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CHAPTER ONE
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Dr. Paul McCormick was tired. He had been treating patients in the refugee camp for twelve hours straight. He needed a break. He sat down on a box crate and wiped his forehead. At 52 years of age working in the refugee camp was beginning to take its toll on him. His brown hair had turned almost completely grey, what little hair he had left. It had begun to thin drastically. 

Elena walked up behind him and put her arms around him and kissed him on the neck. “What is my busy husband doing sitting down?” she asked with a smile.

“I’ve treated 65 patients today, Elena,” he replied. “I need to rest.”

“Let’s go to our tent,” she said, “and I will make you some dinner and put you to bed.”

“But what about the line of people still outside the clinic?” he asked with a frown on his face.

“They will just have to come back tomorrow, Paul. You are only one man. You are not God,” she replied sternly.

He wanted to believe she was right. But when he looked out the tent and saw the faces of the little children who were sick with dysentery from the bad water they were drinking, he knew he could not rest until he had given them some medicine, along with some hope.

Paul had been at the refugee camp in Turkey for eighteen months now, and the refugees just kept coming. He constantly asked for Doctors Without Borders to send him some help, but help was hard to find. They would occasionally send him a new medical student who had designs on saving the world. But most of them did not last more than a couple of months. 

The refugee camp was a hard life. He probably would not have lasted so long himself if he had not met his beautiful wife, Elena. She was sent to the camp by the International Rescue Committee to bring supplies and help organize the camp. She had been there almost as long as Paul had. She was only scheduled to stay for six months, but the chemistry between she and Paul was strong and after a few weeks she knew she had met the man she would love for the rest of her life.

Elena was born in the United States to a Syrian family. Her family had left Syria many years ago because they wanted a better life for their children, and they knew they could find it in the United States. Elena and her brother had both attended the university in New York City. Her brother had become an engineer, but Elena just wanted to help people. She dropped out of school before getting her degree and went to work for the IRC.

Paul reflected back on the day Elena had arrived at the camp. When she got off of the bus he had mistaken her for a refugee. He thought she must have come from a wealthy family in Syria because her clothes were of good quality and she had a shine to her hair and a complexion and teeth which looked as if they had been well cared for. Most of the refugees which came to the camp had not had a good life and their clothing reflected it, as did their teeth.

Elena noticed Paul staring at her as she walked away from the bus. She walked up to him and asked him where the administration building could be found. He told her that all refugees had to report in to the guards at the gate. She spoke to him in perfect English and told him she was not a refugee, she was a worker. Paul blushed and pointed her to the admin tent.

The next day Paul walked over to the admin tent on purpose to see if she really was a worker. He wanted to have one more look at that beautiful face with those large brown eyes, long, dark and shiny brown hair, and shapely body. He estimated her to be around 40 years of age, and quickly looked to see if she was wearing a wedding ring. He saw nothing on her hands. She ignored him as he walked in. He handed her a bouquet of hand-picked wild flowers, which were mostly weeds. 

“I would like to apologize for mistaking you for a refugee yesterday,” he said.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said coolly. “I am Syrian so it was an honest mistake.” She gave him a half smile, which encouraged him to continue the conversation.

“These are for you,” he said, handing her the flowers.


“I’m sorry but I am allergic.”


“Oh, no problem. I will dispose of them right away,” he said as he hurried out the tent to a garbage container. Returning to the admin tent, he approached her. “Would you like to join me for lunch in the mess tent?” he asked her timidly.

“I’m sorry but I’m very busy today,” she said as she turned and walked away.

Paul walked out of the tent dejected.

One of the other women who Elena was working with turned to her and said, “Did Dr. McCormick just ask you to have lunch with him?”

“Oh, is he a doctor?” Elena asked.

“Yes, the best doctor we have ever had here,” her co-worker replied. “And he keeps to himself. Several of the other women here have tried to engage him in conversation or invite him to their tent but he has always refused. And he invited you to lunch and you turned him down?”

“I am here to work, not to play,” Elena said as she bent her head over the desk and began working. Secretly she wondered if she had made a serious mistake. But she certainly did not want to appear too eager. He was a very nice looking man with his slim build and bright blue eyes. 

After her husband had divorced her for a younger woman, she had not been interested in meeting other men. But it had been three years now, so maybe she should try to be nicer to the doctor.

The next day she made an excuse to go to the clinic to check on their supplies. Paul looked up and smiled when he saw her enter. “I’m sorry to bother you, doctor,” she said, “but I need to know how your supply level is,” she said with more warmth than she had used yesterday.

“If you don’t mind waiting while I finish with this patient, I will be happy to do an audit of the supplies with you,” he said with a smile.

That evening they had dinner together and never missed a meal without each other since then. When her six month tour was over, Paul proposed to her and she accepted. The IRC agreed to allow her to remain at the camp with her husband until he returned to the states.
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“Paul, this letter came for you from the states. Who is it from?” Elena asked.

“The return address belongs to my step-brother, Marty, in Utah,” he replied. “It’s been forwarded to me by DWB.”

“It must be important,” Elena said as she watched Paul read the letter with a frown on his face.

“He tells me that he went by my mother’s house a few months ago when he was in Montana and there was a man living there who said my mother had passed away.”

“Oh, Paul, I’m so sorry, honey. When did she die?” Elena asked him.

“Apparently almost five years ago,” Paul replied thoughtfully.

“You have not talked to her in five years?” Elena asked.

“I haven’t talked to her in seven years,” Paul said.

“But why not?” 

“My mother was very angry at me when my father died because I could not get to the funeral. I was working in Haiti after the hurricane hit and I could not leave. She told me if I did not come for his funeral she never wanted to see me again. I tried calling her several times after that but she wouldn’t talk to me. She just hung up. So I quit calling.”

“And she never tried to get in touch with you after that?”

“She didn’t know where I was. My step-brother didn’t know either. He apparently sent this letter to DWB and asked them to forward it to me, hoping I was still with the organization.”

“That is so sad, Paul,” Elena said sweetly.

“I’ll need to go to the states and try to find out what happened to my parents’ estate,” Paul told her.

“When will you leave?”

“As soon as I can make the travel arrangements, but I’ll be back as soon as I can,” he assured her.

“It would be hard for me to leave right now,” Elena said.

“I know, honey. Don’t worry, I won’t be gone long.”

Paul was able to get a flight to Montana at the end of the week. There would be a layover in New York, which would be a great time for him to check in with the Doctors Without Borders office and make reports of the work in Turkey.

He arrived in Montana on Tuesday morning, rented a car and drove to Brisco. Upon arriving in Brisco, he got a hotel room and made an appointment with the first estate attorney he could find on the web. After explaining why he needed to talk to an attorney, he was able to get an appointment with Dick Evans for 9:00 o’clock on Wednesday morning. 

Paul decided he would drive over to his mother’s old house to see what kind of shape it was in. The house had been nicely maintained and it appeared that someone was living there presently. He knocked on the door but there was no one home. He looked in the mailbox and saw some letters addressed to a Dr. Randall Adams. He looked up Dr. Adams’ office address on his phone and headed in that direction.

It was approximately a fifteen minute drive to the office building which housed Dr. Adams’ office. Paul got out and went inside.

Dr. Adams’ receptionist, Nicole, greeted him with a smile. Paul noticed that she was a very attractive young lady, probably still in her twenties.

“I’m Dr. Paul McCormick and I would like to talk to Dr. Adams,” he said with much more calmness than he was feeling.

“Do you have an appointment, sir?” Nicole asked sweetly.

“No, I’m not a patient. This is a personal matter.”

“I’m sorry, sir, but Dr. Adams is with a patient and he’s booked for the day. May I tell him what this matter is concerning, please?” 

“Yes, this is regarding the house that he’s living in which belonged to my mother,” Paul said. “Would you tell him to call Dr. Paul McCormick as soon as he’s free?” Paul wrote down his phone number for Nicole and left the office. He wasn’t sure that Dr. Adams would want to talk to him. 

That evening as Paul lay in his hotel bed waiting for a phone call from Dr. Adams, which never came, he remembered the last conversation he had had with his mother, Isabel.

“Paul, this is your mother,” she said on the phone with her thick Italian accent.

“Hi, mom, how are you?” he asked. The connection was not very good in Haiti. 

“I’m not good, Paul,” his mother said. “Your father died last night.”

Paul was stunned and silent for a moment.

“Did you hear what I said, Paul?” his mother asked.

“Yes, Mom. I’m just shocked. What did he die from?”

“His heart just quit, Paul. He was tired of fighting.”

Paul’s father had fought cancer and survived but it had left him with a weak heart. He was 68 years old that year, and Paul thought he had at least another ten years to live.

“I’m so sorry, Mom. Are you okay?” he asked her.

“I need you to come home, Paul,” she said. “The funeral will be on Friday.”

“Mom, there is no way I can leave right now. The earthquake killed a lot of people here, but there are just as many who were hurt and are hanging on, and I’m one of only three doctors who are here right now.”

“You care more about those strangers than you do your own mother and father!” Isabel shouted at him.

“No, Mom, I don’t. But this is my job. There is nothing I can do for dad now. But there are people here that I can still save. I will come home as soon as I am able.”

“Paul, if you don’t come home for your father’s funeral, then don’t ever come home again!” she shouted at him.

“Mom, please try to understand.” But Isabel had already hung up. 

Paul was very troubled, and he knew his mom wanted him to come home. But he also knew that she had a lot of church friends, and she would be okay. Paul would miss his dad a lot, but he was gone and there was nothing he could do for him now. And the people in Haiti right now would have a much less chance of survival if he were to leave. That was the last conversation he had had with his mother.

Paul’s letters in the months following his dad’s funeral were returned to him unopened. He knew how his mother was. She was from an Italian background, and a very passionate woman. She had a temper which flared frequently and she never forgave those whom she perceived had mistreated her.

Paul and his mom had always had a tumultuous relationship and had never been close. His dad was a good man and a good father, and Paul followed in his footsteps by becoming a doctor. His father was one of the best surgeons in Utah. And he was a good man. He always tried to soothe the arguments between Paul and his mother. 

Paul’s step-brother had written him a couple of years ago and told him that his own mom had passed away. His mom was Paul’s dad’s first wife. But Paul and Marty had always gotten along well and were close as children because they did not live very far apart. The only family Isabel had left was her son and her stepson, but Isabel had gotten cross also with Marty at his mother’s funeral, and had not spoken to him since then.

After Paul left Haiti, DWB sent him to Turkey, and he had been there ever since. He supposed he should have found a way to come to his father’s funeral, but it was too late now for regrets. 
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The next morning ,Paul arrived at Dick Evan’s law office at 9:00 o’clock sharp. The office was set back in the corner of a small shopping center. The building was red brick, built in the 1940’s. Dick’s office was on the first floor. Paul walked in and was greeted by Dick’s secretary, Margie. Her red curly hair did not match her sour disposition.

“You got an appointment?” she asked.

“Yes. My name is Paul McCormick.”

“Go on in. He’s ready for ya.” She nodded her head towards the only other door in the room, as she sat down at her army-issued grey metal desk.

Paul walked into Dick’s office. Dick was sitting behind his old wooden desk looking through his drawers. Dick was the typical looking small town attorney, with thick, black eye glasses and a bow tie. His thin, white hair was combed in a comb-over.

“Come on in,” Dick said. “Have a seat. I’m just trying to find my notes on your mother’s visit. Hey, Margie, what did you do with those papers from the clerk’s office?” he yelled toward the door.

“My mother came to see you?” Paul asked in surprise.

Margie walked in and picked up some papers lying underneath a law book on Dick’s desk. “If they was a snake, they would have bit you,” she said sarcastically.

“Yeah,” Dick said, ignoring Margie. “After we talked I kept thinking her name sounded familiar, so I looked in my old files and I found some notes from an appointment where she had come to talk to me about redoing her will.” 

“Did you redo it?” Paul asked anxiously.

“No. She just wanted me to basically give her a little direction and an estimate as to how much it would cost. She said she already had a will, and she actually gave me four copies of different wills which she had changed over the years. She said there was a fifth one, but she couldn’t find it.”

“What did you tell her?”

“I told her how much I would charge to redo her will, and that she probably should get it done since she couldn’t find the missing will.”

“Did she come by herself?”

“No. As a matter of fact, Jennifer Adams brought her. She was the wife of Dr. Adams here in town. And his wife was on the phone to him, relaying to him what I was telling your mother during the appointment.” 

Dick laid some papers in front of Paul. “I went over to the courthouse yesterday afternoon to see if there was a probate of any kind. I found a handwritten will signed by your mother a few months before she died. Dr. Randall Adams was named as sole beneficiary in your mother’s will. Everything went to him. That’s why he’s living in her house.”

“There wasn’t a probate hearing or anything?” Paul asked.

“There was no one to contest the will, so the doctor took care of everything himself, and quickly.”

“Are you saying there was something shady about this will?” Paul asked.

“I’m not saying that. I’m just saying that it’s a little fishy that the will was changed while under the doctor’s care and just before her death.”

“So you’re insinuating that perhaps this Dr. Adams talked my mother into changing her will?”

“It’s a possibility. But it would be hard to prove. I would like you to go over and talk to Mike McCarthy. He’s the District Attorney here. I’ve already had a phone conversation with him this morning, and he would like to get some further information from you.”

“So you’re actually thinking there could be a crime involved here?” Paul pushed for an answer.

“It’s possible. I’m not a criminal attorney, so that’s why I called Mr. McCarthy. He could better answer your questions about that. It appears that your mother left a sizeable estate, other than the house.”

“Absolutely. My father left her well cared for, and I can’t imagine that she went through it all before she died.”

“Well, it’s too late now to file an objection to probate. And I’m sure he’s already disposed of most of her assets, like possibly her car and furniture.”

“Okay, fine. I’ll go have a visit with Mr. McCarthy.”

It was barely 10:00 o’clock on a Wednesday morning and already the District Attorney’s office was busy. Mike McCarthy was assigning the new cases which came out of Grand Jury the previous day and looking at resumes for new secretaries. Robin, his secretary, was eight months pregnant and was taking a two month leave of absence. It was time to look at applications for a temporary replacement for her. A good secretary knows her job is to make her boss look good, and Robin had done a wonderful job of doing just that.

Robin waddled into Mike’s office and announced to him that Dr. Paul McCormick was here to see him. Paul walked into the office behind her and shook Mike’s hand with a firm grip. Paul was taller than Mike’s 5’10” by about two inches, but probably twenty pounds lighter. He had a distinguished look about him, definitely a man of intellect, but he looked like he had not been sleeping a lot.

“Mr. McCormick, please have a seat. Dick Evans told me he would be sending you over. I assume you met with him this morning?” Mike asked him as he watched him sit down angrily in the chair. Paul was a man with a burden, and he needed answers.

“Mr. McCarthy,” he began, “I talked to Mr. Evans and he told me there were some suspicious indications that my mother had possibly been coerced to change her will just before her death. He suggested I talk to you.”

Paul explained to Mike that he had been estranged from his mother, Isabel, for over seven years. “I know my mother never forgave me for missing my father’s funeral, but I’m surprised that she wrote me completely out of her will, and that she would leave everything to her physician.”

“Mr. McCormick, I would like to open an investigation into this matter and look into it further. I’m not convinced yet that there is any crime here, but if you are agreeable, I will order a formal investigation of the matter.”

“Of course I’m agreeable,” Paul said. “Where will you start?”

“We’ll start by doing a background on the doctor and see if there are any of his other patients which have left him as beneficiary, and if they were suspicious. Would you give us permission to exhume your mother’s body?” 

“Yes. I assume she’s buried in the cemetery here?”

“I was hoping you could tell me. But there are only a couple of funeral homes in town, so I’m sure we can locate her body. How long will you be in town?”

“I need to get back to Turkey as soon as possible. How long will the investigation take?”

“These things can sometimes drag out for weeks or even months. I’ll stay on the investigators and move it along as quickly as I can. But I understand if you need to get back. We can stay in contact by email or phone, can’t we?”

“The email works pretty well at the camp, but the phone reception is not the best.”

“All right. I’ll send you updates by email. But before you leave, I’d like you to talk to one other attorney in this office.”

Mike reached for his phone and told Robin to send Jolene Grayson into his office. An attractive thirty-three year old woman with dark blonde hair stepped into Mike’s office.

“Mr. McCormick, this is Jolene Grayson, one of my top prosecutors. Jolene, this is Paul McCormick. I would like you to talk to him about the details of his case before he leaves town.”

Mike filled Jolene in on the investigation and asked her to stay on top of the case and give frequent updates by email to Paul. Jolene had been with Mike’s office for over three years, ever since he had been in Brisco. She was a top notch Assistant District Attorney, and had moved up from juveniles to DUI’s. He knew that she was ready to handle something more challenging. 

If it was a criminal matter, there was a possibility that there could be more victims other than Isabel McCormick, but they would start with one at a time.

Mike and Paul shook hands, and he could see a look of hope, along with regret, in Paul’s eyes as he left.

After Paul and Jolene talked, he headed out to try and catch the next plane back to Turkey. He liked Mike and Jolene, and he felt he could trust them to do a good job on the case.
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Jolene was out of breath as she ran up the stairs into Mike’s office. “This is the third time this week the elevator has been out in this stupid old building,” she said to him.

The District Attorney’s office was housed on the third floor in an old, historic building dating back to the early 1900’s. The county had installed an elevator in the three-story building a few years ago, but half of the time it did not work. 

“I thought you liked exercise,” Mike chided her.

Jolene sat down in the chair in front of his desk. “You’d never believe that I do Zumba three times a week, would you?” she said laughing. Mike grinned at her.

“I don’t know how you have time to do anything three times a week,” he said.

“Anyway, Mike, I got another police report from the investigator on the Adams case,” Jolene said excitedly.

“Well, tell me what it says,” Mike replied with curiosity.

“So, the P.D. assigned Detectives Steve Savage and Sam Peters to do the investigation,” Jolene informed Mike.

“Well, they’re usually pretty thorough, aren’t they?” Mike asked.

“Sure.”

“So what did they find?”

“The total estate of which Dr. Adams was left beneficiary of was over $400,000. Mrs. McCormick was 78 years old when she died. Dr. Adams had been her primary physician for only two and a half years.

“Apparently the good doctor isolated Isabel from her friends and other caretakers. He became her best friend, and only friend. He no longer had her come to his office, but he actually made house calls several times a week to see her. He even took his wife and daughter over to visit her. He sat and drank brandy with the victim.

“Isabel’s health steadily deteriorated while she was under his care. He admitted her into Hospice care but continued to treat her at her home. He even disabled her car so she could not drive anywhere.

“And get this, a year before her death, the doctor called Jean Markham, who had a medical power of attorney for Isabel, and tells her that Isabel is no longer competent enough to sign a power of attorney and so he would now be in charge of all of her medical decisions. Yet, six months later Dr. Adams has Isabel sign a power of attorney making Jennifer Adams, the doctor’s wife, in charge of her financial decisions.”

“That’s pretty interesting,” Mike comments.

“Wait, that’s not all,” Jolene says. “Even though the doctor says Isabel was not competent to sign a power of attorney in December of 2009, eight months later he has a notary come to her house, along with her elderly neighbor as a witness, and has her sign a new will making him sole beneficiary of her estate.”

“Wow, that’s looking pretty suspicious.”

“And here’s another thing. The doctor had her on so many medications before she died that she was really out of it. She was taking anti-depressants, sleeping pills, Oxycontin, and medication for Alzheimer’s! Now, how can a person who has Alzheimer’s be competent enough to sign a new will?”

“Good point. Are you suspecting foul play in her medications, such as an overdose?”

“Well, that’s another funny thing. The doctor had Isabel cremated the day after she died, so there’s no way to do an autopsy.”

“But wasn’t an autopsy done the day she died?” Mike asked.

“No, because the doctor signed off on the death certificate, stating it was natural causes and no need for an autopsy.”

“Whoa, everything about this case looks suspicious, doesn’t it? Do you have the medical records and diagnoses?”

“The investigators were only able to get the prescribed medications from the pharmacy. In order to get the diagnoses, we need to get a subpoena to seize the doctor’s records.”

“And in order to get that subpoena, we have to charge him with something first,” Mike added. “I had our investigator, Alan Sanders, look for any wills which were filed in the probate office leaving property to Randall Adams, and also to look up Adams’ background, including his medical school and licenses. He was unable to come up with anything suspicious. But I suggest that you talk to other patients of Dr. Adams, as well as nurses who have worked with him. I feel that in a few days we should have a better picture of the kind of character Dr. Adams really is.”

Before the week was over, Mike and Jolene were convinced that they had enough evidence to charge Randall Adams with a felony crime. Police Detectives Steve Savage and Sam Peters arrived at Dr. Adams’ office at 2:00 in the afternoon to arrest him. Dr. Adams had a waiting room full of patients, and a very protective receptionist who was not going to let the detectives past the waiting room without an okay from the doctor. When the detectives threatened to arrest Nicole, the receptionist, she opened the door and allowed them into his office. She knew something serious was going on, and she led them into the doctor’s office and said quickly, “They threatened to arrest me if I didn’t let them in.”

Dr. Adams was on the phone, but he hung up quickly when he saw the two detectives. “What is the meaning of this?” he asked them.

“Randall Adams, you are under arrest for theft from a vulnerable adult,” Detective Savage said. “Would you please stand up and place your hands behind your back?”

“What are you talking about? I’ll call my attorney and I’ll have your badge!” he shouted. Nicole was standing next to the doctor’s desk with wide eyes.

“You can call your attorney from the station,” Detective Savage said calmly. Steve Savage was at least six feet tall and had a barrel chest. He was intimidating to most people. “You have the right to an attorney. If you cannot afford one, an attorney will be appointed to you. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say may be used against you. Do you understand these rights?” 

“Of course I understand them! But you cannot take me through the waiting room in handcuffs with my patients in there! I don’t know what this is about, but you are making a huge mistake!”

Detective Savage was again calm. “Dr. Adams, out of respect for your patients, we will let you walk out without handcuffs, but you will have to get into the back of the patrol car.”

“Fine!” Randall said. “But tell me what the hell all of this is about!”

“All I can tell you right now is that you have been indicted by the Grand Jury of this county on the charge of theft from a vulnerable adult, and we need to take you down to the station to be booked. We also have a warrant to search your office, and we will be confiscating your computer and your bookkeeper’s computer.”

“What? You can’t take my computer, or hers. They have confidential records on them. Haven’t you ever heard of HIPAA? These patients have a right to privacy, you know!” he shouted. “Nicole, call Rachel Brown, my attorney. Tell her to meet me down at the station. And reschedule all of my afternoon appointments.”

Nicole hurried back to her desk as quickly as possible. She loved Dr. Adams, in more than just a professional manner, and she would do anything she could to protect him.

“Sam, go with the receptionist and make sure she’s not deleting anything from the computer,” Detective Savage said. A couple of patrolmen had followed the detectives into the office, and the detective told them to go ahead and take the computers.

Dr. Adams put his suit jacket on and walked out of the office with as much dignity as he could muster in front of his patients. They did, however, look out the window as they saw the detectives putting him into the backseat of the patrol car. Nicole was almost hysterical when they took her computer, but she tried to control it as much as possible so as not to scare the patients.

Randall Adams was booked into the jail and refused to say a word to the detectives or anyone else until his lawyer arrived. 

Jolene walked into Mike’s office. “Well, the doctor has been arrested, but he’ll be out before dinner. At least this gives us access to his patient files so we can see if there are other crimes he needs to be charged with. I’ll stay on top of the detectives to make sure we get the information from the computers as soon as possible,” Jolene said.

“I appreciate that, Jolene. And I want you to have first chair on the theft trial. I’ll back you up for whatever you need,” Mike said.
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