. Why this one? Why now at this hour? You need to learn to relax time to time.” He looked at both girls. “Life needs to be enjoyed and not taken so seriously. Look at me, you know why I always smile.” He looked at the girls again. “Because I know how to have fun.”
“It’s called the Death Coin. it has an image of a skull on it.” 
 
 
 

Chapter 67 
 
He looked at me and went silent. Within a second he excused himself from the girls and I followed him to the back of the nightclub. I think it’s safe to say he knew I wasn’t there that night for fun and games. 
We made our way into the kitchen. The cooks had gone home for the night. Barely any light made its way into the room. Just a few flashing neon lights in red and blue from across the street cut through the small windows to my right side. 
He looked over his shoulder, as if to make sure no one was in the kitchen with us. 
When he was confident no one else was listening he looked back to me. It was strange to see the man looking so afraid. 
“This is something big you’re after.” He whispered. “You must walk carefully. I heard rumours in the last few weeks of the Death Coin being found. I never believed it, though it was silly. Many said it never existed. Saying it only exists in people’s imagination. However, if the rumours are true and it does exist there are people who’ll do anything to get it, including murder. Just asking about the Death Coin to the wrong people could cost you your life.”
I smiled. “When isn’t my life at risk?”  
“This time it’s real. The world has no idea the power of the Death Coin.”
“I find it hard to imagine that one coin could put the world at risk.”
“It’s not the coin itself. It’s been said whoever has it will hand it over to the Grim Reaper when he arrives.” 
“The actual Grim Reaper? Not some guy calling himself the Reaper?”
He nodded, “The real thing. I thought the Grim Reaper was an urban legend all my life. But I’m coming around to believe it’s the real thing.”
“How does it work?”
“If anyone has the Death Coin you hand it over to the Grim Reaper when he appears, he then touches you and you die. You then come back to life, but without a soul. The Grim Reaper leaves with your soul, but from that point on you live forever. Never aging. You’ll walk the earth for good. There are many things I have learned over the years. This urban legend scares me the most, because it might actually be true. Many people have tried finding the Death Coin. Expeditions to the North and South Pole, others have traveled across deserts. There’s even the story of the first emperor wanting to find the coin. So he could reign supreme forever.”   
It reminded me of what Dale had said. “But how does someone call the Grim Reaper, it’s not like he has a phone number?” 
“Rumours have existed throughout time of a scroll hidden in a black box. Called the Macabre Scroll. Personally, I’ve never believed it to be real.” 
I didn’t like where this was headed. 
“When read out loud the Grim Reaper will appear in the sky. Whoever stands in the circle of death with a Death Coin the Grim Reaper will take their souls but grant them eternal life. Thankfully no one knows where the scroll is. No one must ever find it. I hope the rumours of its existence are false. Imagine the horror if someone had the Death Coin and the scroll together.”  
“This doesn’t sound too pretty.” I said. If only he knew what happened already under the mausoleum.
He shook his head in agreement. “But that’s not the worst of it. It’s the Grim Reaper part.”
“What becomes of the Grim Reaper?”
“He will walk the earth like he did during the black plague in the 1400s. Anyone in his path will die with one touch. You think it was the plague that killed so many? No, it was the Reaper walking the earth. History recorded it as a plague to hide the truth. If he came back now, we would be seeing the world’s population dropping at an alarming rate. Billons can die. We don’t need that thing walking around. Let’s just hope the scroll is never found.” 
So many will loose their life. It was reminding me of Jim Miner’s speech back at the dinner. I wasn’t sure if I should tell him about the Macabre Scroll being located. Time was running out. Soon the Black Knights Society members will summon death itself. 
His smile was now gone. He looked me in the eye. “Whoever has the coin and scroll could obtain unlimited power over life itself. Get into politics, rule forever while everyone else grows old and dies. They will become more rich and powerful through time. Soon everyone on earth could become their slaves. We could have a one world government, with them in power.”
“And nothing would ever stop them. How do you stop someone already dead.” I didn’t like what I was hearing. The people in my city are in danger; I wasn’t going to let this happen.
He slowly shook his head. “Two things have to happen for the Death Coin to have power. First, the act can only be completed during a full moon.”
“But the full moon is tonight.” I said.
Chris rubbed his forehead. “Second, In order for the coin to have power a willing sacrifice must be made in front of an altar. So the person’s soul will enter the coin, and be offered to the Reaper. Do you know any place with an altar?”
“There’s one place I know of…”  I turned and moved as fast as I could out of the kitchen. As I ran out I could hear him yelling out to me. “But it’s all an urban legend right?” 
I grabbed my coat and fedora and headed for the exit. Time was running out, I had to move. I might be too late. I ran to my car and fired up the engine. 
I knew where the meeting was taking place. It had to be June Wagner’s mansion on Lainer Street. I bet they were getting together in the basement now with the scroll and the Death Coin handed together. Who would be the sacrifice? 
 

Chapter 68
 
I drove along the highway as fast as possible, every minute counted. 
I reached the front gate of the mansion and stopped the car. Don’t think the gate will open for me this time. I had to move, and make it quick. Have to climb the wall, yet again. I opened the truck, grabbed my rope, and ran down the side of the white security wall. Tied the rope around the tree trunk and tossed the rope up and over. I moved quick climbing the tree, dropping onto the grass. Realizing how out of shape I am.
Well, yet again I have no choice but make it to the mansion on foot. This time I’ll have to run it. 
After a few minutes of running up the driveway, what felt like forever I finally reached the front doors of the mansion. Had to take a moment to catch my breath. I was surprised by how many cars were in the driveway, the same expensive European cars from the cemetery. 
It looks as though a party was underway. Not the friendly kid kind. And I bet it was all happening in the basement.  
I had to keep low and hide in the shadows. Had to find a way in without being seen. Being a ghost right now would be nice.  
Maybe I’d have to use the ladder again, but I’d thought about giving the front door a try, why not.
I ran up the front steps and tried the door. Thankfully unlocked. Well, finally something today has gone right. Now I don’t have to worry about climbing up anything. If I can go the rest of the night without being up high, it would be a good night.  
I slowly pushed the front door open and stepped inside. The front hallway was dark, too quiet for my liking. With so many cars out front, you’d think at least someone would be around the front door.
I was now inside and knew I had to get to the basement door right away. Before I could take a step forward something to my left came running towards me out from the darkened room. I tried to turn to get a look at it. Before I could, it grabbed me by the shoulders and threw me across the front hall. I slid into the wall. I quickly got back up on my feet wanting to know who the hulk was who tossed me like a rag doll. To my surprise, it was the old butler. How on earth was he so strong?   
This was no butler; he was the mansion’s bodyguard. If I wanted into the basement I knew I'd have to go through him first. 
He came running towards me again, staring me down, never blinking. I’m not used to having to battle old men. Normally they’re big scruffy giants who enjoy tossing people around. He moved with great speed, grabbing me by the collar, we fell back into the living room. I tried pushing him off but he was stronger than expected. I knew I had to get this fight over with, didn’t have time for this silliness. But he was doing his job. Protecting the house from anyone wanting to stop the Black Knights.
I managed to get away for a brief second until he grabbed me and we fell over the couch knocking over the nightstand and vase. He was holding me on the ground. I reached over at the last second. I was able to grab the vase and hit him over the head. Knocking him out. He rolled over onto the floor. Looking like he was having a nice nap. I glanced at the broken vase wondering how much it cost. I’m guessing I just broke something worth a few million. Maybe I’ll just hide the pieces under the couch. Maybe they won’t notice.   
I brushed myself off and knew I had to hide his body or someone would see, tipping off my presence. I dragged him across the floor into the broom closet. Tucked him inside and closed the door. 
Hopefully, he would stay knocked out for the time I was dealing with the Black Knight members. Didn’t need him coming at me again.  
Now to finally deal with the reason why I’m here. I ran over to the basement door and heard the same creepy chanting coming from behind the door.
I slowly pushed the door open, making sure not to give away my presence. Peeked around the corner in case someone was guarding it. Turned and slowly closed the door behind me. Staying low I made my way down the winding stairs. Had to make sure they didn’t see me. 
The question is what was my game plan? Run down the steps and grab the scroll? What if they had guns? I knew I had to think of something quick. It’s just like me to run into a building without a long-term game plan. I should know by now.   
I made it halfway down the steps and stopped. I leaned down trying to get a better look.
The basement sure looked different now. The Black Knights members covered in their black robes with hoods stood in a circle around a burning fire pit chanting simultaneously. Light from the large fire pit flickered off the walls, like the waves from a swimming pool. Sure was hot down here. The fire increased the temperature a great deal. Wouldn’t be surprised if the fire alarm went off. Glad I wasn’t wearing those black robes.  
Sure would be nice if I knew what they were chanting. Was it English or some made up language? 
A tall figure in a black robe stepped forward from the group towards the fire. He lowered his hood. 
Well, look at that none other than Jim Miner himself. Well, at least I now know his role in all of this.
“Tonight is a great day. We will change the world for the better. Soon we will control everything. We will set the world right. The way it should have always been.” He looked up towards me. “Why don’t you come down here and join us Mr. Gray.”
 

Chapter 69
 
Well, that didn’t sound good. They knew I was here all along. Looks as though I need to brush up on my hiding skills. Every time I spy on them thinking I’m well hidden they know. What am I, an amateur P.I. all of a sudden? 
No point in running. They have me trapped. I stood up and made my way down the steps. “Is this a private party or can anyone attend?” I ask, might as well add some humour to this doom and gloom.
When I reached the bottom two men in black robes approached and tied my hands behind my back.  
The other members never looked up at me. They continued staring into the fire chanting away. 
Jim Miner stood by the altar and looked my way. “Now you will see what we’re all about. We will be changing the world tonight. And you will have a front row seat.”
“How can calling upon the Grim Reaper help the world?”
“He will grant us eternal life. The Black Knights members will use their immortality to change the world for the better. The biggest problem with making the world a perfect place is death. Everyone dies at some point. All the work someone does while they’re alive goes with them after death. Imagine if someone could live forever acquiring knowledge. They could use that knowledge to make the world better. Each generation has to learn from the generation before. But now that will end with us.” 
“You're the one who can do it?”
“The Black Knights believe in something greater than ourselves. We put our egos to the side to help the Earth. Only we can make the world a better place. We first have to reduce the worlds population to numbers the Earth can sustain. There are simply too many people on Earth right now for everyone to keep going. Afterwards we will live forever with our unlimited knowledge, running the world, making it perfect. No more greed, no more hungry. A world we can all live in peace.” 
“You sound dedicated to something so big.”
“You’ll see how dedicated I am for the greater good. How many people do you know are dedicated to something beyond them? Dedicating their lives to making it happen. We are not the enemy. Man’s selflessness is. The Black Knights are beyond selfish. We care about the greater good. We wish to rule to make the world better.”
He raised his hands up into the air holding the Death Coin. 
A short man from within the circle stepped forward towards the altar. He stood next to Jim and lowered his hood, Victor Vile. No surprise there. He was the true leader. Looks as though everyone on the top floors of C.Q. Oil Company were in on this. I bet everyone within the circle are high standing employees of C.Q. Oil as well. That’s what it’s all about. Moving up the tower. The more you’re dedicated to the Black Knights club the higher the promotion. 
Victor Vile lifted the Macabre Scroll in the air as Jim held the coin. The others in the circle lowered to one knee in front of the fire.
Jim’s voice echoed throughout the basement. “Soon the Grim Reaper will walk the earth. We will forever rule in his name. Hundreds of years ago our ancestors formed the Black Knights Society. With the goal of calling upon the Grim Reaper so we can be given the ability to live forever. Today on this full moon we will carry out their quest. We will usher in a New World Order to reshape the earth, one country, one government. We will decide everything for everyone. We will decide what the future holds. We will acquire knowledge as time goes by. Making us immortal. As everyone else dies of old age The Black Knight Society will live forever.”
The group in black robes chanted louder with each word.
“In order for the coin to be powered a sacrifice must be made. A life has to be given out of one’s free will. To prove my loyalty to the great Grim Reaper and the Black Knight Society I will perform the greatest sacrifice one can give. I will be the sacrifice for my brothers can live on. My spirit will be transferred into the coin. As an offering to the Reaper.” He stepped from the altar forward into the fire. Without saying a word and looking up towards the ceiling with a smile as the fire consumed him. He never made a sound nor lost his smile. 
 

Chapter 70
 
Well, I guess I won’t be seeing him anymore. Nor will the adoring public. 
The Black Knights members bowed in silence as the fire burned. 
Victor Vile stepped forward in front of them. “We thank Jim for his sacrifice, the coin is alive. His soul is in the coin. Now the time has come to call upon the Grim Reaper.”
How is the Grim Reaper going to appear down here? Dale spoke of a tornado needed.   
With my hands still tied the group in black robes stood, turned and walked up the stairs. Hands folded, heads down. I heard them make their way out the front door. They started up their cars and left. But where were they headed?
This sucks, being left down here tied up in a hot stuffy basement with the darken remains of Jim Miner in the fire pit continuing to burn. What were their plans with me? Just leave me here tied up? However, this wasn’t the first time I’d been tied up and left alone after being caught.
Over the years I figured out ways of getting out of ropes, all about moving my wrist and hands back and forth a certain way. 
After I pulled the ropes off I walked over to the table and looked over the blueprints of the C.Q. Oil Tower, the same ones as before. Why did they care about the inner workings of the building? 
Under the table I pulled out a box, inside were a few leftover red and blue wires. I held them and looked them over closely. I’ve seen materials like this in past cases a few years back. It’s material someone would use to make a large bomb. OK, why did the Black Knights have bomb-making material? I wasn’t liking what I was seeing.
As I was looking at the wires I swear I could smell something burning. I looked up to the basement door and could see dark smoke coming from under it. 
Looks as though they had set the house on fire on their way out. That’s what they were planning on doing with me, burning down the house with me in it. They could tell the police later on I broke in and was a victim of an unfortunate fire. 
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I had no time for this. I had to get out.  
I ran back up to the top of the stairs, pushed open the door and looked out into the hallway. Right away I was met with massive flames burning everywhere, especially around the front door. Great, no way out there. I was trapped.
This is how they would hide the evidence. Not wanting anyone finding the house and its contents. This place is full of evidence linking C.Q. Oil employees to the Black Knights Society and all their long term plans. By burning it down there would be nothing connecting them. They had bigger plans for world domination and this house was no longer needed. The police would probably blame the protesters for the fire afterwards. 
Now how to get out of here? Escaping through the front door was useless. The smoke and flames were overpowering. The heat level was skyrocketing. I needed another way out, quick. The dark heavy smoke was building fast. I had to make my move. Felt like an oven in here.  
I turned to my right and ran down the hallway. Had to stay low with the black smoke rising all around me. 
Was this it for me? Was this how it was going to end, inside a burning mansion? How was I going to get out of this? Talk about a dark night. 
“Over here.”
I heard a female voice calling out to me; I knew it was Ellen Parks. It was getting harder to breathe. Soon I would collapse from the smoke. I had to follow the voice. I could see her standing in the middle of the fire. Not affected by the smoke or flames. Others have told stories of being helped by a ghost in times of danger. Well, it looks as though I’m now one of them. 
“Nice seeing you again.” I called out within the smoke. Even though it was hard to see her.
“I had to come back to help. I know I was the cause of this. I have to do what I can to help.”
Taking was nice, but the heat level was building every second. I was losing my ability to navigate where to go. The flames were right beside me. 
To my left, I saw the picture of the skull with lightning bolts burning, how fitting. Guess the fire wasn’t all that bad.  
But I did grab the painting of the 4 horses running across the field. I couldn’t let that one burn. It was too famous, worth too much.  
Ellen was waving me into the room with the indoor swimming pool, surrounded by floor to ceiling panes of glass. I ran inside the room, at least it helped with the heat level. But it wouldn’t take long for the smoke to fill this room as well.  I picked up a small metal chair and threw as hard as I could through the window. The glass shattered to the ground. I jumped out onto the grass with the painting under my arm, couldn’t let the priceless artwork go to waste. 
I was safe; I took a moment to catch my breath. I remembered the butler in the broom closet. Even though he attacked me I couldn’t leave him in there. I had to go back. I turned and went back through the broken window.
“Why are you going back?” Ellen called out.
“I left someone behind.” I yelled out as I ran back in. I had no time to explain, every second mattered.  
The massive flames were higher than ever. Just when I thought I was safe I’m right back into the fire again. This might not have been a good idea. Fighting through the smoke I quickly made my way over to the broom closet and pulled open the door. The butler was still lying on the ground. I put my arms under his shoulders and started pulling him out. Sure would be easier if he was awake.
The dark smoke made it difficult to see the open window. At this point I had to guess, hoping I was right. The smoke was now making it difficult to breathe. Had to fight to remain conscious. Leaning over I pulled him along the floor towards the room with the swimming pool and found the broken window. The smoke was filling up every inch of the room pouring out the window. Any more time inside and I’d be knocked out.  
I managed to pull him through the open window and out onto the grass. Far enough back from the house next to the Jacuzzi.    
I wanted to sit down and rest for a minute, or the rest of the night for that matter. But I had to get going. 
“I knew I couldn’t walk away.” Ellen said. “I could’ve walked the earth forever. Or entered the light. But you gave so much of your life to helping others. Putting your life on the line for strangers. I knew I had to help out somehow. I didn’t know how though.”
“It looked like you did the right thing. Trying t set it right. Now let’s work together and bring an end to all this.”
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I picked up the painting and ran around to the front of the burning mansion, took a few steps back and saw the whole thing up in flames lighting up the night sky. Thankfully I got out when I did. Looks as though they had the whole place rigged. The flames reached up to the stars above. I knew the black smoke could be seen from miles away. It wouldn’t be long till the cops and fire trucks arrive. If Det. Whitmore saw me here. I'd be blamed for it.  
I couldn’t hang around and wait for them to show up. I had a Grim Reaper to stop. With the priceless painting under my arm, I turned to run up the driveway. I’ve been doing more running today than I would’ve liked. Halfway up the driveway, I turned onto the grass headed towards the rope I had left behind. 
I ran towards the wall, had no choice but to toss the painting up and over the wall first. Hopefully it didn’t damage it. This is why I can’t have nice things. Within minutes of getting the nice painting I’m throwing it over a wall. 
I grabbed the rope and climbed up and over. Hopefully I won't have to climb any more walls for a while.  
Picking up the painting I ran over to my car. Placed the painting in the back seat, got in and took off. 
The dame was sitting next to me. She didn’t have to do any running. She was lucky, the benefits of being dead. 
I was thankful for the dame’s help. If she wasn't there I'd have been done for back there.
 
As I drove away I looked back in the mirror and could see the mansion engulfed in flames. Lighting up the entire property. Soon every fire truck will arrive. Neighbours would be on their front lawn watching and gossiping. Wondering what caused it, bad wiring? Renovation work? But they would never know the real truth as to what happened. As I drove along I had to look out for the police. They’d be looking for me no doubt.  
 

Chapter 73  
 
I had to get to the highway and back to the city, every second mattered. 
After I pulled off the highway and approached the city I could see all the streets awash in police cars. Emergency lights flashing with sirens wailing away. Sounding as though a war had broken out. What was going on? Were they all out looking for me? Common now, I’m not that important. It had to be something else. 
Countless police cars fired up and down the busy downtown streets in all directions. Cars were being pulled over and searched. Businesses were closing their doors. What happened while I was away? 
I stopped at the red light at the corner across from the movie theatre. I saw Dale outside the front door on the sidewalk. He too was watching the events unfold. I bet in his mind this was a movie coming to life.
He glanced my way and called out. 
I quickly pulled over in a parking spot next to him.
“Can you believe this is happening?” He yelled out as he ran to the driver's side door.
I wished I knew what he was talking about. “What’s happened?”
He looked at me in shock. “You haven’t heard? In the past hour all the oil executives have been kidnapped from their hotel rooms. No one knows where they are. The police are going crazy trying to find them. They believe the protesters are behind the kidnappings. They can’t be found as well.” 
What is going on around here? I leave the city for 5 minutes and all this happens. 
Dale watched a police car fly on by. “Seems everyone is disappearing around here. I knew something bad like this could happen.”
I looked over to Dale. “It’s not the protesters. It’s the members of the Black Knights Society doing this. I bet they kidnapped the protesters as well.” I yelled out over the passing police siren. “I was at the mansion. They were in the basement chanting away. Jim Miner sacrificed his own life in order for the Death Coin to have power.”
“What?” Dale yelled out. “You have to be kidding. Jim Miner is dead?”
“They burned down the place after they left. Saying they were going to take over the world. I was lucky to escape.”
“This is sounding crazy. Burning down a mansion and wanting world domination? It’s incredible.”  
I nodded, “C.Q. Oil has been behind all of this from the start. They have been carrying out their master plan all along.” 
Dale shook his head. “I don’t get it. Why bother calling an oil summit only to kidnap everyone?” 
I was wondering the same thing. “Unless it was their master plan to do so. They want a New World Order with only them in control. They called the oil executives here to take them out. Leaving C.Q. Oil the only ones left. Their goal is to live forever. What is the one thing all men in power fear?”
Dale nodded, “Death.”
“Correct. Now with the Death Coin, they can summon the Grim Reaper. They’ll be giving up their souls to him, but live forever in return. Never getting older. This way they would rule the earth. While everyone else grows old and dies, they’ll be in power forever. It never was about controlling the price of oil, they wanted more. They want to rule over the entire Earth. They wanted all the power for themselves.”
“But the protesters can’t be found either, why go after them?” Dale asked. 
“To take them out of the picture. Stop them from having a voice. That way whatever happens to the oil executives the protesters will be blamed. With the protesters dead they can’t deny anything. Everyone will believe they’re guilty. Never once suspecting C.Q. Oil.”
“But where are the protesters being held?” Dale asked.
I had a good idea. It was making sense now. “It might be a long shot but I believe we’ll find them at warehouse 17 down at the docks. I bet that’s why C.Q. Oil cared so much for the place. It’s where they were planning on holding them, away from the city. I’ll head over there now.”
“Let me come along.” Dale yelled out before I could pull away.
“Can’t, might be dangerous. I’m used to it. It’s not like a movie, this could be dangerous. It could be worse than in the tunnels.”
Dale nodded. “Not a problem for me. I know the risks.”
He made his way around the car and was about to get into the passenger seat. When I called out. “Can’t sit there. Ellen Parks is sitting there.” 
He took a step back and looked at the seat and back to me. “What do you mean? There’s no one in the seat.”
“Hard to explain right now. But the stories of me seeing the dead are all true. She hired me to investigate her husband. That’s how all this got started.”
Dale laughed, “You mean the tabloids were right? I always knew there was something about you and seeing the dead. It goes a long way to explaining your cases.” He quickly got into the back seat. 
Checking to make sure the intersection was clear I spun the car around to drive towards the docks. I had to get there quick.
 

Chapter 74
 
I looked in my rearview mirror and noticed the black Lincoln as before closing in on me. With the same odd looking mannequin driving it. 
You got to be kidding me. This wasn’t something I needed right now. I had to get to the warehouse. 
I picked up speed, as did the black car behind me. People on the street pointed as we flew by. Shocked by how fast we were going. A little old lady yelled out for us to slow down. 
I knew it would be only a matter of moments before they were right on my tail. Not sure what kind of engine they got under the hood but they sure could fly down the road. 
I looked to my left as they pulled up alongside me. I knew if they fired a gun this time it wouldn’t miss. As I passed through an intersection I hit the brakes and quickly turned right on Simcoe Street. I watched, as they had to slam on the breaks and fire it into reverse and make the same turn. It took a few seconds for them to turn around and pull up behind me. I weaved in between slower cars. Not wanting to cause a traffic accident but I had to get away from them. I looked into my mirror, the driver of the black car never looked away from me. Never blinking.   
Making my way block after block with them right behind weaving in and out of traffic like a racecar driver. Had to make sure not to clip any cars or worse pedestrians crossing the street. I would be sent up the river so sure. I’m already wanted for escaping a police station adding a hit and run would do me in. 
Whenever I approached an intersection I had no choice but to slow down a touch giving the black car a chance to close in. The streetlights above passed over the hood of my car in a blur. I looked in my rearview mirror for a second and glanced forward. A car was stopped in front of me. I quickly pulled to the left and shot around it. Dale's eyes were wide as he hung on to the door handle. Stopping himself from falling from his seat. This was no Sunday morning drive. 
This silly game had to end. I needed to get rid of the black car as fast as I could. Every second counted. 
As I approached a busy intersection I saw a parked garbage truck ahead next to the curb. I had an idea. I knew this was for all the marbles. I watched my speedometer climb higher and higher. They were closing in. At the last second I quickly turned to the right. They shot past me in a blur. I watched in my rearview mirror as they tried to stop in time but lost control and smashed into the back of the garbage truck. 
“That was close,” the dame said. Even for a ghost a car chase is scary.
“At least we’re free of them for the final time.” I added.
“You had to deal with them before?” Dale yelled out from the backseat.
“Sadly that’s not my first encounter with them, but it looks as though it will be the end.”
Thankfully I was now free of them. Hopefully, I’d never see them again. Now I could finally head over to the warehouse.
 

Chapter 75
 
I arrived at the docks faster than I’d traveled before. Headed straight over to warehouse 17. Passing by 1 through 16 in a blink of an eye. Hopefully, I was on time for whatever I was going to find in there.
I pulled up to the building and came to a quick stop. Dale had a wild look of excitement on his face. As though one of his movies was coming to life and he was called upon to be the leading man. Some wait their whole life to be a hero. Just hope he doesn’t get hurt in any of this. 
I got out of the car and ran over and looked inside the dirty window. It was too dark to see, hard to tell if anyone was inside from out here. 
I had to get in right away. Not sure what I would find, but I had to go. I ran towards the large grey door and slowly pulled it open. Had to make sure no one was inside with a gun waiting for me to enter. Had to play it safe. One wrong move and I could be taken out.  
I looked back at Dale who was standing by the car, I told him to stay back. I needed to be the first one in. Can’t put anyone else at risk.   
I leaned against the outside wall and peeked inside through the open door. 
The room was dark. There was a silence I didn’t like. Why was it so quiet? As though not a soul was inside. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust. 
Light from outside the warehouse helped illuminate inside. 
Hard to make out what I was seeing, but it appeared to be a large metal object in the center of the room. 
I slowly stepped inside and looked closer as Dale followed behind.
“What is that?” He whispered. He couldn’t tell either.
As I made my way fully inside I reached over and turned on the light switch, illuminating the entire warehouse. To our horror I figured out what it was, “It’s a bomb.” And surrounding the bomb were countless protesters all tied up. 
Dale froze in his tracks. “A what? You have to be kidding.”
“Wish I was.” I could tell what it was. I didn’t have to get closer. I could see the timer ticking down. We only had less than 2 minutes before it goes. I didn’t like what I was seeing. 
I moved towards the bomb stepping around the protesters. Dale started untying them one by one as fast as he could and uncovering their mouths.
Glad I got here when I did and not 5 minutes later. But I now had a bomb to deal with. 
I knew we didn’t have time to get all the protesters out of the warehouse. Something else had to be done. Don’t think I could pick the bomb up and throw into the water. Might trigger it to go off. There was only one thing I could think of that might work, hence the word might. “Looks as though I will have to defuse it.” I whispered to myself.
”Like in a movie?” Dale asked while untying the kids.
“Yes, like in the movies. But this is the real deal.” 
The one thing private investigators are not taught is how to defuse a bomb. Then again who is?  50 seconds left.
A million questions ran through my mind as I watched the timer tick down. Why place a bomb in an empty warehouse filled with college kids protesters all tied up?  
The questions had to wait. I first needed to figure out how to defuse it quickly. Or I wouldn’t be around to answer any questions.  
I knew the kids were scared. They didn’t want any part of this. They probably didn’t think anything like this would happen. 40 seconds left. 
“We need to get them out of here quick. We can make a run for it.” Dale yelled out.
“Too many kids to untie. We’ll have to defuse the bomb first.”
I removed the silver casing on the front of the bomb exposing countless wires. 30 seconds left. “Looks as though I can pull one of the wires out. It might stop it.”
“In a movie one wire makes it go off the other wire stops it.”
Oh great, now I have to guess which one will save us and which one will kill us. I had no time to decide, the clock only said 20 seconds left.  
The question is which one? I had no choice, but to pull out the blue one. Not sure why I chose blue, but it’s this or nothing.
I pulled the blue wire out, stopping the clock at 10 seconds. I leaned back, able to breathe again. That was close. Everyone in the warehouse breathed a sigh of relief. Even Ellen.  
I turned to help unite the rest of the kids. Who were looking very relieved. “Who did this to you?” I asked one of them.
A kid with red hair called out. “Men in black robes came right at us. We never got a good look at their faces. Came for us in our hotel rooms. Claiming to be room service. Grabbed us one by one and brought us all here.”
“But why did you set off all the car bombs?” Dale asked.
“It was never us. Someone else was blowing up the cars trying to blame us. And that silly website isn’t ours either. All the threats and warnings on the website was coming from someone else.  We’re just kids from college.”
I leaned back. “It’s making sense now. The Internet site was all a set up. C.Q. Oil were the masterminds behind it all along. Planting fake information making the protesters look like the bad guys.” I looked over at Dale. “These kids couldn’t harm anyone. It’s a distraction tool to get the police to focus on them. But In reality, it was C.Q. Oil who was behind it.” 
One of the kids spoke. “Smoke and mirror technique. If you don’t want someone to see what you're really up to, you distract them with a lie making it look like the truth. The public spends so much time looking at the lie they don’t see what’s really happening.” 
Dale called out as he untied the kids. “I bet the oil executives were kidnapped by C.Q. Oil as well. But if the protestors are here then where will we find the oil executives?” 
I knew that answer. “Same place the Black Knights will be using to contact the Grim Reaper, the C.Q. Oil Tower. It makes sense. They needed a high point. Somewhere where the tornado could reach them. The basement back at the mansion would never work. They need to open a large portal. The basement would’ve been too small, but on the rooftop of the tallest building. Nothing would be better. That’s why Victor Vile built the tower so tall. So they use it one day to contact the Grim Reaper.” I needed to get to the tower right away. Great, just my luck, someplace high up.
I ran back out to the car. Time wasn’t on my side. This had to be quick. I looked back at Dale. “Any tips in those books you read on stopping the Grim Reaper?” 
“I read the only way to stop him is to throw his scythe back into the portal from which he came. He’ll go after it. Seal the portal after. Then he’s gone. Not sure if it helps, just an urban legend.”
“Oh wonderful, you make it sound simple. I need you to stay behind and free the kids. Afterward, contact the police, let them know what happened here. I need to head over to the C.Q. Oil Tower.”
“Got yeah, I’m on it.”  
I watched as he ran back inside the warehouse. Good kid. 
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I left the docks, had to look out for Det. Whitmore the whole time. If he stopped me it would be all over. Not just for me, but everyone in the city.
I raced toward the tower. The whole time I never looked away from it, staring at the building as I drove. 
When I arrived I found the metal security gate opened. Well that helped me out. I thought I had to climb it. I didn’t feel like climbing anymore tonight.
I drove in and parked in front of the building and quickly got out. I could see all the fancy sports cars from the mansion were parked out front as well. Looks as though my guess was right after all. 
I turned and ran up the steps. The sliding glass doors opened for me. The front lobby was dark and empty. It felt eerier compared to the last time I was in here. Gone are the busty white collared suits on their cellphones. Now darkness and isolation filled the lobby. The only thing I heard were my own shoes echoing with each step. A bit too quiet for my liking, the calm before the storm feeling filled the air. 
I had no time to care about the dark lobby; I had to get to the top floor of this building.
Looks as though I’d have to run up the stairs, all 120 floors. That was a bad idea. By the time I’d get up there the Reaper will have came and left. I had to figure out another way up. The last time I was here Mr. Vile used his security card to work the elevator. 
As I walked past the reception desk a woman’s loud scream filled the room as someone jumped over the counter and tackled me. We both hit the ground with a thud. I looked over and saw the receptionist beside me and she got up and grabbed me. She was guarding the front door. She was stronger than I thought. Yet again a senior is attacking me. Did she and the butler go to the same military training school?  
I had to get her off of me. Time was wasting. Couldn’t hang around the lobby with the crazy receptionist while the Grim Reaper was moments away from appearing.
I tried getting back up but she was holding me down. While screaming like a lunatic she had her hands extended and was trying to go for my throat. I had to act quickly, using both arms I pushed her backwards, as she fell back she hit the back of her head off the reception desk knocking herself out. Would any more seniors be attacking me today?  
I stood back up and brushed myself off. I didn’t think the battle would be so difficult. For a little old lady she was stronger than any man I had to battle in the past. 
There’s one good thing to come from it. I picked up her security card off the floor. I can use it for the elevator. At least now I don’t have to run up the flight of stairs.  
I quickly moved towards the elevator and stopped. I looked back over my shoulder. What was she doing behind the counter? Was she really waiting for someone to come in? Or was it something else? I walked back and looked over the desk. And wouldn’t you know it. A bomb.
 

Chapter 77
 
 Just like the one at warehouse 17. Two bombs in one day, must be a record. Thankfully this one wasn’t counting down. She didn’t have time to set it. I stopped her before she had the chance. 
But why bother with a bomb in this building? 
Unless the oil executives were here in this building as well. And the Black Knights were planning on blowing up this tower after they contacted the Grim Reaper. It was making sense. They would leave the building; the bomb would go off bringing it down. The oil executives would be killed. The bodies of the Black Knights would never be found. Everyone believing their bodies were destroyed by the collapsed building as well. A few years down the line in a new country, the Black Knights could start a new business under fake names and run a new oil company. That’s why Charlie said some rich guy wanted fake passports. With all the biggest oil executives killed off there would be confusion worldwide, the price of oil would free fall. The world would enter chaos. Leading to wars. Lack of leaders. The Black Knights with new identities and a new company would step in and take control. Giving them power. Soon their power would expand, beyond oil. In time they would take control over everything. Set up a World Bank. Control the price of everything. Rule the world. They wouldn’t have to worry about old age and death getting in the way. Giving their souls to the Grim Reaper means they could live forever. While everyone else gets old and dies they would still be in power. Controlling the planet forever. The longer they live the more power they obtain. And it all starts tonight with summing the Grim Reaper.
 
The media would blame the protesters for the bomb. And the protesters wouldn’t be able to deny it because they’d be dead as well. The bomb at warehouse 17 would’ve killed them. Headlines saying the protesters accidentally set off the bomb in the warehouse as they were trying to build a second one. 
The police would never suspect employees of C.Q. Oil of planning their own deaths and blowing up their own building. Taking the oil executives with them, blaming someone else. The whole time The Black Knights members would be off hiding planning to take over the world. 
 
I moved towards the elevator and swiped the card. I pushed the top button above Victor Vile’s office floor. This time I was going to the very top. It started moving up. The big question was what was going to greet me when the doors opened? Would the Black Knights be waiting with guns ready to take me out? I played it safe by moving towards the side of the elevator. If someone was waiting for me with a gun at least I would have some chance. 
It took its time reaching the top floor. Going to the top floor of the tallest building wasn’t quick. However, hearing up beat jazz elevator music playing at a time like this was, odd. 
The elevator came to a stop at the top. A ding as the doors opened and I peeked out, nothing. No one was there. No guards, no men in black robes, just a large empty grey maintenance room. However, near the corner of the room was a staircase leading to a door with a sign labeled “exit to roof, keep closed.” 
An orange flickering light was coming from under it. Looks as though I’ve found them. Going out onto the top of a 120 building was not my idea of a good time. I’d rather be back in my office doing paperwork.   
I made my way over to the staircase and hesitated. I placed my hat on the ground. Not wanting to lose it in the wind. I knew this wasn’t going to be fun. But I climbed it anyway. The city needs me. Who else was going to stop the Grim Reaper?
 

Chapter 78
 
I slowly pushed open the metal door not knowing what I would find on the other side. I moved out onto the rooftop. Sure enough there they all were in a circle in black robes holding burning torches. Victor Vile stood in the middle in front of an altar chanting towards the night sky with his arms raised. Thankfully the full moon lit up the roof. At least I wasn’t in full darkness. 
I’m standing 120 floors up, with a strong wind blowing my hair, which was not helping my nerves. For someone who doesn’t like climbing up to a second story window being one hundred and twenty stories up kinda sucks. Could they not have tried finding a way to call the Grim Reaper at ground level? Maybe in a subway tunnel.
I took cover behind the air ventilator to my right. Couldn’t let them know I was here. I needed to figure out a way to get closer to stop them.  
Victor Vile looked into the dark sky towards the full moon and called out. “Oh Grim Reaper we summon you here tonight.” He lowered his hood. He opened the scroll and started reading from it in a language I didn’t understand. Could be medieval. 
He no longer looked frail or weak. He stood straight. His voice was strong. Not sure if he was faking the frailty when I met him or if he was somehow stronger now calling upon the Grim Reaper. 
Dark thick clouds started to form in front of the full moon. The more he read the more they began to swirl. The clouds started twisting together. He was getting louder. His voice more determined with each word as the swirling clouds started to form a tornado high in the sky reaching down towards the top of the building. 
Looks as though the scroll was the real deal. 
I knew this was my time. I had to stop him. Had to get the scroll from him before he finished reading it. I took off running across the roof straight at Victor passing by men kneeling in black robes
What would I do when I got there? Maybe throw the scroll off the roof, tear it up? Yet again, having a game plan first would be helpful. 
Victor was looking up into the night sky as I made my way to the altar. He turned to move away but I successfully grabbed the scroll from him. Now I had to get over to the side of the building. 
He pointed at me and yelled out. “He’s still alive. Stop him.”
I was a few feet away from the side when three men in black robes tackled me. I was trapped.
The scroll was brought back to Victor as three men in robes held me. 
He stood in front of the altar, his eyes wild. “Nothing can stop this event. Not even you. We have waited far too long. We are on the brink of ruling the world.” He yelled out. For a little guy he sure could yell. He no longer moved like an 80 year old man. But more like a 20 year old. 
“We even thought about having you as one of us. Think back to the job we hired you for. When we heard you could see the dead we wanted you as a member of the Black Knights to help call upon the Grim Reaper. But you did not work out. We had to discredit you in the media. So no one would believe you now.”
It was all making sense. My name was dragged through the mud because they made it happen. All these years of not being loved, because of them.  
“Why do all this?” I yelled out, stalling for time. Stopping him from finishing reading the scroll until I could figure out a way to stop him.
“This night has been hundreds of years in the planning. We honour the goal of our ancestors. They started this and we will end it. We will set the world right. No more wars, no more poverty. All the problems in the world will come to an end. As a child, I grew up poor, starving each night, knowing millions of others were living the same way, wanting it to end. Wanting world leaders to work together to bring an end to suffering. But it never happened. And one day while traveling through the mountains I came across the Black Knights. Learned of their beliefs, their goals and knew it was the right thing. Now together the Black Knights will change the world for the better. Bring an end to suffering. So no child starves. With us in charge we can run every country, end third world starvation. Have one world currency. Create laws that will affect everyone on the planet. Our master plans will be carried out. It will take hundreds of years, but time is something we will have on our side. Death will not stop us. We know what’s right for the world. And will see to it.”
“Sounds like something every warlord throughout history has said.” 
“We are not the bad guys. Those who turn their backs on third world suffering are. Those who do not stop poverty are. We want to change the world. Rule over it to eliminate anything evil or wrong.”
“That’s how wars have started, with that mindset.”  
“This time we will be different, one world government to rule everyone. Finally getting everything right. There are too many problems in the world with too many governments trying to fix them. A one world government would control everything. Others have tried taking control of the world through war only to fail. But the Black Knight members of old came up with a better plan. There will be no war, but we will take control over everything by setting up a one-world government, with us at the helm. Wars lead to rebellions and more wars. But a world run by us will lead to everlasting peace. The world will thank us for our efforts.”
“Sounds like a tall order, how can you carry it out?”
“Our ancestors have been setting it up for a long time. We have our people in the media, in governments all around the world, monitoring information. When the details of the Macabre Scroll came to light we acted on it. We located the Death Coin and acquired it. We had called an oil summit so we could have everyone in one building. With them gone we can do whatever we need to. We will destroy the world and will rebuild it into the utopia it should have always been. It is now time to begin.”
“Billions of people have to die for your dreams of peace to come true.”
“It’s a sacrifice that needs to be made for the greater good in the long run.”
“You’re willing to kill 4 billion people?” 
“The Grim Reaper will, for the greater good.”
“Those words have been said by everyone who led the world into war.”
He turned back towards the sky reading from the scroll. 
As he chanted the tornado increased in size moving towards us. A bright light started to appear within it. The light was shining, getting brighter. The Black Knights members who were holding me looked away and stared into the light. All their dreams were coming true. I knew the Grim Reaper would soon appear and walk the streets of my city. Countless innocents will die. This had to stop. The light was growing bigger. 
Now was my only chance. With all of them distracted I knew if I could grab the coin from the altar and throw it into the light it would all be over. I took off running towards Victor. One after the other the Black Knights members turned and tried grabbing me, but I ducked and turned to avoid each one. 
A few more feet from the coin it was within reach. Just as I was about to pick it up Victor Vile turned and picked me up and threw me across the top of the building. He was stronger than I expected. The light was giving him the power.
He turned back towards the tornado. “And now it’s complete.” He yelled out laughing with his hands in the air. 
A loud explosion echoed throughout the city followed by a flash of white light. The Black Knights stopped chanting and looked into the bright swirling white light. From within appeared a skeleton foot. Stepping onto the roof of the tower. Followed by a skeleton leg and then the whole body, a figure in a black robe. The Grim Reaper stood on the C.Q. Oil Tower. 
 

Chapter 79
 
No one moved. I knew how they felt. Even I couldn’t believe what I was looking at. A 9-foot dark grey skeleton in a black robe, a bony hand holding a thin dark scythe. A wooden shaft with a large silver curved blade at the top. Its skeleton face staring straight ahead, no eyes but I knew it could see. 
It wasn’t an urban legend. It was real. It was standing a few feet in front of us.
The members of the Black Knights bowed down within the circle. They have finally achieved what they’ve always wanted. 
The skeleton’s eyes were cold and lifeless, but yet I knew it was a living thinking thing from beyond. A place no one could comprehend. 
Now comes the big question. How was I going to get the scythe from him? 
With the bright flashing light behind the Reaper, Victor Vile approached holding out the Death Coin. I knew if he handed it over all would be lost. The Grim Reaper would place his hand on their shoulders, taking their souls from them, but granting them eternal life. Some might see eternal life as a prison sentence. Some believe you have to be mortal to see the miracle life is. But not the Black Knights, they see again and death as a punishment. Immortality was their greatest goal.  
 
I knew I couldn’t stand back and watch this happen. I had to do something, even if I had to die doing so. If that’s what it took to save the city and 4 billions lives.
With everyone staring at the Reaper and the bright light from the tornado behind him I took the chance and ran towards the altar. I knew no one would care about stopping me now. 
As I ran towards it I jumped, reaching out with my left hand. I grabbed the scroll off the altar and threw it towards Victor Vile. It was a long shot, but I had to try. It hit Victor’s wrist, knocking the coin free from his hand. I watched it fall to the ground. 
The Grim Reaper lowered his hand from Victor’s and looked down at the coin as it rolled away, as Victor looked over to me in shock. 
The Grim Reaper started to move forward towards the coin. If he picked it up its power would be useless. Someone within the circle has to be holding it. 
The tornado continued to swirl as the Grim Reaper walked past the kneeling Black Knight members he reached out and touched some of them on the shoulder. They fell dead. Causing the others to panic. They didn’t come up here to die, they wanted to live forever. 
I had to avoid being touched as well. I didn’t come up here to die either. Not much choice as to where to run when you’re on top of a skyscraper. 
As the Grim Reaper moved forward it never said a word. Didn’t move fast, simply moving his bone feet one step at a time, reaching out to whoever was closest.   
Nothing more than a skeleton with a hood. But its eyes were cold, as though it knew it was alive but unable to feel. No laughter, no love, no compassion. Just the need to touch and take lives. Maybe it was in its best interest not to feel empathy. How could it take the life of a child if it could feel? It had to be cold. It needed to be distant in order to carry out such a task. Who was it? Was it once human? Did it once have a face? A life of its own?
The light from the tornado behind him kept flashing brighter than anything I’ve ever seen. Bright bolts of lightning shooting out in all directions. I can only imagine what it must look like to anyone in the city looking up.  
“We must get the coin back. Do not leave the circle.” Victor Vile yelled out to the other members.” Trying to maintain order. “Nothing will stop us. Hundreds of years have led up to this moment. We can’t let it pass.” 
Some members were crawling around looking for the coin while trying to avoid the hand of the Reaper. Others were running about trying to get off the building’s rooftop.
I turned and looked at the tornado when I felt I was being pulled towards it. As though an invisible hand was reaching out. Was it my imagination? I looked at the Black Knights as they to were now being pulled towards the light. Some tried finding something to hold on to avoid being pulled inside. 
It was getting stronger as it grew in size. I could feel my feet sliding towards it. The tornado wasn’t supposed to stay open this long. The Grim Reaper was to appear and leave. Now with the portal still open, it was pulling everyone inside.  
One by one each member of the Black Knights were pulled off the roof into the light. I had to hold onto the air vent to avoid ending up like them.
The only thing not being pulled was the Grim Reaper itself. I couldn’t let the Reaper leave the building. He would walk the city touching everyone in its path. 
I knew I had to take the chance to stop all this. I let go of the vent and flew towards the light. At the last moment I twisted my body and slammed into Victor Vile who was holding onto a wire. He lost his balance and flew back slamming into the Reaper itself. Knocking the scythe from its hand.    
Victor continued being pulled towards the light yelling out the whole time.  He was pulled off the building and into the twisting tornado. His screams fading away. Eyes wide in fear.
He would be trapped in another parallel world. Where he would live forever, his wish coming true. But where he was headed it was more like a curse. A place you would not want to be in for a second, but he’d be there forever. Hate to see what he would look like after 3 hundred years.
I looked at the fallen scythe. Now was my chance. I had to grab it and throw it into the light before the Reaper  could pick it back up. I had to play it safe, the pull from the tornado was getting stronger with each passing moment.  
I started to crawl towards it, just a few feet away. Before I could finally pick it up the Reaper turned and was moving towards me. Oh boy. The skeleton face baring down on me. I had to get away. I backed up and found myself right next to the edge of the building. The worst place to. One of the last remaining Black Knight members ran past me in a panic trying to avoid the approaching Reaper. I was bumped into from the side and fell back. 
I could feel my feet leaving the ground. I fell off the building. 
 
 

Chapter 80
 
Luckily I grabbed onto the side at the last moment. 
I was holding the edge with everything I had. I didn’t want to look down. For someone who didn’t like heights’ hanging 120 floors off the ground wasn’t fun.  
The last member of the Black Knights was pulled into the bright twisting tornado. 
Now it was only the Reaper and I left. I looked up over the edge and could see the Reaper approaching my way. He would soon touch me. How was I going to get out of this?   
He was a foot away from me leaning down with his bony hand extended and reached out for me. Looks as though this is where my life ends, at the hands of the Grim Reaper. How ironic.  
“Turn around,  look over here.” 
I heard a woman’s voice. I knew it was Ellen Parks. 
The Grim Reaper stopped reaching for me and turned towards her. She was standing on the rooftop glowing a bright white light. 
He stood motionless for a moment, its hollowed out skeleton eyes looking her way. Who knows, maybe it didn’t understand what it was looking at. It took the souls from the living. Maybe seeing a ghost caught it off guard.  
The one thing I did know for sure was the Reaper was distracted long enough for me to get back onto the roof. Get off this silly ledge.  
I pulled myself back up onto the building and dove underneath it as it turned back to touch me with its bony hand. 
I ran across the roof, grabbed the scythe the whole time being pulled towards the tornado’s white light.
The Grim Reaper turned to follow. it was catching up fast. I could feel my feet sliding across the roof as the light was getting closer and brighter. I had one chance. I knew the Reaper was a few steps behind me. As I approached the edge of the building I threw the scythe into the light and jumped to my left landing on the corner of the roof. Grabbing a hold of a wire.
The Reaper’s attention was pulled from me towards the bright light. It passed by, ignoring me and followed the scythe into the twisting tornado. As it stepped in, a massive flash of white light filled the night sky. 
The tornado started to move away from the tower. The bright light started to fade as the pull on my body eased off.  
I looked back at the altar and saw the Macabre Scroll and Death Coin lying on the roof. They had to go in as well. If left behind some other secret society in the future will seek them and call the Grin Reaper back. It couldn’t be risked. I wanted to keep them, show the media. Let them know what happened here. So I could finally get my respect back. Never again be laughed at. But it was too risky. Keeping it and telling the press about it would cause someone else to seek them out. My respect would have to come from another case. 
Now I had to get rid of them before the portal was gone. I turned and ran across the building and picked up the scroll and coin and ran back towards the light. I had only a few seconds left, the light was almost gone. I had to be careful I wouldn’t fall into it. I reached the edge of the building and threw the coin and scroll inside. A bright flash knocked me back. 
The swirling portal faded back moving up into the sky. A few moments later the dark menacing clouds faded away as the bright full moon reappeared. A million stars filled the quiet sky. As though never there to start with.    
And that was it. The scroll, coin, Black Knights and Grim Reaper were gone. I stood on the roof. Listening to the silence. 
And with that, the evidence I needed to show the world was gone. They would never believe me now. My words would mean nothing without some kind of proof. Any chance to win anyone over and get back into their good books were gone. Looks as though everyone will still go on laughing me at. But it was worth it. At least I saved the city, and 4 billion lives.  Even if they did laugh at me. 
 
With Ellen’s help, we somehow managed to do the impossible, stop the Grim Reaper. Not an easy thing to do. However, it dawned on me I was standing on the edge of a 120 tower, and I wasn’t a fan of heights. I slowly peeked over the side; a large crowd and reporters had gathered looking up. Granted seeing that far down wasn’t easy. After a moment of looking over and my legs feeling shaky I decided to move away from the edge, better that way.  
The funny thing is no one will ever know the truth as to what happened up here. The world is a safer place now and no one knows it. Tomorrow morning kids will wake up and go to school; adults will go to work like the day before. Just the way I like it. This is what I do it for, for making sure the world stays a safer place.       
“I’m glad you showed up when you did. The Grim Reaper had me lined up. If it wasn’t for you I’d be done for.”
“I couldn’t let it win. I knew the Black Knight madness had to stop.”
 
 

Chapter 81
 
The metal door behind me flew open. 
“Well, Look who it is. The most wanted man in the city.”
I knew the voice. I looked over my shoulder and saw Detective Whitmore stepping out onto the roof with four officers behind him. 
“What’s happening here Grey?” He yelled out.  
I looked around the roof then back at him. “Nothing.” I knew he couldn’t see her.
“I know you’re lying.” He looked around the roof and saw nothing. “I saw a bright light coming from up here. We had hundreds of phone calls coming from throughout the city about this place. Saying there was a tornado coming from the sky down to the top of this building. There are thousands of people on the sidewalk all looking up. Countless reporters broadcasting live.”
I looked up into the sky, “As you can see, there’s no tornado happening here.” I looked up at the full moon. “Looks good to me. Maybe the ones who called were seeing something else. As you can see it’s all normal up here.” I turned to walk away with the dame at my side. 
Det. Whitmore looked at me. “I just came from warehouse 17 where protesters were tied up. They said you freed them and defused a bomb. Saying they would’ve been killed if you hadn’t been there.” 
As I walked by I added, “You’ll find the kidnapped oil executives in this building as well. The receptionist is in the lobby along with a bomb I stopped from being set. Turns out the guys from C.Q. Oil wanted to blow up this tower and take out the oil executives from around the world. So they could control everything.” 
Det. Whitmore was left silent. Looking confused. I knew he wanted to arrest me. Or at least take me in for questioning. But what questions would he ask? He didn’t have a clue to what just happened. There were no bodies. The scroll and the coin were thrown into the light.
I figured I’d leave out the part about the Grim Reaper walking on this building’s rooftop. Kind of hard to prove something like that. “They were planning on framing the protesters. The Internet site was fake by the way. C.Q. Oil was running it the whole time. Making it look as though the protesters were behind it. The car bombs were all planted by C.Q. Oil as well.”
Det. Whitmore looked even more confused. “How did you solve all this? Where is Victor Vile and the employees of C.Q. Oil now?”
“Not here anymore.” I kinda lied a bit. “I think they made a run for it. Getting out of the city.”
Whitmore turned to the other officers, silent for a moment. “We… need to find these guys…, let's move.” He yelled out and took off running down the staircase towards the elevator. 
Little did he know, he’d be looking forever. In truth, they were in another world never to come back. Yes, they’ll live forever but where they are you don’t want to live for a second, much less forever.     
 

Chapter 82
 
Now that was all done I decided to head back to my office. Looks as though everything is finished here. Thankfully I didn’t have to walk down the stairs. I’ll just take the elevator with Ellen at my side.
I had to sneak out the back door of the tower to avoid the media. Didn’t want them seeing me and having a fun time writing articles making me look like a freak. The less they know about me being here the better.
  
I finally reached my office. I took a moment to sit back in my squeaky chair and rest. That was a lot of running around for the past few days. I looked out the open space where my window used to be. Later in the day, the office will be filled with workers replacing it. It won’t be long until things around here look normal. But for now, I’ll enjoy the view of the city in the morning sunrise through the open space. Enjoy the cool breeze coming through. Cathy would be happy seeing me enjoying the sunrise.
I planned on hanging the million-dollar painting of the 4 hours in my place in the living room when I got home. Where else would I put it? Never had something so expensive in my home before. 
I looked over my shoulder when I heard Clair walk into the office. She made her way over to my office door and leaned on the doorframe.
“All this because members of a secret society thought they knew best for the world.” She said.
I nodded “For countless generations the Black Knights  were planning on taking over the world. Taught their children to take over were they left off. Countless generations of members waiting for the opportunity. They had everything planned out. They knew what they were doing. Jonathan Parks was to play a big role. His wife death was to pull me in. Knowing I’d come across the key at some point. I must say they did a lot of prep work. Telling me lies about him having an affair so I wouldn’t suspect anything.”
“Imagine being so dedicated to something you’d give your life to become a ghost just to fool someone.”
“But his guilt over killing her got to him. And he ended up taking his own life for it.”
“That got all the other members nervous. All those generations of planning at risk.” 
“They had to know what he said to me at the house.” I laughed. “Turns out he didn’t say anything. I just played along. Said it was about the affair. Nothing about the Grim Reaper, as they all worried about.” 
“They thought you would make the Black Knights public in the media. They wouldn’t be able to hide.”   
“He did love her though. Even though his work got in the way and the marriage seemed cold. It was her death that made him see sense.” 
“But they kept pressuring you for information.”
“The more they pressed, the more it led me to believe something more was going on. If they had left it I wouldn’t have investigated so much. They would have gotten away with it.” 
“Imagine if you hadn’t stopped them. Where the C.Q. Oil executives would be now.”
“True, their tower would be gone, blown up. Everyone would’ve believed the C.Q. Oil executives were all killed. Along with the oil executives from around the world. The protesters would be blamed. The media would’ve written it off as a terrorist attack. The police would’ve thought the protesters were making another bomb in warehouse 17 and it went off too early. Killing them as well.”
“But the C.Q. Oil executives would’ve been safe the whole time.”
I nodded, “They would’ve left the tower before the bomb went off. They would slip out of the country with their new identities. Starting over again but not having to worry about time, because time was no longer an issue for them. They could set their goals of global domination hundreds of years down the road and not worry about aging or death. After everyone alive today died off they would rise up, no one questioning who they are.”
“Billions of lives lost.” 
I nodded. “The Reaper walking the earth. In the future the Black Knights would’ve rewritten history. Saying it was a plague.”
She shook her head. “And it looks as though you saved the day, yet again.” 
“All in a days work.” I smiled.
She looked out the open window. “You like your new view?” it gives your office a new look.” She turned to leave my office and closed my door.
I looked back outside at the rising sun. Couldn’t imagine the sun having such colours. The serenity in this view, the cool morning air felt refreshing. Someone standing behind me caught my attention. 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 83
 
“It’s all over, isn’t it?”
I knew the voice. I turned around. It was the dame, Ellen Parks. Standing in the same place I first saw her. Wearing the same red dress. “Yes, the war is over. The Grim Reaper is gone for good. And the scroll and Death Coin went with him. Looks as though no one will be able to call upon him again.”
“At least I know no one will be hurt.” 
I nodded “What started out as a simple case sure turned into something bigger. Who knew the world was a risk.”
“What will you do?”
“What I’ve always done. Go onto another case and save the city.”
“Don’t you ever take vacations?”
I shook my head, “This city needs me. I can’t afford the time for a vacation. When there’s no more crime. I’ll take a vacation.”
“I never wanted to die. I guess no one ever does. But somehow I know I can’t stay here anymore. My life isn’t over, it’s a new phase beginning.” 
“Everyone always believes death is the end. But they soon realize life goes on. No one ever dies. We all have eternal life.”  
My office started to turn dark. Not like the lights were turned low but as though the light was being pulled away. Replaced with a complete utter darkness. Everything around me faded away. It’s as if the walls no longer existed. As though the missing window and everything outside was now gone. The door to Clair’s office was no longer visible. Everything around me replaced with complete darkness. The type your eyes could never get used to no matter how long you stared into it. 
A bright white glowing light appeared hovering across from me. Where the filing cabinet should be. But in this darkness it and everything in the office was now gone. 
The light was warm. Calling out in a hypnotic way. Like an invisible voice saying it was time to come home, as though alive in a way. 
Ellen knew it was her time. She had seen it before but turned her back. Now she knew she could enter. As she approached she looked over her shoulder and nodded. As if to say thank you for all I have done. 
I saw a faint silhouette of someone within the light waiting for her. A glowing light was around them. The figure moved closer, I could see it was Jonathan Parks. He looked at Ellen with sadness in his eyes. As though he knew what he had done and wanted forgiveness.
She walked towards him and hugged him. I could tell through it all they had loved each other. They had let their money get in the way and lost the love. He cared about the C.Q. Oil Company too much. But with them both in the afterlife they have found their love again. Found forgiveness. Hopefully whatever’s on the other side lets them find their happiness they once had.  
She stood by his side as they walked into the light and disappeared. The bright white light faded from the room. My office returned as though nothing had happened. Anyone walking on the sidewalk would have seen nothing if they had been looking up. 
 

Chapter 84
 
After she left I turned back towards the window and looked back over the city.
The sun was beginning to rise. It looked as though it would be a bright sunny day. For the first time, I could see the light. Even the birds were out singing. I forgot how nice the sunrise was. Being the type of person who works all night. This daytime thing was something I missed out on. 
A knock at my office door, I turned to see Clair standing there. “I new client for you Mr. Gray.”
I looked over my shoulder and in walked a lady in a green dress. I knew she was a ghost.
“Mr. Gray, What do you know about the movie industry and murder?” 
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        this.setUpGoToButtonsBounds();
        this.buttonsTimeout = null;
        this.buttonUnderMouseCursor = null;
        this.setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(this.goToPrevButtonElement);
        this.setButtonFocusHandlers(this.goToPrevButtonElement);
        this.setButtonKeyupHandlers(this.goToPrevButtonElement);
        this.setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(this.goToNextButtonElement);
        this.setButtonFocusHandlers(this.goToNextButtonElement);
        this.setButtonKeyupHandlers(this.goToNextButtonElement);
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(this.maximizeButtonElement);
            this.setButtonFocusHandlers(this.maximizeButtonElement);
        }
    }
    
    setUpGoToButtonsBounds() {
        var preferredButtonMargin = window.getComputedStyle(this.goToPrevButtonElement).getPropertyValue("--margin");
        var minButtonMargin = 2.0;
        var preferredButtonWidth = this.goToPrevButtonElement.getBoundingClientRect().width;
        var preferredButtonLayoutWidth = preferredButtonWidth + 2 * preferredButtonMargin;
        var viewfinderWidth = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect().width;
        var buttonLayoutWidth = preferredButtonLayoutWidth;
        if (buttonLayoutWidth > viewfinderWidth / 2) {
            // One button plus its margins must not occupy more than half the viewfinder.
            buttonLayoutWidth = viewfinderWidth / 2;
        }
        var buttonWidth = preferredButtonWidth;
        var buttonMargin = (buttonLayoutWidth - buttonWidth) / 2;
        if (buttonMargin < minButtonMargin) {
            // The margin would result less than the minimum.
            // Shrink the button to ensure a minimum margin.
            buttonMargin = minButtonMargin;
            buttonWidth = buttonLayoutWidth - 2 * buttonMargin;
            if (buttonWidth <= 0) {
                // The available width (half of the viewfinder) is less than the minimum margins.
                // Use all the available width for the button.
                buttonMargin = 0;
                buttonWidth = buttonLayoutWidth / 2;
            }
        }
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.left = buttonMargin + "px";
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.width = buttonWidth + "px";
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.height = buttonWidth + "px";
        this.goToNextButtonElement.style.right = buttonMargin + "px";
        this.goToNextButtonElement.style.width = buttonWidth + "px";
        this.goToNextButtonElement.style.height = buttonWidth + "px";
        this.goToActiveWidth = 0.2 * viewfinderWidth;
        if (this.goToActiveWidth < buttonLayoutWidth) {
            // The area where a click is equivalent to clicking a go-to button
            // shouldn't be less than the width of the button plus the button margins.
            this.goToActiveWidth = buttonLayoutWidth;
        }
    }
    
    handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent(e) {
        var movePrevious = false;
        var moveNext = false;
        if (e.keyCode == 13 || e.keyCode == 32) /* Spacebar or Enter */ {
            e.preventDefault();
            if (e.target == this.goToPrevButtonElement) {
                movePrevious = true;
            }
            else if(e.target == this.goToNextButtonElement) {
                moveNext = true;
            }
        }
        else if (e.keyCode == 37) /* Left Arrow */ {
            movePrevious = true;
        }
        else if (e.keyCode == 39) /* Right Arrow */ {
            moveNext = true;
        }
        if (movePrevious) {
            if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex > 0) {
                this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex == 0) {
                    this.goToNextButtonElement.focus();
                }
            }
        }
        if (moveNext) {
            if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex == this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                    this.goToPrevButtonElement.focus();
                }
            }
        }
        if (movePrevious || moveNext) {
            this.updateButtonsDisplayState();
        }
    }
    
    setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(buttonElement) {
        buttonElement.onmouseenter = this.onMouseEnterButton.bind(this, buttonElement);
        buttonElement.onmouseleave = this.onMouseLeaveButton.bind(this, buttonElement);
    }
    
    setButtonFocusHandlers(buttonElement) {
        buttonElement.onfocus = this.onButtonGainedFocus.bind(this, buttonElement);
        buttonElement.onblur = this.onButtonLostFocus.bind(this, buttonElement);
    }
    
    setButtonKeyupHandlers(buttonElement) {
        buttonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent.bind(this);
    }
    
    setButtonsVisibility(showPrev, showNext, showMaximize) {
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToPrevButtonElement, showPrev);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToNextButtonElement, showNext);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.maximizeButtonElement, showMaximize);
    }
    
    hideButtonsNotUnderMouseCursor() {
        var showPrev = this.buttonUnderMouseCursor == this.goToPrevButtonElement;
        var showNext = this.buttonUnderMouseCursor == this.goToNextButtonElement;
        var showMaximize = this.buttonUnderMouseCursor == this.maximizeButtonElement;
        this.setButtonsVisibility(showPrev, showNext, showMaximize);
    }
    
    startButtonsTimeout() {
        this.buttonsTimeout = setTimeout(function() { this.hideButtonsNotUnderMouseCursor() }.bind(this), 2500);
    }
    
    killButtonsTimeout() {
        if (this.buttonsTimeout) {
            clearTimeout(this.buttonsTimeout);
            this.buttonsTimeout = null;
        }
    }
    
    hideButtonsWithoutDelay() {
        this.killButtonsTimeout();
        this.setButtonsVisibility(false, false, false);
    }
    
    viewfinderActionForMousePosition(point) {
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var currentItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
        var viewfinderWidth = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect().width;
        var x = point.x;
        
        if (currentItemIndex > 0) {
            if (x < this.goToActiveWidth) {
                return ViewfinderAction.goToPrev;
            }
        }
        var showNext = false;
        if (currentItemIndex + 1 < itemCount) {
            if (viewfinderWidth - x < this.goToActiveWidth) {
                return ViewfinderAction.goToNext;
            }
        }
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            return ViewfinderAction.maximize;
        }
        return ViewfinderAction.none;
    }
    
    updateButtonsVisibility(point) {
        var action = this.viewfinderActionForMousePosition(point);
        var showPrev = action == ViewfinderAction.goToPrev;
        var showNext = action == ViewfinderAction.goToNext;
        var showMaximize = true;
        
        if (!this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.viewfinderElement.style.cursor = (showPrev || showNext) ? 'pointer' : 'default';
        }
        this.setButtonsVisibility(showPrev, showNext, showMaximize);
        this.updateButtonsDisplayState();
    }

    updateButtonsDisplayState() {
        // Update display style of the next/previous buttons so that they are present/removed from the
        // focus loop at the correct indexes.
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var currentIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
        if (currentIndex == 0) {
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.tabIndex = -1;
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
        else {
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.tabIndex = 0;
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.display = 'block';
        }
        
        if (currentIndex == itemCount - 1) {
            this.goToNextButtonElement.tabIndex = -1;
            this.goToNextButtonElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
        else {
            this.goToNextButtonElement.tabIndex = 0;
            this.goToNextButtonElement.style.display = 'block';
        }
    }
    
    onMouseMoveInViewfinder(point) {
        this.killButtonsTimeout();
        this.updateButtonsVisibility(point);
        this.startButtonsTimeout();
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinder(point) {
        this.hideButtonsWithoutDelay();
    }
    
    onClickInViewfinder(point) {
        this.killButtonsTimeout();
        var action = this.viewfinderActionForMousePosition(point);
        switch (action) {
            case ViewfinderAction.goToPrev:
                this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                break;
            case ViewfinderAction.goToNext:
                this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                break;
            case ViewfinderAction.maximize:
                if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
                    this.galleryObject.maximizeFrame();
                }
                break;
        }
        this.updateButtonsVisibility(point);
        this.startButtonsTimeout();
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.hideButtonsWithoutDelay();
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.hideButtonsWithoutDelay();
    }
    
    onMouseEnterButton(buttonElement) {
        this.buttonUnderMouseCursor = buttonElement;
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveButton(buttonElement) {
        this.buttonUnderMouseCursor = null;
    }
    
    onButtonGainedFocus(buttonElement) {
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, true);
    }
    
    onButtonLostFocus(buttonElement) {
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, false);
    }
}

class GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        
    }
}

class GalleryImageAndCaptionRollsManager {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        var galleryElement = galleryObject.galleryElement;
        this.imageRollElement = galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-roll")[0];
        if (galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption").length > 1) {
            this.captionRollElement = galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll")[0];
        }
    }
    
    removeTransition() {
        this.imageRollElement.classList.remove("gallery-image-roll-transition");
        if (this.captionRollElement) {
            this.captionRollElement.style.visibility = 'unset';
        }
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.removeTransition();
        if (animate) {
            if (this.captionRollElement) {
                this.captionRollElement.style.visibility = 'hidden';
            }
            this.imageRollElement.classList.add("gallery-image-roll-transition");
            this.imageRollElement.addEventListener("transitionend", this.removeTransition.bind(this));
        }
        this.imageRollElement.style.left = -(newItemIndex * 100) + "%";
        if (this.captionRollElement) {
            this.captionRollElement.style.left = -(newItemIndex * 100) + "%";
        }
    }
}

class GalleryAccessibilityManager extends GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        super(galleryObject);
        this.announcementRegionElement =  this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("ax-announcement-region")[0];
        if (this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll").length > 0) {
            this.initializeCaptionIDs();
        }
    }

    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        var images = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-full-image"));
        var captions = [];
        if (this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll").length > 0) {
            var captionRollElement = this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll")[0];
            captions = Array.prototype.slice.call(captionRollElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption"));
        }
        images.forEach(function(image, imageIndex) {
                       if(captions.length > 0) {
                       var captionIndex = captions.length > 1 ? imageIndex : 0;
                       var caption = captions[captionIndex];
                       var captionTextElement = this.getFirstParagraphElementOfCaption(caption);
                       if (captionTextElement) {
                       var shouldHide = captions.length > 1 && newItemIndex != captionIndex;
                       captionTextElement.setAttribute("aria-hidden", shouldHide ? "true" : "false");
                       }

                       if (newItemIndex == imageIndex) {
                       this.announceForAccessibility(images[newItemIndex].getAttribute("aria-label"));
                       }
                       }
                       }, this);
    }

    initializeCaptionIDs() {
        if (this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll").length > 0) {
            var captionRollElement = this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll")[0];
            var captions = Array.prototype.slice.call(captionRollElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption"));
            var galleryObject = this.galleryObject;
            captions.forEach(function(caption, index) {
                             var captionTextElement = this.getFirstParagraphElementOfCaption(caption);
                             if (captionTextElement) {
                             captionTextElement.id = galleryObject.getCaptionElementIDForIndex(index);
                             }
                             }, this);
        }
    }

    getFirstParagraphElementOfCaption(caption) {
        var paragraphTagNameArray = ["p", "li" ];
        for (var index = 0; index < paragraphTagNameArray.length; index++) {
            var paragraphTagName = paragraphTagNameArray[index];
            var paragraphElementList = caption.getElementsByTagName(paragraphTagName);
            if (paragraphElementList.length > 0) {
                return paragraphElementList[0];
            }
        }
        // no paragraphs/list items
        return null;
    }

    announceForAccessibility(announcement) {
        var liveRegionElement = this.announcementRegionElement;
        setTimeout(function() {
                   liveRegionElement.setAttribute("aria-label", announcement);
                   }, 500);

    }
}

class GalleryDotManager extends GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        super(galleryObject);
        this.dotContainerElement = galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-container")[0];
        this.setupDotElementKeyupHandlers();
    }
    
    setupDotElementKeyupHandlers() {
        var dotElements = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-selectable"));
        dotElements.concat(Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current")));
        var handler = this.handleDotElementKeyUpEvent.bind(this);
        dotElements.forEach(function(dotElement) {
                            dotElement.onkeyup = handler;
                            });
    }
    
    handleDotElementKeyUpEvent(e) {
        var element = e.target;
        var currentIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        if (e.keyCode == 37) /* Left Arrow */ {
            if (currentIndex > 0) {
                this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                var selectedDotElement = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current"))[0];
                selectedDotElement.focus();
            }
        }
        else if (e.keyCode == 39) /* Right Arrow */ {
            if (currentIndex < itemCount - 1) {
                this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                var selectedDotElement = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current"))[0];
                selectedDotElement.focus();
            }
        }
    }
    
    deselectCurrentDot() {
        var currentDotGroupCollection = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current");
        if (currentDotGroupCollection.length > 0) {
            currentDotGroupCollection[0].setAttribute("aria-checked", "false");
            currentDotGroupCollection[0].tabIndex = -1;
            currentDotGroupCollection[0].className = "gallery-dot-selectable";
        }
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.deselectCurrentDot();
        var newCurrentDot = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-selectable")[newItemIndex];
        newCurrentDot.setAttribute("aria-checked", "true");
        newCurrentDot.tabIndex = 0;
        newCurrentDot.className = "gallery-dot-current";

        // work around a bug where WebKit will not render DOM updates sometimes, by temporarily
        // setting the div to display:none, and then back to its previous value.
        var dotDisplay = newCurrentDot.style.display;
        newCurrentDot.style.display = "none";

        setTimeout(function() {
            newCurrentDot.style.display = dotDisplay;
        }, 0);
    }
}

class GalleryMouselessButtonsManager extends GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        super(galleryObject);
        var viewfinderElement = galleryObject.viewfinderElement;
        this.goToPrevButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToPrev")[0];
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.goToPrevFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent;
        this.goToNextButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToNext")[0];
        this.goToNextButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.goToNextFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        this.goToNextButtonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent;
        this.maximizeButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-maximize")[0];
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.maximizeButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.maximizeFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        }
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var showNext = newItemIndex + 1 < this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var showPrev = newItemIndex > 0;
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToPrevButtonElement, showPrev);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToNextButtonElement, showNext);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.maximizeButtonElement, true);
    }
}


class GalleryViewfinderManager {
    addViewfinderHandlers() {
        this.viewfinderElement.onclick = this.onClickInViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmouseenter = this.onMouseEnterViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmouseleave = this.onMouseLeaveViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmousemove = this.onMouseMoveInViewfinder.bind(this);
    }
    
    addObservers() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray = [];
        if (!useMouselessButtons()) {
            this.viewfinderObserverArray.push(new GalleryButtonsViewfinderManager(this));
        }
    }
    
    constructor (galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        this.galleryElement = galleryObject.galleryElement;
        this.viewfinderElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-viewfinder")[0];
        
        this.addViewfinderHandlers();
        this.addObservers();
    }
    
    viewfinderMouseEventCoordinates(event) {
        var viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
        var point = { "x" : event.clientX - viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : event.clientY - viewfinderBounds.top };
        return point;
    }
    
    onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, handlerName) {
        try {
            var point = this.viewfinderMouseEventCoordinates(event);
            this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                                 observer[handlerName](point);
                                                 });
            stopEventPropagation(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onMouseMoveInViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseMoveInViewfinder");
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseEnterViewfinder");
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseLeaveViewfinder");
    }
    
    onClickInViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onClickInViewfinder");
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                             observer.onPageShow();
                                             });
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                             observer.onPageHide();
                                             });
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex) {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function(observer) {
                                             observer.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex);
                                             });
    }
    
}

class TouchManager {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        this.viewfinderElement = galleryObject.viewfinderElement;
        this.viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
        this.frameWidth = this.viewfinderBounds.width;
        this.dragTouchID = null;
        this.goToPrevButtonElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToPrev")[0];
        this.goToNextButtonElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToNext")[0];
        var element = this.viewfinderElement;
        element.addEventListener("touchstart", this.onTouchStart.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchmove", this.onTouchMove.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchend", this.onTouchEnd.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchcancel", this.onTouchCancel.bind(this), true);
    }
    
    viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event) {
        if (this.dragTouchID) {
            var changedTouchCount = event.changedTouches.length;
            for (var changedTouchIndex = 0; changedTouchIndex < changedTouchCount; changedTouchIndex++) {
                var changedTouch = event.changedTouches[changedTouchIndex];
                if (changedTouch.identifier == this.dragTouchID) {
                    var point = { "x" : changedTouch.pageX - this.viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : changedTouch.pageY - this.viewfinderBounds.top };
                    return point;
                }
            }
        }
        return null;
    }
    
    onTouchEvent(event, doDump) {
        if (doDump) {
        }
        stopEventPropagation(event);
        event.preventDefault();
        if (event.changedTouches.length == 0) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchStart(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, true);
            if (!this.dragTouchID) {
                if (event.changedTouches.length > 0) {
                    var changedTouch = event.changedTouches[0];
                    this.dragTouchID = changedTouch.identifier;
                    this.dragStartPoint = this.viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event);
                    this.dragStartTime = new Date().getTime();
                    this.dragStartX = this.dragStartPoint.x;
                    this.dragStartItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
                    this.lastTouchPosition = this.dragStartPoint;
                }
            }
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchMove(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, false);
            var changedTouchPosition = this.viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event);
            if (changedTouchPosition) {
                var dragCurrX = changedTouchPosition.x;
                var deltaX = dragCurrX - this.dragStartX;
                var relativeDeltaX = deltaX / this.frameWidth;
                var newItemIndex = this.dragStartItemIndex - relativeDeltaX;
                if (newItemIndex >= 0 && newItemIndex <= this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                    this.galleryObject.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, false);
                }
                this.lastTouchPosition = changedTouchPosition;
            }
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchEndOrCancel(event) {
        var changedTouchPosition = this.viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event);
        if (changedTouchPosition) {
            var dragEndPoint = changedTouchPosition;
            var dragEndTime = new Date().getTime();
            var didChangeIndex = false;
            var endItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
            var intEndItemIndex = Math.round(endItemIndex);
            var deltaT = dragEndTime - this.dragStartTime;
            // If duration short enough.
            if (deltaT < 250) {
                // If it hasn't resulted in a current item change.
                if (intEndItemIndex == this.dragStartItemIndex) {
                    var absDeltaX = Math.abs(dragEndPoint.x-this.dragStartPoint.x);
                    var absDeltaY = Math.abs(dragEndPoint.y-this.dragStartPoint.y);
                    // If absDeltaX is not trivially small
                    // and absDeltaY is no larger than a fraction of absDeltaX.
                    if (absDeltaX >= 50 && absDeltaY <= 0.4 * absDeltaX) {
                        if (endItemIndex > intEndItemIndex) {
                            if (intEndItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                                intEndItemIndex++;
                                didChangeIndex = true;
                            }
                        } else if (endItemIndex < intEndItemIndex) {
                            if (intEndItemIndex > 0) {
                                intEndItemIndex--;
                                didChangeIndex = true;
                            }
                        }
                    }
                }
            }
            
            this.galleryObject.changeCurrentItemIndex(intEndItemIndex, true);
            
            if (!didChangeIndex) {
                // see if we can handle this as a tap
                if (this.dragStartPoint.x == dragEndPoint.x && this.dragStartPoint.y == dragEndPoint.y) {
                    var viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
                    var prevButtonBounds = this.goToPrevButtonElement.getBoundingClientRect();
                    var nextButtonBounds = this.goToNextButtonElement.getBoundingClientRect();
                    var pointInViewfinder = { "x" : event.changedTouches[0].clientX - viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : event.changedTouches[0].clientY - viewfinderBounds.top };
                    prevButtonBounds.x -= viewfinderBounds.x;
                    prevButtonBounds.y -= viewfinderBounds.y;
                    nextButtonBounds.x -= viewfinderBounds.x;
                    nextButtonBounds.y -= viewfinderBounds.y;
                    
                    var x = pointInViewfinder.x;
                    var y = pointInViewfinder.y;
                    var gotoPrev = prevButtonBounds.x <= x && x <= prevButtonBounds.x + prevButtonBounds.width && prevButtonBounds.y <= y && y <= prevButtonBounds.y + prevButtonBounds.height;
                    var gotoNext = nextButtonBounds.x <= x && x <= nextButtonBounds.x + nextButtonBounds.width && nextButtonBounds.y <= y && y <= nextButtonBounds.y + nextButtonBounds.height;
                    
                    if (gotoPrev) {
                        if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex > 0)  {
                            this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                        }
                    }
                    else if (gotoNext) {
                        if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                            this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                        }
                    }
                }
            }
            
            this.dragStartX = null;
            this.dragStartItemIndex = null;
            this.dragTouchID = null;
            this.lastTouchPosition = null;
        }
    }
    
    onTouchEnd(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, true);
            this.onTouchEndOrCancel(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchCancel(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, true);
            this.onTouchEndOrCancel(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
}

class Gallery {
    createImageRollElement() {
        this.viewfinderElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-viewfinder")[0];
        this.imageRollElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-roll")[0];
        
        var imageFrameElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-cropper"));
        this.itemCount = imageFrameElementArray.length;
    }
    
    completeItemCaptionElements() {
        //this.itemCaptionRolodexElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-item-caption-rolodex")[0];
        //this.itemCaptionRolodexElement.onclick = stopEventPropagation;
    }
    
    addSelectionDots() {
        this.dotContainerElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-container")[0];
        this.innerDotContainerElement = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-inner-container")[0];
        if (this.innerDotContainerElement.getBoundingClientRect().width < this.dotContainerElement.getBoundingClientRect().width) {
            var dotExtenderElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.innerDotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-extender"));
            for (var itemIndex = 0; itemIndex < this.itemCount; itemIndex++) {
                var dotExtenderElement = dotExtenderElementArray[itemIndex];
                dotExtenderElement.onclick = this.selectFrame.bind(this, itemIndex);

                var captionIndex = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption").length > 1 ? itemIndex : 0;
                var captionID = this.getCaptionElementIDForIndex(captionIndex);
                var dotElement = dotExtenderElement.getElementsByTagName("span")[0];
                dotElement.setAttribute("aria-describedby", captionID);
            }
        } else {
            this.innerDotContainerElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
    }
    
    completeTree() {
        this.createImageRollElement();
        this.completeItemCaptionElements();
        if (!this.isFullscreen()) {
            this.addSelectionDots();
        }
    }
    
    addWindowEventListeners() {
        window.addEventListener("pageshow", this.onPageShow.bind(this));
        window.addEventListener("pagehide", this.onPageHide.bind(this));
    }
    
    createObservers() {
        this.currentItemObserverArray = [];
        if (!this.isFullscreen()) {
            this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryDotManager(this));
            if (useMouselessButtons()) {
                this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryMouselessButtonsManager(this));
            }
        }
        this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryAccessibilityManager(this));
    }
    
    startUp() {
        this.currentItemIndex = -1;
        var newItemIndex = parseInt(this.galleryElement.getAttribute("data-current-item-index"));
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, false);
        
    }
    
    constructor (galleryElement) {
        this.galleryElement = galleryElement;
        
        this.completeTree();
        
        this.viewfinderManager = new GalleryViewfinderManager(this);
        
        this.addWindowEventListeners();
        
        this.createObservers();
        this.imageAndCaptionRollsManager = new GalleryImageAndCaptionRollsManager(this);
        
        if (!useMouselessButtons()) {
            this.touchManager = new TouchManager(this);
        }
        
        this.startUp();
    }
    
    isFullscreen() {
        return false;
    }
    
    changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, animate) {
        if (this.currentItemIndex != newItemIndex) {
            if (Math.abs(newItemIndex - this.currentItemIndex) > 1.0) {
                // Animation is supported only between neighbouring frames.
                animate = false;
            }
            this.imageAndCaptionRollsManager.onCurrentItemChange(this.currentItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate);
            var intCurrentItemIndex = Math.round(this.currentItemIndex);
            var intNewItemIndex = Math.round(newItemIndex);
            if (intNewItemIndex != intCurrentItemIndex) {
                this.onCurrentItemChange(intCurrentItemIndex, intNewItemIndex, animate);
                this.galleryElement.setAttribute("data-current-item-index", intNewItemIndex);
            }
            this.currentItemIndex = newItemIndex;
            this.updateImagesAXVisibility();
        }
    }
    
    updateImagesAXVisibility() {
        var currentIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        var images = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-full-image"));
        images.forEach(function(image, index) {
                       image.setAttribute("aria-hidden", index == currentIndex ? "false" : "true");
                       });
    }
    
    goToPrevFrame() {
        var currentItemIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(currentItemIndex-1, true);
    }
    
    goToNextFrame() {
        var currentItemIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(currentItemIndex+1, true);
    }
    
    selectFrame(newItemIndex) {
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, true);
    }
    
    maximizeFrame() {
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.currentItemObserverArray.forEach(function(observer) {
                                              observer.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate);
                                              });
        
        this.viewfinderManager.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex);
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.viewfinderManager.onPageShow();
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.viewfinderManager.onPageHide();
    }
    
    getCaptionElementIDForIndex(index) {
        var captionIndex = index+1;
        return this.galleryElement.id + "-caption-" + captionIndex;
    }
    
    static setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, visible) {
        if (buttonElement) {
            buttonElement.style.opacity = visible ? 1.0 : 0.0;
        }
    }
}

class RegularGallery extends Gallery {
    static setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass(className) {
        var elementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(document.getElementsByClassName(className));
        elementArray.forEach(
                             function(element) {
                             element.style.display = 'none';
                             });
    }
    
    static loadGalleries() {
        this.setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass("gallery-fallback");
        this.setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass("gallery-fallback-separator");
        
        var galleryElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(document.getElementsByClassName("gallery"));
        galleryElementArray.forEach(function(galleryElement) {
                                    galleryElement.style.display = '';
                                    new RegularGallery(galleryElement);
                                    });
    }
}


function Body_onLoad() {
    RegularGallery.loadGalleries();
}
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