
Here is the fifth 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.  

Unprovable 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 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. 

No murder puzzled Pepper more than the one where he was eye witness to the murder itself, a 

gruesome thing, and could find no way to prove it and little need to. Eloise Block saw it, too. 

Eloise, age thirteen, loved to go for pizza with her divorced daddy police Captain Block and 

became fascinated with Gerald. She could tell him the saddest, the most horrifying, and the 

funniest things that she found on the Internet and know he would have no emotional response. 

She felt it her mission to find the human emotion hidden deep beneath his false belief that he’d 

murdered his wife, Mildred. Eloise knew it was in him because she would get just the tiniest 

glint of light in his eyes when she called him “Gerald.” 

So when she took Pepper to the circus, she made sure they had front row seats for the tiger show. 

World-renowned for controlling three tigers in the cage with nothing more than a small lash, a 

chair, and a look of steel that told them he was the master of the cage, Apollo Perkins, was a 

homegrown boy. He was in Crookfield for a special one-night performance, and to visit his mom 

who was on her last legs at the convalescent hospital. Actually, both her legs had been removed 

because of advanced diabetes. Not that she could have walked on them much anyway as she was 

extremely overweight. 

At the first crack of his whip in front of three huge healthy Bengal tigers, Eloise watched 

Pepper’s eyes to see if just a smidgeon of excitement would leak through them. Nothing. 

Pepper simply gazed at the man and beasts thinking that he could probably do that job as well as 

Apollo. It wasn’t arrogance on Pepper’s part, just a simple observation that the key to the tiger 

master’s skill, was his ability to show the tigers no emotion. Gerald’s strong suit. 



The Inspector in Gerald Pepper emerged when he noticed a double-wide wheel chair being 

pushed into the circus tent by two attendants, one on each handle. The rider directed them to a 

position next to the cage and behind the tigers. She had a white pastry box on her lap and was 

eating a jelly donut. 

“Is that…?” Gerald asked Eloise. 

“Yes, it’s his mom.” Eloise became excited at the possibility visiting Gerald’s emotional island. 

“You want to hear something really sad, Gerald? She has no legs under that blanket.” She 

watched Pepper’s eyes. No response. 

Both Eloise and Pepper studied the lady’s face as she held out a fresh jelly donut and waved it 

like she was offering it to her son. When she saw that Apollo had just became aware of her 

presence there, she broke into a giant, full-dentured smile. 

Seconds later all three tigers attacked Apollo and mauled him brutally. People ran out of the 

place horror struck, making it tough for Captain Block and his men to get in and shoot all three 

beasts, too late for the master of the cage. Eloise clutched Pepper’s arm tears streaming down her 

face. “Oh, Gerald,” she said. “How awful.” She looked up at him and noticed just the tiniest 

glimmer of emotion looking back at her, not for the man, nor his mother, but for Eloise, herself. 

His attempt at verbal comfort, however, fell a bit short. “Well,” he said. “I guess looks can kill.” 

As Inspector Pepper approached Mrs. Perkins he saw her smile switch into the look that his own 

mother sometimes used to give him when he was in trouble. “What do you want?” she asked 

with an absence of motherly remorse. 

Pepper asked just one question. “May I have one of those delicious jelly donuts?” 

She sniggered. “Sure.  You can have this one.” She handed Pepper the one she had waved at her 

son. “Enjoy. They’re sugar free.” She broke into that smile again. 

“Thanks,” Pepper said discreetly placing the pastry in a plastic evidence bag and returning to 

Eloise to thank her for such an interesting afternoon. 

“Oh, Gerald,” Eloise said in frustration and got a ride home with her daddy. 

Feeling quite certain that the murder he witness was completely “un-provable,” Pepper relaxed 

and waited until the next day to visit Captain Block with the news. In the meantime, he did check 

in with one of Mildred’s friends who worked at the convalescent hospital where Mrs. Perkins 

resided. 

The next day, Pepper visited Captain Block. The jelly donut Mrs. Perkins gave Pepper wouldn’t 

have killed him. It would have simply given him a bit of a sugar rush and increased his heart rate 

a bit, according to the lab. However, had Mrs. Perkins eaten that donut, she would have more 



than likely gone into cardiac arrest. But Pepper didn’t come to talk about that unsuccessful 

murder. He came to talk about a successful murder. 

And despite a raging migraine headache, Pepper was able to explain that Mrs. Perkins had been 

threatening her son for his total selfishness and taking his father, her husband, for his last penny 

before he died in order to finance and feed his stupid tiger act. She threatened to reveal some 

shifting of the family finances which left her dependent upon government assistance. 

Pepper went on to say: “Apparently, Apollo took her seriously. He injected one of her sugar free 

jelly donuts with so much sugar syrup that would send her heart into overdrive and a certain 

heart attack.” 

“Patients in her situation pretty much lie in bed all day and often appear to be asleep when 

they’re actually listening in a semi-conscious state, listening for any reason to wake up. She saw 

which pastry her son had injected.” 

“So when she appeared at the circus, not one, but two looks, led to the death of Apollo. First, 

there was her smile, as she waved his intended murder weapon, the jelly donut, a smirking smile 

which said, I’ve got you now.” 

“The second look was the look of complete fear of being caught, that the master of the cage 

should have never shown the tigers and for good reason. As soon as those beasts saw that fear, he 

became prey.” 

Gerald Pepper turned to Eloise who was visiting her dad at the station. “See, Eloise, not all 

murders have to be caused by a violent act,” Pepper said. “Some can be caused by a mother’s 

smile.” 

Her response, an exasperated, “Oh, Gerald.” 

Pepper stared out his window at the Pizza Palace sign in blue neon light with several letters on 

the blink, wondered what was on the blink inside his heart, and listened to that old love song, 

“The first time ever I kissed your lips…” It was their song, his and his wife’s. 

 


