
As promised, here is the second story in the weekly series of ten-minute murder mysteries 

originally designed for residents of a Care Center with memory challenges. But then, I may be 

projecting.  

Skateboard Murder 

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 built, 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 felt certain that he had somehow murdered his wife and gotten away 

with it.  Maybe that’s why murder followed him everywhere accompanied by a throbbing 

migraine headache every time a case came to fruition. 

Pepper sipped a diet coke at the Pizza Palace and fended off inappropriately personal questions 

about his wife, Mildred. After all, police captain Block’s daughter, Eloise was thirteen and what 

else could he expect. She seemed to have made him her project and how could he take personally 

a girl who smiled at him with a mouthful of new braces installed by her dentist mother. 

Still, Pepper felt relieved at the change of subject when family friends Sarah and George Faucet 

came to the pizza place to find him. 

“Gerald, I know Mildred would want you to help find our son.” Sarah Faucet fixed and intense 

stare on him, with husband George’s frown coming over her shoulder. “Titan’s all we have.” 

That hit Pepper like the unfound blunt object that killed Mildred. She had been all that he had. 

But the pain was mixed with relief that this might just be a missing person’s case, instead of 

murder, until he listened further. 

She explained that her son had gone missing right after the death of the elderly Seth Lawson, 

who racing out of his mansion next door to the Faucets’ house, slipped on Titan’s skateboard 

sitting on the top step of the marble staircase, and fell to his death. Lawson’s driver, Joshua, saw 

the whole thing. 

“The police think WE have something to do with his death.” Mr. Faucet joined in. 

“And that would be because…” Pepper led. 



“It’s no secret that the old man’s an intolerable twerp,” Faucet  continued. “Our son, Titan has 

severe asthma.  Lawson insisted on blasting the weeds around his rose garden with a deadly 

defoliate. We’ve had to rush Titan to the hospital with one of his attacks because of that man’s 

spraying.” 

“And then, there’s your son’s skateboard,” Pepper rejoined. 

“We don’t know how that got there, Pepper. I assure you,” Mrs. Faucet said. 

“So where do you think your son may be?” Pepper asked. 

“Hiding, I’m sure. Probably terrified that they’re going to pin this on him,” she said. 

“Has anyone else been around Mr. Lawson? Visitors?” 

“No,” Mrs. Faucet said, “just Joshua, his driver. He’s always there, ready to take the old fart 

wherever.” 

Eloise stared into her soda glass pretending to be deaf. 

“I’ll look into it.” Pepper said with the enthusiasm of a treed possum. 

Pepper arrived at the yellow tape with Eloise breathing over his shoulder.  Captain Block, after 

talking with the driver, Joshua, was treating the mishap as a possible homicide. 

“Sergeant Pepper,” Block greeted. “Eloise – out!” He pointed to the tape barrier which she had 

crossed. 

“Inspector Pepper,” Pepper had to remind Block every  time that he was no longer a sergeant on 

his police team. “What did you find out? 

“Poor old  guy,” Block said. “He found out last week that his only living relative, a much 

younger sister, had passed away. He had nobody, nobody but his driver there. Looks like he 

came out to check his mail.” 

Pepper glanced at the sealed envelopes strewn all over the sidewalk at the bottom of the ten 

marble steps that took the man’s life. All seemed to be junk mail, with the usual URGENT and 

OPEN IMMEDIATELY on the covers. Pepper managed to nick one such envelope that caught his 

eye, as it was the only one partially opened, and stuck it in the inside pocket of his sports coat. 

Pepper started to go to the driver but Block grabbed his elbow. “Look, Pepper, the guy’s pretty 

upset. They were very close. I just don’t think now would be a good time for you to talk to him.” 

Pepper knew why. Everyone knew he was, well, lacking when it came to emotions, everyone 

except Eloise. 



So Pepper visited the next best thing, the emotionless car that had taken the old man hither and 

yon. 

“What’s that smell? Cleaning fluid?” Eloise looked over his shoulder. The car was parked 

outside the yellow tape. 

“I think not,” Pepper said. “Any prints on the skateboard?” Pepper knew that Eloise had 

probably already investigated. She had told him that she planned to combine her interest in 

psychology with her crime investigation curriculum. 

Eloise flipped through her pocket sized purple notebook with the word ELEMENTARY on the 

cover in gold letters. “Just the kid’s.” She jotted an additional note. 

With a handkerchief, Pepper opened the glove box. He found one light blue calligraphy pen 

among the usual registration, flashlight, and half eaten ham sandwich.  Pepper took the pen out 

with his handkerchief and placed it in the plastic bag, Captain Block provided as he walked up 

and shoed his resistant daughter away. Block’s face asked the question about the pen. 

“The murder weapon,” Pepper responded “You might want to go after him,” Pepper nodded at 

the running driver having solved the case. 

He explained to Block, as his men ran down and cuffed the man, that Joshua had altered a letter 

from a law firm to make it look like he was being sued by his neighbors. Pepper handed Block 

the letter with the light blue, NOTICE TO APPEAR on a piece of junk mail from a law firm. 

“Joshua put that there so Mr. Lawson would RUN out his door headed for the neighbor’s house, 

not noticing the skateboard that Joshua placed there by holding the rough wheels which wouldn’t 

show fingerprints.” Pepper noticed the Faucets approaching the yellow tape at the edge of the 

crime scene. 

He whispered to Block, “I’m sorry to say that Joshua also may have murdered their boy, Titan. 

He probably covered the boy’s face with a cloth full of the herbicide that sent him into an asthma 

attack.” Pepper’s head throbbed with a raging migraine. “Would you please tell the Faucets.” 

“Well,” Block said, “I just got a call that the kid’s in an oxygen tent at Mercy Hospital,” Block 

said. “He’ll be okay. But, why Joshua?” 

Pepper just stared at Captain Block waiting for him to get a clue. 

Block smacked his own forehead. “Of course, the last relative died. The old man’s will.” 

Inspector Pepper, pulled a pepperoni off his pizza and tossed it to Othello. He stared out his 

window at the blue neon sign of the Pizza Palace with one of the P’s now  flickering, and 

listened to an old folk song, “I thought the sun rose in your eyes,” which was their song, his, and 

his wife’s. 



 


