
Chapter Ten 

Investigation Deepens 

 

 I was shocked to say in the least at the news that Mr. Mills was going to face legal issues 

to go along with whatever personal issues he faced at time. For a few minutes I had silently 

hoped that I was mistaken in what I heard my dad told me but that idea was quickly squashed 

once I turned on the news. 

 “And now some breaking news,” the first news reporter began. “This just come out of the 

Johnson Elementary school investigation. Police have now identified Mr. George Mills, a long 

time tech at the school, as their prime suspect in the burglary case as well as in their 

embezzlement case.” 

 No, I said to myself as I continued to watch the report. 

 “Police have said that in the last couple days evidence have come to light implicating Mr. 

Mills in both the burglary case and embezzlement case. It was not until the audit report came 

back did the school and police realize how much money was taken by Mr. Mills,” the first news 

reported said. 

 “According to documents obtained it is believed Mr. Mills embezzled nearly a half of 

million dollars to fund his lavish lifestyle,” the second news reporter added. 

 That is not right I again quietly said to myself. Mr. Mills had never lived a lavish 

lifestyle. He was not the poorest person in the world but he certainly was not the richest and my 

mom, dad and I had been to his place a few times and he appeared to be living within his means.  

 “Hey dad,” I shouted. 

 “What is it sweetheart?”  



 “Do you think you can get me a copy of that audit report?” I asked. 

 “That is confidential evidence Abby,” my dad stated. I sighed. “What do you think you 

can prove with that report anyway?” 

 “I am no expert but even a school budget is broken down into smaller sections. Like so 

much money for maintenance, some for instruction and the like. I want to see where the money 

that has been embezzled came from,” I said. 

 “You mean like if it came from the technology division or instruction,” my dad began. 

 “Yeah,” I said. 

 “Where are you going with this Abby?” my dad asked. 

 “Dad, hear me out,” I began. “I do not believe for one moment Mr. Mills embezzled from 

the school. I do not believe he stole the money from the cafeteria. For one does he have access to 

the budget or to school funds?” 

 “Good point. For embezzlement to occur he would have to have access,” my dad said. 

 “Also, I suspect whoever the crook really is-he or she does have access to military style 

camouflage equipment and gear,” I said. 

“Maybe. But he does have the technological means to disarm the security systems,” my 

dad argued.  

“That alone dad is not enough to charge someone with a crime. As you would call it that 

is circumstantial evidence. Besides the cameras did pick up a shadowy person in camouflage 

gear before he disarmed it. Wasn’t that what you told me?” I asked. 

“Also true,” my dad said. 



“I also suspect that whoever has that type of gear had devices that interfered with your 

gear. Which explains why we could not see the person Adrienne saw the night we were at the 

school,” I added. 

“Also a valid point,” my dad conceded.  

“Dad, did the police even bother to check what I told you about that?”  

“I am not sure Abby, but I intend to find out,” my dad said. 

“Another thing, if you know, how did he go from not being suspected in committing 

these offenses to now being the number one suspect in a matter of days?” I asked. 

“The other day we got an anonymous call. I did not take it but my partner Sergeant 

McCallister did. The call said that they knew who committed the burglary and that the crime was 

meant to cover up the embezzlement crime we were investigating. Shortly after we got the call 

we got the audit report that indicated that school funds hade been embezzled for some time 

now,” my dad began.  

“Is there any way we can find out who made that call?” I asked. 

“No. They did it anonymously. But we can track it to where the call was made,” my dad 

said. 

“We may have to,” I said. 

“We,” my dad began. 

“Yes dad. We. We do need to talk to Mr. Mills. Perhaps he can shed some light on this 

mystery,”: my dad said. 

“Okay. I am not sure he will want to talk,” my dad began. 

“It may be the only thing that will keep an innocent man from going to jail,” I protested.  

“Alright very well. Let’s go talk with Mr. Mills,” my dad said. 



“And where are you going?” my mom asked. 

“With him. To truly solve this mystery,” I said as we left the house to talk with Mr. Mills. 

**************************** 

My dad and I went to Mr. Mills’ house and was surprised to find he was there. 

Apparently, he was arrested before the report and released on bail as the report came out. Mr. 

Mills as one would expect denied anything about committing the crimes.  

“I tell you Mike I did not do it,” Mr. Mills said as we sat down on the couch opposite of 

him.  

Mr. Mills had a small house that had two bedrooms, a bathroom and a kitchen. It was 

small compared to many of the other houses in the neighborhood but what was important was 

that it was comfortable for him and his wife. His wife, Mrs. Mills, a nice lady herself and a 

person that would help anyone just like her husband, stayed in the bed sleeping as we talked. 

“I am just trying to figure something out,” my dad said. 

“And what are you doing here miss? Aren’t you supposed to be in school,” Mr. Mills 

asked. 

“Adrienne and I got suspended from school,” I replied.  

“For what? You two were two of the sweetest kids I know,” Mr. Mills said. 

“Me? For punching George. Adrienne. For making threats,” I replied. 

“That boy. He deserves a good whooping,” Mr. Mills said bluntly. My dad and I were 

shocked at the frankness but said nothing as he continued. “I have seen him bully so many kids. I 

have talked to him about it, his teachers a couple of them talked to him. Heck, I even went to Mr, 

Macy and Mr. Mock, and look how good that did.” 

“Yeah, Mr. Mock was the one who suspended us,” I said. 



“And he did nothing to the bully?” Mr. Mills frankly said with disbelief in his voice.  

“Nope,” I said. 

“Why do you say that George? You make it sound like you were not surprised,” my dad 

asked. 

“I am not Mike. Me and Mr. Mock do not like each other. In fact you can kind of say we 

hate each other’s guts. He kind of sees me as a weak individual. One who will always stand up 

for those who cannot stand for themselves,” Mr. Mills replied. 

“Besides your encounter at school with Mr. Mock do you know him elsewhere?” my dad 

asked. 

“Mike, me, Mr. Mock and Mr. Macy all served in the same unit in the Navy. We were all 

electrical technicians. I was the one who stayed in the least of the three of us. Mr. Mock and Mr. 

Macy stayed in the Navy for twenty years before getting out and getting civilian jobs. Even then 

the three of us did not like each other and honestly I had hoped to not see them again. After I left 

the Navy I went to school and got my Bachelor’s degree in technology and Mr. Mock and Mr. 

Macy got their teaching and administrative leadership degrees,” Mr. Mills said.  

I was shocked to say in the least as was my dad.  

“Did you tell anyone else this?” my dad asked. 

“I told the other officers who arrested me as they asked me these questions, but no one 

listened. I doubt they even checked up on it,” Mr. Mills said. 

“I certainly will check that out,” my dad said. 

“Mr. Mills, let me ask you something,” I said. 

“Go ahead,” Mr. Mills, looking pained, said. 



“I overheard the conversation you had with my mom and dad,” I began. My dad and Mr. 

Mills became shocked by the revelation but not really surprised as I continued. “And I heard that 

you said you felt you were being framed. Why do you say that?” 

“I am being framed Abby,” Mr. Mills said before turning to my dad. “Mike you need to 

believe me.” 

“I do George. Go ahead and answer Abby’s question,” my dad said. 

“Look, I know Abby I am a technological person. I have access to computer systems and 

many files. But I can assure you, as I told the other officers, that I do not have access to the 

budget or to school funds,” Mr. Mills said. 

“You said you told other officers this,” my dad began. Mr. Mills nodded affirmatively. 

“Who would have access to the budget and funds?” 

“Mr. Mock, Mr. Macy are the only ones I know that have total access. Well maybe the 

secretary and those on the budget committee but I do not know who is all on it. Mr. Macy and 

Mr. Mock are the ones I know for sure that gives all final approval on spending concerning the 

school,” Mr. Mills said. 

“And let me ask you something else Mr. Mills because I need to know? Do you still have 

your military and camouflage gear?” I asked. 

“I certainly do Abby. Still in prime condition. Had not been touched since I left the Navy 

years ago,” Mr. Mills said as he opened up his closet and showed me his uniform and gear. It all 

appeared to be very clean, neat and organized and the closet appeared as no one had been in 

there for quite some time.  

“Does Mr. Mock and Mr. Macy still have their gear too?” my dad asked. 

“Aye they do,” Mr. Mills said. 



“Thank you George that will be all,” my dad said. 

“Thank you Mr. Mills. You have been quite helpful,” I said. 

“You have a good day Abby and do stay out of trouble. I don’t want to hear about you, 

Lexi or Adrienne getting suspended again. You hear-,” Mr. Mills said.  

“Aye sir,” I said. 

“Again thanks,” my dad said as we left Mr. Mills house. I was still not sure who the 

culprit was but one thing I was certain. It was not Mr. Mills. And knowing that made the day 

even sweeter.  


