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Introduction

 


When is detective a good criminologist? When he
has a good partner. When is a ‘Who Dun It’ a good mystery? When it
is full of twist and turns, murders, scams, secrets, revenge and
villains. When is a crime solved? When the clues reveal a motive.
What trips up a villain in getting caught? When they believe they
have all the answers, and fall prey to their own stupidity in
believing no one is on to them. Can even a villain trust his own
comrades, even if they are his faithful son’s? Do the walls have
ears, and eyes? Do you believe in Ghost? Are Ghost real or a
figment of your imagination? I dare you to believe in Ghost. Our
criminologist does. And they make a great team in solving the
Morris Hotel mystery.

 


 



Chapter 1

The Morris Hotel

 


 


A young man around 20 or 22years of age
.dressed in faded blue jeans, wearing a tie dyed t-shirt that had
to have never been anywhere near washing machine. Long dirty hair,
and hands that matched, shoes that seen better days and wore no
sacks. The blue jeans where belted with what looked like a curtain
cord with tassels still attached. Arrived at the Morris Hotel
Dinning room. Approached the table at the hotels restaurant where a
lone man 30 maybe 35 sat dressed in Brown corded slacks, and sports
jacket to match that had leather elbow patches, and a gray
T-shirt.. “Are you Mr. Kenny Dumont, Sir, the mystery
writer?”

“Yes, and I would say you are a
mystery walking. How did you get past the Matredee of this find
establishment dressed like that.” Mr. Kenny Dumont asked the young
man.

“Sir, I own this fine
establishment, or rather I will when the estate is settled in my
favor. My Great Uncle Theodosius Morris, the late Theo Morris past
away one month ago. Please may I sit. It is a long story and that
is why you are here. I believe my Great Uncle Theo invited you to
come here before his passing. He was staging one of his mystery
week-ends which he does every month. A ‘Who Done it Mystery’ where
the guest must discover who killed the victim, why and with what. I
understand you where to be a special surprise guest at this
week-ends who done it. I regret it has been canceled, and the guest
booked for that weekend have been refunded their money. I am sorry
but I didn’t want to cancel your appearance on the matter of my
Uncles death being the unplanned murder victim. Or rather the
victim of a heart attack on the eve of the last who done it when
the real victim or rather the actor who was to play the murder
victim was discovered passed out drunk in his dressing room and my
Great Uncles body was found in suite 13 dead on the floor instead.
The county Coroner said it was a heart attack, and mysteriously
some medical records showed up to confirm my Great Uncle had a
heart condition, along with several relatives who arrived I never
heard off. Who are contesting my Great Uncles Last Will and
Testament, claiming Uncle Theo is a long last older brother. They
presented all kinds of documents to support that claim. I am to be
disinherited if the probate court agrees with them Mr.
Dumont.”

“You have me at a disadvantage
here, you know who I am, who might you be.”

“I am Theo Stover, my mother was
Great Uncle Theo’s niece on his youngest sister side. My
grandmother runaway at age 18, pregnant with child by a local teen
here in Morristown, gave birth to my mother. Grandmother raised my
mother as a single mother as my Grandfather never stuck around to
take responsibilities. My mother married late at age 23 and I came
along, and my father like my grandfather didn’t stick around
either, and I am 22. My grandmother passed when I was 15, and that
was when my mother discovered her mother had an older brother. For
the last 7 years I have been a fixture here at the Morris Hotel
during the summer and when my mother past away two years ago I have
been living here since. Uncle Morris has been my family, and not
once has he mentioned having a younger brother. Yet, only recently
out of nowhere this younger brother a widower shows up with his Son
and his Daughter-in-law. Even more mysteriously there suddenly
appears a family bible found up in the attic of Uncle Theo’s family
home showing a family tree mentioning the birth of a younger
brother 12 years earlier after my grandmother was born. That family
bible list my grandmother as having died at age 18. In essences
never leaving Morristown pregnant and in disgrace. Therefore my
mother and myself do not exist. With Uncle Theo dead, my
grandmother and my mother dead. It is there word against mine that
Uncle Theodosius is my Great Uncle.” Theo Stover told Mr.
Dumont.

“Young man, certainly you have
birth certificates, yours, your mothers, and grandmothers.” Kenny
Dumont asked.

“I have mine, but not my mothers
or her mother. I lost my mother in a house fire two years ago. Any
proof of my lineage to Uncle Theo is gone. Mother didn’t even know
her mother was a Morris until grandmother passed on. Grandmothers
birth certificate clearly showed her parentage born here in
Morristown to Mr. and Mrs. Theodosius Morris the First of
Morristown and a few letters grandmother had between her older
brother before she left town and a couple after that. My great
grandparents disowned their daughter for getting in the family way
and running away. Her brother did not know of this family disgrace
at first until his parents found out they where corresponding after
my grandmother ran away. Then it ended on threats that Great Uncle
Morris would be disinherited. Grandmother last letter to her
brother was to forget she ever existed. Grandmother changed
addresses several times after that. Uncle Theo gave up trying to
find her even after his parents passing and he inherited the family
fortune, and this hotel. All those documents where lost in the fire
along with my mother. I was in my senior year of college then.
Uncle Theo took me on as his hotel assistant manager after I
graduated college. Grandmother listed my mothers father as one
Michael Miller, address unknown, and my father was George Stover,
and like my Grandfather he didn’t stick around either. Mr. Dumont I
have no doubt in my mind that I am Theodosius Morris the Second,
great Nephew and I certainly do not believe that my Uncle Theo had
a heart attack either. As for this younger brother showing up, well
that is just darn impossible, why wouldn’t an older brother know he
had a younger brother, and where did that darn Family Bible come
from that suddenly appears in the attic of the old Morris estate
that as been vacate these last 20 years, a small mansion that is
over 100 years old. There is not a stick of furniture in it. Most
of it is in a local museum and here in the Hotel. If my uncle was
alive he would tell you he cleared that place out from attic to
basement, after his mother passed on, 10 years after his father
did. He wanted nothing to do with the old place giving the way his
parents where. One more thing, there are a few old timers around,
and I have talked to those who still have their faculties they say
there was no younger brother. Just the two siblings. One even
claims he never believe the girl my grandmother, died away from
home. What everyone was told in town by Uncle Theo’s parents at
that time.”

“Young man have you brought your
suspicions to the police about your Uncle’s death not being an
heart attack?”

“Yes, I have and I was politely
ignored by the new Police Chief in town. I have challenged the
claim that these frauds claiming to be the rightful heir in probate
court. Its my word against there’s and they have that mysterious
family bible to prove there claim while I have nothing to prove
mind except my Uncle’s claim I am his Grandnephew. Mr. Dumont my
Uncle updated his Last Will and Testament when he discovered me and
my mother existed. He left a small fortune to the towns Historical
Society and the rest to me. They are also contesting these
newcomers claim, but not my claim as his grandnephew. Uncle Theo’s
did have a written arrangement with them that he would be altering
his Will to see that I got a legal share of the money and they
would get the rest and a purchasing agreement of the old mansion
which they are more interested in then anything. They can have the
old place if they can support my claim as well. The Historical
Society and I could lose everything if the third party wins there
claim.” Theo Stover said.

“What do you expect I can do in
helping you win that claim young man.” Mr. Dumont said.

“It is well known that your books
are based on a great deal of facts, helping authorities solve
murder mysteries bringing to justice the real murderer and
villains. You are touted as the best private criminologist in the
country. I know your books are fictional, based on those facts and
your main character has a partner that is a ghost a long dead
criminologist. You mix fiction with facts in telling your readers
how you caught the murderer or murderers. True crime stories with a
Ghost as your partner in solving unsolved crimes.” Theo
explained.

“You do know that I really don’t
have a partner who is a ghost?” Mr. Dumont asked Theo.

“Of course I do, yet that hasn’t
stopped you from solving real crimes and mysteries. Just sort of
make the retelling more entertaining without revealing just how you
did solve the mystery.” Theo explained.

“Listen Theo, I can’t promise you
there is a mystery here, nor that I am going to find out that your
Uncle didn’t die of a heart attack or that your Uncle had a younger
brother. If you have read of my accounts of solving mysteries, you
know I like to do so undercover. Even at these ‘Who Dun Its’
mysteries’ gigs I never register under my real name, my pen name on
my novels is Rowlen Delaware Vanderstone. Nor do I allow my face to
be photographed for publicity or even on my book cover or back book
jacket do I have my real face shown. Just my fictional ghost
partner. This was to be my first ‘Who Dun It’ appearance I didn’t
put on myself. I came to see how other ‘Who Dun Its’ are done. I am
sorry your Uncle passed on. I made arrangements with him to adhere
to my policy no PR Pictures, or public announcement I was going to
appear here. I am just like your other guest who booked a weekend
here expecting a ‘Who Dun It’ mystery’ weekend. Since it is
canceled I shall act like a disgruntled guest for not getting a
notice it was canceled. You will offer me a free weeks stay to
sooth my feelings. That is all the time I can offer to look into
things. I can’t promise you more then that. Just tell me one thing.
How did you know it was me when you came to my table?”

“Well, it is very elementary as
Sherlock Holmes would say. Your the only guest in this hotel I was
expecting that I didn’t cancel. The rest of the diner’s here are
locals. You can expect a few guest to trickle in by Sunday for the
upcoming Morristown annual music Festival starting Monday through
Saturday night. We should be booked full by then. You really didn’t
expect me to be dressed like this all the time. The music festival
this year is mainly around the Hippy era of the 60’s. Last year it
was the 50’s and the year before that it was the 40’s the first
year we started the festival. Next year the 70’s and so forth until
we catch up to the current decade. Uncle Theo was the main
benefactor of these events. He fortunately setup a festival
Endowment fund that should continue the festival for years to come.
It has been very successful in helping the local economy. He
envisioned that the last one will be a recap of the previous
decades. A really big blowout man, really groovy sounds. If you
like, speak with the day desk manager and he can set you up with a
costume for each night of events themed for each event. A good way
to fit in.” Theo got up from the table spoke aloud. “Sir I hope you
will enjoy our 60’s festival and sorry we had to cancel our ‘Who
Dun It’ mystery’. Please accept the managements apology for not
getting that notice out to you in time. Please except our offer of
a weeks accommodations on the house. Never have it said that Hotel
Morris is stingy and we do aim to please our patrons.” Theo shook
hands with Mr. Dumont, and left him wondering how he missed the
festivals banners in the dinning room.

“Kenny, I didn’t miss them, I was
just waiting for you to notice them and for Theo to leave so I
could point them out to you. Did I ever tell you about the time
when I was a long haired flower child, grooving down in Central
park to a street band. That was until the pigs busted up our
party.”

“Don’t you mean the cops.” Kenny
told his partner.

“Coppers, Fuzz, Flatfeet, it is
all the same. Just when you start getting High on the music they
come along and bust up the party.

“Are you sure it wasn’t just the
music you where getting High on.”

“Kenny, that is what made the
music groovy.”

***

“What do you think of our young
man partner. Has he been forthright with us with this tale of his.”
Kenny asked.

“I neither saw in his eyes, or in
his heart any deceit. His tale of his Grandmothers disgrace was
true as he knew it. His mothers passing under such terrible
circumstance still lingers in his heart. His Great Uncles passing
troubles him certainly as it was unexpected regarding the nature of
his death Kenny. There is where we must first separate lies from
the truth or as it may be truth from the lie. If the boy has been
apart of his Great Uncles life for these past seven years, would he
not know of his uncles health. Unless as in many cases, an elder
refuses to believe in his mortality, sparing his loved ones the
burden of knowing his heart is failing him. It is possible that
those medical records are truth, and the boy refuses to believe it
Kenny.”

“That is possible, and as anything
is possible by the very nature of the definition of the word
possible, it is possible they are lies as well. We shall make that
our first investigation. I have inquired of the young man who his
Great Uncle’s physician was. Only to my dismay to learn that the
elder doctor passed on only a few weeks before his Great Uncles
passing. It would appear the elder Doctors practice is now in the
hands of his grandson fresh out of residency and duly licensed by
the state medical board.” Kenny told his partner.

“Is it possible the younger doctor
being newly minted in his profession may have misread his records
on Theodosius medical history Kenny.”

“It is possible as many things are
possible these days. The older records may not be as thorough and
meticulous as say a new modern medical doctor may keep
electronically. The Elders medical terminology may be archaic,
outdated and easy to misinterpretation. It is even possible that a
medical examiner in the morgue may have relied on an old medical
history rather then a postmortem examination of the heart. Which is
often the case when there is a medical history of the elderly to
rely on and there is no suspicion of wrong doing. Resulting in the
cause of death as natural due to old age and a know history of
heart problems. Even if that medical history is faulty in being
specific. I suggest we should gain access of those records.” Kenny
said.

“How do you suppose we do that
Kenny? Such old records are apt to be hard copies in some dusty
file cabinet in the back of the young doctors Grandfathers office.
I doubt they have been digitized on some hard drive.”

“I believe we should first check
with the coroners office. If he or she have seen those hard copies,
there is a good chance they made digital copies of them to attached
to their own death report. Failing that we shall have to find those
dusty files ourselves.” Kenny stated.

“I rather find those dusty files
then have to get into those digital files. You know how nervous it
makes me, to do so.

“Now, really, how many times have
you gotten lost in those digital files and couldn’t get out
partner. Kenny stated.

“I have never gotten lost, I fear
I shall get trapped before I find my way out Kenny.”

“I see, you rather I go in person
sneaking into some back room looking for some medical records and
getting busted by the cops for trespassing. It would ruin my career
as a criminologist. You are my partner in this firm and very
expendable. I am certain the cops are not going to arrest you. How
would they even be able to lay hands on you, if they can’t see you,
touch you or hear you.” Kenny told his partner.

“Why do we always have this
conversation, were I always get convinced you are right and I end
up in some ones computer hard drive or mainframe running around
searching for some digital file Kenny.”

“Maybe you will get lucky this
time and find a Gigabyte of female coding you can convince to
runaway with you to some lonely data beach and spend the rest of
your life creating thousands of little Gigabytes.”

“Kenny Dumont I am not some
Gigabyte Gigolo looking for a lonely beach to procreate myself with
some Gigabyte female coding. I have my standards you know. Nothing
less then ten thousand Terabytes for me. And you never take me
anywhere with that kind of main frame, for me to touch.”

“Well excuse me for trying to keep
you away from that much data. You darn well know they have so many
fire walls you would get trapped in their and our partnership would
be ended for life. Anyways I don’t expect this county coroner would
have that much data to begin with. Just don’t try and digest all of
it. Search for Theodosius Morris, extract what you find and stay
away from the female coding. You know you get distracted so
easily.”

“I could say the same about you
Kenny, the last coroner was very distracting for you. I could never
understanding what you see in a women who dissects dead bodies for
a living.”

“Listen I am not dead yet and I
prefer to keep it that way enjoying a living relationship with
women, and not under her scalpel cutting me up either.”

“I suppose you prefer she is
cutting it off while you are alive Kenny.”

“You promised never to bring that
incident up again, she was no coroner, more like a taxidermist from
hell.” Kenny said.

“Well it was one of your best
sellers in hardcover, ‘The Tale of a Taxidermist Ghoul, how I
almost lost it.”

***

“Okay partner, we are here. I will
chat up the receptionist why you do your thing, make it an in and
out before I find myself making a date with the receptionist or
worse another coroner.” Kenny said.

“One step ahead of you Kenny.
Really don’t these people ever clean up there temporary files. It
is as bad as the National Archives Attic in here. Now where is that
password file. Wait a minute this is interesting. It certainly
contradicts what I found a moment ago. I think I better move this
file out of temporary trash bin and place it in a new hidden
folder. Lets see, what should I call it? Yes, I believe I shall
call it ‘I love a new Porsche’. Really people, when will you learn
you have to clear out your Trash bin’s temporary files if you want
to permanently delete something. Well, aside from the morgue’s
director’s Necrophilia. I believe my work here is
done.”

“What did you find in there,
beside cobwebs.” Kenny asked his partner.

“I found plenty of cobwebs Kenny,
the kind that should have been cleaned out properly to begin
with. First, was
the official coroner report on Theodosius Morris the Second say’s,
he died from Congestive Heart Failure that
was attributed to Ventricular Arrhythmia, Class 4 heart failure.
The cobweb I found was in the Trash bin, which someone failed to
empty months worth of deleted files. I restored the files that were
very interesting, mainly 3 of them. The first was a complete
medical record sent to the morgue on request by the morgue from
Theodosius Morris family doctor since he was born. That original
doctor as we know is deceased, his son took over the practice and
he is now deceased, and his grandson now has the practice now. It
was the grandson who sent the copies of the medical records to the
morgue by email with attachments namely those complete records.
Nowhere since the birth of Theodosius Morris the Second, did those
records show any mention of the baby, toddler, preteen, teen, young
adult, to age 67 was there any mention of any heart problems. In
fact 4 months before his death Theodosius Morris had an extensive
updated life insurance policy physical that included a complete
heart exam by a heart specialist which included ECG, blood work up,
and camera work of the heart. He passed with flying colors for a
man of his age. No signs of congestive heart failure, electrical,
mechanical, humoral, and electrolyte abnormalities or any blockage,
and blood work showed his cholesterol levels where slightly
elevated but in acceptable range. The complete medical history was
received by email, opened, read, saved, then deleted. By the date
and time of the email with attachments, it was two days, 3 hours
prior to the official time the coroners report was logged completed
two days, 3 hours later. The official report states a full autopsy
was done, including toxicology, and Chest exploration. Among the
many discrepancies, the toxicology shows his blood type as 0+,
while his personal medical records show it as AB- including recent
insurance blood work before his death. Before you say anything,
another nasty cobweb was found in that trash bin. It would appear
our County Morgue Director is a necrophiliac, those cobwebs show
several photo’s of her activities after hours in the Morgue Vaults.
Also an email from an unknown person which clearly knows she is a
necrophiliac, and is blackmailing her. That email was rather
cryptic when it asked her to ‘list TM the 2nd as CHF, delete DR email. No cutting, or I will tell the
County Commissioner’s your late night visit with the dead you
Necro.’ Clearly she is responsible for these discrepancies between
the two medical reports as that email arrived a day after the
medical history did and before her final report on the cause of
death.”

“Please
don’t tell me you saved those pictures?” Kenny asked his
partner.

“Okay I won’t tell you. I put all
those cobwebs in a hidden file in their system with the password
‘Cobwebs’ to open the folder, and I have the passwords to get you
into their system. What are you going to tell young Theo about his
Great Uncle’s death Kenny?”

“I am not sure what to tell him
yet. The discrepancies certainly supports his claim his uncle
didn’t have heart problems. The toxicology was faked, or never done
as indicated by the 0+ blood type. Which is so common a blood type
that it would be any coroners go to blood type if they was faking
not doing a toxicology on Theodosius Morris. And not deleting there
trash bin now that is just going to come back and haunt her. We
have no information as to if there was any foul play involved. That
anonymous email certainly tells me that someone wanted no
toxicology or autopsy done on TM the 2nd, Theodosius Morris for a
reason. Connecting the dots to this last minute younger brother
showing up is going to take more then just a fake coroners report,
and a blackmailer. I think our next step is to find out who really
is, this younger brother of Theodosius Morris is. First we will
have a talk with young Theo to get some more background on this
younger brother and his son and Daughter-in-law. I believe we will
certainly need some fingerprints, then a DNA sample from these
three. Just to make sure they are even related. Then a DNA sample
from Young Theo, and hopefully something of his Uncles that can
give us his DNA. If this younger brother is in fact a Morris, DNA
will link him to Theodosius Morris and Young Theo. Their claim that
young Theo’s grandmother was dead at 18 and young Theo an impostor
and not really who he says he is can only be proved he is or he is
not by DNA link between all concerned.”

“Are you thinking that you might
have to have the late Theodosius Morris exhumed to get that DNA
Kenny.”

“Either that or you can pay him a
visit.”

“Oh no. I said no more visiting
the dead Kenny and I mean it. Once was enough for me.”

“Really now what are the dead
going to do to you. Its not like they can complain or kick you
out.”

“That is not what I am afraid of,
I fear they will invite me to stay.”

***

“Young man, we have decided that
we are going to take on this mystery you have presented us. First
we need more details about this younger brother of Theodosius
Morris. Now here me out. For now lets assume his claim is valid. To
be valid he must have proof that he is a Morris. A Family Bible can
and has many times been accepted in court as a legal document when
it has a family record of births and deaths. In this case it says
your grandmother died at age 18, if that holds up in court it makes
your claim invalid as being Theodosius Morris the Seconds, Grand
Nephew. It does not make his claim valid being Theodosius Morris
younger brother if that family bible did not list his birth or
death. Before the days of modern forensic, that bible could prove
the births and deaths in the family. However, DNA would be required
to prove you or this younger brother of your Great Uncle are indeed
a Morris. Our goal now is to link him to Theodosius as a brother by
his DNA. As well as link you to your Uncle Theodosius by yours and
his DNA. Now the problem in doing that is getting DNA from this
younger brother and from your late Uncle. We might have to exhume
your Uncles body to get a DNA sample. From you it is no problem at
all.”
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