
Here is the seventh 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. 

 

Murder by Kindness 

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 felt certain that he was somehow responsible for his wife’s 

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

migraine headache every time a case came to fruition. 

The Mildred Murders had left Gerald Pepper in a state of suspended animation. When Eloise 

flopped down in front of him at his table at the Pizza Palace, she had to look twice, to make sure 

this wasn’t just a statue of her friend Gerald. He stared past the neon beer sign with a vacant 

look. Even her waving her hand in front of him and making faces couldn’t crack the granite 

visage. 

Only when Darleen Witherspoon wheeled her son, Chip, into the place, did Pepper’s face 

change.  Chip screamed at his mother like a banshee, spewing flecks of venomous saliva, his 

arms hanging uselessly at his side. This awakened Pepper from his semi-coma.  He actually was 

in a coma once, for three days after his wife’s murder. 

“She is so kind to him,” Eloise commented on Mrs. Witherspoon’s unswerving patience. Chip 

had had some sort of industrial accident at the one factory on the edge of town that kept 

Crookfield economically alive. They built airplane parts for the government. Chip was left 

quadriplegic by the mishap. 

Gerald had apparently gone back into his semi-coma. He stared at Chip’s shoelaces. 

“I never get how gentle souls are given the job of caring for the uncaring. He’s such a cretin,” 

Eloise said.  “They live next door. He screams at her constantly. Her only relief is his Saturday 

trips to LA for therapy. Then she usually invites me over for milk and cookies.” 

Eloise’s attempt at conversation with Gerald Pepper was met with a barely perceptible nod. 



Two days later Eloise caught Gerald’s full attention. 

“He’s dead, Gerald,” she said.  “Wiped out by a dump truck just past the Air Thrust Factory sign 

on the 183. “Dad thinks it might be suicide.” 

“And you believe it’s murder,” Pepper didn’t even look up from stirring a wedge of lemon in his 

diet coke. 

“That sign is a good mile from his home. No way he wheeled himself there, even with the chair’s 

electric motor, and then dashed himself out from behind the sign into the path of the oncoming 

truck.” 

“You think his mother did it?” Pepper asked. 

“No way,” Eloise said. “She’s  the kindest person I know. She knits sweaters for homeless 

people. Mother Theresa’s twin sister, without the habit.” 

“Then?” 

“I think the company hired someone to take him out. They had a multi-million dollar lawsuit 

going against them. They say they offered Mrs. Witherspoon a six figure out-of-court settlement, 

but Chip wanted seven figures. 

“Evidence?” 

“I’m sure you’ll find something,” Eloise parried. 

Pepper closed his eyes and rubbed the bridge of his dented nose wondering what it would take to 

end Eloise’s campaign to bring him back into this world, this world of misery and deception. 

Eloise took hold of his shoulder and squeezed.  Pepper opened his eyes with the enthusiasm of a 

sick sloth. “Mrs. Witherspoon deserves to know, Gerald.” 

“Mrs. Witherspoon deserves to be in prison,” Pepper reached down and  untied one of his shoe 

laces. He sat up. “Tie that for me, will you please?” 

Eloise knew he was making a point and went down to one knee to retie the shoelace. “So?” 

“Look at the shoelace you tied and compare it to the one I tied,” Pepper said. 

“OMG.” Eloise exclaimed. “The knot I tied looks different because of which strand is over 

which. You were staring at his shoelaces.” 

“And how does a quadriplegic tie his own shoes?” 

“The real question,” Eloise said. “Is how are you going to prove your case with a few strands of 

shoelace?” 



“There’s a better question than that,” Pepper said. “The one you’re going to ask Mrs. 

Witherspoon that will inadvertently reveal her ruse.” 

“And that is?” Eloise said. 

“For you to figure out,” Pepper’s stone face cracked just the barest hint of a smile. 

That afternoon, Eloise baked cookies, and, with a quart of milk, visited her neighbor. After the 

visit she asked Gerald to accompany her to the police station. 

“Pepper,” Captain Block said.  “You got something on the Witherspoon case? 

“No,” Pepper said. “But Eloise does.” 

Captain Block gave her a fatherly frown. “Eloise Christine Block, what did I tell you about 

meddling in investigations?” Using her full name put all he said in boldface type. 

“All I did was bring cookies to a grieving mom,” Eloise defended. 

“And…?” Block said. 

“And I just casually looked in the back of the van that Air Thrust gave them for transporting 

Chip. One window had a new crack in it, as if there had been a commotion inside. I looked closer 

and saw a couple of stands of hair in the crack.” 

“Circumstantial,” Block said. “And none of your business.” 

“And then there was her Freudian slip.” 

Block just rolled his eyes at Pepper as if to say, “Look what you have created here.” 

“She spoke very kindly of Chip and wept quietly a few times. But one time she accidently 

referred to him as “Shit” instead of Chip.” Eloise paused to examine the effects of her words on 

the two men. 

They were speechless. 

“Then there was the question,” Eloise said.  “The one question that sealed her guilt as the 

murderer of her son.” 

“Which was…” Gerald gave her her cue. 

“May I use your bathroom?” Eloise glanced at her mentor. “Her answer was “no” followed by a 

feeble reason.” 

“So…” Captain Block was hooked by her story. 



“So, I believe an autopsy will reveal the presence of a drug in the body, a drug to subdue Chip, 

for mother’s task of driving him out to that billboard and shoving him out from behind it at just 

the right time.  She’s built up some great upper body strength pushing that obnoxious, grown 

man here and there. Then you can find the drug in Mrs. Witherspoon’s trash, or traces in the 

bowl of her toilet after she attempts to dispose of it from its current location, the medicine 

cabinet of her bathroom. She is a very kind person, but not a very skilled murderer.” 

Pepper stared out his window at the Pizza Palace sign in blue neon light wondering if he and his 

wife had had a daughter if she would have turned out like Inspector Eloise, and he listened to 

that old love song, “The first time ever I saw your face…” It was their song, his and his wife’s. 

 


