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			Chapter 5 
A Conference with Hamburgers

			“Don’t put the ice in the glasses yet. Mom’s not home, and it will be melted by the time she fixes dinner,” said Kalani sternly. “And the salad fork goes on the left, outside of the dinner fork.” He reached over and moved the fork his brother had just set down to the other side of the plate.

			“But I’m right-handed, so it should go on the right side of the plate,” Tristen said. He moved the fork back to where he had first placed it.

			“No, put it back where it belongs,” said Kalani. He slapped the back of his brother’s hand.

			“Who says it belongs on the left?”

			“Emily Post. And Mom.”

			Reluctantly Tristen moved the fork to the left of the dinner plate. “That’s okay. I don’t like salad anyway. I just won’t eat any tonight, so it doesn’t matter where I put that stupid fork.”

			Kalani scowled at his younger brother. “Yes, it does. Mom wants us to learn our table manners.”

			“How else are you going to learn to use good manners if you don’t practice them at home?” Kalani added in a high-pitched, feminine voice.

			Tristen laughed. “You sounded just like Mom when you said that.”

			“I do not sound like that!” said a voice behind them. Both boys jumped at the sudden noise.

			“Sorry, Mom,” Kalani said, his voice cowed. “Didn’t know you were standing there. But Tristen wasn’t setting the table right.”

			Tamala Henderson walked over to her sons and looked at the place settings. “They’re correct.”

			“Yeah, after I made Tristen put his fork in the right place,” said Kalani with a smug voice.

			“What difference does it make where the dumb salad fork goes, anyway?” said Tristen. “Or why we have to have a separate fork for the salad?”

			“When you’re grown up and living on your own, you can eat any way you want. You can stuff your food into your mouth with a snow shovel for all I care,” said their mother, “but while you’re in my house, you’ll use proper table manners. I don’t want people to think you’re being raised by wolves.”

			“Is that why you make us wear a shirt at the dinner table?” asked Tristen.

			“Yes. And to take off your hat when you eat too,” she added. “Both of those are considered very rude in many circles, and I don’t want you two making fools of yourselves because you don’t know any better.”

			“You boys listen to your mother,” said their father as he came into the dining room from the kitchen. Again, both boys jumped at the sudden noise. He walked over to his wife, gave her a quick kiss, then took off his gun belt and set it down on the kitchen counter. “What’s for supper?”

			“I haven’t started anything yet; I had to work late and just got home myself,” she replied. “What would you like?”

			“Something quick,” said her husband. “I worked right through lunch so I could get home sooner.”

			“We could order pizza,” said Tristen hopefully. “That’s fast. And I wouldn’t have to worry about which fork I ate with.”

			“Yeah, and I could take the pickup to get it. That would be even faster,” added Kalani.

			Both parents eyed their two sons in silence, their looks vetoing both suggestions.

			“I’ve got chicken in the refrigerator. We can barbecue it on the back patio,” said the boys’ mom after a moment of silence.

			“Good idea,” said their dad. “Kal, you know how to fire up the grill. Start the coals burning while I get out of this uniform and into something more comfortable.”

			“And Tristen,” added Tamala, as she headed with her husband for the bedroom to change her own clothes, “you can make a large bowl of salad so you can practice using that salad fork you love so much.”
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			“Kalani, did you boys get over to the courthouse today with those papers?” asked their dad, as he sat back in his chair. On his plate were the remains of a chicken breast and a drumstick. But his pile of bones was dwarfed by the stack of bones on the plates of his two teenage sons.

			“Yes, and Kalani put the receipt for filing them on the desk in your office,” Tristen said. Kalani had not answered his father because he had a chicken leg in his mouth, still nibbling on it. The bone was picked clean, but Kalani was hoping to find an overlooked morsel missed in his hurry to finish everything on his plate before his brother finished his. They were in a race for the last piece of chicken. Kalani won because Tristen was slow eating his salad.

			Putting his chicken leg down, Kalani wiped his mouth with his napkin. “We also got a list of all the notaries in the county. You were right; there’s tons of them. Some of them have cell phones, so I’m going to call tonight to see if they notarized Mr. Granger’s signature on a second will.”

			His dad nodded his head. “Just don’t call after seven o’clock. Evenings are family time, and I don’t want you bothering people at night.”

			“Did Tristen tell you we got caught in that rainstorm today? I knew we should have taken the pickup to Aztec.”

			His dad nodded his head in silence. A smile played at the corners of his mouth, though, at Kalani’s attempt to make him feel guilty about not letting him drive the truck.

			“Yeah, we had to take cover in an old barn to keep from getting wet,” said Tristen. “Kalani was afraid he was going to melt, but I told him that horse turds…”

			“Not at the dinner table!” interrupted his mother with a stern look on her face.

			Tristen looked contrite and went back to eating his salad.

			“We met a boy who knew Wyatt Granger really well,” said Kalani. “Wyatt lived next door before he moved in with the DeVilles. And he said Wyatt told him he was going to include him and his brother in his will.”

			Mason looked at Kalani with interest. “Really? What else did he tell you?”

			Quickly Kalani told his dad about Dillon and Josh Gunderson and how they knew Wyatt Granger so well. He explained Wyatt’s visit last Christmas when he mentioned his promise to leave the brothers some money but how they weren’t included in the will when it was read.

			“Did Dillon say if Wyatt ever made a second will?” asked Mason. “And if he did, where he put it?”

			“No, the storm was over, and we had to hurry home before Mom got off work,” said Kalani. “I’d like to talk to Dillon again and learn more about Mr. Granger. Maybe he told them about a second will.”

			“I’d like to speak with him as well,” said his dad.

			“Perhaps we could have the two brothers over for dinner,” offered Tamala. “It sounds like they are barely scraping by. I’m sure they’d enjoy a good home-cooked meal.”

			“Yeah, I’m sure they would,” said Kalani. “What if I run out to their home tomorrow and invite them over for dinner? I could take the pickup.”

			His father’s scowl told him that he’d be on his bike again the next day.
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			“Have another hamburger, Dillon,” said Tamala Henderson. “There’s plenty more.”

			“No thank you, ma’am,” said Dillon Gunderson. “One is enough. I had a helping of potato salad and barbequed beans.”

			“I hope you’re not holding back out of politeness,” she said. “Kalani and Tristen have both had two burgers apiece, and I know Kalani will have another one.”

			“We’re used to feeding hungry teenage boys,” added Mason. “Trying to fill them up is like feeding a small, third-world country. I think they both have hollow legs they’re trying to fill. And there’s still plenty more patties on the grill.”

			Dillon smiled shyly at Mason and Tamala Henderson and went over to the platter of cooked patties keeping warm on the grill and started fixing another burger. 

			He and his brother Josh had accepted the invitation to dinner and were enjoying a relaxing meal of hamburgers grilled over a charcoal fire on the back patio of the Henderson home in the small village of Flora Vista.

			As Dillon started his second burger, Mason said to him, “I understand Wyatt Granger used to live next door to you.”

			“Yes, sir, he did,” replied Josh, answering for his younger brother who was chewing a mouthful of hamburger. “He was our neighbor for about two and a half years.”

			“Why did he move away from that house?”

			“His nephew, Melvin, talked him into moving in with him and his family. Said it would be better to have a loving family to look after him in his old age.”

			“From what Kalani told me, it seems you two did a good job of looking after Wyatt while he was your neighbor,” said Mason. “Didn’t you nurse him back to health once?”

			“Yes sir, we did, that first winter after he moved in next door. That’s when we got to be such good friends with him.”

			“When was the last time you saw him?”

			“A few days before Christmas. His nephew drove him out to our place so he could bring us some presents and everything for a big turkey dinner.”

			“Is that when Wyatt told you he planned to include the two of you in his will?”

			“Yes sir, he did. But as soon as he did, his nephew got nervous and hustled him out of the house. It was almost like he didn’t want him to talk about his will.”

			“Do you know if he ever made a second will?” 

			“No, not for sure,” replied Josh, “but I don’t think he did.”

			“Why do you say that?”

			“He said that he was thinking of writing another one, like he would do it some time in the future. But a short time later, he was dead. I’m not sure he had enough time to do it.”

			“And if he did write it, did he have enough time to get a notary to witness his signature?” added Kalani in the silence that followed.

			“When Wyatt visited you, how was his health?” said Mason. “Did he appear healthy enough to drive a car?”

			“He seemed to be,” said Josh, “but his nephew was driving him around, and I don’t think Uncle Wyatt was pleased about that. In fact, I got the impression that he wasn’t happy living with the DeVilles at all.”

			“I heard that Mr. DeVille made him sell his car,” said Dillon. His plate was empty again, his hamburger gone.

			“It sounds like his nephew was very controlling of old man Granger,” said Tristen.

			“That’s a very impolite way to refer to him,” said his dad. “You call him Mr. Granger when you talk about him and show some respect, even if he is deceased.”

			“Yes sir,” said Tristen, his voice humble.

			“Even if Mr. Granger didn’t have a car to drive,” said Kalani, careful to use the polite form of the name, “he could have walked to a notary’s. I saw one on my list who lived in the same neighborhood as the DeVille family. Papers don’t have to be notarized at an office, do they, Pop?”

			“That’s right,” said his dad, “papers can be notarized anywhere, just as long as the notary has his embossing machine to make it legal.”

			“But even if there was another will,” said Tristen, “where would he have put it?”

			“He could have hidden it somewhere,” replied Kalani.

			“Yeah, but where?” asked Tristen. “He didn’t have a car anymore, so it would have to be hidden somewhere in the DeVille house. And if he did write another one, how would anyone know that it existed? Or where to look for it?”

			“Maybe that’s what he was trying to tell the nurse on his deathbed,” said Kalani.

			“Uncle Wyatt was always hiding things and then forgetting where he stashed them,” said Josh in the pause that followed. “I remember once he forgot where he put my birthday present. He found it a week later and gave it to me late. It was a metric socket set, and I think about him every time I use it.”

			“I remember once he forgot where he put a check he got from the sale of some jewelry,” added Dillon. “I helped him look for it. We searched all over. We finally found it in the book he had been reading. He had used it as a book marker and forgotten that he had done so.”

			“So, is it possible that he did write a second will, got it notarized, and then hid it somewhere in the DeVille’s house?” asked Kalani. “All within that time between his visit to your place and when he died?”

			Both Gunderson brothers shrugged their shoulders.

			“Yeah, and if he did,” said Tristen, “did the DeVilles find it and destroy it?”

			“The only way to answer that,” said Kalani, “is to find it.” 

			He bit into his fourth hamburger as his dad quietly shook his head in amazement at his son’s appetite.
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			Chapter 6 
The Clue in the Food Court

			“That was an easy shot, Kalani,” said Danner. “Even Tristen could have made that. Why did you miss?”

			“Guess my mind’s not on basketball,” Kalani replied. He chased the ball down the driveway of his house as it bounced toward the road.

			“He’s thinking about a second will,” said Tristen, sitting in the shade of the Navajo Willow in front of the Henderson’s house. “That’s all he can talk about since the Gunderson brothers came over for hamburgers a couple of days ago.”

			“A second will?” asked Danner as Kalani passed him the ball.

			“Yeah, a second one written by old man Granger,” said Tristen. “I mean, Mr. Granger,” he added quickly as his older brother glared at him.

			“What makes you think Wyatt Granger wrote another will?” Danner said. He drove past Kalani and made an easy shot.

			“Just what you told us about him and how kind he was to his Dineh customers. And to Josh and Dillon Gunderson. I can’t imagine him not leaving them something in his will.”

			“Not to mention the relatives who let him stay with them when he was so poor,” added Danner as he caught the ball on the first bounce. “My grandmother was surprised when she heard they weren’t in the will at all—just the DeVilles.”

			“And from what Josh and Dillon told us,” said Tristen, “Wyatt promised he would leave them some of his fortune.”

			“How are you going to find out if there is another will?” asked Danner as he passed the ball to Kalani.

			“I don’t know,” said Kalani. He put the basketball under one arm and wiped sweat off his forehead with the other. “I don’t think the DeVilles will let me search their house. I just hope they haven’t found it already and destroyed it.”

			“If one was ever written,” added Tristen.

			Kalani bounced the ball back to Danner without shooting a basket. “I’m not in the mood for basketball. And besides, it’s too hot to be outside.”

			“Let’s go to the mall and play video games at the 

Fun Factory,” said Danner. “We can all fit in the Rez Rocket.”

			“Shot gun!” said Kalani quickly.
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			“Hey! I was on that machine!”

			Kalani turned and saw a short kid walk over to a video game several machines down from where he stood watching his brother rack up a ton of points on the game he, Danner, and Tristen were playing. Standing at a machine down the row was Akron DeVille.

			“That game’s mine. I wasn’t through playing it,” continued the kid as he walked up to Akron.

			Kalani didn’t recognize him, and he figured that he was still in Middle School. He looked like he was only eleven or twelve years old.

			Akron looked down at the shorter boy. “Beat it, kid,” he said. “You left it, so it’s mine now.”

			“I went to the bathroom. I left my cap on it to save it.”

			“You mean that one on the floor?” said Akron, giving a Denver Rockies baseball cap a kick.

			Kalani watched the kid pick it up and dust it off. He placed it on his head and looked up at Akron. “That’s my machine, and there were two games saved on it. You’re playing one of my games!”

			“Tough, kid. You left it, and I’m on it now. So, beat it!”

			“I’m telling!” said the short kid. He stormed over to the cashier’s counter and spoke to the teen working behind it.

			“That kid is right,” said Tristen to Kalani and Danner as he turned back to his own game. “I saw him put his cap on the machine and head for the bathroom.”

			“Akron must have tossed it to the floor when he saw two free games for the taking,” said Kalani. “That would be just like him.”

			Kalani watched as the kid and a classmate of Kalani’s who worked the front desk at the local hangout walked over to Akron. “This kid says that you’re on his machine and playing his games,” he said in a timid voice.

			“He left it and I’m on it now,” Akron replied, without looking up from his game.

			“He said he left his cap on the machine to show he was still playing.”

			“There was no cap on it when I got here. It must have fallen off.”

			“He said that he put in enough money for two more games.”

			“There weren’t any games on this when I came. Someone else must have played them and tossed his cap on the floor.”

			“Nuh uh,” said the kid. “I wasn’t gone that long.” He looked up at the cashier who just stood there.

			“He’s right,” said Kalani as he walked over to the three of them. “He wasn’t gone but for a minute. Tristen saw him leave his cap on the machine to save it. There wasn’t anyone else on it while he was in the bathroom.”

			“Butt out, dude,” said Akron as he faced Kalani. “This is none of your business.”

			“Yes, it is,” said Kalani, not backing down. “He was on this machine, and you took it from him while he was gone. Give it back to him.”

			Akron opened his mouth to say something, but he apparently changed his mind after seeing the look on Kalani’s face. The cashier turned and hurried back to his station by the entrance.

			“Here, cry baby. You can have it,” said Akron as he hit the “off” button.

			“Hey! I had two games saved on that!” said the kid. “You owe me for them.”

			“Pay him for his two games,” said Kalani. His voice was slow, and his even tone never changed. He stared intently into Akron’s eyes, their faces only inches apart.

			“Here, punk,” said Akron after he broke eye contact with Kalani. He slammed two tokens on the machine. “When I get rich, I’m going to buy this place and ban you from it!”

			Then he turned to Kalani. “You watch your back, dude. This isn’t the last of this.” And he slammed his shoulder into Kalani’s as he headed for the door.

			Kalani watched him leave the game arcade in silence, then rubbed his shoulder where Akron had bumped it.

			Tristen walked over to Kalani as the kid put the tokens in the machine and started to play. “You want me to go jump Akron? I could put him in a guillotine for you if you want.”

			“No, he’s not worth getting into trouble for,” said Kalani. “Pop would ground you for fighting. No, a better revenge would be to find Wyatt’s second will and watch Akron have to share his inheritance with someone else.”

			“That was pretty cool of you to stand up for that little kid,” said Danner as the two brothers returned to the machine Danner was playing. “Not many people stand up to Akron DeVille.”

			“Well, he got me really angry the way he treated that kid,” said Kalani. “I’m going to do everything I can to find that second will.”

			After a moment watching Danner try to score points, Kalani asked, “You two about through? I’m starved!”

			“Not yet,” said Danner. “We’ve still got another game to play, and your brother is beating the crap out of me! I’m not letting a freshman wrestler beat me! I’m the Rez Warrior after all. I always win!” He sighed in frustration as his turn came to an end.

			“Only on a basketball court,” said Tristen, moving to the machine to take his turn. “On this game, you’re nothing but fresh meat.” He smiled as he started scoring points.

			“I’m going to head for the food court,” said Kalani. “Come meet me there when you’re through with your game.”

			Danner nodded his head in agreement. Tristen concentrated on racking up points.

			Kalani left the Fun Factory where a lot of the kids in town came to play video games and headed for the area where all the food vendors were located. He had to go the full length of the mall since the two were at opposite ends of the building.

			As he approached the food court, he heard a familiar voice ahead of him. It was Akron DeVille talking to his sister. Not wanting to provoke a confrontation in a crowded mall, Kalani was about to stop and let the twins get farther ahead of him when he heard Akron say, “the will.”

			Immediately Kalani was intrigued. The DeVille twins were talking about a will, and Kalani wanted to hear what they were saying.

			He followed them into the food court and watched from a distance as they bought two slices of pizza. Going to another vendor, Kalani ordered a soft drink and followed the twins with his eyes as they headed for a table. 

			He wondered how he could get close enough to overhear them without being noticed. He smiled when he saw them choose a table next to a very large pillar supporting the ceiling. The pillar was so large it would have taken him, Tristen, and Danner, all joining hands, to reach around it. There was an empty table on the opposite side of the pillar from where the DeVille twins were seated.

			He quietly sat down at the empty table with his back to Akron and Tulsa. The pillar was big enough to block him from sight of the twins. Neither one was aware of him sitting so close, and he was able to easily overhear their conversation since they had to talk above a noisy crowd.

			“You know that if there is another will, you won’t get that Corvette you want so bad,” said Tulsa. “Father heard old man Granger tell those Gunderson brothers he was going to leave them a lot of his money. There won’t be enough for everyone if he did.”

			“True, if there is another will,” replied Akron. “But nothing has turned up yet, and it’s been almost six months since the old man died. Surely someone would have produced it by now if there was a second one.”

			“Then why’s it taking the courts so long to decide we’re the ones to get his money?”

			“I don’t know. I guess it just takes a long time to settle these things. Don’t worry; old man Granger didn’t write another will.”

			“I’m not so sure about that,” said Tulsa. “It’s taking way too long. And people are beginning to ask if maybe there was a second one.”

			“Who’s asking about another one?”

			“Kalani Henderson for one,” replied Tulsa. “A friend of mine who works at Dad’s Diner overheard him and his father talking to the lawyer who helped old man Granger write his will. Kalani asked how the old man could write another one and make it be legal.”

			“There’s no way he could have gone to the lawyer’s office to make out another will. Father made old man Granger sell his car. And no one in the family ever drove him anywhere except to the bank and the pharmacy to refill his prescriptions.”

			“What about when the old man threw a hissy fit and demanded someone drive him around at Christmas time?” said Tulsa.

			“Father was with the old geezer the whole time and made sure he didn’t get a chance to give anyone anything but frozen turkeys and presents. Both you and I wrapped those presents, so we know there wasn’t another will hidden in one of them.”

			“That’s true,” said Tulsa. “And I guess if the old man did slip a new will into one of those presents without us seeing it, whoever got it would have come forth by now.”

			“Right! So, stop worrying. There’s no second will. The money will be ours soon enough.”

			About that time, Kalani saw Danner and Tristen enter the food court and stop to scan the room for him. He hurriedly got up and headed toward them, careful to keep the bulky pillar between him and the DeVille twins. He could hardly wait to share what he had just learned.
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