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Part One 
 
 

1 
 
 
 Special Agent Trevor Washington arrived at the offices 
of Maddox Software at 5:30AM.  The January sky was still 
dark but the parking lot was awash with flashing lights.  
There were four Shelby County Sheriff’s cars and the 
mobile unit from the FBI Forensic Sciences division.  
Parked beside that was the Shelby County Coroner’s van.  
There was also a crew from the local Fox news station with 
a female reporter making an on-scene report, squinting into 
the light from the camera with the office building in the 
background. 
 As he got out of his car Trevor clipped his badge on the 
pocket of his suit coat.  At fifty-five, he was still trim and 
fit.  His skin was smooth and relatively wrinkle-free, the 
color of rich chocolate.  His hair was cut close to his scalp 
and a thin mustache lined his upper lip. 
 Agent Betty Logan spied him and broke away from the 
two deputies she was talking with.  Trevor had worked with 
Betty on several cases and liked her.  She was smart and 
meticulous, one of the better young agents in the office in 
his opinion.  She walked over to one of the parked cars 
where Sheriff Dan Jacobs was sitting.  The door was open 
so the overhead light was on and he was writing on a 
notepad.  When he looked up and saw Trevor he tossed the 
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notepad on the seat.  He climbed out of his car and walked 
with Betty across the parking lot toward Trevor. 
 In the flashing lights from the squad cars her reddish-
blonde hair was a pale orange and odd shadows caused by 
the lights accentuated her angular features. 
 “How are you this morning, Betty?” Trevor asked. 
 “A lot better than Ron Maddox.” 
 “Yeah, that’s what I hear.”  Trevor turned to face the 
Sheriff.  “Morning, Jake,” he said, extending his hand.  Dan 
Jacobs was a bear of a man, a head taller than either Trevor 
or Betty and solidly built.  He offered a crushing handshake, 
then ran a hand through his tangled hair.  He looked like 
he’d just crawled out of bed. 
 “Thanks for coming out, Trevor.  I can sure use your 
help on this one.”  He looked over his shoulder at the office 
building, then back at Trevor.  “At first glance it looks like a 
suicide. Then again…” He shrugged. “Prominent business-
man.  No witnesses.  No suicide note.  I thought it’d be a 
good idea to have your guys work the scene.” 
 “Have you been able to keep it sanitized?” 
 “Yes, sir, pretty clean,” Betty said.  “The only people 
to enter the office were Miss Debbie Rawlins, Deputy Carl 
Speers who responded to her call, Sheriff Jacobs, Will 
Maddox, the father of the deceased, myself, and the 
forensics team.  Rawlins is the one who found the body.  
She’s a night operator in the IT department.  Comes in and 
does the backups on their mainframe computer.  She said 
she talked with Maddox when he came in.”  Betty pulled a 
notepad out of her hip pocket and referred to her notes.  
“That was around eleven-thirty.  She was in the computer 
room when she noticed the alarm had been turned off.  She 
then checked the phone bank back there and noticed the 
extension in Maddox’s office was being used.  As soon as 
he got off the line she called to ask if she could turn the 
alarm back on.  He said she could, and she did.  But later, at 
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eleven fifty-two, she noticed the alarm was off again.  She 
called Maddox’s office but this time she didn’t get an 
answer.  She figured he had left and forgotten to turn the 
alarm back on so she turned it on.” 
 “So she didn’t actually see Maddox when he came in?  
She only talked to him on the phone?” 
 “That’s correct.” 
 “When did she find the body?” 
 “Not until three-forty.  She came out for a smoke.  
That’s when she saw his car parked out front.  She went to 
his office to see if he was there, found him slumped across 
his desk, realized he was dead, and called 911.  After that 
she called Paul Rustin, her boss, who called Tom Welch, the 
Chief Operating Officer, who called the family.” 
 Sheriff Jacobs nodded in agreement.  “I got statements 
from everyone.  Rustin and Rawlins left as soon as I finished 
talking with them.  Will and Warren Maddox, father and 
brother of the deceased, were here for a little while.  They 
spent most of the time holed up in Welch’s office.  They 
both left just before you got here.  Welch is the only one 
still around.” 
 Trevor looked at his watch then scanned the parking 
lot.  “What time do the employees generally come in?” 
 “Between eight-thirty and nine,” Betty said.  “Regular 
hours are nine to five for most of them.” 
 “Well, it’s going to get pretty hectic when everyone 
starts arriving for work.  Let me have a look inside.” 
 As they moved through the reception area they passed 
a couple of forensic agents packing up their equipment. 
 “I had one of the guys go over the reception area,” 
Betty said.  “I don’t expect to find anything worthwhile.  
It’s a high traffic area and I don’t know when it was cleaned 
last.  But we gave it the once-over, anyway.  And, of 
course, we checked for prints on the front door and the 
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alarm keypad.  We’re allowing people through this area 
now, but we’re keeping the crime scene secured.” 
 The offices for Maddox Software were nice, but not 
extravagant.  The reception area was furnished with a few 
modern-looking chairs and a coffee table.  There were 
several framed prints on the walls.  Otherwise it was fairly 
sparse.  Trevor followed Betty through a doorway to the 
right into a hallway that led to the executive offices.  Ron’s 
office was on the front corner. 
 As he entered Trevor paused to study the room.  It was 
not as large as he thought it would be, but comfortably 
furnished.  There was a leather sofa against the left wall, a 
small conference table and chairs to the right in front of a 
bookcase that covered half the wall, and a large mahogany 
desk at the back of the office.  The only windows were 
long, narrow windows on either side of the credenza behind 
the desk.  Ron Maddox was slumped over, his forehead 
resting on the papers strewn across the top of the desk. 
 In his years of service, Trevor had seen his share of 
dead bodies, but he’d never gotten used to it.  His initial 
reaction was always the same.  He felt a sinking in his chest, 
a heaviness at his core.  It always reminded him how fragile 
life is.  It was almost like a punch in the gut, how it hit him, 
how it made him feel.   
 “The only access is through this door,” Betty said as 
Trevor surveyed the room.  “Maddox apparently died from 
a single gunshot to the head.  The gun, a twenty-two, was in 
his right hand.” 
 “You said there wasn’t a note?” 
 “No,” Sheriff Jacobs said. 
 Trevor walked across the office and bent over the desk, 
looking closely at the body.  “A twenty-two?  I wonder why 
he used a twenty-two?” 
 “Maybe it was all he had.  It’s a target pistol with a six 
inch barrel.”  Betty pointed to the entry wound, a small dark 
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hole just behind the right ear at the base of the skull.  “Or 
maybe he did his homework.  At point-blank range, at that 
angle, a twenty-two would be a good choice.  It doesn’t 
have enough kick to it to blow the bullet out the top of the 
head, so it just ricochets around in the brain.  It causes 
instantaneous death without making a big mess.  On the 
other hand, someone could’ve popped him from behind and 
put the gun in his hand.  The angle of the shot certainly isn’t 
common for suicides.  But nobody else was seen coming or 
going.” 
 “Nobody was seen at all – not even Maddox for that 
matter,” Sheriff Jacobs said. 
 “Are there any security cameras?” Trevor asked.  “I 
didn’t see any outside or in the lobby.” 
 Betty shook her head. 
 Trevor turned everything over in his mind.  The front 
door locks with a key and the building was equipped with a 
simple alarm system so he assumed they didn’t have security 
badges for access, or a system that records who comes and 
goes. 
 “Do you have a list of everyone with a key to the 
doors?”  Betty nodded and he continued, voicing his 
thoughts.  “Anyone with a key would know the code for the 
alarm.  They could’ve walked right in.  Someone turned the 
alarm off, we know that.” 
 “Well, according to Rawlins, about twenty minutes 
elapsed between the time she talked with Maddox and when 
she noticed the alarm was off.  He could’ve gone back out 
to his car for something – maybe to get the gun.  He 
would’ve shut off the alarm when he went out.  If he was 
coming back in with the intention of shooting himself, 
chances are he wouldn’t be worried about resetting the 
alarm.  That would probably the farthest thing from his 
mind.” 
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 “I’m wondering why he’d come down here to his office 
to do it,” Trevor said.  “Especially when he knew Rawlins 
would be here.  I know it looks like suicide, but we need to 
check into a few things.  Find out who the gun’s registered 
to and give me your forensics report as soon as you’ve got 
it ready.  And get a copy of the phone records.  I want to 
know who Maddox called last night before he died.” 
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 By 6:30AM Trevor had released the body to the 
coroner and Sheriff Jacobs had left to work on his report.  
Trevor and Betty went to talk to Tom Welch, the Chief 
Operating Officer of Maddox Software. 
 When they entered the office Tom was talking on the 
phone.  His fat cheeks were flushed and he gripped the 
phone so hard his dimpled knuckles were white.  He ran his 
other hand over his balding head. 
 “Yes, sir, I’ll take care of it,” he said as Trevor and 
Betty stepped through the door of his office.  He glared at 
them as he nodded in response to what he was hearing on 
the phone.  “I will.  Yes…right…okay.  I’ll call you back as 
soon as I…”  He paused and shut his eyes, shaking his head.  
“Whatever you say.  I’ll call you back in a couple of hours.”  
Tom turned and hung up the phone.  “What?” he demanded, 
making no attempt to hide the irritation in his voice. 
 “Mr. Welch, this is Special Agent Washington, also 
from the Bureau,” Betty said.  “He would like to ask you a 
few questions, if you can spare a couple of minutes.” 
 “I’ve already given the Sheriff my statement this 
morning.  I don’t have anything to add to what I’ve already 
said.” 
 “I haven’t had a chance to review that, yet,” Trevor 
said, smiling as he fished a card out of his shirt pocket.  He 
handed it to Tom who glanced at it and unceremoniously 
dropped it on his desk.  “If I could just have a few minutes 
of your time it might save you from having to make a 
special trip down to our office.  I know you’re going to 
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have your hands full for a few days.  Just trying to save you 
a little time.” 
 Before Tom could respond the phone rang and he 
snapped it up.  “Yeah!” he barked into the receiver.  He 
picked up a pen and scribbled a phone number on a notepad 
on his desk.  “Got it,” he said and hung up the phone.  He 
immediately ripped the page from the pad and stuffed it in 
his pocket. 
 “I’m sorry…Agent…Washington,” Tom said, glancing 
down at the card on the desk.  “In less than an hour I’m 
going to have about forty-five employees coming in, I’ve 
got a news team waiting to do interviews in my parking lot, 
and I’ve got yellow crime tape strung over half the building.  
I haven’t heard the radio this morning, or seen the news, but 
I know this is probably all they’re talking about.  I’ve got to 
talk with my employees, prepare a statement for the news, 
get something out to the stores advising them what they 
need to say and not say, and my secretary called in to say 
she was home in bed sick and wouldn’t be in this morning.  
I’ve got to cancel all my appointments, meet with Ron’s 
family, and prepare for an emergency meeting of the Board 
of Directors later today.  If you need more information after 
looking at my statement, you’ll just have to get in line.” 
 Just then an attractive young woman appeared in the 
doorway.  Judging from her clothes – jeans, tennis shoes, 
and an Alabama Crimson Tide sweatshirt – and the fact that 
her face was devoid of makeup and her long brown hair was 
pulled back in a loose ponytail, Trevor deduced she had 
rushed to get to the office, throwing on whatever clothes 
were handy. 
 “Ah, Gina,” Tom said.  “Thank God you’re here.” 
 “I got here as quickly as I could,” she said, looking 
questioningly at Trevor and Betty. 
 “Gina, this is Agent Washington and Agent Logan.  
They’re with the FBI.”  He turned to Trevor and Betty.  
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“Gina is our Director of Marketing and Public Relations.  
She can offer any assistance you need in concluding your 
investigation.  Gina, I plan to meet with all our office staff 
as soon as everyone gets in.  I’ll need your help then, but in 
the mean time, see if you can be of any assistance to these 
people.” 
 He ushered them all out of the office then closed the 
door.  Gina smiled apologetically to them and extended her 
hand. 
 “I’m sorry, I got your names, but I don’t know who’s 
who.” 
 Trevor shook her hand and made the introductions. 
 “I can’t believe this has happened,” she said.  “I’m 
just…shocked.  What can I do to help?” 
 “I think we’re done for now with Mr. Maddox’s 
office,” Trevor said.  “But, we will need to keep that area 
closed off for the time being.  Right now, I’d like to get a 
tour of the building, if possible, just to get a feel for the 
layout of everything.  I want to see the computer room 
where Miss Rawlins was last night, but I also want to do a 
walk-through – see where the exits are, where the alarm 
sensors and keypads are, that sort of thing.” 
 “I heard Ron killed himself,” Gina said.  “You sound 
like you might think otherwise.” 
 “Well, not necessarily,” Trevor said.  “But until we 
know for sure we need to look at all the alternatives.  First, 
let’s do a quick tour of the building.” 
 “Can we start in the break room?” Gina asked.  “I 
could use a cup of coffee, if that’s alright with you?” 
 “You need me?” Betty asked Trevor.  “If not, I can go 
ahead and get started on my report.” 
 He glanced at his watch.  “Why don’t you tag along.  It 
never hurts to have another set of eyes, another perspective.  
Check on your men and make sure they’ve done everything 
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they can.  And ensure Maddox’s office is locked up, then 
join us in the break room.” 
 Betty headed back to the front lobby and Trevor 
followed Gina down the hall to the break room at the 
opposite end.  She busied herself with making coffee as 
Trevor studied the bulletin board on the wall.  There were 
pictures from a recent birthday party for one of the 
employees, a notice about an upcoming “clean up day,” and 
an offer for babysitting services. 
 “I got up this morning and turned on the news and 
couldn’t believe what I was hearing,” Gina said.  “Then 
Tom called to ask if I could come in immediately to help out 
with everything.  I just can’t believe that Ron killed 
himself.” 
 Before Trevor could respond Betty came into the 
room.  “Well, we’ve got two more news teams in the 
parking lot now,” she said.  “It’s going to be a mess out 
there for your employees when they come in.” 
 “Yeah,” Gina said, shaking her head.  “I’m sure Tom 
will want me to talk with them as soon as we finish up 
here.”  She glanced down at the sweatshirt and jeans.  “I 
didn’t think about that when I got dressed.  Oh well.”  She 
took three mugs from the cabinet and offered coffee, which 
Trevor and Betty both declined, so she poured coffee into 
only one of the mugs.  “I can’t believe this.  Just when I was 
wondering what would happen next…” 
 As she ripped open two packets of sugar and dumped 
the contents into her coffee Trevor glanced over at Betty.  
“Has there been a lot going on around here before this?” he 
asked. 
 “Well, yeah.  It’s been pretty hectic for about three 
months now.  First the stock prices took a nosedive.  Then 
the CFO got canned.  Someone from Maddox Enterprises 
came down to take her place.  Then the rumors about 
selling off the company started up.  Everyone’s getting 
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pretty edgy about their jobs.  Then this.  These aren’t the 
kind of things you see yourself doing when you sign on as 
Director of Public Relations for a firm like Maddox 
Software.” 
 “I hadn’t heard anything about the company being 
sold,” Trevor said. 
 “Well, it was supposed to be all hush-hush.  Of course, 
something like that never is.  There are a lot of people who 
already know about it.” 
 “Do you have any idea about how it would affect 
jobs?” Trevor asked. 
 “That’s hard to say.  Of course when the CEO commits 
suicide…that changes things.”  Gina took a swig of coffee 
and grimaced.  “Never a dull moment.  This place has been 
a marketing nightmare ever since we went public.” 
 “You sound like you’ve just about had enough,” Betty 
said, offering an understanding smile. 
 “Yeah, I think this morning’s events have done it for 
me.  It may be time to let someone else wrestle this bear.”  
She headed out of the break room, motioning for them to 
follow.  “Come on.  I’ll give you the nickel tour.  We’ll start 
at the other end, in the computer room, and work our way 
back to the front.” 
 
 
 Twenty minutes later Trevor and Betty were sitting in 
his car in the parking lot.  They watched as Tom talked 
briefly with the reporters crowding around the front door.  
Gina was ushering employees inside as they hurried to get 
past the news crews.  There were now vans from all the 
local TV stations and reporters from the newspapers and 
radio stations.  It was a media feeding frenzy.  Trevor was 
thankful to be on this side of the cameras and outstretched 
microphones. 
 “What do you make of all this?” he asked. 
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 “Maddox Software looks like a company unraveling at 
the seams.  That’s what I’d say.  What do you think?” 
 “I thought some of the things Gina had to say were 
interesting.” 
 “You mean about the company being sold?  That kind 
of puts a new wrinkle into everything, doesn’t it?” 
 Trevor watched as Tom finished speaking to the media 
and retreated into the building. 
 “Welch is a piece of work, isn’t he?” Betty asked.  
“What was it he said to you?  If you want more information 
from him get in line?  It doesn’t sound to me like he’s too 
interested in helping us determine exactly what happened in 
there last night.” 
 “I wonder who had the most to lose if the business was 
sold?  Welch is the number two guy in charge.  You would 
think he’d step into Ron’s position if anything happened.” 
 “At least in the interim,” Betty said.  “Until they 
decided whether to give him the reins or hand them to 
someone else.” 
 Trevor turned to look at Betty.  “What do you think 
happened?” 
 “It’s hard to say.  Maybe we’ll have a better idea after 
we process the gun.  I’ll get on that next.”  She glanced at 
her watch.  “You need me for anything else?”  When Trevor 
shook his head she reached for the door handle.  “I’ll have 
my preliminary report on your desk by noon.  See you back 
at the office.” 
 She got out and hurried across the parking lot to her 
own car.  One of the reporters tried to catch her before she 
could get there but she waved him off.  Trevor started his 
car and followed her out of the lot before they could 
descend on him as well. 
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 It was just after eleven o’clock when Betty came into 
Trevor’s office with her preliminary report.  She banged her 
knee on the corner of the desk as she sat down in the chair 
opposite him. 
 “You need a bigger office,” she said, looking around 
while she rubbed her knee.  “Either that, or you need less 
furniture.” 
 “Less furniture?  What’re you talking about?  I have 
one file cabinet, one desk, three chairs, and a coat rack.  Oh, 
and a trash can down here around my feet that holds about 
four gum wrappers.” 
 “Okay, you need a bigger office.  Of course you’re 
hardly ever here.  Is that good or bad?” 
 “That’s a tough call.”  Trevor picked up the report, 
glanced at it, then dropped it on his desk.  “I’ll read it for 
detail later.  Right now just give me the skinny.” 
 “Okay.  First of all, cause of death was the single 
gunshot to the head.  The bullet was recovered and it 
matches the gun.  Ballistics says it was definitely fired from 
the twenty-two found at the scene.  The gun’s registered to 
Ron Maddox.  We didn’t have any luck with fingerprints.  It 
has textured grips and a grooved trigger.  There’s only one 
thing that doesn’t fit regarding the suicide angle – no 
gunshot residue on his hands.” 
 “Were the hands bagged?” 
 “Yes.  I bagged them myself.” 
 “Even so, the powder could’ve been disturbed when 
the bags were removed.  Lack of powder is not conclusive.  
What else?” 
 “Sheriff Jacobs talked with the wife.  She said Maddox 
had the gun for target shooting.  The only other gun 
Maddox owned was a twenty-gauge shotgun that he used 
for trap and skeet shooting. 
 “I checked the phone records and he actually made two 
calls last night from the office.  The first was to Tom Welch.  
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It lasted four minutes.  The second was to his home number.  
That one was real short, less than a minute.  The last call 
was made at eleven forty-three.  There weren’t any other 
calls made until Rawlins found the body at three thirty-two. 
 “We didn’t find anything that might be helpful in 
Maddox’s office, in the reception area, or on any of the 
security keypads throughout the building.  There were other 
prints on the phone in his office, but they were smudged and 
probably wouldn’t be any good to us if we could ID them.  
After all, we don’t have any way of establishing when the 
prints got there and just about anyone who’d been in the 
office recently could’ve used the phone.” 
 “So we know how he died,” Trevor said, “and we don’t 
have any evidence that puts anyone else at the scene.  Was 
the coroner able to determine the time of death?” 
 “He couldn’t give us anything more specific than the 
time frame from Rawlins.” 
 “What about alcohol?  Had Maddox been drinking?” 
 “There was some alcohol in his system, but not enough 
to make an issue over it.  There wasn’t anything else of 
significance.  No drugs or anything like that.” 
 “What about his schedule?  Did he have anything 
business-related going on last night?  Dinner with anybody?  
Anyone we can talk with?” 
 “Nothing that we could determine from his schedule,” 
Betty said.  “We may be able to confirm his whereabouts 
from talking with his wife.  I didn’t contact her.  I figured 
you’d handle that.” 
 Trevor looked at the report lying on his desk, then 
rubbed his eyes.  He sighed and leaned forward, propping 
himself on his elbows.  “I wonder why he called Tom 
Welch.  I’ll have to check Jacob’s report to see if he 
mentions that.” 
 “Welch didn’t say anything about it when we talked to 
him,” Betty said.  “Of course, we didn’t know Maddox had 
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called him but he definitely failed to share that with us.  By 
the way, the phone records for this morning showed Welch 
spent most of his time on the phone with Will Maddox and 
Paul Rustin.” 
 “What do you know about the Maddox family?” 
 “Not too much.  They own several different businesses.  
They’re extremely wealthy.  And as far as I know, they all 
live in Mountain Brook.  There’s Will and his wife, Julia, 
and Will’s mother, Gertrude.  She lives with them.  Then 
there are the two sons, Warren and Ron.  Warren is the 
older of the two and serves on the Board of Directors for 
Maddox Enterprises with his dad.  And, of course, there’s 
Ron’s widow, Carol.  That’s it for the immediate family.” 
 “No kids?” 
 “Nope,” Betty said, shaking her head. 
 “See what else you can find out about the family and 
about their other businesses.  I’ll talk with the wife.”
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3 
 
 
 That afternoon Trevor went to talk with Carol Maddox 
at her residence in Mountain Brook.  It was a stately, two-
story brick home with lots of windows across the front that 
looked out onto a beautifully manicured lawn.  On the right 
side there was a sunroom with a large rose garden beside it.  
As he moved along the curved drive that swept gracefully 
up to the front of the house he could see what appeared to 
be a greenhouse in back, behind the rose garden.  The lot 
was much larger than most in the area and Trevor wondered 
what the real estate alone must have cost, not to mention 
the magnificent home. 
 Near the front there was a parking area large enough 
for several cars, with the driveway continuing around the 
left side of the house to the garage.  Trevor left his car in 
the parking area and strolled up the brick walkway.  As he 
approached the front door, a middle-aged woman opened it, 
looking at Trevor with a stern expression.  She had on a 
simple black dress and the kind of shoes someone wears 
who is on their feet most of the day.  Her shoulders were 
broad and her forearms were thick and strong.  She was 
obviously someone who was not a stranger to hard work. 
 “Good morning.  I’m Agent Washington.  I’m here to 
see Mrs. Maddox.” 
 “Of course.  Right this way.  She’s expecting you.  
She’ll join you in the sunroom momentarily.  May I take 
your coat?” 
 Trevor pulled off his overcoat and handed it to her, 
adjusting his suit coat and unconsciously straightening his 
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tie.  He followed the woman through a spacious foyer and 
down a hallway, past a large dining room and a cozy library 
furnished with dark, cherry paneling and built-in, floor-to-
ceiling bookcases.  The sunroom at the end of the hallway 
was bright and airy compared to the rest of the house.  It 
was filled with large ferns and a variety of flowering plants.  
The afternoon sunlight shown in through the windows and 
was softly reflected off a floor covered with African slate 
tiles.  White wicker furniture was positioned in a comfort-
able arrangement at one end of the room. 
 Trevor moved to the windows and looked out at the 
back yard.  A woman came out of the greenhouse and 
walked across the yard toward the back of the house.  She 
was wearing a loose-fitting green sweater, jeans, and white 
running shoes.  Her black hair was covered with a colorful 
bandana.  As Trevor watched she pulled it loose and shook 
her head, fluffing her hair with her left hand as she 
disappeared from view around the corner.  A moment later, 
he heard a voice behind him and turned to face the woman 
he’d just seen in the yard. 
 “Agent Washington,” she said, extending her hand.  
“I’m Carol Maddox.”  Her green eyes were clear and sharp, 
not wavering as their eyes met, her handshake strong.  
“Sorry to keep you waiting.  I was out in the greenhouse.  I 
find working with my flowers to be good therapy.  I also 
can’t hear the phone when I’m out there.  That’s a big plus 
right now.” 
 “I can imagine.  And you didn’t keep me waiting at all.  
I just got here.” 
 She walked across the room to a loveseat that was set 
against the windows and motioned for him to take a seat in 
a chair across from her.  Trevor noticed she moved with the 
fluid gracefulness of an athlete.  She was of average height 
and strikingly beautiful with olive skin, high cheekbones, 
and a slightly up-turned nose.  Her clothes fit loosely, but 



18     Merrill Heath 

still showed her figure. She shoved the arms of the sweater 
up to her elbows, revealing elegant wrists and perfectly 
manicured hands. 
 As they were getting comfortable, the woman who’d 
met Trevor at the door came in with a tray bearing two 
steaming cups of coffee, a bowl of sugar and a small pitcher 
of cream.  She set the tray on the table between them and 
stepped back out of the way, waiting. 
 “Thank you, Martha,” Carol said.  “We shouldn’t need 
anything else.” 
 The woman nodded and left the room, softly closing 
the door on her exit. 
 Trevor knew from his research that Carol was forty 
years old, the same age as her husband.  They’d met in 
college at the University of Alabama and gotten married 
shortly after they graduated.  She came from a middle-class 
family in Eufala, her father a real estate agent, her mother a 
schoolteacher.  Both her parents died in a car accident 
shortly after she and Ron were married.  She was their only 
child. 
 She had a degree in Education, but had never taught 
school.  She was involved with numerous charities in the 
Birmingham area, but only sparingly.  Her friends were 
other well-to-do wives from the Birmingham Country Club.  
None were long-term friendships that reached beyond her 
life prior to college.  Carol Maddox was a small-town 
beauty who had climbed the social register by marrying into 
one of the wealthiest families in the state. 
 She took a sip of coffee then looked at Trevor.  “I 
talked with Sheriff Jacobs earlier today.  I was surprised 
when you called.  I guess I didn’t expect the FBI to be 
involved in the investigation?  Is that normal?” 
 “It depends on the circumstances.  Sheriff Jacobs asked 
us to assist with the investigation.  We often provide 
forensics help with cases such as this.” 
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 “Cases such as this?” Carol asked, arching an eyebrow.  
“Does that mean you don’t think this is suicide?” 
 Trevor shrugged.  “There’s often a question.  With 
assistance from our forensics team we can help Sheriff 
Jacobs make that determination.” 
 Carol nodded and took another sip of coffee.  “How 
can I help?” 
 “Let’s begin by establishing the whereabouts of your 
husband last night.  Can you tell me where he went, who he 
might have spoken with?” 
 “Ron was here the early part of the evening.  He got in 
from the office around six and was here until seven o’clock 
when we went to the club for dinner.” 
 “The Birmingham Country Club?” Trevor asked. 
 “Yes,” she said.  “We finished up around eight.  I know 
the time because Ron kept rushing me.  He was going to his 
father’s to talk about the business.  Several members of the 
Board of Directors were meeting with Ron and Tom Welch.  
They wanted to sell the company and Ron was making a last 
ditch effort to change their minds.  He was supposed to be 
there at eight-thirty and was grumbling about being late. 
 “He dropped me off here at home around eight-fifteen.  
He said he didn’t know how long the meeting would last, 
but he might be late getting in and for me not to wait up.  I 
did wait for him for a while, but finally went to bed about 
eleven.  Then he called around eleven forty-five.  He said he 
was at the office, he’d gone by to pick up some reports he’d 
need in the morning.  He said the meeting didn’t go very 
well, but they were getting together again in the morning at 
the downtown office, at Maddox Enterprises, and he didn’t 
want to have to fight the traffic out to his office and back.  
We only talked briefly, then I went back to sleep.  The next 
thing I knew, Tom was on the phone…telling me that Ron 
was dead.” 
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 The coffee cup rattled gently against the saucer as her 
hand trembled.  She quickly set the cup and saucer on the 
table and clasped her hands in her lap. 
 “I don’t know what time he got to the meeting last 
night or what time he left.  Will Maddox can confirm all of 
that.” 
 She took a deep breath and let it out slowly.  For a 
minute or two she remained quiet, looking through the 
windows at the yard outside.  Trevor waited for her to 
continue.  When she turned her eyes back to meet his he 
could see the tears pooling up. 
 “I can’t believe Ron did this.  I know things haven’t 
gone well with the business lately.  I know he’s been under 
a lot of stress.  And I know he was fighting with his father 
and the Board about selling the company.  But none of that 
is worth killing yourself over.”  She paused long enough to 
wipe her eyes.  “I’m sorry.  I just have a hard time believing 
this has happened.  This morning I went out to the 
greenhouse, just to try to get my mind off things, and almost 
convinced myself this was all just some kind of crazy 
nightmare.  That none of it has really happened.  But, of 
course, it has.  I knew he was despondent and getting de-
presssed, but not to the point where he might do something 
this drastic.” 
 “I’ve heard other wives, and husbands, express those 
same feelings, Mrs. Maddox.  Sometimes the spouse is too 
close to see what’s going on.  And it isn’t always that easy 
to detect.  A lot of people think they should’ve seen it 
coming, but many times it just isn’t all that obvious.”  
Trevor hesitated for a second before launching into the 
questions he needed to ask.  “You said Mr. Maddox was 
despondent and showed signs of depression.  Was this 
something that had been going on for a long time?” 
 “You need to understand the my husband had bipolar 
disorder.  It wasn’t uncommon for his emotions to range 
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from very excited highs to very gloomy lows.  He had medi-
cation that helped keep things on a more even keel but he 
didn’t take it half the time.  He’d been under a lot of stress 
for several months – since the stock price started dropping 
and all the talk about selling the business started.  I could 
see he was coming down and headed for a bad time but it 
usually took several days before he hit bottom.  I guess I 
didn’t realize how depressed he was.” 
 “Was there anything else going on that might have 
caused stress for your husband?” 
 “No,” she said, shaking her head.  “I can’t think of 
anything other than the pressures at work.” 
 “How was his relationship with his father?” 
 “Oh, it was as good as it ever gets with this family.  
Will has always pushed him really hard.  Ron has lived his 
whole life under the tight scrutiny of his parents, especially 
his father.  He was upset when things started going down-
hill for the company.” 
 “He being Ron, or his father?” 
 “Well, both of them.  But I meant Ron.” 
 “Pardon me for saying this, Mrs. Maddox,” Trevor 
said, “but you don’t sound as though you’re really very 
close with the rest of the family.” 
 “No, I’m not particularly close with anyone in the 
Maddox family.”  She got up from the loveseat and moved 
to the windows, her back to Trevor as she spoke.  “You 
see, Agent Washington, they never really approved of Ron 
marrying me in the first place.  I was regarded as a gold 
digger, a social climber who didn’t really measure up to 
their son.  Oh, I guess it was okay for us to date a little in 
college.  Let Ron have his fun.  But marriage was definitely 
out of the question.”  She moved back to the loveseat, her 
growing anger putting a little color back in her cheeks.  “I 
think marrying me is about the only thing that Ron did his 
whole life that went against his father’s wishes. 
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 “Of course, once it was done they had no choice but to 
accept me into the family.  After all, they had to keep up 
appearances.  But I was always on the outside looking in.  
I’m sure they would’ve been glad to see our marriage break 
up and watch me run back to Eufala, back where I 
belonged.” 
 “And you don’t have any children?” 
 Trevor knew the answer to this one, but wanted to see 
her reaction. 
 “No, no children.  We tried for a while, but I was never 
able to conceive.  After a few years Ron got really busy 
with work and we kind of gave up on the idea.  At one time 
he even said he wasn’t sure he wanted children any longer.  
So we never had any.  I don’t know if his family talked him 
out of that, as well, or if he truly decided he didn’t want 
children.” 
 “What can you tell me about the business side of 
things?  What do you know about the proposed sale of the 
company?” 
 “I’m afraid I can’t offer a lot of detail there.  Ron 
would tell me some of the things going on at work, but not 
too much.  For a few years I tried to keep up with 
everything, but eventually gave up.  I’d ask Ron how things 
were going and he’d say something to the effect that I 
didn’t need to worry my pretty little head about all that.  I 
should let him handle the business and just enjoy myself.  Of 
course, I knew they were looking at selling the company.  
Ron did tell me that much.  But I don’t know any of the 
particulars.” 
 “But he opposed the idea.” 
 “Oh, yes,” she said.  “Very much so.  He wanted to pull 
everything out of the fire, make it successful again and make 
his father proud.  The only problem was I truly don’t think 
he knew how to make it happen.  I know he had a few ideas 
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but I don’t think the commitment was there from the 
Board.” 
 “Did he say anything to you about what he might do if 
the company was sold?” 
 “Do you mean what his position would be with 
Maddox Enterprises?  Oh, I’m sure he wondered what his 
father had in mind, but he knew he’d be taken care of.  Even 
though this was the second company he’d been given 
control over that had not done well, he was still a Maddox, 
and would still be involved somewhere in one of the family 
businesses.  But he really wanted Maddox Software to be 
successful.  I don’t know, maybe it was his pride or some-
thing, but I know he was upset over the idea of selling off 
the business.” 
 “What was Tom Welch’s position on selling the 
company?” 
 “Tom didn’t want to sell, either.  I think he was mostly 
concerned that he’d be let go and have to fend for himself.  
Tom liked being sheltered under the protective wing of Will 
Maddox.  But, at the same time, Ron and Tom had run-ins 
about how the business should be managed…on more than 
one occasion.” 
 “What was their relationship like outside of work?” 
 “There was no relationship outside of work.  Ron 
didn’t really like Tom.  He didn’t trust him and I think he 
would’ve fired him had he been able to convince his father it 
was the right thing to do.” 
 “If Ron was the CEO, in charge of running the 
company, why didn’t he just fire Tom and find a replace-
ment he was more comfortable with?” 
 “Because Tom was hired by Will.  Ron had little more 
input in the matter than a cursory interview.  You have to 
understand something about all the Maddox family busi-
nesses.  Will Maddox runs the show.  Each company has its 
own executive officers, but Will is ultimately in charge.  He 
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won’t have it any other way.  Ron couldn’t make even the 
simplest decision without going to his father for approval.  
It’s disgusting how that man controls his family…and 
everyone who comes in contact with it.  You get on the 
good side of Will Maddox and you’ve got it made.  You get 
on his bad side?  Get ready for trouble.” 
 “So, what you’re saying is that Tom could benefit from 
your husband’s death.” 
 “Tom could benefit from Ron’s death in a couple of 
ways.  Not only does it put him in a position to take control 
of Maddox Software but it also very likely puts an end to 
the speculation about selling the company…at least in the 
immediate future.  I don’t know a lot about business, Agent 
Washington, but I doubt very seriously that anyone will 
jump at the opportunity to purchase Maddox Software now.  
Not after this.” 
 Trevor thought to himself that Carol Maddox knew a 
lot more about business than she let on. 
 “Who else could benefit from your husband’s death?” 
he asked, choosing his words carefully. 
 She got up and moved back to the window where she 
stood looking out, her back to him.  “I wondered how long 
it would take you to get to this line of questioning,” she 
said.  “You obviously think this may not be suicide.”  She 
turned to look at Trevor, her face set, not showing any 
emotion.  “I’ll save you from asking the obvious questions.  
I was home all night after we got back from dinner.  Alone.  
There isn’t anyone who can verify my story. 
 “As you continue with your investigation, you’ll learn 
that my husband had two substantial life insurance policies.  
I’m the beneficiary of one.  Maddox Software is the 
beneficiary of the other.”  She paused for a second, letting 
that fact register with Trevor.  She took a deep breath, 
letting it out slowly, then continued.  “You’ll also learn that 
over the years Ron and I have had our difficulties.  I won’t 
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go into details.  It’s all of a personal nature.  But we’ve had 
our ups-and-downs.  Of course, that’s not unusual for 
anyone who’s been married for as long as we have.  But I 
loved my husband.  I loved him very much.” 
 Suddenly tears welled up in her eyes.  She made no 
attempt to hide them or wipe them away as they rolled 
down her cheeks. 
 “My husband committed suicide, Agent Washington.  I 
believe that to be true and I feel like I should have been able 
to see what was happening.  I should have done some-thing 
to prevent it.  And it’s something I will never get over.” 
 
 
 When Trevor got back to his office he saw Betty and 
waved her into his office. 
 “What are you working on this afternoon?” he asked. 
 “Nothing right now.  I’m waiting on the final autopsy 
report from the coroner.  I just got through running down 
the information you wanted on the Maddox family and their 
businesses.  How’d the meeting go with the grieving 
widow?” 
 “Well, it was certainly worth the effort.  She said her 
husband was bipolar and suffered from depression.  But she 
also outlined a couple of pretty good motives for murder.  
Substantial life insurance policies.  A power struggle that 
could point the finger at Tom Welch.  And the hint of 
marital problems between her and her husband.” 
 “So, she pointed the finger at Welch?” 
 “And herself, as well.  That’s what I’m trying to figure 
out.  What she had to say implicated her as much as Welch 
or anyone else.  I don’t know why she did that.  She put on 
a pretty convincing act.  I’m just having trouble figuring out 
whether it was indeed an act or not.” 
 “Did you have a chance to talk with anyone else from 
the family?  Who was there?” 
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 “Carol and her housekeeper were the only ones there.  
But she didn’t paint a very pleasant picture of her relation-
ship with the family.  It seems they didn’t approve of her 
marriage to their son.  And there wasn’t anyone at the 
house offering her any support and comfort.” 
 “That’s interesting,” Betty said.  “Who’s next on the 
list?” 
 “I need to talk with Welch.  I’m hoping I can get that 
scheduled in the morning.  I also want to talk with Paul 
Rustin and Debbie Rawlins tomorrow if I can.  This after-
noon I need to review your reports and type up my notes on 
the meeting with Carol.” 
 “Can I help with anything?” 
 “Yes.  See what you can dig up on these life insurance 
policies.  We’ll get back together after my meeting with 
Welch.” 
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 Trevor arrived at the offices of Maddox Software at 
eleven-thirty.  He gave his card to the receptionist in the 
front lobby and explained he had a meeting with Tom 
Welch.  She punched a button on the telephone switchboard 
and informed Mr. Welch that he was there. 
 “He’ll be out in a couple of minutes.  Just have a seat,” 
she said, handing his card back.  “Would you like a cup of 
coffee or a soda while you wait?” 
 Trevor declined and sat down in one of the chairs near 
the windows.  After five minutes Welch appeared, standing 
in the doorway that led to the executive offices.  He didn’t 
come all the way into the reception area and didn’t offer to 
shake hands.  Nor did he make any apology for the delay.  
Instead, he began immediately trying to cut things short. 
 “I’ve got a lunch meeting in forty-five minutes,” he said 
over his shoulder as he led Trevor into his office.  “I hope 
this won’t take too long.” 
 The office was furnished similarly to Ron’s with a sofa 
against one wall and a small conference table at the front of 
the room.  Tom walked quickly past the other furniture, 
sitting in the big leather chair behind his desk and motioning 
for Trevor to sit in one of the chairs in front.  He obviously 
wanted to keep this formal and distant, using the desk as a 
buffer between them. 
 “I don’t know how long this will take, Mr. Welch,” 
Trevor said.  “I don’t think we’ll run over into your lunch 
meeting, but if that’s a problem we can always do this at my 
office.” 
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 Tom eyed him suspiciously for a second then waved his 
hand in the air.  “I don’t think that will be necessary.  What 
do you want to know?” 
 Trevor pulled out his notes and scanned them quickly.  
“In your statement you told Sheriff Jacobs that you were at 
home when you were notified that Ron was dead.  You said 
you got that call at three-fifty.” 
 “That’s right.  Paul called and woke me up.  When I 
looked at the clock it was three-fifty.” 
 “Then you came down to the office.  Got here at four-
thirty.  Forty minutes after the call.” 
 “That’s correct.  I live out in Center Point.  By the time 
I got dressed and drove out here it was about forty minutes.  
Paul was already here and there were several people from 
the Sheriff’s Department here also.  Your guys got here a 
few minutes after I did.” 
 “When was the last time you saw Ron prior to his 
death?” 
 “Ron left the office a little after five Tuesday afternoon.  
That was the last time I saw him alive.” 
 “You didn’t see him Tuesday evening at his father’s 
house?” 
 “No.”  Tom leaned back in his chair, crossing his legs 
and folding his arms across his chest.  “I was not invited to 
that meeting.  Or maybe I should say I was uninvited.  Just 
before Ron left the office he told me it was not necessary 
for me to be there.” 
 “What was the reason for the meeting?” 
 “Ron wanted to try, one last time, to convince his 
father that they shouldn’t sell the business.” 
 “Isn’t that something you’d want to be involved with?  
I would think you’d have a vested interest in any decisions 
made in that regard.” 
 “Of course I would,” Tom said.  “But it was pointless.  
Ron was hoping to get the Board to put off the decision and 
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give us a little more time to concentrate on the Internet side 
of the business.  But it was a waste of time.  Will had his 
mind made up and I don’t think there’s anything either Ron 
or I could’ve said at that point that would have changed his 
mind.” 
 “What are your options if the company is sold?” 
 “That depends on who buys it.”  Tom leaned forward, 
resting his elbows on the top of the desk.  “I could stay on 
in my current position, or I may have to look for something 
else.  That remains to be seen.” 
 “What can you tell me about the Internet venture?” 
 “It’s simply a way to increase our sales.  A lot of 
companies, especially software vendors, give customers the 
option to download their software directly without having 
to get in the car and drive to the mall or wait for the 
software to be shipped to them.  But what does all that have 
to do with Ron’s death?  I don’t see how it’s relevant to this 
situation.” 
 “It may or may not be relevant,” Trevor said.  “It 
depends on how it might have affected Ron’s state of mind 
and how that might have affected his actions.” 
 Tom held his hands out, palms up, and shrugged.  “So, 
the business is not doing well.  The latest strategy is not 
working.  There are rumors of selling the business out from 
under us.  And because of all of that, Ron got depressed and 
couldn’t handle the pressure.  I told you guys all that yester-
day morning.  What’s the big investigation all about?” 
 “Well, I wouldn’t call it an open-and-shut case,” Trevor 
said. 
 He paused as Tom frowned at him and waved his hand 
in the air.  “It looks pretty open-and-shut to me.  Aside 
from a suicide note, I can’t think of anything else you’d 
need to come to the conclusion that Ron killed himself.” 
 “What was your relationship with Ron like?” 
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 “It was fine.  We’ve worked together for almost ten 
years.” 
 “Were you and Ron friends – I mean, outside of 
work?” 
 “Do you mean did we pal around together?  Play golf 
together on the weekends?  That sort of thing?  No.  We 
didn’t spend a lot of time together away from the office, but 
we were friends and had a good relationship…both on the 
job and off.” 
 “How do you think Ron’s death will affect the sale of 
the company?” 
 “Who knows,” Tom said, shrugging his shoulders.  “It 
will probably put things on hold, at least for the time being.  
After all, Will just lost his son.  On the other hand, we might 
get covered up with offers.  The vultures might think now’s 
a good time.  They could take the whole thing – lock, stock, 
and barrel – and all the unhappy memories off Will’s hands.  
Of course, any offers that are made in the near future will 
probably be way below the market value of the company.  
Personally, I don’t think there will be any talk of selling the 
business any time soon.” 
 “That’s beneficial for you, I suppose,” Trevor said.  “It 
kind of solidifies your value to the company.  Will you be 
promoted to CEO now?” 
 “I have no idea.  That will be up to the Board of Direc-
tors.” 
 Tom tried not to show any reaction to the question, but 
his voice still took on a slightly higher tone and his face got 
a little redder.  He sat back in his chair and assumed a more 
relaxed pose, but it didn’t work.  Trevor thought he looked 
wound about as tight as a watch spring. 
 “What was Ron’s mental state when he called you?” 
 “He was upset.  We talked for maybe four or five min-
utes.  Mostly it was Ron saying he didn’t know what we 
could do to convince his father to keep from selling the 



Consequences     31 

company.  He sounded depressed, but I didn’t think he was 
anywhere near low enough to kill himself.  If I had, I 
would’ve kept him on the phone, talked with him longer.  
Maybe even come down here or made arrangements to meet 
him somewhere.” 
 “Ron’s wife told me he was bipolar and experienced 
significant emotional changes.  She described it as going 
through excited highs and really gloomy lows.  How much 
of that did you witness?” 
 “That’s pretty accurate.  There were times when he 
would bottom out and be away from the office for several 
days or even a week at a time.  Then he’d be back just as 
chipper as ever.  He had medication of some kind for it but 
he didn’t like to take it.  Said it dulled his creativity.  From 
my perspective it helped.  If he got too far on either side of 
the emotional spectrum he was impossible to work with.” 
 “I understand Maddox Software had a substantial life 
insurance policy on Ron.  What do you know about that?” 
 “Maddox Software has policies on all the senior execu-
tives.  They have one on me, too.  It’s been in place for 
several years.  It’s nothing new and it’s not unusual.  Lots 
of businesses do that.” 
 “Is this policy large enough to keep things going until 
everything stabilizes?  Would it provide enough cash flow to 
keep from having to sell the company?” 
 Tom’s cheeks reddened as he tried to control his anger.  
“I truly hope you aren’t suggesting that Ron’s death has 
anything to do with the insurance policies.  That’s prepos-
terous.” 
 Trevor stood and closed his notepad.  “I’m simply try-
ing to determine what happened here last night.  I don’t 
have any other questions at this time.  Thank you for your 
time.  I’ll let myself out.” 
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 As Trevor entered the reception area a young man 
passed by the receptionist, saying he was going to lunch.  
When Trevor asked if Paul Rustin was available, the man 
stopped at the door and turned. 
 “I’m Paul Rustin,” he said. 
 “Good morning.  I’m Trevor Washington with the FBI.  
I called yesterday to see about meeting with you today.  Is 
now a good time?” 
 “Yeah, right,” Paul said, glancing at his watch.  “I was 
just going out for a bite to eat.  Is this something we can do 
over lunch?” 
 “Sure.  As a matter of fact, I’m kind of hungry myself.  
That sounds good.” 
 Paul Rustin was younger than Trevor had expected.  
Trevor guessed he was in his mid-thirties.  He was tall and a 
little gangly with curly, black hair and a toothy, unassuming 
grin.  They went to Hamburger Heaven and talked while 
Paul wolfed down two huge burgers, a plate full of fries, 
and a jumbo-sized soda. 
 “I’ve read through the statement you gave to Sheriff 
Jacobs,” Trevor said, “but I wanted to go over everything 
again.  What can you tell me about last night?” 
 “Well, let’s see,” Paul said, talking around a mouthful 
of fries.  “Debbie called me about three-thirty.  I thought 
she was calling to say the backup routine had bombed or 
something.  I couldn’t believe it when she said she’d found 
Ron dead in his office.  I ‘bout fell out of bed.  Anyway, she 
was pretty panicked, as you can imagine.  I asked her if 
she’d called the police, or talked with anyone else, and she 
said she had called 911.  She was freaking out.  So, I told 
her that I would call Tom and as soon as I did that I’d get 
down there.  I told her to stay out of the office, not to touch 
anything, and just wait outside for the police.”  He paused 
long enough to take a bite of his burger, chew it a few times 
and wash it down with a gulp of soda.  “Then I called Tom, 
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and as soon as I got off the phone with him, I headed for the 
office.  By the time I got there, several people from the 
Sheriff’s Department were there and they had everything 
blocked off.  Debbie was outside chain smoking.  With all 
those flashing lights on the cars it was like something out of 
a movie.  Anyway, I got there about four o’clock.  I live 
over in Brook Highlands, so it didn’t take me that long.  
The deputies wouldn’t let me in the building, which was fine 
with me.  Then, about twenty minutes later, Tom arrived.  
He said he’d called Ron’s family.” 
 “Tom said he got there at four-thirty,” Trevor said.  
“Your time table puts him there at four-twenty.” 
 Paul thought about it for a second as he munched on 
his burger.  “Yeah, somewhere around there.  Four-twenty, 
four-thirty, that’s about right.  Tom lives out on the other 
side of Birmingham, so it took him a while.  Right after he 
arrived the forensic guys showed up.  Will and Warren 
Maddox got there a few minutes after that.  I gave a 
statement to Sheriff Jacobs and talked with Will and Tom 
for a few minutes then left.” 
 “Did Miss Rawlins say anything about seeing anyone 
other than Ron or hearing anything?” 
 “No.  She said she was in the data center all night and 
didn’t hear anything.” 
 “Looking back on it, had you noticed anything recently 
in Ron’s behavior that might have indicated he was 
depressed or upset enough to commit suicide?” 
 “Well, I know Ron was really concerned about the 
business.  He had me doing a lot of work on our web site, 
but most of that stuff is outside my realm of expertise.  I’m 
afraid I wasn’t much help.  And I know they were looking 
at selling the company and he was worried about that.  But 
he didn’t strike me as someone who was contemplating 
suicide.”  Paul paused long enough to wipe mustard from 
his chin.  “I mean, after all, the guy was a multi-millionaire.  
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How bad could it be?  If the company went completely bust, 
I would think he’d be able to recover.” 
 “Ron’s wife told me that Ron suffered from bipolar 
disorder.  She said it affected his moods – sometimes pretty 
severely.  Did you ever notice any of that?” 
 “I guess you could say that Ron was a moody guy.  But 
bipolar?  I always thought someone diagnosed as bipolar 
was pretty screwed up.  I may be wrong about that.  I don’t 
know.  But I didn’t see Ron’s mood swings as a big prob-
lem.  If he was bipolar he handled it pretty well.” 
 “What was Tom’s state of mind when he got to the 
office last night?” Trevor asked. 
 “He was shocked, like all of us.  He kept saying this 
was going to be a real mess when the news got out.  I didn’t 
talk to him that much.  He was huddled up with Will and 
Warren after they arrived.” 
 “Let’s go back to the sale of the company.  How would 
that affect things?” 
 “That’s hard to say.”  Paul shoved the last of his fries in 
his mouth as he considered the question.  “We’re all 
concerned about how that might affect our jobs, naturally.  
Some of us are also concerned about who might be running 
things if that happened.  I really liked Ron and enjoyed 
working for him.  He was just a nice guy to work for, you 
know?”  He washed down his fries with several swallows of 
soda.  “On the other hand, with Ron out of the picture, I’m 
not too excited about the prospects.” 
 “You’re talking about working for Tom?” 
 “Well, technically, I worked for Tom before all this 
happened.  If you look at the org chart you’ll see that my 
department falls under his direction.  But most of the time I 
reported directly to Ron.”  Paul wiped his face and hands on 
his napkin and shoved the tray out of the way.  “Don’t take 
this the wrong way, but Tom Welch is a real pain in the 
butt.  None of us relish the thought of him being in charge.” 
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 “What kind of relationship did Ron and Tom have?” 
Trevor asked.  “Did they work well together?” 
 Paul sat back in his chair and folded his arms across his 
chest.  A big, toothy grin spread across his face.  “They had 
some of the biggest arguments you’ve ever seen.  They 
really went at it a couple of times a few weeks ago.  
Generally it was over something Tom did without 
consulting Ron first.  He’s a champion at going behind your 
back to get what he wants.  Usually, he’d say something in a 
meeting, or Ron would hear him telling someone at the 
stores something.  Then Ron would call Tom into his office 
and the shouting would begin.  Big, hairy fights.  It was 
something.  You asked what kind of relationship they had?  
I think Ron spent about half his time trying to keep up with 
Tom to make sure he wasn’t doing something Ron didn’t 
want him doing.”  Paul leaned forward against the table.  
“Tell me something.  All this investigating, all this stuff 
going on, you guys aren’t sure this is suicide, are you?” 
 Trevor considered his answer, choosing his words 
carefully.  “Well, we’re obligated to look at all the alterna-
tives.” 
 “This is just too crazy,” Paul said.  “It’s hard enough to 
believe that Ron killed himself sitting right there in his 
office, but to think that someone may have murdered him is 
just too much.  I mean, I can’t think of anyone who would 
want to kill Ron.  He was a nice guy.  Everybody liked 
him.” 
 Paul sat shaking his head and Trevor waited, letting him 
think about things before asking his next question. 
 “So, you can’t think of anyone who might want to see 
Ron dead?” 
 “I can’t think of anyone at all,” Paul said.  “I guess 
Tom would benefit from getting Ron out of the way.  He’ll 
surely be named CEO now – at least until they decide if 
they’re going to sell the business or not.  But I don’t think 
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Tom is capable of murder.  He’s a sneaky little guy, and 
everybody knows he’s had his eye on being top dog at 
Maddox Software for a long time, but I don’t think he’s got 
enough guts to kill someone.”  Paul thought about it a 
minute, shaking his head.  “Not Tom.  No way.” 
 “Anybody else?  What about his wife?” 
 “His wife?” Paul asked, sounding truly surprised.  
“Well, I don’t know her very well.  I met her a couple of 
times at office parties.”  He flashed his toothy grin and 
cocked one eyebrow.  “She’s a real looker, I’ll tell you that.  
She was really nice the times I met her.  Of course, I don’t 
know much about their private lives.  They seemed to get 
along fine whenever I saw them together.”  Paul sat back 
and let out a long sigh, shaking his head.  “Man, this is just 
too wild.”
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 After meeting with Paul Rustin, Trevor hurried back to 
his office for a meeting with Debbie Rawlins.  They were 
supposed to meet at two o’clock and Trevor was running 
late.  As he came in Betty waved him over to her desk. 
 “I got the information you wanted on the insurance 
policies.  I’ll tell you about that when you get through 
talking with Rawlins.  Also, Will Maddox called about ten 
minutes ago and wants you to call him.  He said for you to 
call as soon as you got back.  I told him I was assigned to 
the case also, asked if I could help him, but he said he 
wanted to talk with you.” 
 Trevor glanced at his watch then looked back into the 
outer waiting area.  He saw a young woman sitting there, 
looking at him over the magazine she was holding.  “Is that 
Debbie Rawlins?” 
 “Yeah.  She’s been here for about fifteen minutes.  
You’re going to enjoy talking with her,” Betty said with a 
grin. 
 “Okay.  Give me a few minutes to review her statement 
then bring her back to my office.  I’ll call Will Maddox after 
I talk with her.” 
 “Will do.” 
 
  
 Betty brought Debbie into Trevor’s office about ten 
minutes later.  She had short brown hair that framed a 
square face and wore thick eyeglasses that magnified her 
heavy eyebrows.  She was in her early twenties, but looked 
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ten years older.  As she made her way to one of the chairs 
to sit down she bumped against the edge of the desk 
 “You need a bigger office,” she said, looking around at 
the cramped area. 
 “Yeah, everybody tells me that,” Trevor said, smiling 
apologetically.  “I’m glad you could come by.” 
 “No problem.  I’m off today.  I don’t go back to work 
until Friday and then I’m on days, thank God.  So, you got 
this thing all figured out yet, Chief?” 
 Trevor couldn’t suppress a smile and Betty grinned at 
him from where she stood leaning in the doorway. 
 “”Not exactly,” Trevor said.  “That’s why I wanted to 
go over everything with you again.  I have the statement 
here that you gave Sheriff Jacobs, but I’d like you to just 
tell me what you can remember.” 
 “What I can remember?” Debbie said with a sharp 
laugh.  “It ain’t something I’ll be forgetting for a long time, 
I don’t suppose.  Where do you want me to start?” 
 “Let’s begin with what you were doing when you first 
noticed the alarm had been turned off.” 
 “All right.  I was in the computer room checking on the 
status of the backup.  I’d been there since eleven, as usual.  
I work alternating shifts with another operator.  One week 
on nights, the next week on days, back and forth.  As luck 
would have it, this was my week to work nights. 
 “So, anyway, I was back there in the computer room 
when I noticed the alarm had been turned off.  We’ve got 
this panel back there with lights on it for the security 
system.  I always turn the alarm on when I’m there at night 
– just the door alarms, not the motion detectors.  I made 
them put that panel up since there isn’t a horn back there 
and the air conditioning in the computer room makes so 
much racket you can’t hear anything that’s going on.  So I 
looked at the panel and noticed the alarm was off and went 
to the office back there to see what was going on.  We’ve 



Consequences     39 

got a keypad for the alarm in the office, and the panel tells 
you if the alarm’s been tripped and in what area if it has.  
That was at eleven twenty-eight.  I know the time ‘cause I 
noted it in the logbook.  They want you to log anything and 
everything that happens in that logbook, let me tell you.  
That’s when I noticed the light on the telephone 
switchboard back there was on for Mr. Maddox’s office.  
So I figured he’d come in for something and was on the 
phone.” 
 “Was Mr. Maddox in the habit of coming to the office 
like that, late at night?” 
 “Every now and then.  He didn’t do it too often, but he 
did come in late at night sometimes.”  Debbie paused long 
enough to grin at Trevor and Betty.  “He came in one night 
about one in the morning and caught me in his office.  Boy, 
that was embarrassing!  I was sleeping in there on that big 
leather couch he has in his office.  He used to have a TV in 
there and I’d dozed off watching the late movie.  But he 
was pretty cool about it.  I don’t think he even said anything 
to Paul.  But he had the TV removed the next day.”  She 
leaned over the desk toward Trevor, lowering her voice 
when she spoke.  “At least he didn’t have one of his lady 
friends with him.  That would’ve really been embarras-
sing.” 
 Trevor glanced at Betty who straightened up in the 
doorway.  “Was he in the habit of bringing women over to 
the office at night?” she asked. 
 “No, but he did one time when I was there.  He came 
by to get something out of his office and couldn’t get the 
door unlocked.  I was coming out of the restroom and heard 
all this rattling and banging at the front door.  I went to see 
what was going on and it was Mr. Maddox.  We’d been 
having trouble with the lock and eventually got it replaced.  
Anyway, I let him in and that’s when I saw the woman in 
the car.  It was dark, but I could tell it wasn’t his wife.  Mrs. 
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Maddox has black hair.  This was some blonde.  Another 
time he came in with Miss Bradley and they were in there 
for a couple of hours.  She used to be the CFO.  For a while 
there they kinda got in the habit of working late, if you 
know what I mean.  Then I guess his wife got wind of what 
was going on, because not long after that Miss Bradley was 
gone. 
 “So, anyway, last night when I saw his extension lit up 
on the switchboard I waited a minute or two until he hung 
up, then called to see if I could turn the alarm back on.  He 
said that he was just getting something out of the office and 
wouldn’t be here long but that I could turn the alarm back 
on if I wanted to.  He said he’d be sure to reset it when he 
left.” 
 “And there wasn’t anyone else with him?” 
 “Well, not that I know of.  I mean, I didn’t hear anyone 
else over the phone, but I couldn’t say for sure.  I never 
actually went up there to his office until several hours later.” 
 “Okay.  So now it’s around eleven-thirty.  Did you turn 
the alarm back on at that point?” 
 “Yes, sir.  Like I said, I don’t like to be out there at 
night by myself without that alarm on.  Then I went back 
into the computer room to check on the backup and found 
we were having a problem with our tape auto-loader.  It 
wasn’t working right and the system kept saying to put a 
new tape in.  I was having to manually load the tapes and 
that’s a real pain.  But finally, after about twenty minutes, I 
got it working right and went back into the office.  That was 
when I noticed the alarm was off again.  I don’t know how 
long it had been off at that point.  I figured Mr. Maddox had 
left and forgotten to reset the alarm.  And that got me to 
worrying.  I thought it might be a good idea to turn on the 
motion sensors, just in case someone else was in the 
building and I didn’t know about it.  After all, at that point 
I’d been back there in the computer room for almost half an 
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hour and I didn’t know when Mr. Maddox might’ve left.  
So I tried his extension a couple of times and when I didn’t 
get any answer I figured he was gone and I turned on the 
sensors.” 
 “Where are the motion sensors?” Betty asked. 
 “They’re in the hallways around the building.  So even 
if Mr. Maddox was there, he wouldn’t trip the alarm until he 
came out of his office.  And if that happened either one of 
us could shut it off before the system called the police.  I 
thought it might scare hell outta him if the alarm went off.  
But I thought, so what, he was the one who shut it off in the 
first place.  If that horn went off it might at least help him 
remember to turn the dang thing back on next time.  That 
was at eleven fifty-two and I recorded that in the logbook, 
too. 
 “Then I checked on the backup, made sure everything 
was going okay, and hit the books.  I’m trying to get certi-
fied as a network administrator.” 
 “So you were monitoring the backup and studying for 
your certification.  And it wasn’t until three-forty that you 
actually found Mr. Maddox.” 
 “That’s right.  I took a break from studying and went 
out to my car to get a new pack of cigarettes.  When I went 
out front, that’s when I found his car.  So I went to his 
office to see if he was still there.  The door was closed and I 
listened for a second, then knocked, but didn’t get any 
response.  At that point I just began to have a bad feeling.  I 
can’t explain it.  I just suddenly got a bad feeling.  It was 
weird.  I tried the door and it was unlocked.  Then I opened 
it slowly and called out before going in.  I didn’t know if he 
was still there, or what he was doing, so I didn’t want to 
just barge in.  Then I saw him there at the desk.  At first I 
thought he was asleep or something.  Then I saw the gun in 
his hand and suddenly I knew he was dead.  It was horrible!  
I just stood there like a deer in the headlights for a minute 
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or two.  I just froze.  Finally I got up the nerve to go over 
and make sure.”  She paused long enough to give them a 
sour look and shake her head.  “He was dead alright.  I saw 
the gun and the hole in the back of his head and I put my 
hand on his wrist to check for a pulse and couldn’t feel 
anything.  It was awful! 
 “I got out of there immediately.  I went to the recep-
tionist’s desk in the lobby and called 911.  Then I called 
Paul.  After that I went outside.  Let me tell you, I don’t 
like being out there at the office at night by myself, but it’s a 
lot better than being out there with a dead guy. 
 “In about five minutes or so the Sheriff’s deputies 
arrived, and a few minutes after that, maybe ten, Paul got 
there.  He said he’d called Mr. Welch, but he didn’t get 
there for another twenty or thirty minutes.” 
 “So you never actually heard anything?  You didn’t 
hear the gunshot?” 
 “No, sir.  Like I said, I was back there in the computer 
room or in the office all night.  And you can’t hear anything 
back there other than the air conditioning and the equipment 
running.  You could just about shoot off a cannon up at the 
front of the building and you wouldn’t hear it back where I 
was.” 
 “And you didn’t see anyone else?” 
 “Nope.  Just Mr. Maddox.  And I didn’t see him until 
later when I found him in his office.  Before that I just 
talked with him over the phone.”  Debbie paused long 
enough to look at Trevor and Betty.  “Listen.  Let me ask 
y’all something.  I gave my statement to Sheriff Jacobs 
yesterday morning.  Then you called and wanted me to 
come down here to talk with you.  Are y’all thinking this 
isn’t suicide?  Are y’all thinking maybe somebody came into 
the office and killed Mr. Maddox?” 
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 “No,” Trevor said.  “Not necessarily.  We just need to 
be sure before we make our decision and close the investi-
gation.” 
 “I see,” Debbie said, nodding.  “Well, I can’t believe 
Mr. Maddox would kill himself like that.  I know he was 
under a lot of stress and all that.  But still, he wasn’t the 
type to just give up and put a gun to his head.  I just can’t 
believe that.  Of course, on the other hand, I can’t imagine 
that anyone would want to kill him either.  He was a really 
nice guy.  As far as I know, everyone liked him.  It’s just 
hard to imagine that someone would want to do that to him.  
And another thing.  If someone was going to kill him, why 
would they do it in his office?  And how would they even 
know he was going to be in his office that night?” 
 “That’s a good point,” Trevor said.  He scanned over 
his notes for a second then looked at Debbie again.  “How 
long have you worked at Maddox Software?” 
 “I’ve been there three years.  I started right after I 
finished my Associates at Jax State.  I’ve been working as 
an operator, maintaining the computers, but I’m studying 
for my network certification.  I’m hoping to get a promo-
tion as soon as I get my certification.  I’ve enjoyed working 
there and really like all the people.  It’s a nice place even 
though I’ve been stuck alternating back and forth on the 
night shift for about a year now.” 
 “How much talk have you heard about the company 
being sold?” 
 “Well, I’ve heard enough to know a little about what’s 
going on.  They always try to keep that kind of thing quiet, 
but people talk and word gets out.” 
 “Do you know of anyone who was overly concerned, 
or upset about it?” 
 “Well, I know Mr. Maddox really didn’t like the idea.  I 
don’t know about Mr. Welch.  I guess there are others who 
are worried about it, but I haven’t heard a lot of 
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complaining.  I guess just about everyone’s worried a little.  
That’s only natural.” 
 “Let’s go back to something you said earlier,” Trevor 
said.  “You mentioned that one time Mr. Maddox came by 
the office with someone other than his wife.  A blonde.  Did 
you ever hear much about his personal life?  Were there a 
lot of rumors about his…indiscretions?” 
 Debbie laughed and gave them a sly grin.  “Indiscre-
tions.  Everyone always comes up with nice ways to say 
screwing around, don’t they?  There were rumors from time 
to time.  Especially when things were heating up with Miss 
Bradley – and after she got fired.  But I didn’t pay much 
attention to all of that.  I don’t condone that kind of thing, 
but I figure that’s his business.  If he lets himself get led 
around by his Johnson, that’s his problem and not mine.” 
 Betty covered the grin on her face with her hand and 
Trevor nodded understandingly. 
 “It’s always best to try to avoid that kind of thing if you 
can help it.”  He struggled to keep a straight face as he 
studied the statement on his desk.  “Okay.  I think that 
should do it.  Thank you, again, for taking the time to come 
down and talk with us.”  He slid a business card across the 
top of the desk to her.  “If you think of anything else, or 
hear anything that might help us out, please give me a call.” 
 “You can bet I will,” Debbie said. 
 
 
 After Debbie left his office, Trevor called Maddox 
Enterprises.  He was on hold for a minute then Will Maddox 
was on the line. 
 “Agent Washington.  Thank you for returning my call.  
I’ve got a few questions about this investigation into my 
son’s death.” 
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 “Actually, sir, I’d prefer to sit down and talk with you 
in person rather than over the phone.  When would be a 
convenient time?” 
 On the other end of the line Trevor could hear paper 
rustling. 
 “I’d prefer that, as well.  It looks like the funeral will be 
Saturday afternoon.  I can see you after that.  How about, 
say, five o’clock at my home?  That’s the earliest I can meet 
with you.” 
 “That will be fine,” Trevor said.  “We can meet here at 
my office, if you’d rather.” 
 “No, that wouldn’t be convenient for me.  Come by the 
house at five.  I talked with Tom Welch and he says you 
think this may not be suicide.” 
 “I’m just trying to determine what actually happened.  I 
have to look at all the alternatives.  I’ll be interested in 
hearing your thoughts on the matter.” 
 “Well, I don’t know what happened, but I can’t believe 
that Ron committed suicide.  I just find that inconceivable.  
We’ll discuss all this Saturday.  Hold on a second.” 
 Trevor could hear muted sounds on the other end of 
the line.  He heard Will speak to someone, but his hand was 
cupping the receiver, muffling the words, and Trevor 
couldn’t make out what saw said.  After a second Will was 
back on the line. 
 “Welch says you guys have Ron’s laptop.  There may 
be confidential information on there regarding the opera-
tions of the company and I’m afraid I’ll have to require that 
it be returned as soon as possible.  Also, when I was out 
there today the office was locked and there was yellow 
crime scene tape across the door.” 
 “I’ll check with our forensics team leader to make sure 
they’re through with the office.  And I’ll see about return-
ing the laptop.  Of course, you can rest assured that any 
information on it will be held in the strictest of confidence.” 
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 “I’m trusting you to see to it, Washington.  As for the 
tape…I already pulled it off the door but I did ask that the 
office remain locked.  I just felt like having police tape all 
over everything was counterproductive.”  He paused for a 
second.  When he continued his voice was a little less 
officious, a little more emotional.  “I realize how that last 
statement must have sounded.  This is a terrible thing that 
has happened to our family.  I’ll do anything I can to help 
you determine what happened.  But at the same time, I’ve 
still got a business to run.  Dwelling on what happened only 
makes it that much worse.  I’m sure you understand what 
I’m trying to say.” 
 “I understand, sir,” Trevor said, but he had a hard time 
empathizing with the man on the other end of the line. 
 “Then it’s set.  I’ll see you Saturday at five o’clock.” 
 He gave Trevor the address, then hung up the phone. 
 As Trevor was setting the phone back in its cradle, 
Betty appeared in the doorway.  Trevor waved her in and 
she took a seat. 
 “Was that Will Maddox?” 
 “Yeah.  He wants Ron’s laptop returned ASAP.  Said 
there may be confidential information relating to the 
business and he needs it returned.  He also said he took our 
tape off the door, but he’s requested that the office remain 
locked.” 
 “Yeah, Welch called this morning – probably right after 
you left his office.  We’re still going over the little bit of 
evidence we collected.  I don’t think there’s anything there 
that will help us determine what happened.  We’re also 
finished with the laptop.  I’ve got a copy of Ron’s schedule, 
who he met with recently, all of that.  Looks like he spent 
most of his time over the last few weeks talking with 
investors.  I’m guessing he was pushing stocks, trying to get 
more operating capital to leverage against selling the 
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business.  There wasn’t anything else of significance in his 
files.” 
 “What’s your take on Will Maddox?” Trevor asked. 
 “My initial reaction is that he’s a pretty cold fish.  I 
talked with his secretary and learned a little about what he’s 
been doing.  He met the coroner at the morgue and gave 
them the information on where to send the body after the 
ME was done with the autopsy.  Everything else he’s done 
is aimed at damage control.  He called a meeting of the 
Board of Directors for Maddox Enterprises.  Then he went 
to Maddox Software and talked with the employees.  After 
that he issued a memo to all the stores directing them not to 
discuss the matter with anyone.  Any questions from the 
press are to be deflected back to the corporate office.  This 
morning he released a statement saying this was a tragic 
situation, the usual rhetoric, but he refused to entertain any 
questions as to how this would affect the future of Maddox 
Software.  The rest of his time has been spent behind closed 
doors talking with investors and stockholders.  I guess he’s 
had his hands full.” 
 “Yeah.  He’s trying his best to dodge the press but, at 
the same time, keep this from becoming a media feeding 
frenzy.  Of course, that’s virtually impossible.” 
 “How’d you like Rawlins?” Betty said, grinning broad-
ly at Trevor. 
 “She’s a talker.  I just wish she had told us something 
new.  Her story today matches her statement.  No new rev-
elations.” 
 “Well, we learned a few things.  We didn’t know 
Maddox had a thing going at one time with the CFO of the 
company.” 
 “Actually, I already suspected as much.  When I talked 
with his wife, she said they’d had their problems and that I’d 
hear about it if I continued my investigation.  And the girl at 
the office, Gina Michaels, the public relations director, said 
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the CFO had been fired unexpectedly.  When she referred to 
the CFO as a her, it wasn’t too much of a stretch to suspect 
they might’ve had something going.  We may want to talk 
to Miss…what was her name?  Bradley.  It might be worth 
our time to hunt her up.  Otherwise, all the stories match 
up. 
 “With what we know so far, I’d say suicide may be our 
most plausible scenario.  The business is going down the 
tubes.  They’re getting beat up by their competition, the 
stock prices are sinking like a rock, and they’re about to sell 
the business.  Maddox is depressed and his wife says he’s 
bipolar and he was off his meds so he could’ve been more 
depressed than everyone realized.  He’s about to lose his 
business and could, perhaps, lose a lot of money in the 
process.  I think it’s safe to assume his marriage is shaky 
and he’s dissatisfied with that part of his life.  We don’t 
have anyone else we can place at the scene, and we don’t 
have any witnesses.  And…we don’t have any forensic evi-
dence to indicate it wasn’t suicide.” 
 “Yeah, but when we introduce the insurance policies 
into the equation, things get a little more interesting,” Betty 
said.  “Here’s what I found out about that.  Maddox had 
two substantial life insurance policies.  He had a personal 
policy, with his wife as the beneficiary, worth five million.  
That sounds like a lot, and it is, but he was pulling down 
about half a mil a year and if you factor in that he was 
planning to work for another ten to fifteen years, that’s not 
an outrageous figure. 
 “Then there’s this second policy.  It’s something called 
a ‘Key Man’ policy that was taken out by the company.  It 
takes into account his salary and what he was worth to the 
business.  It’s valued at five million also.  Again, that sounds 
like a lot of money, but it’s not too terribly out of line 
according to the insurance agents I’ve talked with about this 
kind of policy.” 
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 “So, the wife stands to collect five million dollars in 
insurance,” Trevor said.  “I’d say that’s motive – especially 
when he’s out chasing other women.  She can get rid of a 
cheating husband and put five mil in her pocket at the same 
time.  Not a bad deal.  Is there a suicide clause?” 
 “There was a two year grace period regarding suicide, 
during which the insurance company could contest the 
policy.  But we’re past that time frame now.  Both policies 
were set up five years ago.” 
 Trevor sat back and rubbed his eyes.  For a minute he 
stared at the ceiling, turning over the possibilities in his 
mind.  Then he looked at Betty.  “So we’re back where we 
started, so to speak.  On the one hand, Maddox may have 
indeed committed suicide.  In which case, both the family 
and the business benefit from his death.  On the other hand, 
if his wife killed him or had him killed, she still collects five 
million if she can get away with it.  On top of what she’ll 
inherit from the estate, she’s got all the money she would 
ever need to maintain her current standard of living – and be 
rid of a cheating husband in the process.  The other side of 
the coin implicates someone in the company, perhaps Tom 
Welch.  If he killed Maddox, he gets control of the business 
and the company collects enough money to keep things 
going without having to sell – something that’s not likely to 
happen now that the CEO is dead. 
 “If we look at those two as our prime suspects, we still 
face the problem of putting together enough evidence to 
charge either one with murder.  Both were home and we 
don’t have any evidence to contradict their stories.  They 
both had motive, and the opportunity, to commit the crime.  
The only problem with Welch is access to the gun.  Don’t 
forget, it was Ron’s gun.” 
 “And it’s very likely that both our prime suspects know 
the alarm code,” Betty interjected.  “Welch certainly would 
know the current code and Mrs. Maddox might very well 
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know it as well.  As for the gun, the wife had access to it.  
For that matter, she could’ve given it to Welch.” 
 “Yeah, but I have a problem with that scenario.  Why 
involve Welch when she could do it herself just as easily?” 
 They sat in silence for a few minutes as they con-
sidered all the options.  Betty was the first to speak. 
 “I like the wife better than Welch.  She has more to 
gain.  But, as you said, we don’t have any evidence that 
points to either one.  I’m beginning to think suicide is our 
most probable scenario.” 
 “I don’t know.  The info about the insurance makes me 
think we need to keep digging.  I’m talking with Will 
Maddox Saturday afternoon.  Why don’t you see what you 
can run down on Bradley, the CFO.  If you can set up a 
time for us to talk with her that would be great.  I’m curious 
about her dismissal from the company.  Also, give me a 
copy of Maddox’s schedule for the last few weeks.  I’ll start 
interviewing the people he’s been talking with recently.”


