
Hi Inspector friends! This is the final story of the first series of Inspector Pepper stories.  I 

conceived of these as a way to read to my friends at the Los Robles Care center and have 

the reading be a complete murder mystery from murder to handcuffs. That way, we don't 

have to be bothered with remembering what happened in the previous chapter. In my 

book, these days, memory is way overrated. Except for birthdays. 

If you haven't read Inspector Pepper before, I suggest you do yourself the favor of scrolling 

all the way down to Macaroon Murder, the first story. Then read them in sequence. Gives 

you more of a sense of his life and relationship with Eloise, his thirteen-year-old friend and 

associate. And motivator, she would add. 

As always you can click on the speaker icon if you prefer to have the author read the story 

to you.  Enjoy! 

[audio http://patricpeake.files.wordpress.com/2013/08/murder-final_0.mp3] 

Murder Finale 

by Patric Peake 

            On the surface, Gerald Pepper, police investigator, seemed the least likely man to be 

involved with murder, yet murder followed him like his loyal pooch, Othello, the black lab, and 

never failed to land him right in the middle of some gruesome investigation. 

He was a medium man, medium build, medium length brown hair, medium brown eyes, a 

medium age of 45 and a medium life which included one dog, and a single bedroom apartment 

above the Pizza Palace in Crookfield, California. His only distinctive feature was a deep scar 

below his right eye that continued as a distinct dent in the bridge of his nose 

Maybe it was because he still felt responsible for his wife’s murder. Surely, there had been 

something he could have done to prevent it. Maybe that’s why murder followed him everywhere 

accompanied by a throbbing migraine headache every time a case came to a resolution. Or 

maybe Murder had an even more personal interest in Gerald Pepper. 

In response to Othello’s mournful soliloquy about the four walls of his master’s apartment 

feeling like a prison to a black Labrador retriever, Pepper unleashed the prisoner at a bench of 

Duck Creek Park, a misnomer as the only creek in the park was in the bench. Eloise joined 

Pepper and his dog expressed its preference for the girl’s affection, casting accusative glances at 

Pepper as if pointing out to him the she knew the proper way to treat a pet. 

“Gerald, have you heard.” Eloise clutched Pepper’s arm leaving a noticeable wrinkle in the white 

sleeve. “That magician, Boris Takosky has escaped prison. They practically held the door for 

him as he walked out.” 

“It’s a joke, you know,” Pepper said. 



“What do you mean?” Eloise studied her friend’s lifeless eyes. She wondered what it would take 

to bring a sparkle back to them. “I don’t think the family of that policeman he killed would see it 

as a joke, Gerald.” 

“People behave like robots,” Pepper said. “Just apply a little magic, a little reprogramming, and 

they’ll do anything you want, and swear it was all their idea.” 

“Gerald, stop! Your nihilism’s unbearable.” Eloise had specifically studied that word to use it on 

such occasions with Pepper. 

Pepper simply gave her a long blink. 

“Has the thought occurred to you that this evil, vicious murderer may come after the inspector 

who caught him?”  She noted not even a twitch of emotion on his face. 

“No.” 

“Gerald! You’re impossible. Let’s go.” Eloise played her trump card. “The cemetery’s just over 

there. Let’s ask her what she thinks about this.” Eloise referred to his wife’s gravesite, which 

Pepper hadn’t visited since the funeral two years ago. She used the threat of visiting it the same 

way they used those defibrillator paddles to jolt a heart attack patient back to life. 

Inspector Pepper just folded his arms on his chest, crossed his legs, and sat as rigid as a cigar 

store Indian. Red and blue light flashed across his statuesque face from the patrol car pulling up. 

“Pepper, we need to talk,” Police Chief Captain Block said. “And Eloise, you’re going home 

with me,” the father inside the Police Chief added. 

Block attempted to get Pepper to go into protective custody with this maniacal murderer on the 

loose and probably headed for Pepper’s apartment at the Pizza Palace where Block had arrested 

Takosky at Pepper’s direction. 

*** 

            The next afternoon, Eloise circumvented her father’s request to stay away from Pepper by 

going for a bike ride pointed the opposite direction and then swinging an unseen “U” turn and 

heading for Duck Creek Park. 

She heard Othello barking before she found him. Gerald Pepper lay on the grass to the side of the 

bench in a heap. 

“Gerald!” Eloise lifted his limp arm and felt his wrist for a pulse. “Oh, Gerald.” Tears trickled 

quietly down her face and Othello licked both her hand and the hand she held. She punched three 

numbers on her cell. 



The paramedics arrived just ahead of Captain Block, but not before Eloise had a chance to view 

the crime scene. It was too obvious. He left his calling card in Pepper’s hand. Boris Takosky, 

Magic of the Mind. Scribbled on the back of the card was one word. Presto! The very word 

Inspector Pepper used, when Boris was arrested. 

The paramedics called in the case to the hospital. Eloise knew why. They didn’t have the 

authority to pronounce her very best friend dead. 

Here’s the part that stuck in everyone’s craw. Other than the card, there was no indication of any 

kind that the cause of death was murder. In fact, after extensive examination, blood tests, hair 

samples, etc., the coroner was convinced that Gerald Pepper probably saw something that 

induced a heart attack. The only contravening evidence to that was the tranquil smile on Pepper’s 

face. 

As it turned out, that card was the one Takosky gave Pepper the day before he was arrested and 

the Presto on the back was in Pepper’s handwriting. Still Eloise refused to believe that it wasn’t 

murder by Takosky. 

Pepper’s sister arrived the very next day with strict written instructions from her brother for a 

very quick and very sad burial. No embalming. Just get him in the ground beside his wife. That’s 

what he wanted. 

Eloise was simply beyond consoling as she watched her friend lowered in the earth in a grave 

right beside his wife, Mildred’s grave. She thought it so poignant that Gerald had to die to finally 

visit his wife’s gravesite. 

Othello kept his eyes on the coffin through the entire ordeal and refused to budge as mourners 

took their leave. Captain Block could barely stand and had to have his new corporal drive him to 

and from the burial. 

“You coming?” He asked Eloise through his tear-streaked face. 

“Othello needs more time.” She was the obvious recipient of Pepper’s loyal pooch. 

Eloise and Othello lay side by side right on the fresh earth used to cover the coffin.  They both 

heard it. Othello whimpered. Coming from the earth was the song. “The first time ever I saw 

your face…” 

Eloise pressed her ear against the earth. It was Gerald’s voice, clearly.  Eloise and Othello took 

one look at each other and both began digging frantically. 

Eloise found the latch on the side of the coffin and threw it open. Gerald lay there, eyes 

gleaming. “You were right, Eloise.” 

“Right?” Eloise was beside herself. She jumped into the coffin to give her friend a huge hug. 



“I should have visited Mildred long ago.” He wiped his tear-streaked face with a white sleeve. 

“She says it wasn’t my fault. The note she wrote was at gunpoint. I had been drugged at the 

murder scene, heavily. She wants me to live, I mean, really live. She says she’ll always be in my 

heart, but if I don’t use it, I won’t know she’s there.” 

“Oh, Gerald.” 

What followed was a massive face-licking from Othello. 

“He’s fond of salty things,” Pepper explained wrapping an arm around Eloise’s neck. “You 

suppose we could get out of here. I need to let your dad know how and where to find the 

murderer.” 

At the station Inspector Pepper explained to a shocked audience, including the coroner who had 

pronounce him dead, how Boris Takosky had put him in a deep trance, so deep that it appeared 

his heart had stopped. 

“Boris Takosky was enjoying the idea that I would be buried alive. He didn’t notice that while he 

was taking me under, I was programming him for capture. Every time I touched his shoulder, 

feigning dizziness, I spoke a key word hidden amidst many words.  The five words strung 

together were: HUNGRY?-EAT-PIZZA-WEDNESDAY-SPECIAL. I suspect he’ll be first in 

line for the Wednesday Special at Pizza Castle tomorrow.” 

“Gerald,” Eloise said. “How did you break the trance?” 

“In my head, when I felt myself lowered next to Mildred’s grave, I heard her saying Sing to me. 

As I sang, I felt my heart begin to pump.” 

Gerald Pepper smiled out the window of his apartment above the Pizza Castle in Crooksfield, 

California and scanned his old place in the light of the neon sign. Everything was boxed up for 

their move to a nice little cottage at the end of town with a big field and a real creek behind it for 

Othello to take a dip now and then. 

He was ready for some sleep, some real sleep, free of migraines.  Takosky should have ordered 

his pepperoni pizza to be delivered. 

THE END (OF SEASON ONE) 

 


