
Here is the forth in a series of ten stories about Inspector Pepper. I suggest, if you haven't 

read the others, that you begin with story one. While each story is its own story, there are 

changes in the Inspector that occur over the course of all ten stories.  

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 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. 

Which is why Inspector Pepper became so puzzled when his migraine headache spoke so clearly, 

while the evidence seemed to whisper from so far, far, away, Australia. 

“ You could try a salad once in a while,” said Eloise Block, thirteen-year-old daughter of the 

Captain and devoted reformer with one, single-minded project in her cue, Gerald Pepper. 

Pepper chewed on a rather dry and crusty breadstick, not one of the Pizza Palace’s calling cards. 

He dipped the stick in his diet coke. 

“Hi Eloise,” Meadow Winslow, Eloise’s Geometry teacher, brought the first piece of evidence to 

Pepper. She handed him a portrait of her brother presented in a fake wood frame. 

She explained to Pepper that her father had apparently died of a heart attack two weeks ago in his 

taxidermy studio several miles out in the country. She found this portrait recently nailed up on 

his wall and was certain that her brother had somehow murdered their father.  She pointed out to 

Pepper that her brother absolutely despised his father for not lying to the authorities about 

evidence leading to a big drug deal for him, and creating a situation whereby he had to quickly 

flee the country and move to Australia. 

“Is he in Australia now?” Pepper asked. 

“He’s been there for two years,” Meadow replied.”But this picture that my father hung on his 

wall?  Look closely.” 

Pepper examined the picture of Craig Winslow, one leg propped on a rock, smiling at the camera 

and waving, with a panorama of an Australian bay in the background. He spotted it, down by his 



side, barely in the shot, the brother’s other hand doubled into a fist, with one finger, the middle 

finger, extended down in a gesture of disapproval. 

“And you think that you father noticed this and died of a heart attack?” Pepper almost couldn’t 

believe he was even asking such a ridiculous question. 

“I’m angry, Inspector,” she said. “Not stupid. My dad’s glasses were as thick as coke bottles.” 

“I wish I could say I feel sorry that I asked,” Pepper said. “But then, I haven’t felt much of 

anything lately.” Pepper gazed through the neon beer sign in the window. 

“Well I am sorry,” Meadow said. “I heard about your wife.” 

“Don’t worry, Miss Winslow. If your dad was murdered, Gerald, um, Inspector Pepper will find 

out.” Eloise put herself in charge of Pepper’s public relations as well. 

“When was the last time your brother was with your father?” Pepper asked 

“Two years ago. About a week before Christmas, in Dad’s shop. The last time I saw them they 

were fighting. Craig blamed Dad for mother drinking herself into an early grave and then him 

going into hibernation in his cave, the taxidermy shop, and paying more attention to dead 

animals than living humans. Anyway, the police came that night storming in the front door. 

Craig ran out the back.” 

“Well?” Pepper asked. 

“Well, it was true. Dad did that. But Mom, she was a piece of work. Venom spewed out of her 

mouth when she drank. A skill she passed on to my brother.” Meadow held up the portrait. 

“Okay, I’ll look into it.” Pepper spoke with the enthusiasm of a cat about to be given a bath. 

At the old man’s taxidermy shop, Pepper looked around as Meadow watched. He examined the 

wall where the picture had hung, tapped on it, examined the nail still in it. 

He scrutinized the room from the floor to ceiling and visited each of the dead animals 

memorialized by the old man’s work.  It looked as if he was asking each one questions.  And it 

looked like he was hearing their answers. One particularly long conversation was with a full-

sized black bear. 

He finally turned to Meadow and asked just one more question. “Why did your father have 

that?” He pointed to the juncture between two walls and the ceiling, barely able to see what he 

was pointing at because of the white aura around his eyes which accompanied his severe 

migraine headache. 

“That’s a bug sprayer,” she said. “With the kind of work Dad did, bugs just love to come in for a 

free meal.” 



“Well,” Pepper said. The hard part is not solving the murder here. It’s finding a way to get your 

brother back and into a set of handcuffs.” 

“I knew he did it,” she said. 

Pepper pulled out a pad and pen which he rarely used in solving any case. He scribbled a little 

note on it and handed it to Meadow. “Could you send him an email with this in it?” 

Pepper’s note read: 

Dear Brother, 

          I don’t know why he bothers, but our dad left a little note for you in the event of his 

death.  Here’s what it said: “It’s all right here where you left it. They never found it and the bear 

hasn’t said a word. Do what you want with it.” 

          “That should bring him running back,” Pepper said. “And when he arrives, Captain Block 

will greet him as he tries to recover the drug money he stashed inside that bear.” 

“And this…” Pepper took hold of the portrait, “…became the murder weapon. The nail driven 

into this specific spot of the wall triggered a device installed two years ago, which injected 

cyanide into the bug sprayer.  Cyanide produces a heart attack-like effect, and since your father 

wasn’t found for two weeks, had plenty of time to dissipate.” 

“As you can see from the way the family portraits and pictures were arranged on this wall, this 

was the spot reserved for a repentant son, who actually felt no such repentance, but rather, 

probably something more like joy for the fact that the picture he was sending to his dear, old, dad 

would kill him.  In the portrait, Craig Winslow was waving good bye.” 

Inspector Pepper straightened his portrait of Mildred smiling at him genuinely, tossed a 

breadstick to Othello, which the pooch summarily rejected, and sat looking out of his one 

window at the blue neon sign of the Pizza Palace. She had always wanted to go to Australia. 

They had never made the trip. He listened to the words of old folk song, “The first time ever I 

kissed your lips.” It was their song, his, and his wife’s. 

 


