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Introduction

 


The Mittle Manor Ghost isn’t just about
ghost. It is a story that touches on contemporary social issue that
can and will haunt us. Diana Mittle is an older teen looking for
acceptance by her father. She is naïve in many ways and learns what
that naivety could cost her. Diana’s father is in denial of his who
ghosts in life, his denial of his Mental Health issues and how they
have estranged him from his father. Ruined his marriage and his
relationship with his daughter Diana. Diana’s father has been
skirting the laws for many years with shady business deals always
one step ahead of the law, until now. Diana’s grandfather suddenly
passes on, a grandfather she met only once when she was only eight
before her parent’s divorce and not since as her mother had custody
of her and they traveled aboard, and her father discouraged Diana
having any relationship with his father. On the passing of his
father, Diana’s father has dragged Diana off to Mittleville where
he believes he is soon to inherit a very large fortune and most of
Mittleville itself. Only to discover the specters of the ghost in
his past and present will ruin his plans. Diana reunites with old
playmates when she was eight years old visiting her grandfather.
Older Teens now, they help Diana excise a few ghosts, and Diana
helps her friends deal with a few social issues of their own.




 



Chapter 1

Mittleville

 


 


The Town of Mittleville was small population of 8,600
people, within it city limits, outside the rural population was
2,467 people. Mittleville was a traditional bedroom community where
many folks traversed to jobs outside Mittleville, to the larger
cities where jobs were plentiful. Mittleville had a small retail
center, old fashion Main Street, with a second main street, where
you could find many old family business that had been in the family
for generations. Such as a Hardware Store, Druggist, Clothing and
Shoe store, Grocery store, Restaurants and Taverns, Antique shops,
Dentist, Lawyer, Two Doctors, Eye Doctor, and a general store where
you could just about find anything you needed in general
merchandize. There was a movie theater, and of course schools. One
High school, a Junior high (Middle School) and an elementary
school. Several churches of various denominations. City hall that
housed the fire and Police Department, and a public library. There
where public recreational fields for softball, and little league,
and of course there was the school’s sports; football field, and
basketball arena. Two gas stations, one new/used car dealer who
serviced the need for car repairs and sales of new or used cars.
There was one small factory a manufacturer of nuts, bolts, screws,
nails, and most metal hardware of that nature. They had Stamp
presses, Lathes, Grinders, Drills, and all sorts of noisy equipment
to produce the various metal hardware they shipped out under
different brands for regional vendor’s. The Mittle Nuts and Bolts
factory was once owned by the Mittle family for generations and was
sold to an outside concern 20 years ago. The factory was a major
source of tax revenue for Mittleville and employed 75 skilled
workers. Now most of those family-owned businesses where small and
limited in what they could offer. They had loyal customers who
supported their local merchants. If the local merchants could not
provide a need, there was the nearest city 35 miles away that could
provide what you were looking for. Mittleville was as cozy little
place to live, just off a major freeway with one exit into town.
Thirty-five miles east you had the Mittle County seat, Big Cedar a
community of 65,000 people. Twenty miles west there was the city of
Kemper with 24,456 people. North, and South there were a few
smaller communities within 15-20 miles of Mittleville. The rural
areas where farming, and lakes, with seasonal summer residence of
the well to do folks, and a few year-round residence.

Mittleville had some fine old homes, new
homes, and nearly all the retail buildings on both Main streets had
apartments above their shops to which they rented out. Many of the
older smaller homes where rentals, and the larger older homes and
new homes owned by their occupants. Nearly all the residential and
retail rental property was owned by one person and that was James
Thaddeus Mittle Sr. whose great, great Grandfather James Barnaby
Mittle founded Mittleville 166 years ago in 1855. At that time the
first-born male was always name James B. Mittle until James B.
Mittle the 4th decided it was time to get rid of the
annoying generational marker of being a 3rd, or
4th in the family. He named his first-born male James
Thaddeus. Mittle forgoing the family tradition of having a number
attached to the end of your name. When James T. Mittle had his only
first-born male he was named James Todd Mittle and was stuck with
being called Junior. James Thaddeus Mittle thought it was about
time to start a new tradition of adding Senior to the end of his
name. In his later years James T. Mittle Junior learned to despise
the suffix Junior. He couldn’t wait to be called James T. Mittle
Senior and counted the days his father would die, and he could now
be the Senior Mittle he always wanted to be, along with the family
fortune. Junior was a bad apple and for many years his father came
to harsh words with his son for the attitude and harshness of his
demeanor toward his betters. The boy had let the fact that since an
early age of 5 to let his social standing as a Mittle whose father
owned most of the town to go to his head. By the time Junior was in
high school he was well on his way to being disinherited for his
attitude and demeanor toward those he thought beneath him.
Including the many students whose parents where tenants of his
father whom he treated with distain and lorded over the fact he had
the power to convince his father to evict them if they complained
about being mistreated by the landlords son. Junior was a bully in
the truest since of the word. The day came when Mittle Senior
finally got fed up with his son’s behavior when his son disagreed
with his father’s selling of the Mittle Nuts and Bolts Factory, a
major source of the family wealth. Junior didn’t think it was wise
that his father would divest a major portion of his inheritance and
leave him with the meager rental property. Junior didn’t want to be
known as a landlord and having to deal with such people. He wanted
to be known as industrialist, the owner of a very profitable
factory where he would be boss over his employees, not a landlord.
That was the day Mittle Senior saw his son for the first time as
the tyrant he would be once he had control of his families fortune
and real estate. He sent his son off packing to college where he
made sure the young man had a limited living budget and allowance
and paid for his tuition and books. Beyond that, if he wanted to
have more he would have to work for it. Senior sold the factory
with contractual assurance his employees where retained, with
current wages and benefits, and the Brand name Mittle remained on
the product as long as James T. Mittle Senior lived, and the Brand
agreement was not to be transferable to any heir of James T. Mittle
Senior. The Brand name would end after his death. The money from
the Factory sale was put into property improvements of his
residential tenants and commercial retail tenants, while
maintaining the same level of rental rates. The generations of
Mittle’s had a legacy of being generous to a fault and Mittle
Junior couldn’t quite fit into the mold of generosity, and for two
decades estranged from his father junior had become realtor and
land developer with questionable business ethics that got him into
trouble off and on.

James T. Mittle Junior, realtor, learned of
his father’s passing during an important business meeting with a
land development group he and his partner was hoping to sell some
property too. Taking the call from his father’s lawyer he listen to
the announcement of his father’s passing of a sudden heart attack
that morning. He told the lawyer that he would wrap up some
business today and would make arrangements to fly out to Big Cedar
to arrive in the late morning and will make the necessary funeral
arrangements. Mittle Junior hang up and turned to his partner and
the land developers. “I may have another option for you gentlemen.
It might fit your project to a tee and in a location that will meet
your requirements. I regret that I just got word of my father’s
passing and must leave as soon as possible to make arrangements for
his funeral. I am sorry if this sounds inappropriate for me to say
at this time. But I will be inheriting as rather large bit of land
as soon as such matters are settled with my father’s estate. I am
the only heir and I assure you that the land would be just right
for your project and will meet your requirements as to location.
Now I understand your time frame involves a year or more of design
plans, land survey, permits and the like. The estate should be
settled by then. I can assure you a good price, under what the
other two properties are going for if you can adjust your timeframe
to allow for the inheritance to be probated. I am sure we can sign
a tentative agreement for say 3 months with renewable options,
while I satisfy any legal issue on my part with the inheritance to
assure everything is in order as the only legitimate heir.”

“ In the meantime, we can set up a time to
visit the property say in two months’ time, and if you find it
suitable to your needs we can proceed from there. That will give
your three properties to look out and if you decide the one of the
other is better for you, you are under no obligation regarding the
third option. Again, I do not wish to sound inappropriate, but I
have no interest in retaining that vacant property, nor the other
tenant property my father owned. The vacant property is 285 acres,
where my ancestral home remains vacate these 50 years, an old manor
house some 125 years old with outbuildings. My Grandfather James B.
Mittle the 4th was the last to live in it when he
decided a more modern home was more suitable for his family. My
father was 5 years old at the time. The estate has been kept up
somewhat and the land around it mostly fallow fields and a few
wooded lots. I believe the water table is low and the land has good
drainage. It sits just outside the city limits of Mittleville, on a
good private road that is near the freeway exit into Mittleville.
Our current family home the Gatehouse as it was known, is on the
entrance to the road and the old manor a half mile back on the road
through a wooded lot. You could build your retail and entertainment
complex there with land to spare for growth.”

“The county seat is Big Cedar 35 miles east
of Mittleville with a population of 65,000, and the next largest
town is roughly 25,000 in population and is 20 miles west of a
Mittleville. About 250,000 people in a 90 mile stretch of freeway
and 7 off ramps into communities 45 miles or less from Mittleville
right dab in the center. You would have the county to deal with and
not the city of Mittleville. I assure you the county would welcome
the extra tax revenue, and Mittleville would benefit as well with
the extra job opportunities. I believe my partner can work with you
on further discussion. He is familiar with the Mittle Manor and
land. I have a file on the land with all the details needed Mr.
Billingsley in my office. Gentlemen, if you will excuse me I must
make arrangements to book a flight back home. Mr. Billingsley can
work with you and answer any questions regarding, properties
available to you. Good-day Gentlemen.” Mittle Junior left the
meeting. He returned to his office to find an unexpected visitor
waiting for him.

“Hello Father. You were supposed to pick me
up at the airport. What was it this time, a last-minute meeting
that was a life-or-death deal for you? Or did you just forget you
only child was spending the summer break with you.” Sixteen and
just shy of turning 17 in a month.

“Diana, I didn’t forget you, I am sorry I was
distracted, and time got away from me.” James told his
daughter.

“Really Father, what distracted you this
time.” Diana asked impatiently.

“Diana, I don’t like you tone of voice. I was
distracted by the phone call I got from your Grandfathers lawyer in
Mittleville if you must know.”

“What is grandfather complaining about you
now Father?

“Actually, he isn’t complaining anymore, he
is dead from a heart attack this morning. That was the lawyer with
the news. I was right in the middle of an important meeting of my
life when this lawyer called and told me the good news, I mean bad
news Diana.”

“So, it was another important meeting of your
life, Father. Did you just say Grandfather James is dead?” Diana
asked stunned.

“Yes, I did, and we are expected to be in
Mittleville by late morning tomorrow to make arrangements to bury
the old man, meet with the attorney to read the Last Will and
Testament. I expect we will be there at least for a week or less.
Less I hope, I have to get back here for some planning about what
to do with all the property I will inherit. I suppose I will have
to play landlord and deal with all those tenant evictions too. That
could take weeks with paperwork, court appearances. I am sorry
Diana but that could takes at least 30 days in Mittleville. You
might as well go back to your mother. I just don’t have the time to
deal with you at the moment.”

“Father since when have you had the time to
deal with me. I am not one of your clients, wait maybe I should be,
then maybe I will get some time with you.” Diana shot back at her
father.

“That is not fair Diana, you know how busy I
am. I have the biggest deal of my career on the balance here. I may
even be able to unload that old family manor house for a song here,
and once I get rid of those residents I can sell the properties and
make a good bit of money as well.

“Father whatever did those tenants do to you
to earn your hatred.” Diana asked.

“Diana they did nothing to me, except be
tenants beneath me. Now that my father is dead, I am James T.
Mittle Senior, the last of the Mittle’s in Mittleville. I will own
most of the town, and they will respect me, and or they will get
booted out of town. Once I sell everything, I will have nothing to
do with Mittleville. In fact, I will sue them to change the name to
what ever they desire as long as it isn’t Mittleville.” James T.
Mittle ranted.

“Really father you would think you were Simon
Legree the way you are acting.

“I don’t know who this Simon Legree is,
Diana, but he has got nothing on me. Once I get full control of my
fathers estate I want nothing to do with those tenants of his.
There is value in that property, and I intend to liquidate all of
it. And I don’t care about any tenants feelings either. I know the
law, and once the property is inherited the new owner is not
obligated to honor any leases or rental agreements. They will get
the usual 30-day notice and out they go. Then everything goes up
for sale. You hear me. Everything goes up for sale. Now I suggest
you gather you bags and load them in the Hummer. We got just enough
time to get to the apartment and pack my bags and get a plane to
Big Cedar. I have charted a private plane.

***

“Marlena, that phone call was from James
Mittle’s lawyer. James had a heart attack this morning. I am sorry
he didn’t survive.” Henry Mead told his granddaughter.

“Grandpa Henry, that is terrible. What is
this town going to do without its benefactor? Marlena expressed her
sorrow.

“What it is going do is mourn one of the best
Mittle to ever come into this world Marlena. His father was a good
man also, but his son was a better man when it came to being the
towns favorite son. And a fair and honest man as a landlord, and
businessman to be sure. He is the last of his kind Marlena.”
Grandpa Henry said.

“I can’t disagree with you their Grandpa. Why
when he sold the Mittle Nuts and Bolts Factory he did right by his
employees and this town in making sure the new owners held to their
contract in assuring us workers would continue to get as good wage
and better benefits. The new owners have done good for this town in
the last 20 years, just as good as the Mittle’s have always done.
Why Mittle Senior took most of that money from the sales and put it
back into his properties by refurbishing them and bringing them up
to code, and still kept his rents reasonable what with all the
money he put back into them, and he continued to keep the
properties in good shape since he sold the factory 20 years ago.
His father did okay, but his son, did better in improving his
tenants lives. Grandpa Henry, what is going to happen to us tenants
now. Who is going to inherit his properties? Marlena asked.

“There is only one person who can Marlena,
Mittle junior. That is unless his father disinherited him. James
Senior always threaten to do so. Why that boy left for college and
never returned to this town. The way James always talked that boy
wanted nothing to do with Mittleville or his father. The boy was
disgusted that his father sold the factory, which the boy at 17
always believed he would run after he got out of high school and
eventually own outright with everything else. It seemed James
junior had some ideals that the place could make more money if he
cut wages and benefits and charged more rents to his tenants. The
boy had a mean side to him and greedier than Midas was. His father
shipped him off to college with nothing on his back. Sure, he paid
for the education, but made sure the boy had to work hard to earn
whatever he needed to get by as a student and after graduation. He
hoped the boy would learn the value of money and change his
attitude about how to treat people and not play king of the hill
over them. Sorry to say it didn’t work.”

“The boy went into some rather shady business
deals as a realtor, always one step behind a bankruptcy court or
the law. Then he marries this daughter of a successful land
developer and nearly bankrupts the girl’s father on some shady
business deal. Then she divorces junior and leaves the country with
the only child they had. James senior saw his granddaughter only
once when she was 8 years old before her parents split. James had
her here for a two-week visit. Then never sees her again and as he
told me his son forbade it. If James senior disinherited the boy,
then maybe he gives it all to his granddaughter Diana Mittle. That
boy would be mean enough to fight it in court if he got nothing.”
Grandpa Henry cursed.

“Now grandpa Henry no need to get your blood
pressure boiling. We just have to wait until the Last Will and
Testament is read. I am sure the Town council is very interested in
what it will say. Why nearly all the retail buildings downtown are
owned by James senior. The city fathers would be most keen to know
who is going to own them. It would be devasting to think that the
retail shops would be closed, and apartment tenants evicted if
junior were to own them and raise the rents so high the shops would
have to close and far too many tenants would have to move. And that
includes us Grandpa Henry. Why this Mittleville would be a ghost
town if it came to that. No new retail tenant would want to
establish businesses here with the rent rates that are too high.
Why many of us would have to move away and have to quit our jobs at
the Mittle Nuts and Bolts if we couldn’t get to work because we
lived to far away to make it practical what with gas prices today
as they are.” Marlena lamented.

“Now Marlena don’t get your own blood
pressure boiling too. I am sure it will all work out for everyone
in the end.” Grandpa Henry said.

***

One year earlier:

“Sean, what are we going to do if who ever
inherits James senior’s estate they decide to raise our store rent.
It could put us out of business. We are not doing so well as it is
what with the competition we have in Kemper and even Big Cedar.
James senior has kept our rent reasonable so that many of us can
manage to stay in business.” Molly McGee asked her husband.

“Don’t worry Molly, the business association
is meeting with James lawyer this evening to discuss our concerns
over who is inheriting the Mittle properties when James should
pass, this recent heart attack of his concerns us.” Sean reassured
his wife.

“Now what can he tell us legally given the
fact he is not dead yet and will most likely live another 20 years
or so. Molly added.

“Listen Molly, Attorney Mike Tilley, James
cousin is the one who called the meeting. He says there is
somethings he can say about what James senior was going to do
regarding his properties. He is not at liberty to discuss exactly
what is in the Will, however he has a video letter from James
Senior he is to show us regarding his wishes in general at this
time. All the legalities will follow after the official reading of
the Will when and after James senior has passed on. I am encouraged
to believe that James senior has made some provisions in his Will
that we will be taken care of. How, that remains to be seen. Now
let’s get going don’t want to be late getting to the meeting.” Sean
pushed his wife out the backdoor to the shop and locked up.

***

“Thank you for all coming tonight. James
thought it best given the nature of this meeting he rather not be
present, and he is still recovery from his heart attack. I believe
the video letter will explain why.”

“My dear friends, and fellow businessmen. I
am sure if Mike is playing this video letter to you I have not
passed away either suddenly and untimely, or at a good ripe old
age. I can only hope it is at ripe old age when I do, and you all
are grandparents by that time. I know you are concerned about my
recent health scare. I am too, who wouldn’t be. This video letter
is to inform you that I have made separate provisions regarding the
many retail properties I own outside of my personal Last Will and
Testament which concerns my personal estate and heirs. As for my
business estate, I have concerns about my son James T. Mittle
junior, and the fact we have been estranged all these years will do
something irrational when I pass on. I have no desire to see him
get his crooked hands on those retail properties and depose you
find folks of your livelihood. Therefore, I have decided to divest
those properties now, and hand over each deed to every one of those
retail properties I own over to your folks as tenants of those
retail properties in town. No charge, and free of any current taxes
for the next five years as I have set up an endowment fund to cover
those future taxes. All properties are free of mortgages. On
several conditions. First, that you do your level best to make a go
of it given todays economic struggles. I am sure that with only
utilities, and maintenance to pay out and no more building rent it
should give you a boost in keeping this town going. As for those
who do not live above their store and have tenants above them. I
ask that you freeze their rents at current rates for five years.
For those of you who rent resident property elsewhere in town from
me all rents will be frozen at the current rate for five year as
well. These rent freezes will be binding even after my death if I
shall pass on before the five years freeze ends on the residential
properties. Consider this a private economic stimulus package.”

“One final condition is that you do not
mention to anyone outside this meeting the transfer of these deeds
and other terms for as long as I live and then only after I am
buried, and my Last Will and Testament is read to my heirs. These
transfers must be signed and recorded in the county clerk’s office
as soon as possible. Under no circumstances must my son know of
these transactions. You must keep this knowledge to yourself and
from your tenants above your store. As far as anyone knows I still
own the properties and you collect your tenants rents above your
shops as usual. If my son was to know about this I assure you he
will find some way to take the matter to court and have me declared
incompetent and find that you coerced me to sign over these
properties to you. I assure you I am not incompetent, nor have you
coerced me to sign over these properties to you. Before deciding to
take these actions I have submitted myself to a mental health
wellness check up and that report is a part of my medical record as
of two weeks ago from this date of this meeting. You must not in
public or private acknowledge to me your thanks and appreciation,
loose lips sink ships as they say. Please reserve those remarks at
my funeral and make sure my Son hears every thank you, but not
until then. Remember your financial records and tax filings are
your private business so keep them that between your tax man and
bookkeeper. Though honestly, I don’t think my Son has any interest
in this town since he left 20 years ago. Keep this from your
children and relatives please. They will know after I am buried.
May this largess prosper your business? Mike has in his position
the deeds and legal paperwork you will need to sign tonight to
transfer ownership over to you and binding agreements to keep these
pre-provision private”

***

“Sean I can’t believe it was only a year ago,
James senior gave us our building, and made it possible that we and
the others could get by and not have to close our stores. Now he is
gone another heart attack. I do not wish to speak ill of the dead,
but his conditions were wearing heavy on my soul when you think we
had to keep our mouths shut about those deeds to everyone even our
children. I will be glad we can be free of that burden after the
funeral.” Molly told her husband.

“You, and I both and the rest of the business
association members. Now it remains to be seen how James senior
Last Will and Testament will play out regarding who inherits the
rest of the estate. James junior is apt to be very disappointed or
we are. We still have to consider having to find a new place to
live and I certainly do not want to tell Belinda Hogan and
Seraphine they have to move so we can have a place for our
17-year-old twin boys.” Sean told his wife.

“Sean, that apartment is two small for the
four us. I don’t think the boys would want to share a room at their
age.” Molly said.

“Your right Molly. I am kind of hoping there
is as surprise in that Will regarding the residential rental
properties along the lines of what James did a year ago Molly.

“Sean that would be more then we should ever
expect given what James Mittle senior has done for us a year ago.
Molly admitted.

“Your right dear. I just hope Mittle junior
isn’t our new landlord. I kind of hope it is his daughter. Though
she is as minor so her father would most likely be her trustee
until she is either 18 or 21, which would not be any better given
his record of handling other peoples money.

Still puzzles me how he managed not to find himself in jail.”

“That was simple dear, his wife used her own
money she inherited from her Mother to cover the loses. Then she
put the balance of her money in a trust fund for her daughter until
she is 18, and then divorced him James junior, he got stuck with
alimony and child support. He either pays or goes to jail. That was
one smart women and she made sure he pays for his crimes on her
terms.” Molly explained.

“Remind me Molly not to get into any trouble
and have you bail me out with your fortune, then you divorce me and
make me pay for my crimes.” Sean joked.

“You will be out of luck there dear I have no
money and you can rot in jail. As for a divorce, well you are so
much in debt that I can’t afford to divorce you. I will run the
store until you get released on good behavior. Now if you cheat on
me, I will divorce you and get the store while you have to keep
paying the debts off on it, while you heal from the farm animal
vasectomy I will give you. Can’t promise I will cut the right part
off.”

“And I had to open a hardware with a knife
sharpening business on the side.”

***

“Mr. Mittle, I am Mike Tilley, your late
father’s personal attorney, and this I believe is your daughter
Diana. I believe I meet you once when you visited your grandfather
when you where eight years old. My you have grown into a fine young
lady. You take after your Grandmother Victoria Mittle, sadly she
passed on when your father was born. She was my cousin you know on
my mothers side of the family. I only returned to Mittleville back
some 17 years ago after your grandfather convinced me to relocate
when Mittleville’s previous attorney passed on. The best decision I
ever made. Got out of the rat race of corporate law in New York
city. Excuse me, I do tend to rattle on here. Forgive me, where is
my manners. I am sorry for your lose James. I regret it wasn’t
unexpected. Your father didn’t want you to know against my better
judgement. His health was failing fast, since his first heart
attack a year ago. I am afraid he loved his cigars and pipe too
much to give it up. Please, lets adjourn to my office, where we can
be comfortable.” Mike Tilley offered.
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