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FROM DEPUTY TO SHERIFF
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Talbot looked himself over in the hall mirror as Makayla straightened his tie and put a pen in his shirt pocket. She had done an extra careful job on his uniform, and the knife edge creases could cut your hand. He put the Sheriffs badge on the pocket and gave it a polish with his sleeve. For the next month he was not only the acting sheriff while Rocky was away but he had been allowed to wear the badge and be called sheriff. Rocky felt he ought to get used to the difference. Taking his lunch from her hands, he kissed her, kissed his son Larry and gave their Boxer Prince a pet as he left. Prince jumped up and down ready to go with him but had to be content with staying home and protecting the family. On the drive into town, he marveled at how much had happened in a year. 

His son, and Rocky’s daughter, had been born almost simultaneously. The town also had a growth explosion on the outskirts as entertainment venues were built and immediately embraced. A few new people had moved in, and one farmer had sold his smallest field to a new development company to build ten homes. Before the farmer sold he had met with Morgan and at Morgan’s suggestion, the farmer had written into the contract that the new homes had to be of the same style as those already established. The company grumbled about it but eventually gave in. The place was growing and he was wondering how long the county would let it be served by Rocky and himself. He didn’t want to see it change to a police force with blue uniforms all over. Fortunately, that wasn’t what the town would want. Everyone looked out for each other and kept their sheriff’s office notified of anything going on, a bigger force might be needed some day, but another deputy would probably suffice. 

Driving to the courthouse as Sheriff felt like going in for the first time again. Even though it was exactly the same as yesterday when he’d said farewell to Rocky, Agnes and little Mary as they were headed up to Wisconsin to show Mary off and have her “welcome to the family party”. He was nervous so he walked around town for a bit taking it all in again. Hearing a few people saying “mornin’ Sheriff” gave him goosebumps. Arriving early, he made coffee, distributed mail and faxes and began the morning paperwork. The clock was just hitting eight when the door opened and Joe came in. He’d been redeputized for the month and was looking forward to working with Talbot again. He did a quick check of his uniform in the mirror and gave his shoes a quick wipe. Joe looked sharp and ready for anything. He grabbed the broom and did a quick sweep around, checked the board for anything old and put up any new notices. The two men had worked together before and had gotten in sync again as if they had worked together only yesterday. 

Joe finished the morning duties and sat on the opposite side of the desk. “Well Sheriff, what’s on the agenda for today?” Talbot shrugged, “Pretty much the same as always, do our rounds, keep an eye out for anything not right and see if anyone needs any help.” Joe took the keys for the squad car and tossed them in the air. “Guess I’ll do the first round,” A growling from behind the desk made him screech to a halt. He looked over puzzled at the stern look on Talbots face. “You’ve forgotten your radio.” Joe turned red and retrieved the missing item. “Sorry sheriff, won’t happen again.” He did another check in the mirror and headed out. Talbot grinned to himself after Joe left. He poured himself a cup of coffee and settled back in his chair and checked the clock. It was about this time folks usually came in. Some to pay fines, some to pass the time and some for sheriffing business. Right on time the door opened. A man in jeans and a blue work shirt burst into the office. “Are you the Sheriff?” Talbot rose and extended his hand towards the chair “Sheriff Talbot at your service, how can we help you.” The man sat and got right to the point. 

“I’m foreman for Homestead Acres, the new housing development going up outside town. We’ve got stuff being taken!” Talbot pulled pen and paper, “What’s missing?” “A Toolbox full of tools, one small pallet of shingles and a pallet of two by fours.” “Is this an all in one theft or spread out.” “Dunno, I just heard the stuff was missing this morning.” “Do you have a night security person?” “Sure, but they haven’t seen anything.” Talbot was incredulous, “A whole pallet of shingles and lumber missing and they don’t know anything?” “Nothing except they are missing.” Talbot made a few more notes about the location where large items were kept and palletized materials were stored. The foreman handed over a blueprint of the site and circled the areas he had been asked about. “Oh, where does your night watchman have his shack?” “Nowhere, the only structure is my office, but he’s not allowed in there. He usually does his walk or drive around and then hunkers in his car until the next round. By winter he should have a heated shack so he isn’t out sitting in the cold. I’ll give you a ring if I find anything else missing.” The foreman left leaving Talbot to marvel at such a slip shod operation. It was no wonder things went missing. 

When Joe returned Talbot brought him up to speed on the thefts. Joe was just as confused as Talbot had been. “You’d think with all this high-priced stuff that they’d have better security. At least a fenced in section for temporary storage.” Talbot was still shaking his head when he stood up decisively. “Let’s go pay them a visit. I want to see how far they’ve gotten along.” Joe was looking at the blueprint spread on his lap. They’ve been at it for about a month now. That should be plenty of time to get over a quarter of the foundations laid and the frames up.”  Talbot agreed, He had a mental picture of holes dug, foundations laid, frames with electrical and plumbing. What he saw was a large open field, A small bobcat digger, some other small equipment scattered around but not as if it was being used. A small single shack stood at the back section, a work truck and nothing else. In the ground were stakes with red flags indicating the areas where houses would be built. They parked and put on some wellingtons before squelching into the field. Standing directly in the center they scanned in every direction. Not a single person was working and it was almost nine o’clock. Joe was scratching his head, “Kinda warm out, maybe they work at night?” Talbot considered this for a couple of seconds, “Can’t be, no lightalls.” “Lightalls?” Talbot sketched one in the air as he described it. “It’s a gas powered lighting unit with one or two posts that can be raised high and have high powered bulbs. One would be enough to give light over this entire field.” They walked to the mobile office and knocked on the door. 

The Foreman abruptly opened the door, “Whatcha want?” Talbots voice deepened and his eyes narrowed, “We are here looking into your thefts.” The foreman’s demeanor underwent a sudden about face and he welcomed them inside. One thing Talbot had learned from Rocky was to watch what someone did on their way from say, the door to their desk. Talbot carefully noted what drawers the man pushed in with his knee in passing, what was kicked under something and what he moved his chair in front of. He had Joe sit in the only other chair while he stood on the opposite side to have the best overall view. A hand signal from Talbot to Joe and Joe knew to start the interrogation. “We came out here expecting to see a lot more progress.” The man shrugged. “We’ve been waiting for some final clearance from your town. Seems like it takes forever to get anything through. It’ll be another fortnight before we can start doing any work!” Joe grinned, “True. Speaking of that, we didn’t see anything for lighting up the area at night. Do you bring in Lightalls before dusk or when do you have them lit?” “We don’t have any, this isn’t a high-powered outfit. Were a small company that does small lots.” “How many people do or will you have working on this lot?” Twenty when we get going full steam, two for the moment, the night watchman and myself.” Joe wrote down the information, “We’d like to talk with the watchman, what time will they be coming in?” The foreman answered hurriedly, “Won’t be here tonight, he called in sick. I’ll call you when he’s back on the job.”  

Talbot decided to take the ball, “Who’s your insurance and have you put in for the loss yet?” The Forman tossed over a card. “That’s them. I personally haven’t told them about the theft yet. I wanted to see what you folks would turn up first. I can’t say what the head office has done.” Talbot nodded. “We’ll contact them once we have the completed report. They’ll need it before they can do anything for you.” The foreman seemed to almost levitate out of the chair but checked himself and sat back down. “Wait a bit before you call them, let’s make sure of what’s going on first.” The abrupt change from the foreman put Talbot on alert but he didn’t want to show it. He smiled a relaxed grin and shook the man’s hand. “Of course we will, in fact we won’t make any move until we talk with you first.” The foreman relaxed and became suddenly friendly. “Sorry I can’t give you much help. Like I said, we’re a small concern and can’t afford all the high powered stuff. But we get by, and we get the job done.” He walked them to the door then watched through the window as they walked back to the squad car. Talbot walked a few steps away and then knocked again. When the Foreman answered he apologized, “Sorry, can you tell me exactly where the pallets were before they were taken and for how long.” The man pointed to the far side of the trailer, “I was told they arrived a few days ago and the next day they were reported missing. I haven’t been spending a lot of time out here. I’ve been all over trying to get the damn permits in order. Seems head office is making a meal of it.” He shook his head and closed the door. From the window Talbot saw the man go to his desk, pull out a glass flask and pour out a couple of measures into his coffee cup. The man tossed it off, looked around then put his head in his hands. His shoulders shook. 

Talbot and Joe looked for any sign of where the pallets had been. Joe even got down on his knees and swept the grass with his hands. He felt around for any indication that something heavy had lain there without success. Talbot in the meantime was walking in ever widening circles around the area looking for the tread marks of a forklift. None went near the trailer. He stopped when he got near the squad car and lit a cigarette. Joe came up lighting his pipe. “Sheriff, I’d be willing to stake my paycheck that there never was any pallet sitting in that section.” Talbot nodded, “No forklift ever set foot over this patch since the trailer was put in place. The few pieces of equipment were put here and haven’t moved since.” He pointed to the deep rut marks and the grass that had grown around the tires. “I don’t know what the hell is going on but by God were going to find out.” 

On the way into town Joe was trying to figure out what was happening, A month and nothing dug or even much done except being blocked out. Besides who would order a pallet of shingles long before anything else was erected, why wasn’t the foreman more concerned if things were being taken. Stealing the 2x4’s he could understand, those could be useful for lots of things and could even be resold. The paperwork couldn’t take that long and if it was why. A company like this even if new, shouldn’t be making enough mistakes that they have to redo the paperwork often. It wasn’t reasonable. Lastly, who the hell would want to buy a home that was slap in the center of plenty of farms. The smell from the fields was strong and though not unpleasant to people used to it, it wasn’t something he would want to smell every day at breakfast. 

In the office Talbot sent Joe out on the round again and gave him some money to get lunch for both of them. He pulled over the rolodex and thumbed through the cards for the county auditor. Finding the number he called Arthur Freeman. Over the line he heard a warmly friendly female voice indicating he had reached the County Auditor’s office. He apologized and hung up. It wasn’t time to call in an auditor until he knew what needed auditing. He called the County Building Department asking for information on who had filed for permits on lot number, he checked the plans, 179438xt2.

“Dorman Construction had filed the permits on the lot. No, it wasn’t a local company but operated out of Rendville Ohio. The town’s name sounded familiar, but Talbot didn’t know why. The property was bought by Dorman Construction LLC so far there has been no closure from the sale. When Joe returned, they ate and talked about Joe going with the information to the Secretary of States office and get everything he could on the business. Talbot probably could have gotten everything over the phone but Joe was itching to do real Deputy work and this would give him the taste of official business he was craving. Stuffing everything into a briefcase Joe headed to the capitol. 

Sitting in the squad car Joe was so excited he had to keep checking the speedometer to ensure he wasn’t speeding. Finally, he was going to do some real police work. He appreciated that Talbot was letting him handle this, it meant that Talbot was recognizing that Joe had been trained and was a valued deputy. He’d often felt as if he was just there to keep Talbot company when Rocky was out of town. It felt good to be taken seriously.

Arriving at the Secretary of States office he got right to business and started collecting information on Dorman Construction. It was a recently opened business and the LLC was located in Rendville Ohio. Registration was under Rodger Coreman as the sole owner. The name was familiar to Joe since Corman used to be a big man in town. That was before his becoming sheriff and getting arrested for the false arrests of Rocky, carrying a gun into a meeting at the school auditorium, intimidation, fraud and more, the list was pretty extensive. When he got out of jail he’d gone to Rendville a broken man. Apparently, he was trying to start again. What was confusing was why start back in this town when he was hours away. The foreman seemed to be no more than the face of the company without any real authority. It felt as if something shady was in the works. Driving back with a briefcase full of papers he tried again to work out what was going on. Why would Corman want to build in a town that despised him. Could he be looking to revenge himself on the town and Rocky? It was a distinct possibility. He felt it was worth bringing up to Talbot when he got back. 
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“Great work Joe. I think you’ve got something here.” He looked over the notes and where Joe had highlighted information on Corman’s current business. Joe drummed his fingers on the desk, “I can’t figure out why he’s operating here. Do you think he’s trying to make a triumphant return?” Talbot shook his head, “I doubt it, I think he’s trying to pull one over on us and use the town to get his revenge,” 

He handed over the morning edition. In a quarter page notice was the information on the new homes being built outside of town. It read as news disguised as fast pitch sales. Opposite was a small section that told of the thefts at the building site. Talbot folded to a letter to the editor section where a “concerned citizen” was inquiring why no one has heard about the theft of some major items from the building site and what was the sheriff doing to capture the thief or thieves.” Joe’s face turned red as he read the letter. “Easy Joe, this is just the first salvo.” “Aren’t we going to respond?” 

Talbot set the paper aside. “Best not to until we have more to go on. If we do continual updates, we give information to whoever is behind this. If it’s Corman than the less he hears the better. You and I both agree that no pallet was ever delivered. We can probably assume that the Toolbox is either in the Foreman’s truck or hidden in the shack. My money is on the top drawer of the small office cabinet. When he pushed it in with his knee he had to use a lot of pressure which meant that the drawer was either stuck or was heavy. From the sound of the wheels on the runner I bet it was heavy.” Joe looked at Talbot with admiration.

Talbot opened up the yellow pages and was looking for a local general contractor. Picking up the phone he called Ben Shawn. He had met Ben at church and while not a close acquaintance he at least knew of him. “Ben, this is Sheriff Talbot, did you ever do any work for a Roger Corman?” There was a frenzied cursing from the other end and the sound of a receiver being slammed hard. Talbot looked up with wide humorous eyes, “I think that was a yes.” Within moments a screech and slamming of a car door announced Ben had stopped by. “What’s that bastard up to now!”

Talbot indicated the chair that Joe had leapt out of when the door was kicked open. Ben sat down shaking in anger, “that bastard still owes me fifteen thousand dollars from over five years ago. He owes money at plenty of hardware stores and lumber yards. He got away with it because he’d give you a little when you made a fuss then he’d duck out of town until things simmered down. I even tried to sue him but he always moves the date to some time when he knows I can’t make it and the court lets him do it. He must of paid off a hell of a lot of people except the ones who worked with him.” Joe handed over a cup of coffee since Ben was starting to calm down after having gotten all this off his chest. 

Talbot asked for a listing of any merchants Roger might have used in the past plus any he might be able to use again. The list was long since Corman had to cast a wide net to keep supplies coming. The second list of those he might be able to use again was much shorter. Once done Ben sat back in thought, “Let me get with a few other general contractors and see if they know him. They might give us a few more leads.” Joe led him to the back office and sat him down at the extension with a pad, pen, and phonebook. 

Joe came back out to see Talbot scribbling furiously. Looking over his shoulder, he saw Talbot was trying to work out Corman’s game. When he paused Joe offered his own thought. “Maybe he places an order, gets a receipt and then cancels before the stuffs delivered. Now he claims the stuff was stolen and files an insurance claim.” Talbot shook his head, “without a delivery order and signature it’d never get past the insurance inspection. They’d see that kind of fraud a mile away. It also doesn’t make sense for him to buy land to have items sent to it when the foreman said no one is there to sign for it. Who is he trying to rip off, himself?” Joe made some fresh coffee and did a walk around town to clear his head. Outside the Co-op he listened to a few people talking about the robberies at the building site. “Not good about these robberies. I got me some money invested in that site and if it’s gonna be robbed blind I’m gonna lose all of my investments.” His friend shook his head, “Me too, I don’t know what the hell I was thinking but that guy promised to double my money once the homes sold. You can’t build homes without lumber.” “With the sheriff out of town I don’t know what’s to stop them from just keeping stealing.” Joe cleared his throat and got their attention. “Sheriff Stone is out of town, but Sheriff Talbot and Deputy Steckler are on duty and will get to the bottom of this.” He walked off slightly upset but with knowledge gained from listening. Corman was trying to steal from his investors.

He burst into the office excited by the new information he had gotten, “he’s got investors who paid for a piece of the development profits and would get paid twice what they invested when the homes sell. He’s using their money to buy lumber and other things. I think that he’s shipping the stuff to another site, selling it to another developer cheap or,” Joe shrugged, “or else there is something else going on that I can’t figure on.” Talbot was filling out pages of notes for the case file. Ben came into the office having been on the phone for over an hour. “Sheriff, I think Deputy Steckler might be on the right tack. I’ve been talking to Phill Kantsol over in Stoney Point. It’s about twenty-five minutes from Rendville. He’s been buying some of his materials from Dorman Construction. They said they’re selling off the overbuys from a previous build.” Talbot felt he had enough to call in the state auditor. He held the receiver in his hand as he continued thinking. As suddenly as he picked it up he put it back on the rest. Joe was staring open mouthed, “What’s up we got him cold, make the call!” 

Talbot shook his head. “It’s not time yet. We have him for some shady dealing sure, what I want is where he’s heading. I think he’s trying to undermine the sheriff’s office. I know he thinks it’s a chance to get revenge on Rocky. He doesn’t know that Rocks out of town for the month and it’s us he’s got to deal with. We can use that to our advantage and give him enough rope to hang himself with.” Joe was all for that. Ben also asked to be a part of what they were going to do. For a brief moment Talbot had asked himself, how would Rocky handle this. Trouble was it didn’t matter. He wasn’t Rocky, Rocky wasn’t around and he wasn’t going to call him up. He was the acting sheriff and he better damn well act like the sheriff. 

“Let’s go out to the site again.” Before he left, he checked in the judge’s office to see if Peepaw Patterson was in. Judge Patterson was one of the many visitors to the courthouse on slow days. The first time he had spoken his name Talbot had almost spewed his coffee across the room. Judge Patterson explained, “It was my dad’s idea. As a child I used to call him Peepaw all the time instead of papa, one day he got fed up and left the house. He came back with a new certificate and that was my new name. Peepaw Patterson. My mom objected but he said if I liked the name so well I could have it. I kept it just to spite the old man. I can be just as stubborn as that old bastard any day of the week.” 

Talbot knocked and received a hearty welcome, He shook hands with the judge and came right to the point “Judge Patterson, I need a search warrant to check out the office over at the Homestead Acres site. I’m going to ask permission to look around but if they won’t let me, I’d like to have the warrant to back me up.” Judge Patterson filled out the warrant and signed it with a flourish. He didn’t have many opportunities to write out warrants and it made his day to finally be asked for one. “Here you go sheriff, I don’t know what you expect to find. The place can’t have much paperwork or anything yet, but you go have fun.” Talbot thanked him, collected his entourage and drove out to the site. 

Arriving, they saw that the office was dark and the Foreman’s truck was gone. Ben got out and looked over the site. “Who the hell laid out the plots! Damn idiots did the worst job I’ve ever seen.” Talbot and Joe followed Ben looking where he was looking but he saw things differently apparently. “Wanna tell us what you see that’s so awful?” Ben pulled the rolled up site map from his back pocket. “First, they aren’t squared, this one here is off by 7 degrees at least on the left side, they’re also to close. Local zoning for this area is 25 feet between buildings. This isn’t even twenty. The sites are “plotted” but haven’t been cleared, there has been no draining of the site either the grounds to soft to do a thing. Hell, it looks like a staged site not a real development. From the look of things, I doubt we’ll ever see a single house go up.” Talbot and Joe looked around from a new perspective. The site did seem as if it was just a blank page. If so, it made the constant having to redo the paperwork a bit more understandable. The longer the paperwork took to clear the longer before work could start. This kept the investors at bay. “Joe, when we get back to the office let’s put in a call to the paper and have them get all the investors in the site to contact us. I want to know who’s being fleeced and for how much.” Joe nodded, “I wonder how he got the word out about the investment opportunity. I don’t’ recall seeing anything in the paper about it.”

At the Sentinel Talbot and Joe explained what they wanted the paper to find out for them. “Nelson, we have a plot of land outside of town that somehow got people to invest in a homestead site. They were promised double their money back when the homes sold. We’re beginning to doubt that any homes are going to be built. What I want to know is, did you ever have a notice on something like this for Homestead Acres?” Nelson brought out a listing of ads and notices for the past month. He scanned for anything listing Homestead Acres without finding anything. He passed the papers over to Joe to check also. Nelson took the papers back once Joe was done and shrugged. “I’m afraid I can’t help much, I,” He paused, “hold on, I just thought of something.” and grabbed the phone. “Rex, do you still have all the inserts from the last few months? Got anything on Homestead Acres? Do me a favor and bring a couple up please. Yeah, my office. O.k. see you in a sec.”

He turned back to Talbot and Joe to explain. “Rex sends out the paperboys every morning. Before they roll the papers, he fills them with whatever inserts have been sent to him. Some from us and the rest from people who use us to advertise. He makes a little extra from inserting those.” The man who walked in looked like a stage version of a typical man in his profession, A pipe, beard and mustache, visor cap and a knit vest. Joe stifled a laugh as the man walked in. Rex handed over several small three by five card and leaned on the doorframe to hear what this was about. Nelson glanced at the card and passed it over to Talbot. “I think this is what we wanted.” On the card was a picture of a group of new homes with the heading “INVESTMENT OPPORTUNITY”, and the verbiage. “Looking to double your money? Invest in homestead acres, all investments guaranteed at double the amount.” On the back in very small print was the disclaimer. “All investments will be repaid once the homes are built and sold. In the event the development is unable to be completed for any reason, investments will not be refunded.” Talbot nodded, this was exactly the kind of con Corman would pull. “Can we have this one?” Nelson shrugged and dismissed Rex. Rex left in a literal puff of smoke and walked away dejected at not gaining further insight. He was one of the investors and wanted to hear if he had made a mistake. By tomorrow he’d know for sure. 

Little Larry had had a hard time sleeping and Makayla had spent half the night slow dancing with him. Talbot was not so selfish as to let her do it all, but she took on the lioness’s share since he had to work the next day. She woke up early to get Talbot’s breakfast, but he had sternly told her to go back to sleep while she could. Her sleepiness was overpowering and she lay back down and fell immediately to sleep. Prince climbed onto the bed, saw her still asleep and crawled under the covers, turned around and fell asleep with his head on the Talbot’s pillow. He looked down on his pet affectionately, “you’re getten too big for your britches Prince.” He admonished him but received only a grinning yawn and a thump of a tail in reply. Talbot kissed Makayla and Larry then as quietly as possible left for work. The official day began with Talbot and Joe eating breakfast at the diner. Over ham and eggs they talked over the work for the day. Joe wasn’t paying attention but was focused on the commotion outside the window. There were more people milling about main street than usual. “Seems were going to be under siege the moment we open up this morning.” Joe pointed with his fork at the central point of the commotion which happened to be the courthouse. 

Eating quickly they fought their way to the doors and opened them wide. A brick held them open allowing people to surge inside. Another fight to get to the desk and haul another chair behind it and they got pen and paper ready. Only one thing could account for all the people and that was that these were the people who had taken advantage of the Homestead Acres investment opportunity. The throng all wanted to know the same thing, “have we lost our money?” Talbot stood up, all six feet three inches towering over the rest of the crowd. “Folks we’re taking information to work out what is going on. I don’t know if this project is legitimate or not, but we’ll get to the bottom of things as fast as possible. However. in order to do that we have to be thorough. We have to be sure of our facts before we close in on anyone.  What we need is information, who, how much you invested and what were you promised.” He sat down and the process of gathering information began.

In Morgan’s office at the civic building he had a few visitors asking his opinion on Homestead Acres, “I don’t have any information one way or the other, I’ve heard the same as you and by the same way. The newspaper has given all the information any of us has. What Sheriff Talbot and Deputy Steckler have uncovered they will be keeping under their hats for now. I’m not connected to the sheriff’s office anymore and trust the sheriff to do the job right. He’s intelligent and tenacious or Sheriff Steckler wouldn’t have trusted him to take over for the month. Let the men do their job and it will all come out in the end.” Asked if he’d offer his assistance, he was adamant. “I am not going to go over there and jostle their elbows by sticking my nose in where it don’t belong. We’ve got another big do coming up and that’s got me plenty busy.” He sat down and began to stick flags of different colors into the map. 
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The newspaper Joe picked up later had a note that infuriated him. He slammed the paper onto the desk opened at the letter to the editor section. Breathing heavily, he read, “It seems the sheriff is unable to prevent the recent theft of large pallets of building supplies. In fact, word has it that other than a preliminary check of the site he hasn’t set foot anywhere near Homestead Acres or attempted to find out how these items have been stolen. It makes one wonder if he isn’t getting some kickback from the thefts. I know it’s hard to fathom such a thing from our noble Sheriff Stone but odder things have happened. Hopefully he gets his head out and gets on the job. Those who have invested heavily in this project can ill afford the losses. The more expense that is put out in repurchasing means less for those who have invested their hard earned monies.”  He ran his hand through his hair and sat heavily, “Sheriff, how much longer are we going to let this keep on?” Talbot was rereading the letter and grinning. He pointed to a section, “If you read this again it shows the letter writer is not from here or not in town and has no clue Rocky’s gone.” Joe snatched the page, reread it and then sat back laughing. “It’s got to be Corman, what a noob!”

Talbot was going over his files and working out if he was ready to call Arthur. Picking up the phone he dialed the number and asked for the County Auditor. Arthur knew Talbot well enough that if he was called in, that there was plenty of evidence. “I’ll be there within an hour.” Joe tidied up the office and made a fresh pot of coffee. If they were calling in the big guns it was best to put their best foot forward. Until Arthur got there Talbot and Joe called every hardware store and lumber yard that might have sent anything to Homestead Acres. By the time Arthur arrived they had determined nothing had ever been sent to the site, it all had gone to Rendville. Talbot spent the remaining fifteen minutes getting the file collated and orderly.

Morgan was looking out the office window debating on going over to the courthouse just to pass the time of day. The sight of Arthur arriving at the courthouse was too much for him and he had to know what was happening. He knew Talbot wouldn’t have called Arthur unless he was ready. He packed up his desk and headed out for lunch via the courthouse. Julia was coming down the street to pick up Morgan so they could have lunch together. Suddenly she saw several important things all at once. Morgan was emerging from the civic building with eagerness in his eyes, a government car parked outside the courthouse, Joe opening the door for the government man with a determined face. Putting the pieces together rapidly she picked up her speed and captured Morgan half way across the street and firmly guided him towards the diner. Arthur heard the screech of tires and saw Morgan’s back headed away up the street with an attractive brunette leading him away. He also was able to connect the dots to know Morgans new wife was saving him from himself in getting involved.  He walked into the courthouse grinning.

Arthur sat opposite Talbot and was handed the file. He rifled through it making sounds that said he was impressed at every page. “You really have it together; this is a clear case of attempted fraud. I wonder how he paid for the property?” As if on cue Con Mathews who had sold the property came in waving a sheet of paper. “Sheriff, I got me a promissory note from the feller who bought my property, I can’t locate the bugger to get my money, and I don’t know what the hell to do.” Arthur gently took the shaking paper from the man’s hand. “This isn’t a formal note; it’s never been notarized or anything. It looks like someone just typed out a letter and handed it to you, did you give him anything in return?” “Yeah, I gave him a title for the acreage.” Arthur took the phone and asked the home office some questions and for the title to be faxed over to the Courthouse. When he hung up he was grinning widely. Turning to the farmer he casually asked, “How many acres is the tract?”  “Should a been about five acres, he felt that should a been more than enough for 10 homes with plenty of land for each place. I liked the idea of plenty of garden space, not like those places in Acton where they don’t have enough room to grow a single cabbage. What’s the joke, you’re grinning like somethings awful funny.” The fax shuddered awake and spat out a copy of the title. “Take a look at the title.” Well dang, I only sold him a fiftieth of an acre I most have written fast and messed up big time. I’m surprised he took it and didn’t complain when he took the paper into the city. That works out to about 900 square feet. About the size of that trailer they got out there. In fact, according to the map they added it sits directly on the plot that the title gives them. He hasn’t finalized anything and since he gave you a faked promissory note the land is still yours,  Heck, you might even own the small trailer and the equipment they left there.” 
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