
Chapter Twelve 

Mr. Mills Opens Up 

 

 Adrienne, Lexi and I knew what we had to do. We had to go back to talk with Mr. Mills. 

I still had a few questions after looking at the report. Adrienne, Lexi and I managed to pack up a 

sandwich or two for each of us and a juice as we did not know how long we would be. Mom paid 

no attention and assumed that I was just going to Adrienne’s for a while which did not bother 

me. The less she knew the better I said to myself. 

 The three of us walked to Mr. Mill’s house. As we walked down the streets, we saw 

several cars pass by including one that we recognized belonged to Mr. Mock although I did not 

see if it was him or his wife in the care. His wife you might ask? Yes, Mr. Mock is married-as 

hard as that is to believe and that his wife was a far more pleasant person than he was. I have 

meet her twice and could not believe the differences between them. It was like day and night. 

They were that different.  

  We arrived at Mr. Mills a few minutes later and to our surprise Mr. Mills was in his yard 

tending to his garden and plants. He looked at us happily as we approached him. 

 “Back again I see. Tell me you three did not get in more trouble,” Mr. Mills said. 

 We nodded our heads. “No sir.” 

 “Very good. That is the last thing I wanted to hear. That you three got into trouble again,” 

Mr. Mills said. 

 “We would not be the ‘Three Musketeers’ if we did not,” I said. 

 “No. You would not be. That nickname of yours given to you by Mr. Weller has really 

stuck,” Mr. Mills said. 



 “I know. It is one of the few good things he called us,” I said. 

 “Indeed. If you don’t mind me asking what are you girls doing here? Surely you have 

homework or other things that you need to be doing?” Mr. Mills said. 

 “Ah, yes but that can wait Mr. Mills, we do have a few more questions,” I said. 

 “Do you really think it will help with the investigation Abby? I mean, what can you ask 

me that the police have not? For them I am as guilty as sin,” Mr. Mills, said with despair in his 

voice. 

 “I do think it will be better if we talked inside,” Adrienne said. 

 “Right you are,” Mr. Mills said as we followed him into his house. 

 As soon as we entered we sat down in the den on the couch. Mr. Mills sat on the other 

couch opposite side. Although I did not see her I suspected Mrs. Mills was in the kitchen making 

food as I heard someone working in the kitchen. I also smelt something, something that a had a 

savory smell to it and had no doubt would taste equally good, being cooked.   

 “How are you holding up sir?” Adrienne asked. 

 “As much as anyone can,” Mr. Mills said. 

 “Mr. Mills, your main job is in the technology department am I correct?” I asked. 

 “You are,” Mr. Mills said. 

 “Tell me, does your job also include budget detail?” Adrienne asked. 

 “No, it does not. I do not have access to the budget,” Mr. Mills said. 

 “¿La pregunta te preguntó eso?” Lexi asked. 

 “I am still trying to learn Spanish and am a little rusty. What did she say?” Mr. Mills 

asked. 

 “Did the police ask you this?” Adrienne asked. 



 “No, they did not,” Mr. Mills said. 

 “Extraño, dado que este es un caso de malversación de fondos, así como un robo que 

podría haber pensado que la policía habría pedido,” Lexi said. 

 “It is indeed odd Lexi,” I said as I jotted down notes. 

 “But now that you mention it, I do think it is odd that they did not ask me that question. If 

I recall my legal studies correctly, I did after all minor in Criminal Justice, that in order for 

embezzlement to occur one would have to have access to such assets and then without prior 

approval of owner transfer those funds or assets in an unauthorized way. In other words, it is a 

fraud by deception,” Mr. Mills said. 

 “You said the key words Mr. Mills. You have to have access to said assets or funds, 

which clearly you don’t,” I began. 

 “El resto no importa porque ya ha demostrado que uno de los elementos esenciales del 

crimen no existe, lo que significa que el crimen no ocurrió.” Lexi said. 

 “It means,” Mr. Mills began to realize. 

 “It means that takes care of the embezzlement charge,” I said. 

“Yes, it does Abby but what about the burglary charge?” Adrienne asked. 

“That is a trickier one. There is circumstantial evidence implicating Mr. Mills on that,” I 

admitted. 

“Do we even know when the burglary occurred?” Adrienne asked. 

“The burglary occurred on October 28,” I said. 

“A week after the report was made,” Adrienne said. 

“But not yet received,” I added. 



“¿Dónde estuvo el Sr. Mills en la noche del 28 de octubre alrededor de las 6 o 7?” Lexi 

asked. 

“Where was I that night?” Mr. Mills asked. 

“Good job sir. Getting better at understanding her,” I said. 

“I was at Wilson’s Pharmacy store. Getting my wife her medication to help her,” Mr. 

Mills began as Mrs. Mills walked into the den. 

“Hello kids,” Mrs. Mills came in. Mrs. Mills despite her frail appearance still was 

extremely lively. She was a bit taller than he was, slender though not petite, and though her head 

was nearly shaven I could tell she had at one time blonde hair which went well with her blue 

eyes which still shined even now during her time of illness. I dared not ask what illness she had 

but I had no doubt it was serious. 

“Hello,” I said. 

“George did not tell me he was expecting anyone,” Mrs. Mills said. 

“We came here to hopefully help your husband,” Adrienne said. 

“And maybe do a better job with the investigation. From what I have seen and what Mike 

told me they rushed through it,” Mrs. Mills said. 

“I agree,” I said. 

“I am sorry that you are having such a hard time Mr. Mills,” Adrienne said. 

“What concerns me right now is making sure Patty gets the care she deserves,” Mr. Mills 

said.  

“George, you have always been such a sweetheart,” Mrs. Mills said as she stood beside 

her husband. 



“And Patty, you are just as beautiful now as you were the day I met you,” Mr. Mills said.  

 “You sure do know how to make a woman blush,” Mrs. Mills said. 

“Always. Each day that goes by I fall more and more in love with you,” Mr. Mills 

replied. 

“Even now?” Mrs. Mills asked. 

“Even now. When I said to death do us part, I meant every word of it,” Mr. Mills said. 

“And hopefully that won’t happen soon.” 

“In that case I have excellent news,” Mrs. Mills said.  

 Mr. Mills became ecstatic. For the first time in many weeks Mr. Mills appeared to be his 

usual happy self not consumed by grief or by despair knowing that he was facing the specter of 

jail time while losing his wife. Meeting him the second time and seeing his wife made me realize 

the rumors at school were just that rumors. I did not truly understand the power of words and the 

impact they could have on someone until now. Mr. Mills was happy and content. Even if we 

could not prove his innocence on the burglary charge, which I was determined to prove still, he 

was content knowing his wife was recovering from what ailment that was inflicting her.  

 “Thank goodness,” Mr. Mills cried as he and his wife hugged. 

 “I told you George to just have faith,” Mrs. Mills replied. 

 “I am so sorry,” Mr. Mills said. 

 “Keep it and all will take care of itself,” Mrs. Mills continued. After a few minutes they 

let each other go as Mr. Mills turned to us.  

 “My friends, won’t you stay to celebrate? My wife is making her famous spaghetti 

dinner,” Mr. Mills asked. 



 The three of us looked at each other for a moment before turning back to him and 

shouting out in agreement that we would be staying for dinner. I never had Mrs. Mills spaghetti 

dinner before but if Mr. Mills say it was good and he called it her famous dinner then I was 

content to know we were going to have a good dinner and have a relaxing time.  

 Little did we realize that while we were enjoying ourselves and Mr. and Mrs. Mills were 

finishing up getting ready for dinner that we were being watched through the window by the 

mysterious fiend the Masked Bandit. The Masked Bandit said nothing as it watched us for a few 

more minutes before disappearing into the night. Masked Bandit or not, tonight was truly a night 

to celebrate for Mr. and Mrs. Mills.  


