One Final Clue

The death of Gregory Whitmore—media mogul, philanthropist, and eccentric—
left a void, and a fortune.

When the lawyer opened the envelope, the room fell silent. Ten members of the
Whitmore family—his three children and seven grandchildren—sat in the polished,
wood-paneled office, eyes expectant.

“As per the will,” the lawyer began, “each of my seven grandchildren will have
their education fully paid for, regardless of the field they pursue. I encourage you to
study what excites you, not what is expected of you.”

The cousins exchanged surprised glances while their parents raised objections.
Ignoring the murmurs, the lawyer continued. “Additionally, each of you will receive a
check for $100,000 and a gift I selected especially for you, along with a personal
message.” He gestured, and his assistants began handing out bright blue boxes of
varying sizes, each tied with a silver ribbon.

Clara, the youngest at seventeen, received hers last. Inside was the one thing she
had always wanted—a detective kit: complete with magnifying glass, notepad, and a
Sherlock Holmes-style tweed hat and cloak. She smiled, remembering what her
grandfather used to say: “The best treasures are the ones you find in yourself.”

The other grandchildren received expensive watches, car keys, or jewelry.
Gregory’s sons each inherited 45% of the company; his daughter, the remaining 10%
and the Manhattan penthouse.

“But what about the Hamptons estate?” barked Uncle Marcus. “And the liquid

assets? The art? The rest of the money?”



The lawyer folded his hands. “The remainder of the estate will go to whoever
solves your father’s final puzzle. He left a treasure hunt of sorts. The first to solve their
clues and return here will inherit everything else.”

“Father and his damn puzzles,” Marcus muttered as the room erupted in protest.
The lawyer raised a hand and waited for silence. “In the envelope included with your gift
is your first clue. Follow each clue to the next until you reach the end. None of you have
the same clues—you’ll each follow your own path.”

“What answer are we looking for?” Marcus demanded.

“The answer to what matters most.”

More grumbling.

The lawyer added, “Once you have your final letter, return to me. The first one
back gets the rest of the estate.”

Clara said nothing the entire time. After leaving the office, she opened the small

note tucked inside her kit.

Where the stories sleep, your journey begins.

She donned her new hat and cloak, started her car, and drove straight to
Gregory’s estate. She headed for the library—it smelled of old leather and dust. Running
her fingers along a row of small, hand-bound books, she found them: The Mysteries of
Summer by Clara Whitmore and G.W.

Her grandfather had them printed every August, a private tradition.

She pulled out the final volume. Inside the front cover was a second note:



He taught me to see what others missed. Even in the rain.

Clara paused, then smiled.

On rainy days, they would sit in the solarium, watching raindrops race down the
glass. Behind the central pane, hidden in the wooden frame, she found a small
compartment.

Inside: a photo of her and Gregory in the garden—and a key. She knew exactly
where to go next.

The treehouse was still standing, though the rope ladder sagged with age. Clara climbed
up, the key clutched in her hand.

The old lock on the toy chest clicked open. Inside was a folded letter.

Clara,

You always looked past the noise. Past

the gold and glass. This story was always
meant for you—not because you're clever,
but because you listened. I hope the others
Jind something along the way, but I know
you’ll understand what really matters.
The estate, the art, the rest—it’s yours. But
more than that, I hope you’ll write our next
mystery. One only you can tell.

Love, G.W.

Clara returned to the lawyer’s office and handed over the key and the letter. He

read it silently, then nodded.



“T’ll call the others.”
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The family returned one by one. Some had gotten to the second clue; while the
rest were still stuck on the first. All were shocked by how quickly Clara had finished.

“So... what’s the answer?” Marcus asked.

Clara smiled softly. “Grandpa wanted us to remember who we are—a family. Each

with our own hopes and dreams but a family all the same.”



