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Acknowledgements and
Dedication of this book

This story was conceived at about 3:30 A.M. on
the morning of August 26, 2008 - the cover, the
plot, the storyline. Filling in the meat on the
bones of the story was the fun part! So, I got up
and laid out the "bones" of the story while it was
still in my head. I started three chapters in
2008...and the rest not until 2015 because I had
problems m aking my mind thi nk li ke t he
characters in this story. Finally, in 2015, I had to
complete the work.
I wrote this fictional novel for all artisans who use
the pen to craft their works –"authors" - because
many of them (us) have great books in our heads,
and we take months to lay them out, organize
them, develop concepts, design covers, convert
words into pictures, and then try to get them
published.
Rejection, a large part of the writing game, comes
all too often, but is always expected. The entry
into the world of writing and getting literary works
into the hands of competent, qualified agents,
then into the hands of publishers, is mostly
tedious and frustrating for all the players
concerned.
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But, I don't write to make money - My
books are FREE. I write because I love to
write.
We should because we love to, or write because
we know a lot about certain subjects. Write
because you have ideas or stories in your heads.
Folks love to read books....all kinds of books.
They love to curl up in their favorite easy chair,
and sip on a hot cup of tea - and read. They get
into a “reading mood ”. Some, typically the
younger generation, will choose to read books
using the Kindle formats. I happen to love writing
and publishing my own e-books because I'm in
control...and they can be in living color...and
updated as often as I like.
I salute all writers, I congratulate book sellers,
agents, publishers in their effort to continue
getting books – like The Island, into the hands of
readers...for it is readers who put bread and
butter on our collective tables.

John C. Tyler, Author
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The

Island

Foreword
Fred and Mona Katz are missing. They were last
seen on flight 261 out of Phoenix to Florida
talking to a young couple that sat behind them.
Fred and Mona had no living relatives.
The elderly couple responded to an ad in the
Phoenix Daily:

People who had no living relatives seem to
disappear a lot, and mysteriously, since 2006.
They all have a common thread: they are retired,
have no living relatives, and they love to gamble.
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Fred and Mona were two of those who qualified
for the free gambling trip to the Island.
“The Island” casino and private club is the most
attractive destination for people of all walks of
life. Gaming, slots, poker, wheel of fortune giveaways....all right there on the Island.
All legitimate - except for the crime that goes on
behind the facade.
People disappear, and their fortunes, real estate,
credit cards, bank accounts are all signed over to
others, and those others have no fear of getting
caught because there are no surviving relatives,
or so it was thought, until Fred and Mona’s sole
survivor "adopted" daughter, Lindsey Fairchild,
started looking for them!
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1
THE PHOENIX CONNECTION
t was a rather pleasant, sunny afternoon as
Fred and Mona Katz relaxed in the comfort of
their first-class accommodations on Atlantis
flight 261 heading toward Tampa, Florida from
Phoenix. “Fred, maybe we should sell the house
in Phoenix and move to Florida permanently. We
don’t have anyone to worry about in Phoenix-not
even a cat, so why not try living in the land of sun
a nd w at e r f o r a s l o n g as w e m i g ht h a v e
together?”
“You might be right, honey, this is our sixth trip
down to that area, and we do love the
water....and they have lots of places with slots. I
don’t know why, honey, but I’m feeling lucky
lately let’s find a couple slot machines right
after we land and after we eat dinner.”
Jack and Rita "Clancy" (Jack never used his real
name, which was John Kellner) were on the same
p l ane . . . no t b y c o i nc i d e nc e . I t w as no t a
coincidence that they sat right behind Fred and
Mona.
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The y were also "wi nners " o f t he drawi ng
advertised in the Phoenix Daily News, and were
seated in the luxury seats in the first-class section
of the plane. Rita leaned forward to say to Fred
and Mona - “We love it in Phoenix, too.... we’ve
lived there for about ten years now. We have
come to the Tampa Bay area often, but to grab a
free gaming trip this time.... unreal. We must be
two of the luckiest couples in Phoenix !”
"You won, too"?", Mona asked as she spun around
to see who was talking to them about also being a
winner.
“Oh yes, and when we get the chance to come
down to Tampa, we love to swim in Tampa Bay,
we love the night life and the warmth of the daily
sunshine -who wouldn’t want to live forever in
Florida” quipped Rita.
“No kidding, you guys live in Phoenix ?”, asked
Mona. “Oh yes,” Jack piped in, “We moved out
here from Boston a long time ago. We hated the
winters in the Northeast, and our jobs are
portable, so we chose Phoenix because it’s just
outside of Scottsdale where our headquarters are
located. We both work off our computers at
home. We could live in Tampa as well because we
basically work out of our laptops – like I said, our
jobs are portable....we can live anywhere on the
planet.”
“We have two children; a boy and a girl ages five
and seven, so they keep us busy. Do you have
any children?” Rita enquired.
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She really just wanted to probe a little deeper into
Fred and Mona’s personal life. They have no
children.
“Well, there’s just Fred and me, so we’re thinking
about relocating to Florida from Phoenix. We’ll
see how this gaming trip works out, then maybe
we’ll hang out in the Hilton in Tampa for another
few days.... we’re booked out of Tampa on the
10:00 AM flight from the airport on Friday .”
Rita said, “I couldn’t help but to overhear you and
Fred talking about how much you love to gamble.
We’ve been to where you’re going a million times
now, so we sort of know our way around the
Island – we could pick you guys up at the Hilton if
you like.
Of course, this is the first time we've actually won
a trip to The Island casino. Ride with us....we’ll
just grab a Town Car at Hertz when we land, and
we can pick you up tomorrow morning .”
“In fact, we’ve come to know the manager at the
private club on the Island....they have slots there,
too, and blackjack....oh, and they feed us there –
on the house! We love the excitement of seeing
the flashing lights light up over the slots when
someone hits it big! Jack sneaks in a little
blackjack while I play the slots. I never seem to
win any real money, but enough to play awhile
longer."
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"Although I have to say that old Jack here always
seems to come out with a lot more money than
he went in with – he’s pretty lucky. I’m so lucky
to have married him, too!”
“Well, we’re booked in at the Hilton in Tampa
because that’s where we always stay when we
come down here,” Mona replied. “We like it there
at that Hilton because it’s a solid building...you
know how it gets down here in hurricane season!
It’s always neat, clean and comfortable, and we
get to sit out by the pool...maybe read a book or
two while we’re here - but this time we might just
look around for a more permanent place. ”
“Mona likes to read...I’m not that wild about
reading, I’d rather look at all the ‘babes’ at
poolside,” said Fred, with a slight smirk on his
red, bloated face. “I like to play a little golf while
I’m down here, too.”
Jack turned to Fred...“Hey, the manager down at
the Island told me the next time I’m down, he’d
spring for a day of golf for me – and anyone else
that I bring...how about it Fred?
Of course free golf comes with the package that
we've won, but I can get extra golf in because the
owner there, Matt, knows us and he kind of likes
us for some reason. In fact, if you guys come
with us, we get all of our meals there – on the
house!"
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"No kidding, we get to suck up all the steak or
lobster we can eat...and Matt has the waiter bring
us anything we want to drink...cokes, beer, wine –
or milk, if you prefer - all for free, Fred .”
“Well, I don’t know...we would hate to impose on
you two - we sort of like to hang around with
each other...you know...alone.”
Mona piped in, “ That’s true, Fred, but you
know...the more I think about it, Jack and Rita
here already know the place - we don’t, so we’d
feel like ducks out of water there. Why not just
go with them for the first day? Then, if we’re
comfortable with the surroundings, we can go
back with them for that extra round of golf that
Jack mentioned the next day - you know how you
love to play golf. Besides, it’s all free. We like
free, Fred.”
“Then it’s settled, we’ll arrange to pick you guys
up right there at the Hilton in the morning. In
fact, we might as well grab a room there, too –
after we go to Hertz and pick up the Lincoln, but
we won’t bother you anymore today. By the way,
did you guys get that $200 gift coupon when you
won the drawing? We did, and those coupons will
go a long way toward playing the slots. Two
hundred dollars should at least last us a couple of
hours. Then we’ll go have some shrimp and steak
– on my buddy, Matt...he's the club owner that I
told you about.”
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Mona added, “We got the two-hundred dollar gift
coupon, and we can’t wait to use it. Awfully nice
of these people to choose us – and you, as their
guests for the whole five days...don’t you agree,
Fred?”
Rita asked, " Mona, what’s your cell phone
number? I’ll write it down, so I can call you in the
morning to make sure you guys are not still
asleep.” “Oh, that’s funny, Rita - Fred is up at
6:00AM – no matter what! My number is (623)
555-1212. Do you want to give me your cell
number, Rita....just in case?”
“No, actually, I left my cell at home...so did
Jack....we were in such a rush – and so excited
about winning, that we both left them on the
kitchen counter – still in the charger. Oh well, at
least we’ll have a charged cell when we get back
home.”
Rita turned to Jack in their comfortable leather
seats and said - so Fred and Mona couldn’t hear,
“Geez, Jack....it’s getting tougher to remember all
the things we gotta do to avoid detection...like
getting their cell numbers without having to give
ours out. They’d die if they knew that we really
live down here in Tampa...that we aren’t from
Phoenix, and we’ve set all this up so we can take
everything away from these old fools .” She
chuckled. “In fact, if they really knew everything,
they’d know that the cell phone I plan to call them
on in the morning was stolen from that dumb
college girl who left it in the restaurant the other
day when we were here.”
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Mona sat back in the seat, and grabbed Fred’s
hand to hold. She was thinking, “ How nice this
couple is to take us under their wings like that.
How nice it was to have won a five-day excursion
to an island full of slots and other fun stuff....and
now, free meals and golf to boot! It can’t get
much better than this.” If they only knew that the
best part of their next twenty-four hours was
now.
Mona and Fred slipped off into quiet solitude
thinking about all the possibilities that tomorrow
would hold in store for them.
Meanwhile, Rita and Jack thought about the newly
acquired “pigeons” they had caged. They spent a
few hundred bucks on the airfare, about $150 on
the ad in the Phoenix Daily, but they were about
to get a whole host of other things out of old Fred
and his rather wide wife! “They’ll both be shark
bait in a few days anyway, so who cares what
these two look like?” “In fact,” Rita pondered,
“Who cares anything about them....they have no
family...not even a cat .” Jack thought about
covering tracks with any neighbors in Phoenix
because they might begin to miss them.
“Maybe they’ll just think they stayed an extra
week,” he thought. “By then, we’ll have sold their
house to another set of suckers for cheaper
dollars than we’d normally get. We’ll cover things
with the neighbors when we head back out there
to ‘settle the estate’ - our estate!”
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In fact, Jack was reviewing the ad they would
place in the Phoenix Daily to get rid of the house.
His dark thoughts that lurked in the caverns of his
devious mind reflected on the ads he typically
runs:

Jack continued to amuse himself with the “ Sudden
death in the family” portion of the ad. “How true
that will be,” he thought!
Of course, the scam was already set and ready to
go. He and the fake lawyer with stolen identities
by the bucket load, would run the ad as soon as
they cleaned out the house, sell all of the
contents for cash to people who would come to
the “estate sale”, and send the new Cadillac in the
garage out to their crime buddies who owned a
chop shop in Phoenix. No trace of any car would
ever be found.
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The “team of business associates” would be paid
$12,000 for the car that could have been sold for
$32,000, but nobody on this team wanted
anything traced back to them. “$12,000 is over
two grand each”, thought Jack. " There were
always buyers out there – ready to take full
advantage of the 'deal of a lifetime'. Nobody has
a problem buying severely under-priced homes
due to someone else’s misfortune either. A sale
could be wrapped up in two weeks with the right
cash buyer", he pondered.
“I wonder how much dough these two old yahoos
have in their bank account ?” Rita thought. “The
credit cards should be worth a few bucks, too,
and we’ll use them up real quick-like. We have to
remember to avoid cameras. Geez, avoiding
those stinking cameras is getting to be a full-time
job lately...they’re everywhere. We have to be
aware of so many things to be able to pull off
these scams.”
Rita whispered, “Jack, did you manage to get all
the necessary documents ready for these two
suckers to sign....er, under slight duress, that is !”
“Yeah, Phil has the new deed ready to go...I’ve got
the fake social for our new fake names on our real
deed to their house. I can’t wait to see their
faces when we tell them to sign the deed...and
ten checks over to us! We always like to see the
total surprised look – the outright shock, when
this happens. It’s like, 'What – are you serious?
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They usually say, "Come on – this is a joke, right ?
They’ll see how much of a joke it is soon enough ,”
Jack figured. "We’ll strip their bank account, but
we have to be careful not to take out too much all
at once - just a few grand here and a few grand
there – we don’t want anyone to ask questions .”
“ We ’ l l u s e t he i r c ar d s t o b u y a b un c h o f
electronics, Jack – they always sell quickly. I
believe we are ready for the big show tomorrow. I
hope Matt and Chris are ready to go. God knows
- we set this thing up fairly well. We earn our
money, baby!” They laughed - quietly, of course.
“It’s a good thing we’ve got this ad scam going,
Jack - we get to ask all the right questions up
front so we can isolate the "winners" and get the
ball started."
For crying out loud, we had to go through about
fifty of these clowns before we finally hit pay dirt.
Too bad they have no one to leave all their stuff
to. Oh well, we can be their heirs!” They laughed
again.
“Rita, these idiots have no idea that they came to
gamble alright! They came to gamble - but with
their lives!”
“Yeah, we’re holding all the cards”, Rita smirked.
“What’s this – our tenth target this year? Thirty
or so over all?
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We make a lot of money in our profession,
Jack....I mean, for all the work we do, we should
be making this kind of money, right honey? ”
Lots of people called in on the ad in the Daily.
They’d be asked a lot of frivolous questions, but
then the bonus round would always be, “ In case
you win, we have to know some additional
information about you. You will also get a free
tour of the coral reefs in our luxury yacht – a
beautiful 47 footer. Should something unforeseen
happen, like running into a sand bar, who would
we contact for you – to tell them you’re all right ?”
The chosen couple would always confirm that
they, unfortunately, have no next of kin.
“Hey you guys...wake up....we’re starting to land
now.”
“Oh, thanks, Rita, we did kind of nod off there for
awhile. So, what do we do next ?”
“Well, nothing really...just go to your hotel, maybe
grab some dinner, go to sleep tonight, and we’ll
call you in the morning....is that okay?"
"Jack and I will probably do the same thing.
Tomorrow should be an exciting day for all of
us....and, hopefully, we’ll all win a little money,
eat some great food, grab an enjoyable yacht ride
out to the beautiful coral reefs the following day,
and even enjoy a nice golf day. I know that you'll
enjoy that, Fred . Mona, do you golf?", Rita
queried.
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“Here we are..good old Tampa International.
Boy, my legs are cramped, Jack...are yours?”
“Yeah, honey - long trip from our beautiful home
in Scottsdale”, winked Jack. “Well, we’ll see you
lovebirds in the morning. Rita will call you bright
and early to make sure you’re awake! Just
kidding....I know you’re an early bird, Fred .”
“Okay, thanks guys, we sure appreciate you
taking care of us this way....see you in the AM. ”
“Right you are, Fred - we love taking care of
folks..that’s the way we people from Arizona are
– hospitable, right? Hey, you’d do the same for
us if it worked out that way, so we just pass being
nice along. Someday, we’ll get our reward, don’t
you worry”! Jack winked at Rita once again.
"Well, honey, now that that’s over with and put to
bed, how about if we go grab a nice dinner and
some wine – to celebrate our new found wealth?
Besides, I’m not even the least bit tired, but I’ll
betcha old Frederick and Mona are beat !”
Rita replies, “You got it, babe...steak sounds real
good to me right about now. I think I worked up
an appetite what with all this planning we had to
do!”
“Okay then, let’s head over to Lorenzo’s for your
steak and my Italian.”
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“May I help you folks?” inquired the young female
maitre ‘di.
“Why yes you may”, retorted Rita. “We’d like a
nice, quiet booth, rather than a table...something
out of the way of traffic...oh, and please....not near
t he r e s t r o o m s ! ” “ R i ght t hi s w ay , M a’ am .
Stephanie will be your server tonight, and she’ll
be right over.”
“ M m m m m m , t h a t s t e a k l o o k s r e al g o o d ,
sweetheart....you sure you want Italian ?” - “Yeah,
I‘d like some nice chicken Parmesan – with a
house salad, and maybe some nice hot rolls.
Actually, It’s nice to know that we can have
anything we want....anytime we want it, right
honey?”
“Yep, it sure is, babe...and tonight is on that last
couple we fed to the sharks!” They chuckled
again - only this time it was heartier!
"Rita, we've made millions doing this thing, and
it's easy as going fishing. We reel in the "fish" by
baiting the hook with a cheap ad in the local
paper. Lots of fish bite, but we're only looking for
the fish that don't have any offspring. Those are
the rare, exotic fish we want in our tank !"
"Jack, this is why this meal tastes so good every
time we come back here...it's all free....paid for
by the fools who want something for nothing.
We're the ones who get something for nothing and they are the ones who pay f or it all.
Suckers!"
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"Well, honey, tomorrow is day one of our trap. If
we play it by the script we always use, and we're
really careful to not do anything to tie back to
us....including and especially avoiding cameras
that might see us with our "fish" we should
be wealthier in a few days", Jack said.
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2
THE PSYCHOPATHIC MINDSET

Jack

and Rita seemed to most people like two
happily married people, which they are (but only
to those they meet. They never got
married), and one might say that they appear to
be a professional couple – maybe Jack could be a
salesman; Rita could be anyone she wanted to be.
I n t h e i r p s y c h o p at hi c m i nd s , t he y a r e a
professional couple. They are business partners
with Matt, Chris, Phillip Bartholomej (who
renamed himself Bartholomew), a heartless
attorney with more aliases than most criminals,
and a “clean-up man”, by the name of Chris.
They are all partners in a very lucrative business
that netted them over $8 million in 2006 alone.
For tax purposes, they all have side jobs, but Jack
is a professional gambler, and pays taxes on the
reported income that he makes playing the slots,
blackjack and card games at “The Island”, a
gaming island off the coast of Florida....that
happens to be owned by his other team member,
Matt.
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Jack turned 45 years old in June of this year, but
looks like he might be five years younger. His
sort of curly black hair and facial features remind
some people of the actor, Tony Curtis.
You can tell that he works out because he’s trim,
lean, strong, and dresses well. Most often, Jack
will be wearing a business suit in his line of work,
but he’s much more comfortable kicking around in
his Dockers and Ralph Lauren short-sleeve shirts
when he's "off duty".
Jack grew up in Roxbury, Massachusetts, where
you had to “look tough or be beaten up ”. If you
ask him anything, he’d tell you, because he
thought that honesty and a direct approach were
the best way to handle conversations with almost
anyone.
People genuinely liked the guy! Charismatic is
the word that best defines him.
He is reminded – every now and then, of his
childhood. He grew up fast....never really had a
childhood. His father was never home because he
worked as a sightseeing tour bus driver making
meager wages. The guy loved his work, though,
and most of his tour passengers loved him.
Many gave him a $5 or $10 tip when the tour was
over. He liked the “Maine run”, because it gave
him a full three days out with a group, and he had
such a gift of gab that he worked his crowd of
about fifty passengers skillfully.
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He would generally come home with an extra
$400 for the three day trip to Maine....on top of
the $12. an hour that Boston Tour Group paid
him. Of course, that was back in the early 60’s, so
it was fair money, and he could maintain his
proud role as “father”, and as provider.
Jack hardly ever saw his father, so he never had
any real connection with him, other than the
occasional beatings he’d get when dad got home,
and his mom complained about how bad the
children were ...all four of them.
Dad was also the disciplinarian.
Jack never
figured out why his mother was the way she
was....always screaming at him and the others. It
seemed like young Jack was stuck in a bubble of
sorts. His brother was the first-born, next came
his sister, then him, then his baby brother, so he
didn’t get much attention at all, other than from
his father...you know...dancing around the
bedroom, hanging on dad’s arm while being
beaten with the belt.
He remembers a kid...a thirteen-year-old boy by
the name of Nelson. Jack was only about five at
the time...a time when he picked up the habit of
smoking cigarettes from his older brother...the
eight year old! But Nelson was a bit weird. One
day, just for kicks, he grabbed another boy from
the projects where most of them lived, and he
pinned this younger boy’s hand down onto a
cement pad next to an incinerator for the project.

26

Then, without warning, he took out his six-inch
pocket knife and cut the boy’s last two fingers off.
The reason that he gave to the police when they
arrived was because the younger boy didn’t help
him burn out the home that the Sahajian family
lived in. They were an old Armenian couple –
maybe in their late 70’s – who lived in a really old
house across from the projects. Apparently, they
would not give Nelson some grape leaf “thingys”
that they would make and pass out to other kids
in the project.
Nelson used to take them from the other kids.
They were grape leaves stuffed with what
appeared to be hamburger and rice, but they
were really good! Needless to say, the cops
brought him to the Roxbury jail, and then to
court, and then off to reform school later. Jack
never saw Nelson again.
Nobody knows if this had everything to do with
t h e c o l d ne s s i n w hi c h J a c k o p e r at e d hi s
“business”, but one could say that it had a lot to
do with it.
Some kids would grow up to be self
sufficient self-promoters, when they are stuck in
the middle of three or four other kids, but Jack
took a turn a bit more into a dark side.

27

For example - he would tell certain of his friends
about how he enjoyed taking cats up onto the
roof of his three-story project building with brick
fronts and flat roofs, and toss them off onto the
paved area and lawn area below. “ Hey, don’t
sweat it", he would tell his buddies...."they always
land on their feet.”
No one can say for sure, but that had to be a sign
of Jack’s tendency toward that dark side of life,
and yet he always seemed pleasant, jovial, and
had a positive attitude most of the time.
He was an average student in school....never
really excelling in anything at all. He hated
sports....called most of the jocks “fairies”. He’d
pick fights with a lot of the jocks, even during his
grammar school years.
One time this black kid named Lester walked up
to Jack in the school playground, and taunted
him.
It would be the last time that Lester taunted Jack,
because almost in a flash, Jack was on Lester,
and had started rubbing his head into the cold,
asp halt paved pl ay are a in t he f enced-in
schoolyard.
It took a half-dozen other kids to pull him off
Lester. So, although he was thin as a kid, he was
wiry....and strong as an ox....almost like he was
demon possessed.
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When he was fourteen, he broke into a church
and stole all the money they had in what was
called the “poor box”. Louis Yaitaines, aka “Louie
the pig” was a strong, burly cop in Roxbury. He
grabbed Jack, took him out behind the project
buildings, and beat him with a rubber hose.
Louie the pig was skilled. He’d never leave a
mark, but he would exercise his imagined rights
as judge, jury and executioner. His arrest record
was low, but his satisfaction rate was very high.
Most of the kids were afraid of Louie, all right.
Right after the church theft, in which he got off
with a warning and beating from Louie, he stole a
car. Sixteen years old - stealing a car! This time,
the cops had to confront his parents. I mean
stealing a car is right up there when it comes time
to be charged with a crime.
Once again, the guy who owned the car felt sorry
for Jack, and his parents guaranteed that they’d
keep a closer eye on him, so he got off scot-free
again.
Jack thought nothing of any of these
misdemeanor crimes that he constantly
committed. “Big deal, I took a car for a joy ride...I
know how to drive.”
Well, here he is sitting in a booth at Lorenzo’s –
having steak on the rare side, watching Rita eat
her chicken Parmesan with spaghetti and meat
sauce.
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He realized that his business in a couple of days
would involve killing the latest contest winners,
and feeding their remains to the sharks. Just like
all the crimes before....never gave anything a
second thought.
What led to this miscreant behavior? Maybe Jack
is possessed, who can say? On the other side of
the coin is the fact that he truly loves Rita. He
met her ten years earlier at a rock concert in
Tampa. She worked at a small chain store that
sold women’s apparel, but she hated her job,
hated her boss, and would feel really comfortable
doing nothing for the rest of her life.
Rita is ten years younger than Jack. Neither were
ever married before, so it was kind of nice, they
thought, to be so in love with each other at age
thirty-five for her and forty-five for him. Neither
of them wanted children – ever. “ Too messy,
they are loud, they get in people’s way of living
their selfish lives”, they both asserted.
In fact, when Rita and Jack entered Lorenzo’s,
they asked their young maitre ‘di to make sure
they did not sit near the restrooms...or near any
little kids.
Rita grew up in the Borough of Queens. Queens is
the largest in area and the second most populous
of the five boroughs of New York City, New York.
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She grew up in a larger family than jack. She
was stuck in the middle of eight children – four
older siblings...all boys, and three younger – one
boy and two girls.
Her father was a mill worker. He didn’t make too
much money either, just like Jack’s father, but his
job was provider/husband/father.
Good Irish Catholics Charlie and Mary O'Neal
were. Of course, dad liked to come home from
work and immediately open the refrigerator to
chug down a couple of six-packs of beer while he
watched TV for the rest of the evening. He had
no real personal relationship with his wife, Mary
O’Neal.
Jack didn’t find out until after he hooked up with
Rita that her dear old dad was more than a bit of
a perv! It seems that dear old dad would
regularly molest all of his children...right up until
he died when the oldest boy was nineteen.
The kids lived in fear of Charlie – aka “pops”,
because he would threaten them with, “ If you rat
me out, I’ll kill all of you and your mother, too .”
They believed him.
So, Rita could not wait to get out of the house
after her father died of a massive heart attack.
Her mother discovered that Charlie left no
insurance money. The bum didn’t even have the
courtesy to have an insurance policy on his life to
take care of that many kids and a wife who doted
on him every day of his beer-breath life.
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Rita was a run-of-the-mill student as well. She
really had no incentive to study. “ Study for
what?”
Her life was: Wake up in the morning, after being
molested the night before by Charlie, get dressed,
go to school, come home from school, do the
several chores that her mother assigned to her,
then study - which meant peruse a couple of
books, do a little homework to pass the required
tests, then go to bed wondering if tonight was her
turn with Charlie.
By the time she met Jack, she had made up her
mind about three things: First, she will never
work again....like her mother never had to, and
she would do whatever it took to get as much
money as possible, and she would never let a guy
push her around again...emotionally or physically.
Maybe that’s why Rita was loving to Jack, but cold
and callous to anyone else...especially older men.
They must have reminded her of Charlie - who
knows?
She fell in love with Jack – probably for the same
reasons some women fall for convicted
psychopathic killers while they are spending their
years on death row.
Rita had a reservoir of unsatisfied needs. She
missed the “feeling” of being needed. Her father,
the molester, used her.
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She developed a cold heart – one of mistrust for
any man, yet she longed for someone to fill that
void...the need to be needed.
Hooking up with Jack, a true psychopath, filled
that void. She knew what he represented, but
was willing to take that chance of finding some
sort of fulfillment in him. She developed a trust
on a level not heretofore experienced by her. Out
of this misguided trust came a sense of loyalty.
Loyalty was part of this entire group’s psyche.
All of them had this weird sense of “brotherhood”
- to stay true to each other no matter what. If
they got caught, they would never think of ratting
each other out. They would take the entire
sentence pronounced upon them by a judge if
they were ever caught, or so they all implied.
Rita found meaning in her life – at age thirty-five.
Jack fulfilled some of the many needs in her
empty emotional reservoir. Jack, on the other
hand, satisfied her emotional needs, but never
quite felt that love was in the picture - for her or
any “dame”. She filled his need for dominance
and power over another creature, but love?
“Nah!”
Of course, Rita’s psyche allowed her to believe
that, over time, she could change Jack...”He would
truly love her someday,” she believed.
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The following characteristics of a psychopath,
defined by Hervery M. Cleckley in 1941 in the
book, Mask of Insanity, include:
Superficial charm and average intelligence.
Absence of delusions and other signs of irrational
thinking.
Absence of nervousness or neurotic
manifestations.
Unreliability.
Untruthfulness and insincerity.
Lack of remorse or shame.
Antisocial behavior without apparent
compunction.
Poor judgment and failure to learn from
experience.
Pathological egocentricity and incapacity to love.
General poverty in major affective reactions.
Specific loss of insight.
Unresponsiveness in general interpersonal
relations.
Fantastic and uninviting behavior with drink, and
sometimes without.
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Suicide threats rarely carried out.
Sex life impersonal, trivial, and poorly integrated.
Failure to follow any life plan.
Jack met most of the criteria for being in the
psychopathic realm, including thinking about
committing suicide when he was about fourteen
years old. Of course, he’s forty-five now, so he
has obviously not carried out that threat
He remembers hearing about one of his friends,
though - a kid name Rick, who lived in Roxbury.
It seems that this friend sorely needed his older
brother Billy.
Rick, the younger sibling, attached to Bill because
they had no father. The old man ran off with
some woman while Rick was only two. Well,
later, when Bill turned eighteen, he joined the Air
Force, and was shipped off to some air base out in
Colorado.
Rick, as Jack remembers, was so distraught that
he went down to the recruiter’s office and signed
up for four years of Air Force duty, figuring he
could go where his brother went.
When he discovered that he was not going to be
able to go to Colorado, he went home, stuck a
gun in his mouth, and ended his loneliness.
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This stuck with Jack all through his life. At times,
he didn’t blame Rick; at other times, “Rick was a
jerk for pulling the trigger on himself . He could
have survived without Bill,” he thought. “Ah, life
stinks – no matter what....it’s all a cruel joke
being played on the inhabitants of the planet by
some mystical god somewhere out in space ,” He
figured.
The other players on the psychologicallychallenged criminal team were Matt, Chris, and
Philip, the lawyer with a thousand stolen id’s.
They all had fake id’s and stolen identities. This is
why they never got caught doing what they do
best.
They had their chop shops around the country
that would pick up cars, boats, motorcycles –
anything of value, and make them disappear.
They’d never think about selling any of this
stuff....it would all disappear without a trace.
Having friends in low places was just part of a
smart, sophisticated “business” that this crimespree group had formed. "Never leave loose ends
around for a clever detective to find – and track ",
is what Jack believed and instilled in the group.
Even the degenerates on the extended team had
this strange sense of dedication – of loyalty to
one another, and to their extended family of
criminals.
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Stealing identities is as easy as ordering lunch.
Most of the information gathered was easily
secured: social security numbers, addresses,
personal information, deed information – it’s all
right there - readily available on the internet, and
for very little money – and no questions asked.
If someone divulged their last name on these
personal chat room type web sties, Jack could
gather their last name, town lived in, specific
street address, home phone number, parents’
names and even their dates of birth.
If he wanted to, Jack figured he could track down
one of these stupid girls who use the internet to
“hook up” with losers. He could get into her
private pages, line himself up as a “friend of
Doug” (a name already on the site as a friend),
then get her to cough up her name, where she
works or goes to school, then get the old lady’s
birth date online from another source, and finish
the scam.
He’d just find out where the parents work....case
out the house for a week, then rent a van....stick
a magnetic sign on the side – “Rosie’s Flower
Shoppe” – complete with an FTD logo, pull up to
the house when “Sarah” has come home from
school, and make his move.
“Hello, Fred here (pointing to his fake badge on
his rented uniform) - from Rosie’s Flower
Shoppe”, pointing to the van.....”just delivering
flowers for Mary Hunter - from her loving
husband, Jake.”
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Miss Dumbo would likely let him in to set the
f l o we r s o n t he tabl e. Why wo uldn' t s he ?
Everything seems legit. Uniform, sign on the
van...badge....flowers, and he was reading off a
card to her mom, by name, and the floral
arrangement in his hands are real....and that is
her dad’s name....so “Why not?”
Once he was inside, he could do anything he
pleased to her, including forcefully taking her out
to the van. His fruitful, dark thoughts would carry
him off into fantasyville for a solid five minutes
longer, until he’d snap out of it with thoughts
about the job he had to do to make his real
dreams come true – and that required lots of
money.
Matt had a couple of jobs to do. Sometimes, he
would play manager of the private gaming casino
that he really owned.
Matt owned the large casino because he could
afford to - with all the money they made from the
slots alone.
Part of their “earned income” was legitimately
earned from blackjack, poker games, roulette
wheels, and even from the restaurant. They also
had the dining area, and full kitchen going 24
hours a day – seven days a week.
Chris was the really weird one. He looked like
your average young, handsome waiter, but
sometimes he would be called upon to act as “the
cleaner”, which we’ll define later.
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He was very polite, very handsome....blonde,
clean cut....always pleasant. In fact, the
remarkable thing about these demented beings is
that all of them are pleasant, smart, articulate,
savvy, good-looking, aggressive....”charmers”.
Matt would also play the role of “Captain Matt”.
His job was to take passengers and crew out on
the private yacht that he personally bought years
ago. This was a huge boat by most
standards...47’ long, with two staterooms, two full
baths, and a “clean room” down in the lower
section of the boat. That was all on the lower level
of the yacht.
On the upper deck was a huge living room, galley
kitchen, lav, laundry room, and sun deck with a
swim platform off the rear. On the top-most deck
was the bridge, where Captain Matt would
operate the boat, the radar, ship-to-shore radio,
depth finders, compass, and all the other fancy
gadgets that a yacht would have.
Rita was a bit on the short side at 5’-1”, and she
was sort of petite framed, had long red hair, but
sometimes she liked it flipped up into almost a
hairdo befitting a Greek goddess. Of course, she
wasn’t Greek, but Irish. She did have the “Irish
temper” at times. When she blew her stack, it
was usually at some incompetent foreigner who
worked at the coffee shop where she frequented.
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She hated ordering coffee with, cream, no sugar,
only to open it six blocks away and tasting the
sweetness of the sugar. She couldn’t stand
incompetent people of any kind, and she hates
the att it ud e t hat s o me pe op le have o f
b ei ng “entitled”. “Entitled to what?”
She figured she and jack earned their money, in
her demented way of thinking, and Jack was
paying legitimate taxes on his winning at the
private club. Of course, he had to claim some
sort of legitimate taxes because the club was
definitely paying him...and the other five....almost
1.8 million each last year. Jack claimed to have
earned $187,000 last year, and paid his taxes on
that full amount!
Rita hated walking into the grocery store – for two
reasons: She used to work in one, and she
always seemed to get in line to check out behind
the “entitled ones”, who had the grocery cart full
of steaks, shrimp, butter, the best bread...the
expensive stuff, and that wagon was chock full.
A half dozen six-packs of soda were stuffed under
the carriage on those metal rails, and the cream
for their coffee was in there, too , along with two
orange juice gallon containers – at $6.00 apiece!
“Will you be using your ' EBT' card”, asked the
clerk? “Oh yes, here it is...my Electronic Benefits
Transfer card.” Rita would say, internally, " It
used to be called a food stamps voucher, but now
it looks like a stinking credit card – just like the
ones I have."
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Truth be known, Rita has two legitimate credit
cards, and still has three stolen ones left from her
last “business venture”. The difference between
Rita and the lady in front of her was that, in Rita's
mind - she “earned” her money!
The whole group are truly psychopaths; some
narcissistic...sort of like Scott Peterson, who was
also a young, handsome, charismatic – killer.
It’s hard to imagine people having no conscience
whatsoever. One cannot fathom how an
individual can know that someone is going to die
a violent death in the morning, while chatting
about it over chicken Parmesan with spaghetti
and meat sauce. No gui l t, not an ounce of
remorse...cold as steel, yet seemingly outgoing,
personable...charismatic, and charming.
It’s almost a game to the psychopathic mind.
They are actors on the world stage. Whomever
they come into contact with immediately likes
these individuals on this team, because they are
so kind, caring, pleasant, charmi ng, witty,
smart...and we’ll throw i n good-looki ng to
complete the scenario of the Ted Bundy types.
What sears a conscience – a heart, so badly that
there is no little voice inside telling you that
something is wrong? What warps a mind into
making it believe that taking another life is no big
deal – just a job? Who is it that has no
consideration for the fact that this is someone’s
mother, father, sister, brother, child?
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Do they not think that those loved one’s lives will
be totally messed up forever – the lives of the
l i vi ng? In these cases of murder, both the
deceased and the living are dead – forever. The
living must live with the unknowns - like "Where
are the bodies of my parents - why them ?
How can people not take the responsibility that a
“normal person" would take? How can they think
nothing of taking another life? Some people have
accidentally killed a bird with their car, and they
feel terrible! A bird!
How do these psychopaths or sociopaths hide
their true nature and identity from the world
around them; from all those that know them - or
think they know them? Why is it that everyone
who knows them are shocked when they discover
that their friend, or neighbor, or deacon in their
church was a serial killer? This is what a
psychopath’s life is like – deception, lies, - and it
all comes naturally to them....just like breathing.
One would have to conclude that there is an
absense of God in their lives because they have
no conscience whatsoever, and that Satan himself
has somehow gotten into them to control evil, and
live out his wishes to do and cause evil to happen
through that instrument of flesh - that human
being. Shrinks will have to deal with this
phenomenon forever because there are no
standard answers.
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The lawyer, Philip, is the only one in this group
who hates the killing part, but he loves the $1.8
million that he brings in “under the table”. He
wasn’t always a crooked lawyer. Philip was the
oldest in this band of malefactors.
He was born in the late 1960’s as Bartholomej
Vlcek (meaning “the little wolf”). His parents
moved to Omaha, Nebraska a few years later, and
after meeting the requirements for naturalization,
started working in a Restaurant. Bartholomej’s
mother was quite the cook in her former Slavik
country.
Of course, she never returned to her birthplace
after it split in 1993 into the Czech Republic and
Slovakia. It wasn’t long before she and her
husband, Stanislav, opened their own Czech
Restaurant – Staromácek’s of Omaha,-translated
“Lord’s Restaurant of Omaha”.
All the Czech names have a meaning near and
dear to whomever created them. Stanislav
actualy means “becoming glorious”. Well, this
new-found life of Stan and Reina (meaning “a
queen”), would begin to materialize as they live
out their namesakes in America. Their restaurant
was very popular in the Omaha area. In fact,
Nebraska has the largest Czech population in the
United States.
This immigrant couple could afford to send their
“little wolf” to any school. Their choice for young
Bartholomej would be that he should become a
lawyer.
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He was bright, articulate, and charismatic. He
had a keen understanding of the law at a young
age because he could always manage to talk his
father out of a well-deserved spanking!
“But, Dad, here are the reasons why I should not
be punished”, he would insist. He was so good at
avoiding being punished that his parents first
wanted to send him to school to become a shrink.
This kid could assemble a Rubik’s cube in under
two minutes, and he was only five at the time.
He learned to play the piano at the same age, and
became quite accomplished by his early teen
years.
Reina (now called Reenie by her friends) and
“Stan”, were God-fearing church going citizens.
They believed in training up a child in the way he
should go, according to biblical principles.
Bartholomej, or “Phil”, actually liked going to
Sunday School and church with his parents. He
liked listening to Bible stories, and learned from
some of the characters spoken of by his teachers.
He thought that Sampson was cool.
Sampson was cool, but foolish, he thought. He
was cool because he was strong. Phil wasn’t
strong at all. He hated being pushed around by
bullies throughout his school life. In fact, he
recalls often, this one kid – Jeremy – really used
to abuse him.
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It was almost a daily occurrence that Jeremy, a
fat, tall eight-year-old bully, would seek him out,
tell him to empty his pockets, and take whatever
he wanted. Oh, yes, Phil would love to be like
Sampson....this guy killed 1,000 Philistines with
the jawbone of a donkey.
Some days were worse than others with this
Jeremy character. His attitude towards Phil would
escalate into violence, so it was not unusual for
Phil to find himself in a physical altercation after
school. He dreaded the long walk home because
he knew Jeremy would be lurking somewhere in
the shadows along the way.
Jeremy moved two years later, but was replaced
by Richard Tracey.....another tough kid from the
streets of Omaha. This punk would not only take
Phil’s money....he would take his lunch, or his
comic books....baseball hat....anything he pleased.
Phil was not tall at 4’-11” in his freshman year,
nor was he athletic in any sense of the word. He
could not defend himself against the bullies – any
of them, and there were so many that he couldn’t
keep a tally.
Most of it was verbal abuse. “Foreigner” – “Czech
Czech, I’ll break your neck”. “Fairy boy”. “Pickle”.
All this because the school's roll call of names
would always have the teacher call out, “Vlcek,
Barthomej?”
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Even his teachers mispronounced his name more
often than not. “Velchek -Bartholomew?”
“Vlasic?” – like the pickle. Oh, yes, Phil sure
wished that he could turn into Sampson and beat
these bullies up, and he would. The beatings that
he would give them were a large part of his
fantasy play time. He would picture himself –
looming large over the figures of the likes of
Jeremy or Dickie Tracey.....then he saw himself
pummeling them into the ground.
Of course, he never told his parents, and he never
got beaten up to where the bruises showed on his
arms or face...they were always somewhere in the
rib area, or on his back.
Phil grew to a respectable 5’–11” by the time he
graduated high school, but his confidence in his
stature was suppressed due to the childhood
molestations of his peers. He vowed to somehow
even the score – someday.
He recalled walking down a dirt road beyond the
city limits once when his parents took him (the
only child) out to the country for a picnic day.
Goulash was on the menu. Phil loved the stuff!
They would have ham and cheese sandwiches, an
apple pie, lots of diet Pepsi and some other
goodies, like chips. Phil wandered off – down a
dirt road toward a stream. “ Mom, I’m heading
down to the river to see if I can see any fish .”
“Okay, son...be careful....we’re not sure if there
are bears in this neck of the woods .”
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Soon, Phil stumbled upon a scene – a bird was
sitting on a stump about fifty feet away. With the
river as a backdrop, he could clearly see this little
Cape May Warbler. He could see the brown back,
yellowish rump and dark brown crown and the
yellowish underbelly streaked with black. He
wondered, “Can I hit this target with a stone from
here?”
He carefully reached for a flat, shiny stone
nearby. He drew his arm back to form a slingshot throw, and let that stone fly. A second leter,
he was elated....”I hit it...I hit it from here!” As he
drew nearer, he could see that the little warbler
would warble no more. His little eyes were open,
but he was dead.
Phil thought to himself, “Why did I do this thing?
I killed one of God’s creatures, and I feel like
crap. Look at that lifeless little body. I’d better
bury the poor thing.”
Phil found a soft spot under the leaves, near a big
Hackberry tree. He dug a small hole in the ground
– deep enough for this little fellow, and buried it.
He began getting an uneasy feeling that bothered
him....a hollow, sick feeling that he didn’t like. “I
just killed something of God’s. What is wrong
with me?” He vowed never to take a life....never
to go hunting....never to kill another creature as
long as he lived.
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Seven years after graduating high school, Phil
was a lawyer....just like his parents wanted.
He got his bachelor’s degree during the first four
years of college, and, during his third year, took
his law school admissions test (LSAT), and had a
high enough score to impress his admission
officers. He did his three years in law school with
a 4.0 average, and easily passed his bar exam.
Of course, the Nebraska Bar Association did their
screening of Phil – to ensure that he had no
character flaws or psychological issues. Phil, the
4.0 student, was also a master of Psychiatry. It
started when he talked his dad out of the beatings
when he was five. He actually enjoyed playing
these mind games with his soon-to-be peers.
Once he passed the bar, he decided to move to
Nevada where he opened a private practice
defending drunks and low-lifes. He would
represent these derelicts so well, that word
spread about how he got many of them off
without a prison sentence, or even a loss of
license. He was good – real good.
He could schmooze anyone and get what he
wanted from them. Charisma galore! He knew it,
too. This, to him, was one way to get even with
“the system”....to pay society back for how he was
bullied and beaten for much of his youth. He
viewed DUI clients as victims. Society was out to
bully them...to take their ability to drive...just
because they had a few drinks too many.
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He remembers the MADD protesters who would
gather outside of his law practice shouting all
sorts of things at him. He loved it! Their protests
drew the press, and the press drew more
business. Soon, he was representing half the
prostitutes in Nevada...one of two states where
this profession is legal.
In fact, Phil began to think of himself as a
prostitute – “One who devotes himself or herself
to corrupt or unworthy purposes for money.” –
Merriam-Webster. “Yeah, this is me, all right.”
Later, in his career, he would begin to meet very
unsavory characters that wanted representation.
This business developed from the girls that he
represented who were prostitutes. Soon, he was
making money hand over fist. Much of it went
unclaimed on his tax returns. He was offered a lot
of cash from these criminals who needed
representation....they preferred not to write
checks, so Phil's dishonest behavior stemmed
from seeing so much cash, and cash could be
unreported to the IRS.
He met Jack one day quite by accident. Jack got
himself caught up in a situation with a prostitute
where he ended up slapping her around. He
happened to be passing through Nevada on a trip
from Florida to California, and decided to stop at
one of the houses of pleasure – Brothel de la Paris
in Clark County, Nevada.
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The prostitute decided to sue him. Prostitutes in
Nevada are “independent contractors”, so they
pay their own taxes. The Brothel owners have to
represent thei r interests onl y if a sexually
transmitted disease is proven to originate from
one of their girls.
“Mary”, let’s call her, set up the meeting with her
lawyer, Phil.
Meanwhile, Phil got a phone call from Jack, who
spotted his name in the phone book at the hotel
where he was staying.
“I’d have a conflict of interest if I represented
you, sir, so I can’t do this”, Phil explained.
“Well”,
Jack
interjected,
“here’s
what
happened...you do what you have to do. If you
tell me to pay this slut, I will, and we don’t have
to go to court.”
Intrigued by this dialogue, Phil decided to hear
this voluntary, one-sided confession, and maybe
settle this case over the phone. - “Go on”, Phil
suggested.
“Well, I am from Tampa, Florida. I was on my
way to California in my car - for a business
meeting, and decided to stop for some action at
this French whorehouse...er, I mean bordello.
Anyway, I hooked up with this dame...nice looking
chick, by the stage name of 'Mary”.
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"She took my $300, and we agreed to do certain
things, but she didn’t do what I wanted. I told
her to give me back a hundred, and she told me
where to go.” Jack reflected, “So, I decided that I
wasn’t going to be short-changed by anyone, and
I gave her a smack across the face. That’s all I
did. I figured that alone is worth the hundred .”
“She tells me that you punched her in the face,
and she suffered a large, purple bruise and
swelling about the right side of her face, and she
wants at least $500.”
“Tell you what, I feel badly for smacking her
around, and although she deserved it, I’ll swing
by and give you the $500.”
“Okay, that’ll do it, I think. Let me consult my
client and I’ll get back to you by the end of the
day. If she goes along with it, and I’m sure she
will, then I’ll draft up the Release that you both
can sign....at separate times. I don’t want you
two anywhere near each other.”
“Fine....I’ll await your call.”
When 5:00 P.M. rolled around, the phone rang,
and the two men talked and agreed to meet later
that night to sign the papers. “Mary” agreed to
the settlement.
Jack showed up around 8:00 P.M. and introduced
himself to Phil. They hit it off quite well.
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Jack and Phil decided to go have a couple of
drinks to unwind from the stress of the day. “I’ll
have a gin and tonic....how about you, Jack ?”
“Mine is just a Bud light”.
As time unfolded, Jack told Phil of the millions he
made in his unique business. “Phil, why don’t you
join our group? We need a lawyer who can
convert assets for us.”
The thought of doing things on the shady side of
the law never fazed Phil because this is what he
did most of the time. He still felt like a hero to
hookers and drunks...even the cri me lords
because he was preventing the establishment
from rendering what he thought were injustices to
his clients.
He was almost a folk-hero to them. They brought
him a lot of new business. “Birds of a feather
flock together”. These “birds” had lots more birds
just like them, and they would need a good
lawyer. “And a great lawyer I am,” he reassured
himself.
But, the most money Phil ever earned from these
low-lifes was up to a half-million a year never
in the realm of what Jack now presented to
him....over a million bucks!
“Whatever it is that you do, I want to help, but I
don’t want anyone dead, Jack”
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“Well, we all end up dead - some sooner than
later, but we cover our tracks, we use phony
I.D.s, we buy stolen identities, we choose our
‘clients’ very carefully, they don’t have any living
relatives....we check them all out thoroughly, so
there is nothing to worry about. Hey, I’m willing
to cut you in for one-fifth of what we get...that’s a
better partnership than you’ll ever get at any law
firm. Our team averages doing four "winners” a
year, so we can earn five million or more every
year....that's over a million each."
Jack continued, “I’ll promise you this, because
you seem a little squeamish....you’ll never have to
see anyone being – ah.....terminated. All you have
to do is be the lawyer. You’ll get a fake I.D., and
you’ll always wear a disguise...like a mustache and
w i g, di f f er e nt c lo t he s, m aybe s o m et hi ng
underneath them to fatten you up....nobody will
ever come back to you...and you should change
your last name to Bartholomew - not
Bartholomej nobody will notice...and, you
might have to move your office to each town or
city we operate in.”
“Let me think about it....the money is better than
I’ll ever see in my lifetime, and if I’m not
connected to any deaths, I might consider it. I’ll
call you in a couple of days.”
The call came in, as Jack figured it would, and the
partnership between these men formed, and, in
fact, grew. They liked each other. They
respected each other, and they made a ton of
money together.
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After a while, Phil came to trust the group as a
whole. They were careful, smart, charming, and
never had a cop come close to figuring out that
people were missing.
Phil never witnessed the disappearance of
anyone, but would see something about a missing
person report in the local papers. Missing, not
dead.
Phil learned earlier, during his private practice, to
live modestly in the eyes of the public. After all,
these guys and Rita were making a lot of money
in this “people business”, but they didn’t claim
most of it on their taxes.
None of the group had a house worth more than
$400,000 so as not to appear extravagant. Oh
sure, they had other assets tucked away in trusts
that Phil would develop, and off-shore holdings
that couldn’t easily be traced, but they would
never demonstrate to the public - IRS, that they
earned more than they claimed.
In time, Jack, Rita, Matt and Chris decided to let
Phil hold all the extra cash, and he could invest it
and hide it from the authorities. There was never
a direct connection to Phil from any team member
in writing. They would always use burner phones
or face-to-face meetings if they contacted one
another.
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Phil had an office safe, and he would keep some
cash in there, and detailed records in his laptop
and desktop of where the money was - and he
would have to keep a list of deeds made from the
victims of their schemes...but they would be
encoded. Phil was not a computer geek, but he
knew enough to code things so that unraveling his
deeds would be tough for anyone. But, " Nobody
will ever look because I don't really know Jack or
any of his crew....I'm just a lawyer", he figured.
They all had fun with the money, though. They
got to use the gambling casino as their “funhouse”, and they got to use the yacht that Matt,
the club owner, bought on the cheap. They would
rent expensive cars for a week...just to get the
thrill of having one for enough time to enjoy the
frills of being rich, but the show of being
moderate. Jack rented a Lamborghini when he
was in Italy last year. He used his fake I.D., and
paid cash for it, so that thrill ride for the week
would never be traced.
They all had a goal in mind for early retirement.
Jack would retire from this lucrative business in
about ten more years. He figured that twenty
million dollars in his offshore account would do it.
Then, he could disappear off the planet, and
nobody would know.
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He might even ditch Rita by then, although he
feared that she loved him so much that she would
never let him go, so every now and then, he
thought about how he would get her to deposit
her share into the offshore accounts, with
promises that he would love her forever, and then
– boom, she’d disappear – just like their pigeons.
Most of them would listen to Jack, the official
leader of the group, because it was he who
masterminded this organization. Some thought
Rita shouldn’t be getting a fifth of the revenues
because she was with Jack...like they were one
person, but they conceded because Jack charismatic Jack, convinced them that she should
get an equal share. "We aren't married", he said.
They all thought Jack was a true criminal
mastermind, so when he suggested that he would
retire after earning twenty million, they decided
they would, too.
Besides, “Who would run the operation if Jack
goes?”, they pondered. They didn’t want any part
of this operation once they all reached their goal.
They were all quite happy with having twenty
million - it should last them for the rest of their
lives if they moved to some foreign country where
anyone with any kind of money could live
comfortably.
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Chris thought about Cancun, Mexico where one
could live large. He remembered hearing that a
guy bought a villa there, and had a housekeeper,
a gardener, and a cook – all for about three
hundred dollars a month! “ How can you beat
that?” Chris blurted out to himself.
Matt believed he’d end up in Canada. “ It’s cheap
to live there, real estate is cheap, and they have
affordable, government health care ”, he thought.
Phil gave a lot of thought about his Czech
heritage. Maybe he’d move to Croatia, or even to
Slovakia. “I could get all the goulash I ever
wanted there....all genuine!”, he mused.
Most of them just wanted to disappear (although
not as their contest winners did), and just blend
into the scenery in some foreign country....far
away from America...just in case.
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3
THE SET-UP

The warm Florida sun was low in the sky a half
hour ago, but now it had merged into darkness
and it had to be twenty degrees
cooler. Mona strolled over to the window, peered
out at the traffic below, and pulled the curtains
closed. It was nearly time for bed. Bill O’Reilly
was entertaining her and Fred until his show was
over, and the on-screen lineup of shows didn’t
thrill either of them, so they figured, " Let's just go
to bed early".
The cell phone rang while Mona was in the
bathroom. “Hello, Mona...this is Rita...just wanted
to tell you that we’re all settled in. Hope I didn’t
wake you.”
“No, we’re still up.”
“Okay, we’re upstairs in room 347, and we’re
going to go to bed now....just wanted to say
goodnight, and we’ll see you in the morning. Win
big tomorrow!”
“Okay, honey....thanks for thinking about us, see
you in the morning.”
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Mona drifted over to the bedside table and wrote
herself a note - "Rita-347". She figured, " I'll just
stick the note in this Gideon Bible that's in the top
drawer...that way, I'll remember which room Rita
is in...if I need to remember."
“Honey”, Mona yelled, “When you finish brushing
your teeth, can you get my cell phone off the
sink. I want to make sure we don’t miss Rita and
Jack’s call in the morning.”
“Be right out.”
“Fred, I think I might stay up for a few minutes
and read; are you going to bed ?”
“Yeah, long day today with that flight, then over
to the rental car agency.....the trip here, loading
up the luggage....I’m wiped.”
Within minutes, the snoring started. This ungodly
“snoooorkkkk” would come out of Fred – right on
time. "How does he do that?”, thought Rita. “He
closes his eyes, and wham – he’s out like a light.
I wish I could do that . I’ll just read myself to
sleep.”
As Mona began reading a story in Reader’s Digest,
one of five she brought with her, she hit upon a
story that reminded her of Lindsey. “ Lindsey, my
poor, stubborn Lindsey”, she thought.
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It was nearly seven years ago that Lindsey moved
out of the house and headed off to New York. “ I
wish she had left on better circumstances. She
started out great – a wonderful child when we had
custody of her nearly twenty-five years ago."
A horrible automobile accident claimed Lindsey
Fairchild's parents, who were Mona's sister and
brother. So, Fred and Mona were granted
custody, but never formally adopted Lindsey.
They always referred to her as their "adopted"
daughter though.
Mona thought, "She was so cute – right up until
she started her teenage years. All she did from
then on was accuse us of violating her space ."
Lindsey would often say, "You and dad never give
me a chance to have the friends that I want....you
always want to pick my friends for me. It’s not
fair, it isn’t right, and it keeps me in this bottle,
mom”.
“Why is it that children are so foolish ? Can’t she
see that ‘dad’ and I wanted the best for her? Why
was she so rebellious? We chose her....we wanted
her....we loved that girl so much, and she just
decided to walk out on us . - I wish I could go
back and fix it, but it’s too late. My baby has
moved to New York, hooked up with some lawyer
boyfriend, and has ignored us for seven years
now."
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"Maybe I should have told the contest person who
asked if I had anyone to notify if something
happened on the ship about Lindsey? What if the
plane we’re leaving on this Friday goes down?
How would Lindsey know?”
A host of unanswered questions rattled around in
Mona’s head for the next hour. Finally she
dismissed it all as something that she’ll fix once
she gets back to Phoenix.
Mona figured she should be the one to rectify the
situation with Lindsey..."Even though my baby
walked out on us and told us she never wanted to
see us again. I can’t believe that the daughter we
raised could turn out this way. What was she
thinking? We weren’t bad guardians. We didn’t
try to isolate her from her friends. We had
rules....what set of good "parents" don’t ?” Mona
and Fred always considered Lindsey to be their
daughter.
“Maybe I should pray about this. I spotted that
Gideon in the drawer when I stuck my snacks in
there and the note from Rita – maybe I’ll drag it
out and see if I can find something encouraging.
This book seems complicated! I’m Jewish, and
here I am reading this ‘goyisha book. This is the
‘forbidden book’, but it shouldn’t hurt me to look
in there for a minute”, she mused.
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She opened it up to the first book – Genesis. She
was amazed that it resembled her own Book of
Genesis. “In the Beginning”. “This sounds like my
book - funny that this Gentile book seems so
similar. Well, the Rabbi tells me to stay out of the
New Testament part of their Bible. It's that Jesus
thing! I know that Rabbi has said, 'When it
comes to Jesus - all bets are off .' I guess he
means that all bets are off because Jesus was not
the Messiah we were looking for."
She started reading in Genesis “And God saw
every thing that He had made, and, behold, it was
very good And there was evening and there was
morning, the sixth day. I believe that God really
did create the heavens and the earth, and I
believe Him when He said everything that He
made was good."
-

"My Lindsey was good. We were good 'parents'.
We treated her extremely well. I only wish she
knew it, and appreciated it. We couldn’t have our
own kids, so G-d didn’t bless us that way, but He
did bless us with our lovely Lindsey....our 'fair
child'."
"That's why we left her last name - Fairchild with her. Her complexion was so white, and so
soft when we brought her home....what a good
child. Yes, G-d was good, and all that He made,
especially my Lindsey, was good. I will fix this
when I get home....I’m going to have to be the
adult here!”
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She placed the Gideon back into the top drawer
and gently closed it and reached up to turn the
light out. She quickly dozed off to the drone of
Fred’s snoring.
Room 347 wasn’t bad. Lots of room. " Nice
layout", Rita thought. Jack and Rita were mulling
over their plans for “borrowing Fred and Mona’s
assets” tomorrow.
Jack spotted a Gideon in his top drawer of the
night stand, too, but never went near it. He tried
religion once. About a year after he left home, he
found himself curious about God, so he decided to
attended a church. He can’t recall what brand of
religion, but he recalls the sermon that was being
given.
This “reverend”, or whatever he was called,
started preaching about a subject – a sore subject
to him. “He who spares the rod hates his son:
but he that loves his son corrects him as
necessary." "Do not withhold correction from a
child: for if you strike him with the rod, he shall
not die. You shall beat him with the rod, and
deliver his soul from hell."
Jack got up and stormed out of that church
because everything that “man of the cloth” was
saying was exactly why he ran away from home
at the age of seventeen. This kind of punishment
was all Jack ever knew. His father turned into a
tyrant when he got home from his trips.
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Jack never got to hear the rest of the sermon that
spoke of fathers loving their children, and
spending time with them to nurture then and
steer them into the ways of God. He never
learned that a foolish child, and most of them are
foolish, could be steered into a positive direction,
and could become something good, rather than
something evil.
When Jack was only eight years old, he thought,
“If my old man beats me with that belt one more
time, I’ll sneak up on him at night and stick a
knife into him.”
Of course, years of these types of beatings
continued...until Jack decided enough is enough,
and ran away from home. He drifted around...got
a few menial jobs here and there to support
himself. He lived wherever he could find a place
to crash, whether at friend’s homes, or even on
the street with some of the homeless.
He used to watch those homeless people...most of
them drunks. They would gather up cans, cash
them in, and head off to the booze joints for
dinner!
On occasion, Jack would come up to some of
them, just as they were about to enter the
grocery store with the can money, and he’d push
them to the ground and take their money. This
bought him food, not drink, and sustained him
through some fairly tough times. Then, he
remembered the day that he took his first life.
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"I figured this would be a tough thing to do, but it
was the easiest thing I've ever done ", Jack
recalled. It was one of those road rage situations.
He remembered driving down an off ramp from
the highway and some idiot behind him had his
high beams on. "This guy won't lower those
headlamps, and he keeps coming closer and
closer to my trunk - what's wrong with this idiot ?
- I can jack up on this punk - that'll fix him ." But
as this scene kept repeating itself, Jack came up
with an idea. He stopped at the bottom of the
ramp and the guy behind him had nowhere to go.
No other cars were in sight at this midnight hour
anyway. "Hey buddy, how come you're driving so
close to my car?"
The guy was drunk! Jack thought about killing
this clown the first time his headlights
disappeared in Jack's rear-view mirror. He
thought about just jacking the guy and driving his
radiator into Jack's trailer hitch on the back of his
GMC pickup truck....but now another idea came to
him.
"Hey buddy, looks like you enjoy drinking booze.
How about if I buy you a pint of your favorite at
the package store up the street - they're open for
another hour."
"Sure, mister...that'd be great ", slurred the
drunk.

65

They pulled into the darkened package store
parking lot, and Jack asked the drunk to roll his
window down. "What would you like me to buy
you, friend?"
"Jack Daniels is my favorite", he said.
As the window was still down, Jack pulled a knife
out of his belt and slit the drunk's throat, and
watched him as he slumped over in the front seat.
"There, you stinking bum - how'd you like that? I
don't think you'll ever ride someone's tail like that
again."
Jack took a few extra seconds to take the drunk's
pulse. Finding none, he hopped back into his
truck....making sure they both parked out of sight
of any possible view of the store owner, and out
of view of any potential cameras. " See you in
hell, loser", he yelled as he left the area.
Jack recalled how that event never bothered him.
"The bum deserved it", he rationalized.
Nobody ever came looking for him either because
the news reports that week all agreed that it must
have been either a road rage incident or a
robbery, and there were no witnesses to the
crime. "If I got away with that murder that
easily, I should have no problems doing it again if I just think it through. Glad I took his wallet,
ring, watch and money, too!"
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Jack would take the money, but always bury hard
evidence - like the wallet, ring and
watch...somewhere deep in the woods - and
always two feet deep.
Jack watched a lot of those forensic crime shows
on TV. He studied ways to never leave a clue, a
fingerprint, a weapon. He also had a dream of
making sure that anyone he killed in the future
would never be found. "No body - no crime", he
realized. "No crime - no time", he chuckled to
himself.
That's when the idea of bringing victims out to
sea and eliminating them completely came to his
mind.
Jack never considered himself to be a psychopath,
but indeed he was. A psychopath or a sociopath
share t he se com mon m aladies: The y ar e
impulsive and generally don't plan ahead. Jack
thought, "I always calculate my next victim's
demise."
Psychopaths and sociopaths generally break the
l aw and fl aunt it - ei t he r t o ot her s or t o
themselves. Jack was always careful to only
flaunt his law breaking to those close to him who
he could trust with his life, and he had very few
people close to him. He was always careful to
select only those who he could trust. His "sixth
sense" of reading people was a gift, he thought.
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Psychopaths or sociopaths constantly lie and
deceive others, but Jack knew in his heart that his
power lies in the knowledge that he can easily lie
to people, but he never intentionally deceived his
closest friends and co-murderers....unless it was
in his best interest to do so.
"Sure, lying to others was easy - a gift ", he
thought. In fact, he thought that lying,
manipulating or deceiving others were merely
tools in his toolbox of crime, and these tools are
necessary to avoid being caught by the law.
He read somewhere that fighting and aggressive
behavior were character flaws of both the
psychopath and sociopath, but he figured, " I only
get aggressive with losers like that drunk....it's
their fault...not mine. They started it."
He thought to himself, "Oh sure, I have absolutely
no regard for human life whatsoever....unless it's
mine. I could care less about the safety of
anyone - except mine, but does that make me a
bad person", he wondered?"
He also read that psychopaths or sociopaths don't
manage money very well, and they are always
looking for ways to find more. " Well, that's just
nonsense. Money is made to spend on myself ",
he argued. "It's strictly a business thing. I'm just
a capitalist business man. I'm no different than a
congressman - or store owner - or banker ", he
believed.
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He had to agree with the argument that
psychopaths or sociopaths have absolutely no
remorse or guilt when they commit a crime - even
murder.
"Murdering people with non-productive lives - like
old people, is my business", he rationalized within
himself. "They're old - they have no family they're gonna die in a few years anyway, so why
not help them along? I'm probably saving them
from a horrible death of cancer....who knows ?"
Jack also figured he was doing a service for his
country because a dead old person can't suck up
the social security and Medicare money! He also
believed that one day, the government would
simply euthanize old people who reach the age of
collecting social security benefits, so his job - his
duty- was to help the government out - i n
advance. He considered himself a pioneer in this
field of euthanasia. "Yeah - that's it, I'm helping
the elderly to avoid potential pain later on in life,
and helping the government, too!"
His mind drifted back to Fred and Mona, and how
he would give them both a day of pleasure - and
then kill them. "Everyone is entitled to at least a
day of pleasure", he figured.
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4
A DAY OF PLEASURE

The foursome entered the island from the back of
the ferry that makes these trips every other hour
from the Tampa Bay mainland, they were greeted
by seagulls....lots of seagulls, and the bluest sky
they had seen in a long time.
When they arrived on the island, the foreground
was of palm trees, green, lush lawns, and a
hundred varieties of gorgeous flowers and plants.
This view was set into the beautiful backdrop of
Tampa Bay. “Look, Fred....a parasailer riding
high above us....over there”, she pointed.
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As they approached The Island Casino, Mona said,
“Honey, look at these flowers – have you ever
seen anything so beautiful in your life ?”, Fred
said. "Actually, no.....I think we’re going to like
living in Florida, Fred.”
"Yeah, imagine being rich enough to actually own
an island like this - a whole island, Fred !"
"Some got it - and some don't" , he replied. "We
don't!"
As the group walked toward the casino and
private club, Jack and Rita looked at each other,
then towards Fred and Mona. “Yes, we can
almost tell that you two lovebirds are destined to
be in Florida forever,” they chuckled - knowing
the double meaning. Rita slapped Jack on his
backsides in a playful motion.
Fred said, "Mona, do you want to roam the island
for awhile? I think I want to play a round of golf
next?"
"I think I will, Fred....so go and enjoy your golf.
We can meet over at the restaurant inside the
casino at 2:00 PM."
Fred meandered over to the 18-hole golf course.
As he stepped onto the first tee, he felt really
confident in his golf abilities.
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People were mulling around but a team was
coming up behind him, so Fred said, "You guys go
first....I'm just here to enjoy hitting the ball, and
you guys look like you might have a time
constraint."
They did. "Thanks, mister - glad you are letting
us go first." The people mulling around were just
lookers....curious about golf, so Fred was ready to
give them a little show.
275 yards - right down the middle! "I wonder
how the "crowd" liked that one ?" Fred imagined
that he heard an "Oooooh!", and envisioned
himself as a semi-pro golfer doing a TV shot! "That was better than I had expected ", He
thought. "This is going to be a great day!"
He was right, of course, and their " good day" was
all calculated by Jack and his team to put him and
his wife at ease.
Mona had drifted over by the restaurant just to
check out the menu, but stopped at the beautiful
gardens they had in the front and all around the
right side. "I haven't seen such beauty ever", she
thought. "This is going to be a great day !"
The first batch of flowers were a beautiful
yellow - maybe two feet tall. The little card on one
of them read, "African Bush-Daisy -euryops
chrysanthemoides".
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"Oh, we don't have anything like that in Arizona for sure", she whispered to herself.
"And look at those over there....big, beautiful red,
orange, pink and white stripes and all...wonder
what those are?" The little sign read, "Amaryllis Hippeastrum X hybridum - a perennial ".
"Oh, would I love to live down here....I'd grow
some of these beautiful flowers. Heaven must be
like this." Little did she know that tomorrow, she
would find out what heaven looks like!
Jack asked Rita to call Fred to set them up for an
afternoon of more pleasure - right after lunch.
Rita called Fred. "Fred, Jack asked me to call. I
know you're having a ball out there on the golf
course, and Mona is enjoying the flowers and wild
birds over by the restaurant, but after lunch...let's
go into the private club part of the main casino ."
"It should be a very pleasurable afternoon at the
private casino – free lunch, slots, and you'll get to
meet Matt, the club owner on the Island and his
wait staff. Remember, we promised you and
Mona that extra free dinner tonight and then we
thought you would like to take a yacht ride out to
see the coral reefs tomorrow - and then out to
where the whales are - then more free slots - as
promised. Matt not only owns the private club he also owns the yacht."
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Rita continued, "The yacht is a huge boat, Fred,
47’ long, with two staterooms, two full baths, and
a 'clean room' that Matt lets his fishing guests use
to clean the fish they catch. That's in the lower
portion of the boat. On the upper deck is a huge
living room, galley kitchen, lav, laundry room,
and sun deck with a swim platform off the rear.
On the top-most deck was the bridge, where
Captain Matt will operate the boat, the radar,
ship-to-shore radio, depth finders, compass, and
all the other fancy gadgets that a yacht would
have."
"Come on, Fred....you and Mona will enjoy that
boat ride almost as much as you have both
enjoyed the pleasures of today - you golfing and
Mona enjoying the flowers and wild birds ."
Little did Fred know that the " clean room" is
where he and Mona would meet Chris...the
handsome team member who would use them for
fish bait later!
"Yeah, I'll go grab Mona and we'll have lunch with
you at the club at about 2:00 - is that okay? I
can't wait to play the slots, and I know that Mona
will love the boat tour - she loves nature ."
Rita thought, "Yeah, she'll sure get a kick out of
seeing all the fish....only she and you will be their
food tomorrow".
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Rita was a bit of a sociopath or likely psychopath
in her own right. No wonder she and Jack
seemed like two peas in a pod!
Rita never could bring herself to actually kill
anyone, but she didn't seem to mind watching
Jack do it. He had brainwashed her enough and
to the point where she actually thought it's just a
part of doing business. Besides, she liked all the
nice things that the money bought her.
She did remember wanting to kill here pervert
father, though. So many times at night she
wanted to just sneak into his room and kill him.
She reflected back on one of the nights that he
molested her when she actually did sneak into his
room. He slept upstairs and her mother slept in a
first floor bedroom. "I can see why", she thought.
"My mother must have figured him out, but never
said anything to us or to him. She just lived her
life - sort of as a prisoner might. Locked into her
mind were all the secrets of the father ."
Rita remembered that night in particular. She
snuck into the old man's bedroom...and there he
was - that pig! Sleeping soundly, and making
those snoring sounds like a pig would do while at
a trough!
This night, she actually had taken a long, sharp
knife with her. " I'm going to stab this pig to
death", she figured. But, as she approached this
snoring lump who was lying face up, she coul'd do
it.
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S he w ant ed t o kil l him so b ad fo r all t he
molestations, but realized that, although she
hated his guts, she was not meant to be a killer.
"What about an hour later?", she queried her own
mind. "The cops will show up. Everyone in the
house will see this fat pig - lying there in a pool of
his own blood, but then they will all look at me like I'm a horrible, sick murderer. I can't let that
happen...it's just not worth it."
She also recalled a time when Jack asked her to
kill a guy. It was at a bar they frequented when
the y tr aveled to Atlantic City to do some
gambling. Atlantic City was a place where the
weather was less oppressive and muggy than
Tampa Bay.
She and Jack were just sitting at their own table having a couple of drinks and dinner, and this guy
at the bar kept looking at her. It caught Jack's
attention, but he didn't want to draw attention to
himself. He figured, "Maybe there are cameras in
here....can't take a chance."
"Honey, let's teach this guy a lesson. I'll head to
the men's room while you mosey up to him to
order another martini for yourself. See what he
does. Let me know when I come back."
"Jack, he actually paid the bartender for my drink,
so I thanked him, but imagine the nerve that guy
has - knowing I'm here with someone - maybe
my husband. He doesn't seem to care ."
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"Okay, Rita, I'll head outside to pretend to make a
call. See if he approaches you. If he does, give
him our hotel address and room number, and tell
him that I have to go back to California tonight,
and that's why I'm outside making a cell phone
call."
Sure enough, as Jack hit the front door, the
brazen man came right over to Rita's table and
asked, "Who's the guy you're with?"
"Oh, he's my husband, but we don't communicate
very well...he's all about business. In fact, he's
out there now making a business call and I
already know he's got to head back to California
to complete a deal. It's always a deal with
him...it's never about me. He is supposed to
catch a plane in about an hour, so I have to head
back to the hotel with him. I can't leave here
until tomorrow night at 5:00 P.M. for California
because that's when our flight was set, and he
wants to leave now to finish his deal ."
"Where are you staying?"
"Just up the street at the Geneva Motel....room
167, why?"
"Looks like you could use a real man, honey " He
then headed for the men's room figuring that her
husband would be walking through the door in a
minute.
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Rita relayed what the narcissist told her. " Who
does he think he is - some gift to women ?", she
said to Jack.
Jack said, "Okay....here's the plan. We'll head
back to the motel, and I'll leave with an empty
suitcase. If the jerk shows up, and I hope he
does, let him in the room, and then stick a knife
in him. Make sure you stick a towel under him
immediately...I don't want any signs of blood that
the maid will find, and I'll get rid of his body....no
worries."
"Jack, I can't kill anyone. I don't mind if you do
it. I tried killing my father once, but I just
couldn't do it....with a knife, too!
"Okay, baby....I'll leave, then I'll come right back
if I see this idiot knocking on our door. Then, you
tell him you have to head into the bathroom to
freshen up, but make sure you leave the door
unlocked...I don't want to have to make noise
with my key. I really want to do this guy...really
bad. He won't be hitting on anyone else soon
enough."
Within minutes after Jack left the room, and sped
off in his car, the guy who figured he'd have a
little fun with a pretty woman was at the door.
"Knock knock" "Hey, pretty lady, it's me", he
revealed.
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Rita opened the door, and the guy was inside
almost instantly. She turned her back to the door
and made sure the lock was counter-clockwise unlocked. "Hey, handsome, looks like you came
up here for a little excitement. He just left a few
minutes ago, and he's heading straight to the
airport"
She was almost getting excited....and that excited
look gave the guy with the hots a boost of
excitement thinking she was all ready for some
action.
No, she was getting excited because her knight in
shining armor was about to arrive and set this
guy straight - "You don't mess with someone
else's woman."
She figured, "I'd better leave a towel on the bed,
too....Jack's gonna need it if he slices his throat!"
"Look, it's been a long day for me, I'm going to
head into the shower to freshen up, so make
yourself comfortable....have a drink from the mini
bar over there", Rita said as she smiled widely at
this loser.
The shower began to run. She had flipped the
radio on, too - just to make it noisy enough for
Jack to get into the room with as little noise as
possible.
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"Click"- went the motel room door. Within
seconds, Jack was in the room, and stuck his
pistol onto the guy's forehead.
"I figured you'd do exactly what you did, you fool.
Guys like you are so predictable. What you don't
know it that you don't mess with other guy's
property, pal. The first time I caught you staring
at my girl here I knew I wanted to kill you.
You're just like most guys....pigs!"
Before the guy could utter one word, Jack had
moved his pistol barrel right at his right temple.
Rita came right out of the bathroom. " Jack, what
are you going to do?", she asked.
"Don't worry about it. I have already figured it
out. This is Atlantic City. I'm gonna invite this
guy to go for a ride with me in Atlantic City.
"Let's go, jerk."
"What are you gonna do with me....I don't want
to die", he said.
"Nothing....I'm going to drop you off in Atlantic
City...down in one of the ghetto neighborhoods,
and leave you there. You're on your own at that
point, and whatever happens to you there - you
deserve it."
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Figuring this was better than dying, the man
agreed. He believed Jack because Jack was so
convincing...and charismatic. He could convince
anyone of anything!
They drove to the downtown area and Jack found
a great spot...just outside a large project complex
where a few cars were by the side of the
road....already stripped of the tires and the hoods
were up. No doubt, all stolen cars that were
looted of anything valuable.
"Give me your cell phone, your wallet, and all
your money. I don't want you to call anyone on
the cell, or use any payphones that might still be
around."
The man complied, figuring, " This guy really
means to let me go."
"Get out of the car now." Jack slid over to the
passenger side to escort this guy out of the car.
As soon as they were both standing on the
sidewalk, "Bang - bang" - two fatal shots to the
head. Jack spit on the guy - then slowly drove
out of the area....leaving this apparent robbery
victim to the authorities.
A block later, Jack removed the battery to the
man's cell phone so there would never be a trace
or "ping" back to it. He took the wallet and phone
parts back to the motel room where he put it into
his carry-on bag knowing he would bury all
that evidence somewhere in the woods. " Cops
can never find buried stuff in the woods in a two
foot deep hole."
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Rita waited - almost breathlessly, to hear the
details of that guy's demise. Jack didn't have to
embellish any part of his story. " Let's have that
drink now Rita, baby " Both of them cuddled up
in the comfortable chair that the same guy sat in
an hour earlier just like nothing every
happened.
Fred and Mona walked through the front door of
the club and gazed with amazement at how
luxurious it was. They noticed the lavish gold
ornamentation spread throughout the club....the
lights - all sparkly and bright....and multi-colored.
The slot machines were busy banging away as
their levers were yanked...and each one seemed
to light up as quarters clanged into their trays.
Fred and Mona loved looking at the lights on top
of the slot machines as the winners pulled the
arm and were rewarded as icons mated
together...."click - click - click" - then all three
icons mated, and the lights lit up and the quarters
clanged away.
More people were feverishly pulling those levers
(long before the paper tickets were in vogue).
Bells going off...lights lighting up above the
winner's machines! " Yes, this is what we are
looking forward to", thought Fred.
Fred said, "Jack - Rita, thank you so much for
inviting us here. We don't know how to thank
you."
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"Oh, you've already thanked us, Fred - more than
you could ever imagine", Jack said.
Jack whispered to Rita, "If they only knew how
much they will be thanking us".
Rita quipped, "We don't even know how much
they will be thanking us - not until we discover
how much they are worth!"
Lunch was over in twenty minutes - mostly
because Fred and Mona wanted to get over to the
slots. Meanwhile, Matt came to the table - all
dressed up in a nice blue suit with light blue shirt
and purple, striped tie. "I finally get to meet you
two lovely people. - Jack and Rita have told me so
much about you. Congratulations on winning the
trip here, too. And, by the way, I hope you are
going to join me on the yacht tomorrow. I love
that boat, it brings me so much pleasure ."
Of course, Matt was thinking of the pleasure he
and the team would be experiencing - right after
Fred and Mona disappear from the face of the
earth after their meeting in the "clean room" with
Chris!
Matt only saw dollars when he looked these
people in the eyes. He was cold, and if you
studied his eyes, they were void of any sort of
light. No light of any kind shown through his eyes
from his soul - only darkness, but he had the
ability to look anyone in the eyes, and present a
mirage.
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Fred and Mona saw a handsome, tall man wearing
a suit...a genuinely charismatic individual who
was loaded with charm. And his persona was that
of a very rich man who owned a private club on
an island like this....and a yacht. "He must be
loaded", they thought. Perception is people's
reality.
"Oh, Matt - we do thank you for all you've done
for us, and of course we are looking forward to
that boat ride tomorrow."
"Boat?" "Wait until you see this 'boat', Fred and
Mona...it's so big, and you guys can even take a
nap if you like in your own private
stateroom...with its own bathroom, refrigerator lounge chairs - even an office desk and chair. Meanwhile, you guys go ahead and enjoy the
slots, and here - take this $200.00 to get you
started...it's all part of your winning this trip ."
"Wow, Mona - $200.00 for free. Here's a hundred
for you, honey - let's go win some money.
Winning this trip has to be the luckiest thing we
ever did."
Fred wondered, "Why didn't they give me some
sort of card to put in the machine that identifies
me?" The obvious answer is, they don't want any
"winners" of their contest (which they viewed as a
con-test - because it sure was both a con and a
test to see if they qualified to be a "winner")
identified.
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"Oh well, I have free money, I might as well go
and lose some of it on the machine with the lucky
7s", Fred said to Mona.
Fred always had a fair amount of luck with slots.
He knew that Las Vegas, for example, had to pay
out 83% of the cash lost to the house...back to
the patrons, but his luck would be far better than
any other guest of the club because of all the
great things that were happening to him in the
past couple of days.
Of course, he did not know that all the great
things that befell him and Mona were contrived
and engineered to happen...just like it would be
when Matt rigged the computer chip in the
machines that Mona and Fred would saddle up to.
Bam! First try - three sevens across. " Ding ding
ding ding ding ding "....went Fred's machine.
Quarters were dropping out of the machine - and
kept dropping. He now had $320.00 in his hand,
not the $200.00 he was given.
Mona's luck was as good. They would both hit
and miss....hit enough so as not to draw attention
to them from other guests who also heard " ding
ding ding ding ding" many times on their own
machines. All of this was just the ordinary
attraction of a casino....bells whistles, lights and
dings.
Over the course of the afternoon, Fred had
garnered $475.00...winning here - losing there,
but he was ahead by $475.00.
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Mona was ahead and now had $535.00. " She
always had better luck than I have ", moaned
Fred...even though he was ahead whereas many
had lost money for the day. " Well, at least we
beat the system today", he thought.
Mona was all smiles as she caught the attention of
her husband.
Later in the day, they sat down for dinner around
5:00 - on the house. "Life can't be any better
than this, could it Mona?"
"Fred, Mona - how'd you guys make out on the
machines", Matt asked.
"Oh, we did alright", Mona said - reluctant to
divulge how much they had collectively won.
To Matt, it didn't matter if they had won
$1,000.00 - because tomorrow, all their money
would become his money again! And then some.
"All their money and wealth will also become
mine", he chuckled to himself.
Matt said, "Well guys, I'll leave you alone tonight.
Eat, drink and be merry - and we'll all see you at
the yacht bright and early at 8:30 AM....okay? You guys should bring all of your personal
belongings of value with you because you'll be on
the yacht and there are two staterooms there,
and each has a safe place for your stuff."
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"The hotel where you're staying may not be the
safest place...you know how maids are always
searching for things of value. And, you guys will
probably want to win some more money after the
yacht ride, so make sure you bring your money
and credit cards....just in case. I don't think I can
hand out free money tomorrow...although I
might; you never know with me", Matt said.
"Besides, you're already way ahead of the house
anyway, right?" Fred and Mona nodded in the
affirmative.
Of course, Matt knew that the original saying was,
"Eat drink and be merry for tomorrow you shall
die", and how true this prophecy would become!
People have put that phrase together from two
Bible verses: Ecclesiastes 8:15 - " Then I
commended mirth, because a man hath no better
thing under the sun, than to eat, and to drink,
and to be merry: for that shall abide with him of
his labor the days of his life, which God giveth
him under the sun." and Isaiah 22:13 - " And
behold joy and gladness, slaying oxen, and killing
sheep, eating flesh, and drinking wine: let us eat
and drink; for tomorrow we shall die ".
All Matt, Jack, Rita, Chris and the unscrupulous
law yer, P hil Bar tholome w kne w was t hat
tomorrow, Fred and Mona would die. Today, they
ate, drank and became merry with all their
winnings and pleasures of the day. Isn't that the
way the old devil works?
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Even Judas thought he was way ahead when the
religious leaders of his time handed him a bag
with thirty pieces of silver...and the next day, he
went out and hung himself! " I'll pay you now but you'll pay me later" seems to be the devil's
theme.
At around 6:00 P.M., Fred and Mona drifted off
toward their hotel again and decided to skip
watching Bill O'Reilly on Fox TV and then Nancy
Grace on her channel.
Cable TV was there, and it was part of the room
charge, but Fred and Mona were both exhausted
from all the fun they had all day...so off to bed
they went after visiting the bathroom to do their
nightly bathroom things, including brushing their
teeth so they could kiss each other good night.
"Good night, Fred". "Good night, honey".
Meanwhile, the planning for the big "boat day"
was being conceived by the team of Jack, Rita,
Matt and Chris. Phil was still in Phoenix doing his
thing.
Days earlier, he sent the deeds to Jack via FedEx.
Those deeds and the Title to the Cadillac would be
signed tomorrow - in the stateroom.
O h, t o m o r r o w w i l l s t a r t o f f s o w e l l , a n d
deteriorate into a nightmare never imagined by
this elderly couple. They will rue the day they
ever read that ad in the Phoenix Daily.
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"Okay guys", Jack said when he and Rita, Chris
and Matt met after dinner at the club. "We've
done this about thirty times already, so nothing
new here. Phil has sent the deed and car title, so
we're all set with that. Rita, you're going to get
the checkbooks and credit cards - and any cash
they have on them."
Matt said, "Yep, same old routine. I'll stick a gun
into Mona's face to show that we mean business
when you ask Fred to sign the documents, Jack .
Chris, I hope you're all set with the chemicals for
the clean room, Matt relayed."
"Yep, I picked them up two days ago when I
heard we had some guests coming ", Chris
responded.
Rita added, "I always like looking at their faces
when they realize that we're not the charming
people they think we are. They always look
shocked, but I can't say I blame them. Right up
to tomorrow, we're the most pleasant,
accommodating people on the planet ."
The whole team nodded in the affirmative - all
with wide smiles on their faces indicating a
pleasant person's smile.
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5
THE YACHT SCENE

The

foursome of Fred, Mona, Jack and Rita
entered the club the next morning, they were
greeted along the pathway by seagulls....lots of
seagulls, and the bluest sky they had seen in a
long time. The foreground was of palm trees,
green, lush lawns, and a hundred varieties of
gorgeous flowers and plants. This view was set
into the beautiful blue backdrop of Tampa Bay.
“Look, Fred....another parasailer riding high above
us....over there”, she pointed. "Must be a big deal
down here."
Fred pointed to a batch of flowers. “ Honey, look
at these flowers – have you ever seen anything so
beautiful in your life?”
“Actually, no.....I think we’re going to like living in
Florida, Fred.”
Jack and Rita looked at each other, then towards
Fred and Mona. “Yes, we can almost tell that you
two lovebirds are destined to be in Florida
forever,” they chuckled.
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Rita slapped Jack on his backsides in a playful
motion. He understood the double meaning of her
statement.
"You two ready for the yacht ride of your life ",
Rita asked.
"Oh yes, we have been looking forward to this
since we first learned of winning this trip. I can't
wait to see the water and maybe some fish ",
Mona said.
"Oh, I am positive you two will see lots of fish out
where we go", Jack piped in. This time, he was
the one to nudge Rita's left shoulder as if to
suggest that he was returning a double meaning .
Matt joined the group just outside the entryway to
the club. " Is that your beautiful yacht over
there", asked Mona.
"Why, yes it is...isn't she a beauty?"
"In fact, we named it 'Final Destination' because I
decided that Tampa Bay and my private casino
and club are going to be my final destination
point", claimed Matt.
The fact of the matter is that this murderous team
named the boat from the thought that came into
Jack's head "This boat is going to be the final
destination of all our stupid, naive victims !"
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"Final Destination"

Matt was wearing a white dress shirt with
epaulettes on each shoulder...a sort of
ornamental shoulder piece that a military man
would wear. It was his way of calming his victim's
nerves. "Seeing a captain - wearing captain's
clothing would be reassuring ", Matt thought to
himself. His pants were pure white, too, and he
adorned them with a black belt with large golden
buckle.
"All set you guys?" Jack, Rita, Fred and Mona all
nodded in the affirmative. Chris was already
stationed on the boat.
As Fred and Mona began to walk up the ten foot
long walkway from the dock to the boat deck,
they spotted Chris. They knew it had to be Chris
from the chats they had with Rita and Jack.
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"Now that's a handsome man ", Rita said. "Look
at him - all decked out in a pure white tee
shirt...looking all muscular....blonde hair...young
looking....white boat shoes and blue jeans "....the
picture that she already had in her mind.
Little did they know that the Bible also said,
"Satan masquerades as an angel of light. "
2 Corinthians 11:14. "
They were only an hour away from the realization
that this "angel of a man" was going to reveal
himself as the devil himself.

"Wow, this is beautiful ", Fred said to Jack and
Rita. "I'm glad you know this guy, Matt....what a
boat - even has a lighted blue ceiling!"
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"Yes, and thank you, Matt, for such a wonderful
time we had yesterday", added Mona.
"Let me show you around - right after I toss the
ropes off this beauty ", Chris said, while Matt
headed up to the bridge to get the yacht started.
When Chris returned, he escorted Fred and Mona
throughout the upper deck to view the
magnificent Living quarters - complete with dining
area, full kitchen, full bathroom and a beautiful
rear master bedroom suite with its own bath.
"I could never imaging even being on a boat like
this", Fred blurted out in total amazement. " This
thing must have cost a fortune."
"Oh, Matt, my boss" makes a good living at what
he does, and I'm only too happy to be part of his
team", Chris said.
Chris was considered to be the psychopath of all
of them because he was the " clean up guy" who
had the chore of making people totally disappear
in the "clean room" where they ground up fish
(and people) and fed them to the sharks way out
in the outer harbor of the Gulf of Mexico.
That room was Chris's special room. Stainless
steel ceiling, walls, floor - everything. The door
to this room with no windows was special, too. It
was designed so that when it was closed, it could
make the room airtight. This was essential for
how victims would die.
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Stainless is easy to wash down with chemicals
and bleach so as to never leave a trace of blood.
Later, after each job, Chris would toss a few fish
into the "chum grinder" - a state-of-the art large,
electric machine that would pulverize fish and
make chum for other fish to munch on almost
like a puree, and, after a clean-up, he'd leave a
few fish on the table....in case anyone from the
authorities ever boarded the yacht.
Chris also didn't mind dumping body parts into
the chum grinding machine located in the " clean
room" where water spigots with an attached
garden hose was also located. When turned on,
the hose would help to disperse blood down the
drain pipes located here and there on the
stainless floor. That would always draw the
fish...especially sharks....deep water sharks.
Where they went with their yacht was where very
few other boats traveled, and for no particular
reason. The Gulf of Mexico was really a large
place, but the smaller boats kind of hung around
closer to shore...not an hour out past the outer
harbor markers. Sometimes, small fishing boats
might be around, but this crew only looked for
larger vessels - like Coast Guard cutters. Their
red logos were easy to spot.
The Coast Guard seldom came out that way
because any drug or people smugglers - or pirates
w o ul d b e f ur t he r o ut i n t he g ul f , s o t hi s
murderous crew's territory was just right.
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This was the area where sharks sightings were
frequent, and that could be the reason that most
small boaters decided to stay far away from that
place.
"Let me show you guys the downstairs, too.
That's where there are two more staterooms and
a half bath and full bath. Matt said that you guys
could use one of the staterooms while you are
here, and maybe you would like to make yourself
some lunch while you are there - or catch a quick
nap. There are full-size refrigerators in each
stateroom, so feel free to make a sandwich or
have a bowl of delicious fruit. We stock the
refrigerators every trip for our guests ."
Chris showed Fred and Mona the two large
staterooms downstairs and the "clean room"
where they "clean all the fish that guests catch ".
Fred and Mona commented on how clean and
professional that room was with all the stainless
steel.
Fred and Mona said, "Chris, I think we'll actually
take advantage of the stateroom that you are
letting us use....we'd like to freshen up, and even
catch a quick nap during the one-hour trip out to
where you said our destination is ." "Good idea I'll let you know when we get there."
Chris then tipped off Jack, Matt and Rita that the
"guests" were going to take a nap for an hour in
the "green room". Jack commented, " They'll have
a nice long nap once we get there !" All three
chuckled, indicating this was just a job - a way to
earn a living!
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Jack sat back in his chair up in the living area and
drifted off to another time where he and Matt
killed two people. He always wanted to involve
his team in the murders - except Phil the lawyer because it meant they were all going to get the
death penalty (which is the Florida penal system
mandate for horrendous crimes of murder). Of
course, Rita had twice refused to kill anyone, but
she sure was an accomplice.
Arizona also has the death penalty. Jack wanted
to ensure that none of them would ever turn
states' evidence against him.
He drifted back to a time when he wanted to just
get a cup of coffee and maybe some toast at an
all night diner that he would visit when he was in
New York. It was about midnight when he
approached the diner, but to get to the parking
lot, you had to drive down a steep hill to get to
the parking lot out back of the main building.
Then, you would pull up to the face of the diner
which was located at the back of a row of stores
street side. It was an out-of-the-way place to get
to, which is why Jack liked it.
He pulled up to the diner at about 1:00 A.M. where cars were allowed to park. Rita and Matt
were both with him in the car. " Stay here, I'll get
a coffee and toast for each of us."
He opened the front door to the diner and stepped
in onto the dirty purple-colored carpet.

97

A waitress (not known to him) was standing there
and talking to an elderly man who was sitting in
one of the booths. They were the only two people
in the place.
Jack stood there for a few minutes, and the
waitress ignored him while chatting with what
turned out to be her father. Jack looked around,
saw the empty diner and wondered, "What a loser
this lady is. I'm standing here, and she's not
paying any attention to business right here in her
face practically."
Several more minutes went by and still the
waitress was chatting up a storm - like Jack
wasn't even there. Now, Jack was getting a little
ticked off. He looked out the window at Rita and
Matt and shrugged his shoulders as if to indicate,
"I don't get it....it's like I'm not here." Matt,
sitting in the front passenger seat shrugged back
as if to agree..."I don't get it either."
After a few more minutes elapsed, Jack thought,
"Okay, this is it....now I'm really ticked off...just
like I was with that drunken bum who I killed
years earlier. This lady is ignoring me. Now, she
will acknowledge that I'm here."
Jack approached the waitress - while slipping two
blue surgical gloves on. Then he slid his hunting
knife out of his trouser leg knife holster. " Now,
she's looking at me. Now I have her attention.
Now, she notices that someone is here ."
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The father noticed Jack slipping on the gloves and
pulling that really long hunting knife out of the leg
holster, so he headed toward Jack. Jack quickly
slit the waitress's throat and watched her slip
quietly down onto the purple rug.
Meanwhile, Matt had seen what was about to
unfold, so he came into the diner and grabbed
"Pop" just before he reached Jack. Matt had an
unregistered gun in his hand with all the serial
numbers filed off. He stuck the gun onto the old
man's forehead and pulled the trigger. " Bam bam"...two shots, and the old geezer fell dead right next to his daughter.
Once Matt had seen Jack shrug his shoulders
indicating he was getting annoyed, and knowing
what was about to happen, he had time to slip
two surgical shoe covers on in the car. Both he
and Jack always wore shoes one size larger than
they needed and always carried a pair of surgical
slip-overs for the shoes...just in case they ran into
a volatile situation...like this.
That way, if cops ever found shoe prints, they
would look for a size 10 shoe for Jack and an 11
for Matt. Plus, the added shoe covers would
eliminate any shoe prints...for Matt anyway in this
instance.
Jack and Matt figured they would always bury
their shoes in the ground - out in the remote
woods somewhere - far from any crime scene
they committed because nobody would ever find
buried shoes.
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They would find them if they were merely tossed
into a dumpster. Some homeless guy might find
them, and the cops would somehow find him and
ask him where he got those new, fancy shoes.
So burying them at least two feet deep would
always be their calculated plan. Never leave a
body - and never leave any evidence. Even when
Jack opened the diner door, he did it with his
sleeve. That's just the way his calculating mind
always worked - automatically.
Drifting back to the present, Jack thought about
how he, Matt and Rita would approach the elderly
victims who were napping in the stateroom
downstairs.
The plan was just to open their stateroom door
and just do it.
This is where Jack & Rita’s true character shows
as Matt, the young, handsome yacht steward
introduces himself when he opens the stateroom
door, then brandishes a 357 magnum pistol and
tells Fred and Mona, “I have some papers for you
to sign”.
Fred and Mona were startled by the entrance of
these three, and now one of them was holding a
gun on them? They both realized the betrayal as
they looked at Jack and Rita who shrug it off as
part of doing business.
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"What are you doing", they asked...knowing that
nothing but bad was about to come their way.
They were alone....miles out to sea and now this
trio is telling them to sign a bunch of papers?
To say that fear set in would be an
understatement. Fred jumped up off the bed
while Rita and Jack sat down next to Mona on the
bed.
Jack pushed Fred along - over to a table and chair
and said, "You're gonna sign all these papers for
us...and you're gonna give us all your passwords
and pin numbers to your credit cards. We've
already arranged to sell your house in Arizona, so
we just need this deed and car title signed, and
we're about to take all the cash you have out of
your bank using your signed checks. Then, we'll
be borrowing your credit cards, too."
"We won't do it", blurted Fred.
Matt pistol whipped Mona in the face with his
9mm - until Fred agreed to sign the documents
and fork over whatever else they wanted. Then,
with Jack's gun aimed at Fred's forehead, Mona
signed all the documents, too.
They beg to be let go. "We won’t tell anyone just let us go".
Matt tells them he will let them go, but they have
to be locked up in the clean room for the trip
back. They agree and go with the trio to the
clean room where Chris is waiting for them with
the door wide open.
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Jack delivered them to the clean room. After all,
this psychopath believed it was just part of the
business of getting rid of evidence. They weren't
people - they were just evidence that needed to
disappear, and Chris was about to make that
happen.
Somewhere along the line in life, Chris lost all
s e n s e o f h av i ng a c ap a c i t y f o r e m o t i o n.
Psychotherapists claim that psychopaths find this
void when they are teenagers, but I suspect it
happens way before that. Maybe parental abuse extreme abuse took place for the child's growth
years...both physical and emotional growth. If all
they saw was constant beatings for things done
wrong, or not fast enough, it could warp anyone's
mind.
Soldiers who saw constant bloodshed during their
twenties end up coping with that constant
scenario of death by taking drugs. It is said that
the Vietnam war turned at least 15% of soldiers
into addicts. It is said that about 24% of Persian
Gulf war vets suffered PTSD (Post Traumatic
Stress Disorder), and of that group, as many as
32% used drugs to cope. So, it is no wonder that
anyone - especially children who are exposed to
violence for most of their childhood suffer all sorts
of maladies.
Chris said, "Okay....Jack told me he is going to let
you guys go once we get back on the mainland
because he has all your signed documents, so
legally, he owns your stuff."
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Of course that was a lie, and Chris already
planned to say what he's said so many times
before.
Fred and Mona desperately wanted to believe him
because not to believe Chris would remove any
hope whatsoever, so they went inside the
stainless steel room with no place to stand.
There was a laptop at the far end of the room on
a stainless steel stand. Jack and the crew used
the laptop camera to see the clean room interior
and wait for the right time to enter....after their
victims were dead.
As soon as the door closed, Fred and Mona heard
an extra click. That was Chris pushing the button
that would tighten the sealing component of the
door. Another click was heard. Then, chlorine
gas was released into the room by way of two
pipes that protruded from the floor.
That concoction for the deadly gas was what Chris
told Jack he had ordered from local hardware
stores a few days earlier. Chlorine gas will react
with the water in the mucous linings of a person's
lungs and form hydrochloric acid. This destroys
the lung's ability to take in oxygen and is very
painful. When enough gas is administered death
is caused from lack of oxygen.
Jack and his crew could easily have just shot
Mona and Fred, but Matt told them before the first
victim was killed, "I don't want any bullet holes in
my boat."
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In less than an hour, both Fred and Mona were
prostrate on the floor - dead.
After venting the room, Chris, the deck-hand, did
his job - the clean up, which is to dismember the
bodies, then grind them into fish food.
Chris was used to this technique of cutting the
bodies into eleven parts after draining the blood
out. Head, arms cut twice, legs cut twice and
torso cut twice. Then, one by one, each smaller
part is tossed into the electric grinding machine
and is then released out into the shark infested
waters about twelve miles off the island.
Chris then cleans every square inch of the
stainless steel walls, floors, ceiling and autopsy
type trays - both of them - with a garden hose,
bleach and other chemicals guaranteed to remove
any trace of blood. The bleach smells like the
chlorine gas anyway, so if any cops ever did
happen to board the boat, the chlorine would be
the normal smell they would encounter, but no
cops have ever been on this boat.
Chris then tossed some fresh fish onto the
autopsy type tables and cut a few of them up to
leave the smell of fish in the room ...just in case.
Fish and chlorine...all natural smells for this type
of room.
They all meet upstairs and Jack says, "A toast is
in order for the completion of the transaction !"
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The crime team now owns Fred’s house in Phoenix
under an assumed, stolen ID and social security
number (for purpose of writing the new deed and
re-selling it for quick cash). They also have ten
checks signed to clean out the bank account, and
they have the two debit cards and a couple of
credit cards. Now, it would be easy to slowly
clean out their bank accounts - especially where
Fred and Mona had no offspring to check things
out.
The deed, the title to the Cadillac, the bank
checks, the debit and credit cards are mailed to
Phil Bartholomew in Phoenix. His job is to
complete the transaction of selling the house,
clean out the bank...a thousand here - a thousand
there, sell the car to the chop shop and slowly use
the credit cards to buy merchandise locally....then
sell it.
Now comes the task of claiming all their rewards
for doing a splendid job - doing what they do
best. There's a lot of work to coordinate things
after someone disappears, and time is of the
essence to get it done...as far as the house goes.
The car? Well, that's already pre-sold and the
money is in the bank - which is the safe at Phil's
office. The title isn't really needed because the
chop shop could make the $12,000 in parts alone,
but they wanted to have the option of selling it,
too. Phil said, "Chop it - it's really hot. Don't take
any chances with this one."
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The plan now would be to close down the Phoenix
office shortly - as soon as Phil can drain the bank
accounts and cash in on the house sale and car
sale. Then, the plan is to move the team to
another city to do their work all over again. The
haul? They made plenty of money on this
"transaction".
"Hey you guys, I think we named our yacht
exactly right - Final Destination", quipped Matt.
"Yeah, our job is done in Phoenix, so we shall look
for another large city where old folks go to
live....maybe we could head to Scottsdale...or into
the "Corn Husker" state of Nebraska. Lots of
seniors love to retire there ", said Jack - their
skilled leader.
"Yeah", added Matt, they love the sun belt states,
too."
"We have the perfect job, don't we?", added Jack.
"The odds of finding senior citizens is really easy.
Then, finding the ones with no living relatives isn't
really that difficult because, the older we all get the more people drop off anyway. Seniors over
70 probably don't have that many relatives
left...unless they had kids, but that's the genius of
our contest. We eliminate that possibility by
making them answer our questions".
Rita piped in..."And Phil could care less where he
opens up a new office. He just finds a new, small
storefront that he can rent cheap, and moves."
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"He never takes on clients who need to come back
to the office because he just does DUI people - or
hookers...gets them off, and takes their $500.00,
and he's done. No long-term clients....smart!"
"Yeah, I'd say that our team has a great
opportunity before us...easy pickins and lots of
chickens!", added Jack.
Rita added, "Or...it's our wish - for lots more
fish". They all joined in with the laughter.
It's not that hard to realize that psychopaths and
sociopaths like this group could laugh and make
jokes, or drink champagne right after brutally
beating an elderly couple and torturing them to
death by injecting chlorine gas into their bodies
causing a horrific death. Tossing them into a
grinder - was no big deal either. " It is
nothing....nothing more than a job...a way to
make a living", Chris asserted. Some living!
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6
ASSET MANAGEMENT
ack and Rita head back to Phoenix.
They've still got some clean-up to do. Rita,
posing as Mona, cancels the phone, the electric
and other utilities and cancels the mail delivery
to the house stating that they have relocated
to Florida. One of the papers Mona was forced
to sign was the Post Office mail cancellation
slip...and they left no forwarding address
claiming that "They are staying at a hotel while
buying a home they have not yet decided on ".
The Phoenix house is sold quickly at a private
closing, using Jack’s crime team lawyer. All
have disguises...to look much older, and so
they won’t be identified later if the cops
become involved somehow.
The cash is all tucked away in Phil's safe. Cash
amounting to $480,000 for the house that had
no mortgage....$12,000 for the automobile and
$7,500 for a home inventory quick sale.
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They will get $200,000 from the two banks the
Katz's had cash deposited in. In about a week,
he'll transfer it to their several bank accounts
in the states and offshore.
The Katz's had no stock - Fred didn't believe in
handing money over to unknown souls who
might be dishonest! If they did, This team
would have left it there. They never wanted to
leave a paper trail, and getting stocks cashed
would have been a problem.
Fed checks for Social Security would continue
to be sent into the primary bank account, so
those automated deposits were removed using
the debit card for that bank. $300
here....$400 there, so as not to draw attention
and never hit the limit for cash withdrawals.
This could add up to over $36,000 a year!
"Nice haul- $699,500!" said Phil. "Plus, we're
taking $3,000 a month from the Social
Security checks that will keep coming - as long
as old Fred and Mona stay alive!"
"The $3,000 each month can pay for our next
adventure", quipped Rita. "Thanks to Fred and
Mona, they are paying to lure our next "guest"
to The Island"
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The crime team will plan to run ads in the
newspapers where the next adventure brings
them - touting Florida gaming and vacation
packages....”See if you have won....call this
number (800) 555-1212.”
The plan again? Screen the callers. “And do
you have a next of kin in the event the plane
doesn’t make it? Sorry to ask, but the airline
requires it.” If they do have living offspring or
relatives , they don’t “win”. If they meet the
“criteria” – they “win”.
And the business venture starts all over again!
During the next online chat with each other,
Jack asks, "Anything that you guys would do
differently this time? Any screw-ups? Any
ideas to do it better?"
"Nope, the same plan works well each and
every time we do it, so why screw up what's
always worked", Matt interjected.
"Well, I think we should all learn to relax
more...have more fun...eat out more often,
take a vacation somewhere other than the
island...and just enjoy ourselves until the next
lucky winner is found", Rita offered.
They all nodded during the online video chat.

110

Matt said, "I actually have the best life of all of
you. I live here in paradise. I have a terrific
restaurant in the club. I get to go out on my
yacht anytime I want....and knowing that
bodies have been churned up there never
bothers me, so I really can't think of anywhere
else I'd rather be. I don't want to get tied up
with any permanent dames either...I get all
the women I want anytime I want, so why
spoil my life with a permanent anchor hanging
onto me?"
Rita wondered if Jack thought that way as well,
but she didn't dare ask because he might say
yes. Then, her life might be over, and she
liked being with him - sort of like they were
married.
Jack used to tell her that not being married got
her a fifth cut of the profits, and if they were
married, the guys might want us to have only
a fourth with them getting a fourth. " Two
fifths is better than one fourth. A hundred
grand divided by five is $20,000 each. You
and I get $40,000 total. The other way, we'd
only get $25,000 as a couple ." Jack always
had a way of making sense.
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7
ENTER THE “DAUGHTER”?

L

indsey, the adopted daughter of Fred

and Mona decided, out of the blue several
months later, to call her mother. The phone
recording says, “This number is no longer in
service, and the party has left no forwarding
number .” She calls Mona’s cell. No one
answers. She tries again, but no answer.
Lindsey, a free-lance journalist, placed her
next call to her boyfriend, Clark – the young,
brash attorney from New York where he and
Lindsey share a loft together. “My parents are
missing. I have to go to their house in
Phoenix.”
"Are you sure? Maybe they moved somewhere
and liked it and decided to stay....or even buy
a new house.. They talked about moving
somewhere warm-when you guys were
speaking...don't you remember? ", Clark
suggested.
"I do, but something just doesn't feel right - I
have to go to Phoenix."
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Knowing that Lindsey was the stubborn type,
Clark added, "Okay...see you when you get
back, honey....I have the two cases that I'm
working on, or I'd be going with you. Let me
know what you find out. I'm sure they will be
there. Maybe they just changed their phone
number to avoid all those stupid robo calls we
get."
Lindsey arrived in Phoenix and rented a
compact car from Hertz for the day. When she
arrived at the house, she found complete
strangers in the house. They showed her the
deed that was signed by her parents. “ That’s
my folks’ signature....sorry to bother you .”
Lindsey called Clark to tell him the news.
"Clark, my folks did sell the house to a nice
couple, so they must have decided to move. I
am surprised that mom didn't tell me, though.
That's very unusual."
Just in case, Lindsey decided to stop at the
Phoenix airport to see if her parents actually
left Phoenix - just to be sure. If they did not
fly out of Phoenix, she was going to see if she
could have a realtor check the MLS to see if
they bought another house in the area.
Lindsey called most of the airlines at the
Phoenix airport, but no information was found.
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Finally, after calling Atlantis Airlines downtown,
they said, "Yes, we do show that a couple by
the name of Fred and Mona Katz boarded
Atlantis flight 261 to Tampa on the 6th of
May...about two months ago, and they had a
round trip ticket back to Phoenix five days later
on the 11th."
At Lindsey's insistence, the airport authorities
let her view the airport cameras and she
clearly saw that Mona and Fred were alone
when they boarded the Phoenix plane. At least
she knew that they went to Florida.
“They should have been back from Florida by
now,” she thinks. She called the Atlantis ticket
counter at the Tampa airport. “Did you book
two passengers by the names of Fred & Mona
Katz from Tampa to Phoenix around May
11th?”
"Well, they were booked, and the flight records
show that they did get off the plane on the 6th
of May, and they did pick up their luggage.
They did mention that they would be checking
into the hotel in Tampa, but they never did get
back on board on the 11th."
"Clark, I have to go to Tampa to check things
out. My parents arrived okay, according to
Atlantis Air, but they said that my folks never
took the round trip portion on the 11th. I'll
check their hotel and car rental agency. I have
to find out why they never left Tampa.
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When Lindsey arrived in Tampa, she also
asked to check the airport videos from the 6th
and 11th. The videotape showed them arriving
on the 6th, but no one was seen with Fred &
Mona, but they were there...they rented a car.
The video tape from the 11th showed nothing.
They car rental agency tapes showed that Fred
and Mona returned the car on the following
day...the 7th. That made no sense to Lindsey.
"Why would they rent a car - and then turn it
back in the very next day?"
On the 11th, Jack picked Fred and Mona up
after returning their car, but out of the range
of the cameras, so only Fred and Mona could
be seen.
Jack always prepared his capers well in
advance. He studied everything to ensure
there would be no trails whatsoever that could
lead to him.
Lindsey then checked in at the same hotel
where Fred and Mona stayed. Hotel cameras
are checked. No evidence of anyone with the
couple.
Lindsey always left a business card wherever
she went - the airports, the rental car agency,
and now the hotel. Her cell phone number was
on the cards. " If you hear anything - or
remember anything, please call me."
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A Tampa airport contact person called Lindsey
to tell her that a passenger named Margo was
seated across from her parents and told the
airline agent that she remembered seeing a
nice elderly couple on the plane, and they were
talking to a younger couple for the better part
of the trip. Not sure why this Margo told me
that, but she did. "We have Margo's contact
information if you would care to call her. "
Lindsey had to call this passenger. “ Hello,
Margo, this is Lindsey, the daughter of Fred
and Mona Katz...that nice elderly couple that
you were seated near? What can you tell me
about the people who were talking with my
folks? C an yo u describe t hem ? Do y ou
remember overhearing them? What were
talking they talking about?
Margo said, "I think they were talking about a
gambling trip on some island? - I can't really
describe the passengers sitting behind your
parents because they were so average
looking".
"Okay, thank you for your help...at least I
know they made it to Tampa."
Lindsey called Clark again. " Honey, I'm here
and everything seems okay so far, but there is
like no trace of my parents. They aren't at the
hotel where I'm also staying, so tomorrow I
am planning to check the island out for
gambling spots."
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"Some lady on their plane said that she heard
my parents were going to go gambling on an
island."
"Okay, sweetheart...and if you want me to
come down there, just tell me. I can free
myself up now for a few days, so let me know.
I love you."
The next morning, Lindsey set out to find any
or all of the gambling casinos on the
island and there were seven of them. " I
intend to find out which one my parents went
to, and ask if they have seen them. The
photos I have of them are ten years old, but
they still sort of look the same", she thought.
Lindsey took the ferry boat to the only island
off the coast there at Tampa Bay. She visited
several spots....all legitimate. She finally
arrived at “The Island Casino”, and, like the
others, all seems normal.
She observed cameras were in place....people
young and old are playing the slots, blackjack
tables are humming, business is brisk. She
asks about her parents. No one at The Island
C asi n o h as se en h er f ol ks . Sh e di d no t,
however, run into Matt, the owner.
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Lindsey, totally discouraged, returned to the
hotel and asks the desk clerk if she could visit
her parent’s room that they allegedly stayed in
during their recent trip to Tampa. He said,
"sure...it's empty today."
She looked around the room but saw nothing
out of the ordinary. She looked under the bed,
in the closets, behind the bureaus, under the
mattress...nothing. She checked the
drawers...nothing but the usual Gideon Bible,
so she closed the drawers.
Out of desperation, she opened the drawer
again and pulled out the Gideon Bible. " Maybe
God can bring me some peace here...some sort
of sign or signal ", she thought. the Bible
opened automatically to Psalm 37 – where she
found a note.....“374 – Rita”.
It is in her mothers’ handwriting! 374? " What
does this mean, Rita - 374? Is it Psalm 37:4 ?
She read Psalm 37:4 - " Take delight in the
LORD, and He will give you the desires of your
heart
."

"That's encouraging, but makes no sense to
me", Lindsey figured. "What is 374? Who is
Rita?"
Lindsey decided to call Margo back. “ Margo,
while you were on the plane with my parents,
did you happen to overhear any names of the
people talking with my parents?
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“No”.
“Think!”
“Wait, I think I heard the name 'Rita ”.
Lindsey ran down to the front desk. " Did you
register anyone with the first name Rita - in
room 374 around two months ago?", she asked
the desk clerk.
"Yes...We had a Rita and Jack "Clancy". They
stayed in room 374...nice young couple ."
"Now, I'm getting somewhere ....... Thank you
God....you answered my prayer. Now, I think
it's time to get the police involved because
something is definitely not right, and this Rita
and Jack Clancy must have something to do
with it."
Of course, in reality, Jack and Rita were not
married. Rita wanted to be married to Jack,
but he explained before why being married
could cost them a share in the money they all
split. So, she would always be Rita O'Neal.
Lindsey returned to her room - thankful that
she had enough foresight (or luck - or even a
gift from God) to decide to ask to see her
parent's room. There is where she discovered
her first solid clue that might lead her to find
her parents in Tampa.
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She felt blessed to have put together some
small parts of the puzzle. "Finding "Rita - 374"
in that Gideon Bible was sheer luck...or divine
intervention", she thought. "Discovering the
Margo lady that flew with my parents was
another stroke of luck- or divine intervention ",
she added.
"Now, knowing that a Rita was talking with my
parents, and they were in the same hotel, and
in room 374 - matching my mother's note are
all started to add up to a connection of some
sort", she figured. "What though - what?"

120

8
THE INVESTIGATION BEGINS
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" must get the cops involved in this because, at
the very least, my parents are missing, and they
arrived here in Tampa, but never left. Their home
is mysteriously sold to strangers, too. Something
is really wrong here", Lindsey told herself.
Lindsey paid a visit to the detectives at the Tampa
police headquarters. "I need to speak to a
detective, please."
"What seems to be the problem, Miss", asked the
young desk clerk woman.
"My parents are both missing. They have not
called me in the two months that they have been
gone from Phoenix, but I have found out that they
had come down here to do some golfing and
gambling. Their home in Phoenix was sold mysteriously to me, and I need to find them ."
"I'm sure they will turn up, Miss....Florida is a big
place."
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"No, I'm not leaving until I speak to a detective.
If he tells me to leave, I will", insisted Lindsey.
The clerk motioned to detective Armand "Bud"
Orsini to come to the front desk. "Bud, this lady
says her parents are missing, and she has not
heard from them in a couple of months, and some
"strange things" are going on....according to her."
"Okay, miss - first, tell me your name and what
you think the problem is", asked Bud. Lindsey
commenced to tell him all she knew so far, and
added that someone named Rita and Jack were
the last people to see her folks on the flight from
Phoenix to Tampa...and that this Jack and Rita
stayed in the same hotel as their parents...." A
coincidence", she asked of Bud?
"Well, miss, they say, there are no reports of any
sort of unusual situation, no missing persons - no
homicides down here in the last two
months....thank God."
Bud continued - "I feel badly that you have not
heard from the folks in awhile, but by your own
admission, Miss, you said that you have not
talked to them in a long time - seven years, you
said? A lot could have happened in that time
frame, including the fact that they intentionally
listed and sold their house in Phoenix to move
down here."
The usual run-around and frustrations were being
witnessed by Lindsey.
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Head
detective,
Armand
“Bud”
Orsini,
listens.....feels badly for Lindsey, but states,
“There is no case here....just the circumstance
that there was a Rita in room 374..so what?”
“Maybe your mom bumped into her in the hall or
at the restaurant, and she wrote her name
down...and stuck it in that Bible”.
Frustrated, but never intending to give up,
Lindsey headed back to the hotel.
Lindsey asked the desk clerk " The couple that
knew my parents...Jack and Rita "Clancy" - did
they happen to leave their address here? I just
want to thank them for taking good care of my
parents while they were here. Maybe I'll send
them some nice flowers".
"Yes, here it is....8210 Palm Boulevard, Valrico,
Florida. They must have stayed here for the
convention that we had over that weekend in
May.”
"Thank you so much, I'll be able to drive to that
address and deliver a nice gift."
"I am going to drive there alright, but not to
deliver a gift", Lindsey thought, "I'm going to
stake out the place until I see these people and
then I'm going to follow them. I need answers,
but all I'm getting here is the run-a-round by the
cops."
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During the stakeout - down the street and out of
obvious view, Lindsey finally got to see Rita....not
Jack. She followed Rita who seemed to be
heading somewhere in a hurry. She traveled to
the mainland, then hopped on the ferry that made
frequent trips to the island off shore. Lindsey
bought a round-trip boarding pass, and
boarded...staying out of sight.
Rita headed straight for "The Island Club"...only
she took the side entrance to what appeared to
be some sort of private club.
"Now, I'm getting another piece of the puzzle put
together. First the plane conversation, then the
same hotel, then my mother's note in the
Bible...now this - a casino that they were talking
about on the plane with this Rita and Jack ? Okay,
at this point, I think I need to call Clark and have
him join me down here. I can't seem to pull
things together like he can. His 'lawyer blood' has
instincts that I don't have, and I need him ", she
figured.
Clark agreed to fly down and meet her at the
hotel. He said, " I can stay for about a week,
honey, but then I have to be back to New York to
cover this case I'm on. But, If needed, I'll have
Barry, my associate, cover for me if I need some
extra time. We will solve this, and we will find
your parents. I love you."
When Clark landed, Lindsey met him at the
airport.
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He said, "Honey, if there's a case to be built here,
we first need to find some evidence of any foul
play if that's what has happened here. First, I'll
scour the MLS listings down here with a Realtor
friend of mine. He can find out if anyone named
Fred and Mona Katz recently bought a house in
this area. If so, problem solved...we'll just go
there, and say hello...after seven years . At least
they will know that you were worried about
them."
After discovering that no real estate was sold to a
Fred and Mona Katz in the last two months, Clark
and Lindsey decided to look into that casino again
"The Island Club". They decided to play it lowkeyed and just blend in with everyone. Maybe
play the slots...have lunch there - and snoop a
little.
Once
inside,
they
scoped
out
the
surroundings - ever watchful of who came in and
who stayed - who played the slots, and who
appeared out of the ordinary. After all, this Rita
or Jack would not know them, so they were safe
to just look around and not look too obvious.
Then, they noticed some people going into a
doorway. They were gone in there a long time,
so Lindsey asked the bartender, " What's over
there in that room?"
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"Oh, that's a private club owned by a rich guy
named Matt. They gamble over there, they have
a nice restaurant, and there's plenty of slot
machines...more than in here, actually. I think
you have to be a member to get in though ."
Then, they spotted that Rita - only this time she
was with a guy...maybe Jack, and they were with
an older couple. They headed straight for the
door leading to the private club. "That's unusual"
thought Clark..."wonder why this young couple
are hanging around with an elderly couple?
Maybe there is a connection."
The opportunity presented itself about an hour
later when only the elderly couple came out of the
room...appearing to be heading toward the front
door of the main building. They were not
accompanied by Jack or Rita.
Lindsay dashed over to the couple and asked how
come they were here. Clark joined her.
"Oh, we are here from Jackson Hole, Wyoming.
We entered a contest in the local newspaper
there, and won a free trip down here. We met
this nice young couple on the plane ----Rita and
her husband, Jack, and they told us about this
place, and how they know the manager or owner,
and they could get us free meals in that private
c l ub . We m e t t h e o w n e r j u s t no w . . . M at t
something, and he invited us to go and play golf
tomorrow, and he gave us $200.00 to gamble
with. Isn't that nice of him?"
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"They all asked us if we'd like to go on their
private yacht, too....the day after tomorrow, and
we said yes, of course. Who would turn down a
deal like that?"
Clark leaned in toward Lindsey and said, " Okay,
Lindsey, now we can put it all together here. This
sounds like what might have happened to your
parents. It doesn't look good though. They are
nowhere to be found, and they must have met up
with these same people on the plane. No way is
this a coincidence...let's call that detective now.
I'll handle the legal implications with them...it's
what I do."
You're right, Clark....this is very fishy. Thank
you so much for coming down here to help me
find my parents. I knew that your brain would
put things together with me. I put some stuff
together, but both of us working on this thing
might get us some results".
"

She kissed him.
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Hello, detective Bud?"
"Yes".
"This is Lindsey Fairchild again...the "adopted"
daughter of Fred and Mona Katz...the elderly
couple I told you were missing?"
"Go ahead".
"Well, my boyfriend, Clark and I need to come
down to the station and talk with you because you
will not believe what we found out, and I think my
parents are both dead."
"I'm interested in what you might have to
say...come on down, I'm here now." Bud hung up
the phone and wondered, "What new things have
come to light - or was this just going to be one of
those scenarios where this lady is going to come
in with more hypotheticals?"
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Clark and Lindsey arrived at police headquarters
and told detective Orsini all they had learned.
With the new information, Bud said, " Look, this is
a long shot, but what you have told me about
following up with the plane passenger who heard
a 'Rita' talking to your folks....then finding the
connection in that Bible in your mom's room to
this Rita woman...then the private club..then
contacting another elderly couple who told you
their story of how they came to Florida...sounds a
little suspicious to me too. Let me contact the
elderly couple and I'll have them come to the
station where all of us can chat....okay ?"
Detective Orsini called Ruth and Gunther
Yawkey...the elderly couple from Jackson Hole,
Wyoming.
"Can you folks come to police headquarters, we're
here with a young couple whose parents have
disappeared due to what might be a scam. We
need to talk. I'll send an unmarked to your hotel in case this Rita and Jack are around. The
detective will be discreet."
Once in the station, Detective Orsini asked Ruth
and Gunther to tell him, from the beginning, how
they happened to come to Florida and how they
happened to meet this Rita and Jack.
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"Well, we saw an ad in the local newspaper in
Jackson Hole, and it seemed to indicate that we
could win a free, all expense paid trip down here
to do some gambling, golfing, and get free food,
so Gunther and I decided to see if we would
qualify. When we called, some nice man answered
the phone and asked us a bunch of
question....like did we have any relatives or
siblings. We thought that was a bit odd, but he
explained that the airline would need that
information in case of an event...and the private
club that the man claimed to own would need that
information in case something happened on the
island or on the boat ride that we also would get",
Ruth said. The man said, "We need to notify your
next of kin if something should happen. "
"So, we agreed, Gunther added, "to tell them we
did not have any living relatives, which we don't,
and then the guy asked us a few more questions,
like, "If you are the lucky winners, do you have
enough funds to fly down here and book a
hotel...the rest is on us? Oh, and are you a
homeowner or renter...we just have to know for
tax purposes - in case you win the contest and
maybe win a lot of money. We just had a couple
here from Arizona and they won over $1,000.00 ."
Detective Orsini looked at Lindsey and said, "This
is starting to bother me. This is adding up to a
scam of some sort, but I'm not sure what exactly.
You might have been right all along, miss and
if you are, I need to get to work and figure this
thing out. It's definitely a mystery to me why
they would ask such probing questions ."
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"In fact, Mr. detective, here's the very ad - I
saved it in my purse here", Ruth offered.

" We ll, Li nd s e y and Cl ark , I have e no ugh
circumstantial evidence right now to obtain a
warrant to search the club, and I will do that, but
I'd like to see the club owner and this Rita and
Jack out of the club before I hit it ."
Turning to Gunther and Ruth, Detective Bud
asked, "Would you guys go ahead and plan to
take that yacht cruise when they ask, and we'll
put a wire on you, Gunther...a tiny, unnoticeable
wire so that we can follow all the conversation?"
He continued, "It's a dangerous thing to do, but
we feel that couples like yourself can be saved in
the future if we put these people away. And, we
have a high speed fishing boat that our detectives
will use so that we will never be far from the
yacht."
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"I'll also have the Coast Guard nearby and in the
air....just in case, and if we hear the
conversation, we can figure out when they are
going to make their move. I'm pretty sure that
they will be asking you to sign over documents
while you are on the boat, and the second they
do...you tell them that you want a few minutes to
think about it....and by then, our boat crew of
detectives and the Coast Guard will be on their
boat. In fact, I'll even have two of my armed
detectives get into their scuba gear the moment
the yacht anchors, and in minutes, they will be
clinging to the rear deck of the yacht in some
fashion so as to get on board quickly. I'll have my
detectives also grab the plans for that yacht once
we figure out which one it is, and that way, we'll
know the layout of their boat."
Gunther said, "Back in the day, I used to be a
beat cop, and I did a little undercover work, too.
I hate crooks like this who take advantage of
senior citizens, so I'll be glad to help you catch
them. Are you okay with this, Ruthie?"
"Yes, I want to help put them away too!"
The mission was laid out. Ruth and Gunther
would be wired after the day of pleasure
tomorrow, and they would report back as to what
the conversation with Rita and Jack is tomorrow,
and how the yacht invitation is laid out.
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The task force would consist of a four man fishing
boat with two scuba diver detectives hidden and
ready to dive as soon as the yacht tossed anchor.
A Coast Guard ship with helicopter would be at
the ready - just out of sight of the yacht.
When the microphone attached to Gunther begins
to reveal a threat against him - or Ruth, the
chopper would be in the air, and several armed
cops would rope down to the ships aft deck while
the two scuba cops would already be on board heading for the stateroom probably. That would
be the likely place - a stateroom, that this con
would take place.
Detective Bud Orsini would be one of the
fishermen on the fishing boat, and he would be
ready to speed toward the yacht.
The plan was designed so that the presence of all
the armed cops onboard the yacht would deter
Jack and his team from actually shooting Ruth
and/or Gunther. Detective Orsini could not know
for sure, but it sure sounded like this group might
be killers, and the reason for the boat trip was to
get rid of any bodies.
"If I act swiftly, and make a lot of noise when I
do, I don't think they will kill the Yawkeys with no
time to get rid of the evidence", thought Bud.
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"They should be safe from being killed because
Jack and his band of murderers would probably
come up with a story - not knowing that the cops
already know of the disappearance of Fred and
Mona Katz two months earlier. " - At least that is
how the team of detectives and associates, along
with the FBI rationalized it.
The FBI would be in place on the Coast Guard
ship - monitoring everything that Gunther's
microphone would process.

From Wikimedia Commons, the free media repository

On their signal from detective Orsini, the loud
horn on the fishing vessel would sound two times.
That was the "go signal " to the Coast Guard
chopper boarding teams.
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Everything was planned. The microphone and all
the electronics were triple tested. The logistics
for the boats and the chopper were
confirmed..."We're ready", said Bud...."Let's do
this, and rid the world of murdering scum like
these killers."
Every officer and FBI agent knew the drill. They
were all set to get this safety net in place for the
Yawkeys.
They also wanted to know how these people
operated, so the microphone should be able to
detail everything.
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10
THE CLUB RAID

I

t was a bright, sunny morning on Tampa Bay

and the island where the casinos were located.
All sorts of tropical birds were seen flying from
bush to bush, and the flowers native to the area
were in full bloom along the Tampa Bay boat
docks.
Gunther and Ruth headed over to the mainland
where they would catch the ferry boat to the
island where they would both enjoy a game of
golf, and then lunch at The Island Casino and
Club.
That was prearranged by Matt and set for 2:00
PM. It was the same scenario and plan that was
etched in the criminal brains of Jack, Rita, Phil,
Chris and Matt when the Katz's were there two
months earlier...and all the ones before them.
They've done this same thing many times before,
and have made millions of dollars doing it. About
thirty times would be close to the truth.
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Gunther and Ruth played golf for a few hours, and
although being nervous, never let on that
tomorrow - the yacht day, they would be part of
the team that would bring these psychopaths
down. That team would consist of FBI agents,
detective Bud Orsini and his team of detectives a host of other officials and technicians, and the
United State Coast Guard who were going to
expose a team of murderers-for-profit.
At their age, it is unusual that they would not be
terribly nervous because normally, elderly folks
who knew that danger - to the point of death was approaching, nervousness would be evident.
But Gunther was a former beat cop, and he also
did plenty of undercover work during his time on
the force, so he was up for it. In fact, truth be
known, Gunther almost looked forward to bringing
back some of the adrenalin he experienced in
days gone by when he considered himself to be
more productive.
Years ago, Ruth was a nurse back in Jackson
Hole, so she was also used to being called in for
emergency situations where others were either
near death or a "code blue" was called where
somebody had actually expired. A "code blue"
means that a patient required resuscitation or
they were in need of immediate medical attention
- most often as the result of a a respiratory or
cardiac arrest.
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So, both of them were accustomed to pressure
and emergency situations, but their overriding
willingness to participate in the capture of this
horrible, murdering group was because they
preyed on the elderly....just like they were
preying on Gunther and Ruth.
Jack's plan was to kill them both - tomorrow
afternoon. Just like the Katz couple before them,
the plans included setting them up for a day of
pleasure - before a day of death.
As Ruth and Gunther thought about that they
were sickened. If it were not for Lindsey's chance
m e e t i ng w i t h t h e m , t h e y m i g ht b e d e ad
tomorrow. Oh yes, they would do anything to see
these killers brought to justice.
Late that afternoon, after confirming the yacht
excursion with Matt, Ruth and Gunther headed off
to the ferry to catch a ride back to the mainland
and to their hotel. There, they would be briefing
detective Orsini about all that was said by Jack,
Rita and Matt.
"This has to be the same scenario they used on
Mr. and Mrs. Katz", Bud thought. "We'll be ready
to take these murderers down tomorrow and end
this death-plotting, greedy bunch of animals ."
Bud had seen many murders before, and
witnessed many crimes, but this one took the
cake.
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Bud couldn't get past the question roaming the
halls of his mind. " Who could murder, in cold
blood, innocent elderly people like this...and plan
it all the way from running an ad to stealing their
homes, cars and cash? Animals, indeed !"
Bud didn't know it, but when the tapes are played
later...after this take-down, he will relive the last
moments of Fred and Mona Katz's lives - because
the same plot is used over and over again on the
victims of Jack and his team of malefactors.
The cold, heartless acts caught on tape would be
recorded by the FBI aboard the Coast Guard
cutter, and they would likely make even a
seasoned detective like Orsini cringe.
The raid of the club was going to happen
tomorrow.
The plan was to raid the club with warrants in
hand just as soon as Matt, Jack and Rita were on
the yacht with the Yawkeys and out by the outer
harbor buoys.
With the main players out of the club, the raid
would be swift.
It was well planned and would be wellcoordinated by all of the parties. So much was at
stake now. The life of Gunther and Ruth was at
stake. Not making mistakes by failing to get
warrants would be remembered. Reading the
Miranda Rights to the perpetrators must be done.
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"I can't leave even one tiny stone unturned in this
case", Bud told himself. "If I do, someone may
die. I also have to make sure that my timing is
exact. I have to have my detectives on board
that yacht almost within minutes of the yacht
dropping anchor because dropping that anchor
probably indicates that the "paper signing ordeal"
would begin. I must make sure the Coast Guard
cutter and chopper are out of view of the yacht,
but close enough to strike when I give the signal two loud horn blasts from my fishing boat ."
He continued thinking this through. " I have to
time getting my fishing boat pulled up alongside
their boat so I can board it quickly. I feel
personally responsible for the lives of these two
great citizens. If they didn't volunteer to do this
dangerous task, I might never be able to convict or stop these killers from continuing with their
criminal activities."
Meanwhile, the Coast Guard crew would have the
FBI agents on board their ship, and Lindsey and
Clark were invited to be there and to listen in on
the taped conversations. The FBI team leader
who would be on the Coast Guard cutter figured,
"It would not be good to have them hear what
might have happened to her parents, but at least
she will have a sense of closure of some sort ."
Detailed drawings of the rooms in the yacht were
already obtained after one of the FBI agents
observed Matt coming from the club to the boat.
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"Maybe he's checking things out...who knows ", he
thought. "But, I now know the make and model of
that boat, so getting the layout for it won't be
difficult. I can probably even download them
from Google online." He did.
In Bud's mind, "All systems are go."
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11
THE CONCLUSION

The

bright Tampa sun shone through the
window of Gunther and Ruth's hotel room when
their alarm woke them up - right on schedule at
6:30 A.M.
Gunther got up first and headed over to the
window to check out the weather...hoping for all
sun - no clouding up. Oh, it was a bright, blue
sky alright...not a cloud to be seen anywhere.
He thought once again about the plans that Jack
and his team of killers possibly had in store for
him and Ruth, and a bit of apprehension settled
into his mind. "Should I really be doing this?
How can I put Ruth's life in jeopardy? What if
they actually shoot one of us? Maybe I should not
be doing this."
"I know exactly what is going through your mind
right now, Mister, and I'm fine with this", Ruth
said. "We have to prevent any other innocent
victims like us from getting killed, so let's just get
up, face the day, go downstairs to the restaurant
and enjoy breakfast."
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Ruth could always anticipate Gunther's thoughts
and moods. After all, she has been married to
him for over fifty years. She had her own
apprehensions, but they were overruled by the
thought of allowing these murderers to have any
more time on the planet as free people. They
needed to be locked up, and today is the day to
set the stage for their capture. It must have been
her maternal, nurse instincts that told her that.
After breakfast, Ruth and Gunther caught the
shuttle bus that leaves the hotel every morning at
8:00 A.M sharp and brings the guests to where
the ferry boats are on Tampa Bay.
Both seemed awfully quiet on the bus trip to
Tampa Bay. Both were thinking about all that
could happen to them, but neither wanted to talk
about it again. They just wanted today to be
over. They held hands - tightly, all the way while
on the bus.
Before they left the hotel restaurant, they went
back up to their room where they would meet
detective Orsini and one other man. He turned
out to be from the FBI. He was the one who
would wire Gunther.
It made Gunther even more nervous, but he
recalled when he wore a wire during some
undercover sting operations back in the days
when he was a beat cop - and an undercover cop
when needed.
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He remembered the many victorious "collars" that
his police captain cited him for when the case
closed, and after the tapes were played and the
criminals were arrested. That gave him some
comfort; but what gave him more nerves of steel
right now was knowing that - by the end of today,
murderous scum would be in handcuffs....at least
that was the plan.
They arrived at the ferry at about 8:15, and
purchased two round-trip tickets to the island
where they were scheduled to meet Matt, Jack
and Rita for the yacht excursion tour of the outer
harbor.
Both knew they would have to put on a show.
Acting wasn't their thing, but they knew that they
had to bring their best game today. Acting
naturally - with the knowledge of what could
happen would be tough to do, but, " Smiles it is",
they thought.
"Gunther - Ruth....nice to see you on this
gorgeous day", yelled Matt from about a hundred
yards away. "Are you guys ready for the best
yacht ride ever ? Did you get your round trip
tickets yet?"
Ruth and Gunther both knew that the emphasis
was on the "round trip tickets" because saying
those words would tell any unsuspecting victims
that a trip back from the yacht cruise would be
anticipated. Rita and Jack knew exactly how to
phrase sentences to allay any possible fears that
a set of elderly victims might have. It was part of
their skill set.
144

With feigned enthusiasm, and their top-shelf
acting mode energized, they shouted back, " Oh
yes, we are excited about today."
As they all boarded the ferry, Jack thought,
"These buzzards will be fish bait by late this
afternoon. Look at them - all smiles....happy as
clams, but they're like sheep heading to the
slaughterhouse." He had no signs or feelings of
empathy for the elderly - or anyone else. That's
why he's a psychopath.
He continued to ponder. "I'm only too happy to
see their faces later when I tell them I want them
to sign all of their possessions over to us. I have
the deed ready...the Title to their car, and I'll be
taking their checkbook with ten checks signed,
and their debit and credit cards. Should be quite
the haul today."
Jack and Rita were only a few feet behind Matt
who was once again dressed in what looked like a
ship's captain outfit.
Matt adorned a white shirt, captain's hat epaulettes - those fancy shoulder thingys like
military men would wear, and he had on white
pants and white boat shoes, too....and even
matching socks. He certainly looked the part of a
rich yacht owner.
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Jack had a dark blue shirt, a baseball hat, tan
shorts, blue socks and white tennis shoes wearing expensive, dark sunglasses and looking
like a guy who was just out for a leisurely yacht
ride to the outer harbor, and into the open
waters.
Rita looked kind of pretty...with her auburn hair
glistening in the Tampa Bay sun. She contrasted
the hair with a green tee shirt and tan shorts....no
socks, and wearing sneakers. She also had an
expensive pair of sunglasses on. She looked tan
and fit. She and Jack both looked like business
people who could charm anyone out of anything.
"They sure don't look like killers ", Gunther
thought.
As they approached the yacht, Ruth and Gunther
both noticed the name emblazoned on the rear
deck - "Final Destination". Now, they realized
what the true meaning of that death ship was. They all walked up that ten-foot plank from the
dock to the rear deck of the yacht. There, they
were met by the handsome Chris who was never
introduced to Ruth and Gunther. " My, he is a
handsome guy...all decked out in his white tee
shirt...all muscular....blond hair, white deck pants
and white boat shoes", Ruth thought. "I wonder
what his job is? He has to be part of this group of
psychotic killers somehow . What a shame - he
looks so clean cut and harmless."
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Gunther was thinking, "This is the same plank
that Lindsey's parents walked up, and this must
be the same guy they met - for the last time.
What a bum. I can't wait to see all of them in
cuffs."
But, maintaining their act, Ruth and Gunther
exchanged pleasantries with Chris.
Chris said, "Wait right here for a second while I
untie the ropes holding the boat...be right back,
and then I'll give you guys the grand tour of the
ship."
Matt headed for the bridge where he would start
the twin diesel engines.
"Okay, let's go see the upper deck first ", Chris
uttered.
Meanwhile, detective Orsini and four of his crew
started their fishing boat, but it was way down
the pier and out of sight of the "Final
Destination".
Soon enough, the "Final Destination" was heading
to the outer harbor, and Bud Orsini was behind
them...as other boats also headed out for fishing
or pleasure. 8:30 in the morning always seemed
to be the busiest time for the boaters. Maybe
they figured that 8:30 was before the regular
tourists would start clogging the channel leading
to the inner and outer harbor buoys.
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A large harbor cruise tourist boat was just behind
the yacht, so Bud dropped in about three boats
behind it so as not to be obvious. He called ahead
to the Coast Guard cutter to alert them as to the
compass heading of his fishing boat so they could
track the yacht and remain just far enough away
so their captain could not see the large red Coast
Guard symbol.
The chopper or 'helo' as they called it, was also
on deck of the cutter - at the ready.
Chris was giving the "tour" to the Yawkeys....first
the upper deck, and then the lower portion of the
yacht. He showed them the two large
staterooms, then the "clean room". He explained
that that is where the guests who were fishermen
would clean their fish.
He then brought them back to one of the
staterooms...and it had its own bathroom, an
office desk and chair and a large queen-size bed
in it...with a couple of comfortable chairs here and
there. There were two fairly large, horizontal
windows in each stateroom...adorned with dark
green, pleated curtains in one - blue in the other.
Matching bedspreads would be in the staterooms,
too. The "green room" was the larger of the two
staterooms. Each had beautiful teak flooring.
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The "blue stateroom" - starboard side

Chris said, "You two might want to stay down
here, but in the green room - it's much bigger,
and maybe you'll want to have a snack. There's
plenty of food - like sandwiches and fruit, and
plenty of orange juice, milk, sodas and stuff over
there in the refrigerator. You might even want to
take a nap for an hour because that's how long it
will take us to get to the outer harbor area where
you might get to see a whale or two. "
Knowing what they already knew, Ruth and
Gunther said, "Well, okay Chris, we'll do that.
We'll stay here and take a nap."
They both just sat in the extra chairs - thinking
about what could happen next, and praying that
old Bud was on the ball with the wire and the
conversations.
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Gunther leaned into the area of his chest where
the microphone was and said, " Ruth, this is the
better of the two staterooms. The other one is
the smaller one." That gave the Coast Guard the
information as to which stateroom they were in according to the boat plans reviewed earlier, and
they passed the information off to Bud on the
fishing boat.
On Bud's fishing boat were two detectives who
were also scuba divers. They would be wearing
wet suits, and diving gear...along with one of
those underwater propulsion units that cost the
department about $1,200.00 each.

Sea-Doo Underwater Propulsion Units
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They are called Sea Doo Sea scooters - made for
serious divers or those who just want the best!
Increased speeds and depths give the detectives
the ability to cover more ground and get there
quicker! Getting to the yacht quickly was the
goal.
These two detectives would also have a 9mm
Glock pistol with two extra clips - just in case.
Hollow point bullets would be the ones used.
They enter the body as a small hole, but leave as
a larger, deadly gaping hole. They are designed
to kill.
B ud a nd o ne F B I ag e n t w e r e d r e s s e d as
fishermen, and their illusion would be to appear
to be fishing - maybe three hundred yards from
the rear of the yacht where they could be seen,
but not appear to be a threat of any kind.
Bud called the FBI raid team to tell them the
yacht had just passed the inner harbor buoys.
That was the sign to get into the club now and hit
it hard - armed with warrants and AK 47 rifles.
Immediately, the FBI stormed into the side door
of the private club using a battering ram. No one
was inside - which was unusual, they thought.
The place was void of any gamblers....nobody at
all.
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The lead FBI agent figured, "This must be their
M.O. for the days they would take their victims
out on the yacht. That way, there would never
be a witness inside the private club to say that all
three left together." This was always part of
Jack's master plan - leave no stone unturned as
far as anything that could point to him and his
criminal activities."
The office was hit first. Two agents grabbed the
desktop computer. Two others, including a safe
cracker, hit the office safe. The safe was quickly
opened, and in it was very little cash and a bunch
of papers. "That's odd", said the team leader. "I
expected to find a ton of cash here ."
"Joe - plug that computer back in, and tell
Freddie to access the hard drive ." Freddie was
the team's geek. Cracking open a computer was
child's play to him. He was really good at it, and
finding out all of the information of the desktop
would be a piece of cake. Freddie was the FBI
"Computer Forensic Expert" by title. "Cyber
geek" was the name his team gave him.
Within minutes, the bowels of the hard drive
revealed that Philip Bartholomej, a lawyer in
Phoenix, had file after file divulging the
escapades of this team of murderers. Two bank
accounts were noted. Each had records of having
millions of dollars in them.
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Another file revealed copies of a series of deeds
of property - all over the United States, and one
of those deeds was signed by Fred and Mona
Katz. "This information will convict this team, for
sure", figured the lead FBI agent. - He notified
detective Orsini who said, " Listen, we've got
enough to convict here, but I still need to tape
the voices of the killers on the boat - that should
seal the deal."
"Meanwhile, get a warrant and have your Phoenix
agents raid that attorney's office, and collect all
of his computers and files."
"Done", said the FBI team leader.
Within a half hour, the Phoenix office of Philip
Bartholomew (whose actual name was
Bartholomej) was raided. Surprise - he was
there! The armed FBI agents approached
Bartholomew - handed him the warrant to
search, and told him to unlock his safe after
handing him the warrant.
"What's this all about?", he shouted.
"I'll tell you what it's all about...you are about to
be arrested for the murder of Fred and Mona
Katz....do you remember them?"
Philip, the coward, immediately gave up all the
information they would need. " I never killed
anyone...it was Jack and Rita and Matt and Chris
who did that. I was j ust t he law yer w ho
represented my clients."
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"Oh yeah...sure - open up the safe over there,
and we'll see how much you know, and we're
going to open your computer files, too. Grab the
desktop and laptop, guys. And, Phil - "we have
your signature on a deed from The Island club right next to Fred and Mona Katz. This ties you
to the crime of murder or intent to commit
murder and conspiracy to commit murder ."
Scared half to death, Phil opened the safe and
gave up the password into both computers. The
safe contained about thirty deeds - all signed by
people who would later be discovered as victims
of murder. All of them were classified as
"missing persons" - up to now. There was over
$750,000. in the safe as well.
The c omp uter r eve aled all sort s of bank
transactions, and one of them occurred about
two months earlier. A large deposit of $480,000 then $12,000 was made about the time that
Fred and
Mona Katz
arrived in
Tampa.

The FBI agents also saw a list of strange
purchases over the years. Thirty one Sawzall
brand battery operated saws were purchased
online - each from a different online source. This
made no sense to them - yet.
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The FBI leader in Phoenix quickly called
in Tampa to report their findings. All of
then told to detective Orsini who now
they were about to solve about thirty
homicides....not just one.

his team
that was
believed
or more

"Okay, read Bartholomej his rights and take him
into custody and grab every record in his office,
and both computers", said the lead FBI agent in
Tampa. We'll sort all this out prior to the trial of
these clowns."
Detective Orsini had detailed the plans that would
unfold once the yacht approached the outer
harbor markers. The plan was that the Coast
Guard cutter would be in the area, but positioned
far enough out so that the yacht crew could not
see their red logo. The chopper would be ready
to fly over to the yacht and two FBI agents would
swoop down by rope onto the deck of the
yacht...once they heard the signal from Orsini.
Those two scuba detectives would approach the
yacht from the rear deck and just wait there until
Bud contacted them on the satellite phones they
both had.
Then, on his signal, they would make their way
down to the lower level when Bud told them that
Matt, Jack and Rita were all down there....if they
stayed true to what detective Orsini believed
happened to the Katz couple. He imagined that
all of them would head to the stateroom the
Yawkeys are now in.
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"Listen for voices carefully when you head
downstairs", said Orsini to his scuba detectives,
"and be ready to kick the door open on my
signal....and that signal will be two loud blasts of
the fishing boat's horns."
Everything was in place now. All that was needed
would be the taped confessions. The Coast
Guard cutter would be the place where Gunther's
wire would be heard and recorded. Lindsey and
Clark were invited to be on scene on the
cutter...and listening. They sort of insisted to
Bud that they needed to be there.
At about 3:00 P.M, the yacht began to slow
down...as did the fishing boat. " Coast Guard,
they are slowing down now, so they'll probably
cast anchor in a few minutes", relayed Bud.
Sure enough, within minutes, the yacht came to
a slow speed, and then Chris was seen releasing
the electronically controlled huge anchor. Full
stop. This was it.
All of the detectives and the FBI had reviewed
the plans for that model of the yacht days ago.
There were two staterooms and that "clean
room" downstairs.
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The clean room was noted when one detective
slipped onto the yacht late at night on the
preceding day when it was known that Matt, Rita,
Chris and Jack were all in the club. The upstairs
level showed the large living room, kitchen, rear
bedroom and two full baths.

Oh, that clean room sure looked more like a kill
room to the detective....all stainless steel walls,
floor and ceiling, and there appeared to be an
autopsy looking bed in a corner near the door of
this good-sized room. There was a spigot on the
wall - attached to a garden hose.
Drains in the floor everywhere - and there were
four nozzle looking things protruding out of the
floor. "Fish kill room, my ass", he whispered to
himself.
157

He noticed the laptop, and was tempted to copy
the files, but decided not to touch anything. He
could grab that when he boarded the yacht.
He took a photo of the room and left. He then
sent the layout and photos to detective Orsini,
who sent copies by cell phone to all his officers
and the FBI on the cutter.
"Scuba team - go", Bud said. Over the side they
went, disappearing into the dark greenish waters.
Bud slowly moved his fishing boat toward the
rear of the yacht...within a hundred yards
now....still appearing to be two men just fishing.
"Coast Guard - be ready, they've cast anchor ."
"Copy that".
The Coast Guard now plugged in all the cell
phones and "sat phones" so that any detective or
agent having one could hear any of the
conversations that would come from Gunther's
wire. - They didn't have to wait long! " Okay you
two, we're all here to ask you to sign some
papers now."
"What do you mean, Jack", asked Gunther..."and
how come Matt and Rita are here, too. Where's
Chris? - What's going on?" He made it obvious to
the Coast Guard that all but Chris was downstairs
now.
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"We want you to sign over the deed to your
house, your title to the Lexus you own, and we
would like to have your checkbook, please...and
all of your credit cards", piped Rita.
"What kind of scam are you guys running here ",
asked Gunther again.
Bud whispered, "Team scuba - you guys on board
yet?" - "Roger that", they replied...."and we're
heading downstairs. We'll keep our eyes open for
that Chris guy."
They had already slipped out of their wetsuits
and placed the Sea Doos on the deck. Now, they
were dressed in black tee shirts, Kevlar vests,
black pants, dark boat shoes - and 9mm Glocks
in hand - 19 rounds in each of the two
magazines....more than enough, if necessary.
Bud began creeping over toward the rear of the
yacht with his fishing boat, and planned to tie it
to the starboard side - where the blue stateroom
is - opposite where Gunther and Ruth were in at
port side - on the left-hand side of the yacht
looking toward the bow.
The fishing boat that detective Orsini was on, was
outfitted with three motors for this particular
task. His boat had two gas outboards and one
new, 30 hp electric motor. This quiet engine
could move their fishing boat slowly, but quietly
into position.
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Within minutes, Bud's boat was being strapped
tightly to the starboard of the yacht, and the
engine shut down. Bud and the remaining
detective could transition easily from the rear of
the fishing boat to the rear deck of the yacht.
Just then, Matt decided to show Gunther that he
meant business. He slammed the pistol he was
carrying into Ruth's face - barrel first, and left a
huge gash on her forehead. She screamed.
Using the barrel assured Matt that his intention to
draw blood for maximum psychological impact on
Gunther would be realized. It was!
"Why did you hit my wife with that pistol ",
Gunther hollered.
"Because we mean business here, pal....start
signing the papers that you are being handed ",
Matt ordered. "Hand Rita your wallet, Gunther."
"Ruthie, I'm tossing your pocket book to Rita,
too. Glad you listened to us when we told you to
bring all your valuables to this nice safe boat ."
His meaning now intended to ridicule the elderly
couple. "They now realize what suckers they are ",
he figured.
Gunther then blurted out, "Okay we'll sign - what
choice do we have?"
Meanwhile, the two scuba cops were approaching
the stateroom. Neither saw Chris anywhere, so
one crept along the hallway toward the " clean
room".
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He went by the smaller stateroom and saw that
the door was open, and nobody in that blue
room. He could see detective Orsini's fishing boat
bow through that window. This indicated that Bud
would be on board in a minute or two. He
scanned the room - and the bathroom to be sure.
Thumbs up went to his partner who was now at
the door of the Yawkey stateroom. He motioned
that he would visit the "clean room" next. That
door was closed.
For some reason, the detective decided to knock
on the door to the clean room. It opened
because Chris would never expect anyone to be
knocking on the door other than his own team.
The detective placed the barrel of his gun
squarely in the middle of Chris's forehead and
quietly motioned for him to shut up and back into
the room.
He handcuffed Chris around the leg of the
stainless steel autopsy type table. He then taped
Chris's mouth with duct tape. He then
administered a shot in his upper right arm. This
would put him out for at least a half hour, and it
would prevent him from somehow shouting to his
team members.
The officer then moved out into the hallway
again, giving the thumbs up signal again.
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By this time, detective Orsini had blasted the
double horns on his fishing boat. Once he heard
that Ruth had been smashed in the face with
Matt's gun butt, he figured they were both okay,
but he only had a few minutes before the
documents would be signed. He then boarded the
boat, and contacted the Coast Guard to send the
chopper over, and for the cutter to pull up
alongside the anchored yacht.
Bud was now with the first scuba detective at the
stateroom door. The second scuba detective
moved to the other side of the doorway to
position himself opposite Bud and his partner.
Jack, Ruth and Matt were startled by the close,
loud sound of the horn. "Rita, head upstairs and
see where that came from", Jack commanded.
Bud motioned "on three", and did the manual
finger countdown. Before he could open the door
- it opened, and Rita was standing there - ready
to check out the loud horn noise.
As soon as the door opened, Bud aimed his gun
at Matt's forehead. The other two detectives
moved in quickly - both aiming their guns at
Jack, and they examined the scene. Ruth was
still in her chair....bleeding from the gash on her
forehead. Bud was with Jack over at the desk,
and brought Rita with him - The desk was about
twenty feet away, but Jack's weapon was already
lowered while Bud continued aiming his gun
squarely at Jack's forehead.
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Sensing that all was under control with Bud, the
second scuba detective pointed his Glock at Matt
who was still holding his gun - this time more
toward Ruth's head.
"Drop the gun or we'll both put a bullet in your
head." Matt looked at Jack as if to say, " What do
we do now?" He was near enough to Ruth to put
his gun right at her left temple.
"Drop it, Matt....all they have us for here is
attempted robbery", Jack ordered.
Matt reluctantly lowered the gun to the floor and
one detective cuffed him...hands behind his back.
Bud cuffed Jack while the second detective cuffed
Rita.
Bud pulled out his Miranda card and read the
following:

163

Meanwhile, two FBI agents were scaling down the
ropes from the chopper above.
The Coast Guard cutter attached itself to the port
side rail and deck of the yacht, and several FBI
agents boarded the yacht. The cutter agents told
Lindsey and Clark to stay put for awhile.
Lindsey was still crying from when she overheard
the conversations and witnessed the pistol
whipping of Ruth. "This is what happened to my
poor mother and father", she said to herself.
She asked if she could board the yacht - to see
where her parents lost their life, but the FBI lead
agent said, "No, it's a crime scene right now, and
our forensic people need to go over every inch of
this thing. Besides, you really don't want to go in
there. Remember your folks as they were. Trust
me on this one....you'll forever have nightmares
if you board." She and Clark agreed with a nod.
The detectives and FBI escorted Matt, Rita, Jack
and Chris to the cutter....all in handcuffs.
Cutter FBI agents boarded the yacht to take it
back to Tampa for forensic review.
Chris still had the duct tape across his mouth, so
the scuba detective who put it there ripped it off
quickly saying, "How's that feel, punk?"
Lindsey smiled at him and said, " Wish I could
have done that!"
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Jack looked at Bud Orsini. " All you got us on is
attempted robbery here...we'll be out in no time ."
He had a big, wide grin on his face.
"Really? Your gutless pal, Bartholemew already
gave all of you up. We have a full confession, all
your bank accounts have been retrieved with
millions of dollars that you'll never see....the
files...the deeds of over thirty people who are
missing and now presumed murdered by you.
No, I think you'll be facing the death penalty,
mister."
Jack didn't look so smug at this point.
"And Matt, your club and your yacht...and all
your possessions, along with Jack and Rita's
house will all become government seizure
property pretty soon...same with all your nice
vehicles. How's it feel?, Bud said.
And the scuba detective who ripped the duct tape
from Chris's mouth asked, "Now that we have all
of you, and a signed confession from lawyer Phil,
why the purchase of over thirty Sawzalls ? Why
not one?"
Chris said, "Well, now that you know about that,
Phil would Fedex one to me each time we invited
a contest winner out on the yacht. My job was
never to kill them...my job was "clean-up", so I
had to cut the bodies into eleven sections so
they'd fit in the electric grinder."
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I used one Sawzall for each job, and then I would
toss the battery overboard along the trip
back...and in a half hour or so, I'd ditch the
Sawzall. They'd sink to the bottom, and never be
found. Jack always told us to never leave
evidence anywhere - no matter what . The
grinder would make chum out of the body parts,
and I'd hit the flusher, and "whoosh" - out they'd
go - fish bait."
"He's lying....he killed everyone with chlorine
gas", blurted Rita. She figured she was protecting
her boyfriend who she always called her husband.
By the time they all got loaded onto the cutter,
each of them tried to blame the other.
The Coast Guard FBI guys were taping all of it
down...especially now that their Miranda rights
were given.
Each of Jack's team members spilled their guts giving great detail as to what happened and how
it happened.
The FBI agents on the cutter said, " Look, we've
got enough to convict you all for murder in the
first. We've got over thirty deeds with the names
of your murdered victims on them. Before we
found those documents at your lawyer's office, all
we had was thirty missing persons. You are all
going to either get the death penalty or do a lot
of time. Some of you will never see the light of
day, so enjoy our courtesy boat trip to the
mainland."
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They all pretty much figured that there was more
than enough evidence to convict, but each gave
detailed information, and signed the confessions hoping to maybe get a lesser sentence or even
avoid the death penalty.
Jack thought, "So much for loyalty".
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12
THE FUNERAL

I

t was a quiet, but misting, warm afternoon in

Phoenix. The memorial service for Fred and Mona
Katz was underway at the temple where they
attended. With no body present, a memorial to
remember their lives was given to honor them.
Because Fred and Mona really didn't have any
living relatives, few people were there, but the
people who were there were all connected in one
way or another.
Their Rabbi was there - and others who knew
them from their temple.
Some of those gave a eulogy.
Lindsey, Clark and Detective Orsini were there.
Many police officers & detectives from the Tampa
Bay station came. Some FBI agents who were
involved in the case were there.
Even Ruth and Gunther flew in from Jackson Hole,
Wyoming to be there.
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They wanted to pay their respects to an elderly,
innocent couple who played into the hands of a
murderous group of villains, and who they never
met.
They were so thankful for that chance encounter
with their "adopted daughter"...the one who
never gave up trying to find out what happened
to her mother and father who loved her very
much. Lindsey turned out to be their hero
because, if she did not intentionally bump into
Gunther and Ruth, they would have encountered
the same fate as Fred and Mona.
The trial would be underway in about a month,
and they would all likely have to attend as
witnesses or officials, and it would be sad to know
the fate of over thirty elderly couples, but it would
be good to see these murderers pay for their
heinous crimes. - They all confessed to the crimes
because each knew there was so much evidence
against them that it would be impossible to
escape their fate.
The Rabbi began reading from Isaiah37:4 –“It
may be that the LORD your God will hear the
words of the field commander, whom his master,
the king of Assyria, has sent to ridicule the living
God, and that he will rebuke him for the words
the LORD your God has heard. Therefore pray for
the remnant that still survives."
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He pointed out that Lindsey and the Yawkeys
were the "remnants that still survive", and he told
them to thank God for their parts in solving this
horrendous murder spree. "You are heroes".
Lindsey hugged the Yawkeys, then Bud Orsini,
then the officers who helped solve the crime.
"Thank you for solving this crime, she said to
each". They thanked her for being persistent and
for her dedication to her parents to the point that
she investigated things on her own, and that is
what led to the capture of these murderers.
Bud apologized to Lindsey for not believing her
story - at first, and then thanked her for her
tenacity...." Without that tenacity of yours,
Lindsey, people would still be led to their
death...like the Yawkeys. Your mom and dad
would be proud of you."
Lindsey kept reflecting back to the time she
decided to enter her mother's hotel room in
Tampa. “My mother must have known something
bad was going to happen for her to leave that
note in the Gideon Bible at Psalm 37:4 , and Psalm
37:4 was exactly right - " Take delight in the
Lord, and he will give you your heart’s desires .
My heart's desire was to find out what happened
to my mom and dad....thank you Lord ."
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13
EPILOGUE
ack never got to see his future in that
remote part of the earth where he dreamed of
ending up. Instead, his dreams would only be
fulfilled after a lengthy trial, and under Florida
law, he would reach another destination.....the
same as his victims did. Death - and his death
would come at the hands of the executioner.
Rita didn’t get the death penalty. The jury found
her guilty by association, but determined,
wrongfully, that she was the victim of Jack’s
abuse. Her lawyer was quite good at his art. He
may have fallen prey to Rita’s charm, too. He
convinced the jury that Rita was a poor, molested
child, and knew nothing but abuse at the hands of
men all her life....especially that manipulative
Jack Kellner. This theme struck a chord with the
five women of the eight person jury, so she
avoided the death penalty. She got twenty five to
life with the possibility of parole in twelve for good
behavior.

171

Bartholomej would represent himself. The old
adage, “Only a fool would represent himself” held
true. Because he did not personally murder any
of the victims, he escaped the death sentence
imposed on Matt, Chris and Jack. He never got to
see the Czech land that he dreamed about. He
spent years in jail reflecting on why he took that
tilted path tow ard the d ark side . He w as
sentenced to thirty five years - mainly because
his information directly led to the conviction of
murder one for Jack, Matt and Chris.
Chris? Well, he went to prison alright, but his
worst nightmare happened to him. He was the
"pretty boy" and he got all the whistles from the
inmates. Unfortunately, someone stuck a shiv
between his ribs, and he died a very violent death
- in the showers.
Lindsey returned to New York and married Clark.
They now have three beautiful children of their
own - two girls and a boy.
A huge oil painting of the last photo that Lindsey
had of her parents hung on a wall in a reading
room in Lindsey and Clark's new house so they'd
never be forgotten - and their "grandkids" would
always know who their "grandparents" were.
The room was out of the way so they would not
have to dwell on their tragic deaths, but now and
then - each would sneak in and spend a few
moments reflecting.
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The Gunthers stayed in Jackson Hole, but were
honored by the mayor for their heroic actions.
The whole town turned out for a parade in their
honor.
How many lives did they save? It'll never be
known, but through their sacrifice, the authorities
have solved thirty missing persons files...now
known that all were murdered.
Bud Orsini stayed on as a detective - mostly
because of Lindsey. He regretted not believing
her story, but realized that many people come to
him for missing person cases....most of which are
found.
He wondered though, "How many more are out
there?"
The END ....

"Life is a toll road, and everyone pays until
they get off it at one of two exits !"

JJohn Tyler
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