
Hi friends! The first pick for a unique murder weapon goes to (drum role) Betsy. Her murder 

weapon is fully utilized in the following story. I must add, that after my wife finished reading 

this one she told me that if I ever become angry with her to "Please, use your words," in 

resolving the issue. Hmmmm. Enjoy! 

A Nickel for Your Thoughts 

by Patric Peake 

  

        On the surface, Gerald Pepper, former 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 quaint little 

cottage on the outskirts of 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. 

        Pepper was becoming increasingly aware that his retirement was a joke, at least to 

Eloise Block, the Police Captain’s daughter.  If he really gathered all the evidence and 

looked at it objectively, he would have to admit that she was also second in line for BF, an 

abbreviation Eloise and the other thirteen-year-old humans used to label friendships. His 

number-one BF, of course, was Othello, who was the only being, Pepper knew, truly willing 

to let him retire in his retirement.  Toss him a ball and he was completed. 

        So when the bell jangled enthusiastically at the door of Pizza Castle, Pepper did not 

have to look up from his diet cola with a twist of lemon. He knew it was Eloise. 

        A nickel clinked onto the table next to his drink. “Gerald!” 

        “Big tip?” Pepper tried. 

        “Bigger than you think,” she said. “Actually, this is worth a quarter to Dillon 

Smithers.” 

        “Who is…?” 

        “Dead. Murdered. He collected these, Indian Head Nickels. Paid a quarter for 

everyone brought to him. Four hundred nickels equals a hundred bucks. AND guess what 

he owned.” 

        “A gum ball machine.” 

        “Gerald!” 



        “For the nickels,” Pepper smirked at his own feeble humor. 

        “He owned all the Pappa D’s Pizza Houses in California,” 

        “My condolences.” Pepper took a sip of his cola and stared at the beer sign in the 

window wondering if there was any chance of him just walking away from this one.  

No. 

 She clutched his wrist and spilled a bit of his soda on the nickel. 

        “My dad’s in North Hollywood for a Cops Convention and was called in on the 

case  because of YOU, Gerald. Dad wants me to take you to the very unusual crime scene.” 

        “And you are going to drive me the hour-and-a-half to North Hollywood in what?” 

        “In your Bronco.  Only I’ll let you drive.” She gave him her most charming smile with 

the single dimple in the right cheek. 

  

        The crime scene was a media event.  Three large policemen formed a wedge for 

Pepper through the crowd of reporters. The home of Smithers was a historic mansion in 

North Hollywood built by one of the original founders of the largest movie company in 

Hollywood in the 1950’s. 

        Smithers’ body was conveniently located in the huge lobby entrance to the place, 

which could have seated a hundred guests in comfort. But he was the only one seated, in a 

stuffed chair with the head fallen backwards like a passed-out drunk. Most noticeable were 

his shoes, penny loafers with a shiny, grey penny in each, a 1943 penny. 

        “Steelies,” Pepper educated Eloise. “To save copper for wartime munitions. These two 

particular pennies are worth somewhere in the neighborhood of a thousand dollars each.” 

        “His year of birth. But here’s the real coin of this guy’s realm,” Captain Block stepped 

forward with a roll of Indian Head Nickels.  “The guy was obsessed. Wanted to own them 

all. We figure over half a million dollars in nickels. That’s 10 Million nickels.” 

        “Relevence?” Pepper asked. “To this.” He nodded at the body. 

        “Look at this.” Block held up a sonogram photo of the guys insides. There, buried in 

his heart, was an Indian Head nickel. “Not your conventional murder weapon. Not a single 

mark on the outside of the body. No sign of a struggle.” 

        “Who found him?” Pepper sniffed Smithers’ nose and winced. 



        “An old school mate,” Block said. “He was having a little mini reunion of his USC 

classmates. The six of them are in the library.” 

        “In the library, with the nickel.” Eloise chuckled at her reference to the board game. 

        “You find something funny about murder, young lady?” Block frowned at her. 

        “Shall we?” Pepper distracted Eloise’s nemesis with a gesture towards the library. 

        Two women and four men, all appearing to be in their late sixties to early seventies, sat 

around a huge solid maple table chatting in rapid fire. All SC grads, and all owners of the 

variety of BMW’s, Mercedes, and Lexus out front, Pepper hardly knew where to begin, but 

was assisted by one of the ladies. 

        She pointed at a white-haired man who looked like he could run for Congress and win, 

which, in Pepper’s mind, placed him as a prime suspect. “He was Dillon’s roommate.” 

        “Harvey Mudd the third.” The white-haired man extended a large hand to Pepper. 

        Pepper slid his hand through the clutching monster like a minnow between the jaws of 

a large bass. “Gerald Pepper. What can you tell me about this?” 

        “Well, as we came in we found the poor bastard there. Dr. Belmont here pronounced 

him a gonner. Well, actually Belmont is a dentist, retired.” 

        Pepper felt a small inner cringe at the word retired. Who is really retired, he thought. 

        “I assume you know about his wife,” the other woman spoke. 

        “No.” 

        “Committed suicide three weeks ago. Hung herself in his closet by a well-bent clothes 

hanger.  

        “Any chance he simply followed suit?” Mudd asked. 

        “We’re keeping an open mind.” Pepper knew there was no way in the name of Zeus 

that he did that to himself. 

        “Excuse me,” Pepper said turning to Captain Block and whispering. 

        “Ladies and Gentlemen,” Block said. “The Inspector is informed me that he would 

like to see your wallets and purses. While this is a bit, well, unusual for an investigation, let 

me assure you it’s a fast way to take yourself OFF the suspect list. 



        With some grumbling, they agreed and Pepper sat at the end of the long table 

examining the contents of each very quickly. And handed it all back to the captain with one 

exception, a picture he palmed and slipped in his pocket. 

        Eloise, who was standing to the side of Pepper several steps away gave him the “let me 

see” look. She had spotted his slight-of-hand. Pepper flashed the picture at her and she 

mouthed OMG. 

        By way of pointing out to Block who to put the cuffs on, Pepper turned to the retired 

dentist and said, “You know, no one uses ether to sedate their patients any more, Dr. 

Belmont.” 

        He instantly caved in. “He drove her to that! I told her, back in the SC days that he 

was nothing but an arrogant bastard who didn’t love her. He just wanted to show me he 

could snatch her from me. She was no more to him than one of his damned nickels! Can I 

at least have my photo of her back?” 

         

        Back at the Crookfield police station, Pepper explained that the good dentist drill had 

a long wire neck to it, easily allowing it all the way down Smithers’ throat for an easy drill 

through to the heart. This was followed by a long, long pair of forceps used to insert the 

symbol of arrogance in the man’s heart, an Indian head, buffalo tale nickel.  

“A lot to go through to make a point,” Pepper concluded. 

“A point well-taken,” Eloise whispered out of her dad’s earshot. 

  

Pepper passed the fountain at Duck Creek park, the only real water located on the 

grounds, as he walked Othello to their favorite bench where Eloise had promised him some 

home-made macaroons. He glanced at the coins tossed in there, each with a wish for 

something better. He wondered if there was a coin that worked in reverse, that could take 

him, not to a brighter future, but rather to a fondly remembered past. What if he tossed a 

coin in there from a time his wife, Mildred, was still alive? Othello sat looking at him with 

his head tilted to one side as if asking him something. 

“I miss, her Othello. That’s all.” 

 


