
       Here is the ninth 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. As always, 

you may click on the audio icon and listen to the author read the story. Enjoy! 

[audio http://patricpeake.files.wordpress.com/2013/08/murder-by-proxy_0.mp3]Murder by 

Proxy 

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 still questioned what his own involvement was in 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 previous case being the one exception. 

Pepper sat in one of the back corner tables of the Pizza Palace sipping a Diet Cola and thought 

about putting a Do Not Disturb sign on his table. He wanted to just sit there are reconstruct his 

actions from that table to Lookout Point where Billy, the child actor, and murderer, had taken 

him saying that his wife, Mildred, was preparing to jump. Billy had showed him the note in her 

handwriting. 

Gerald, forgive me. I’ve done some things I cannot explain, even to you. 

Love, Mildred 

Tears covered the little note blurring most of the words. 

BOOM!!!! 

One of those wrecking balls on a hundred-foot cable had just smashed, not into a building, but 

squarely on top of one of the two town police cars. Outside the Pizza Palace, across the street, 

they were knocking down the tallest building in Crookfield, the old bank building, all four 

stories. 

It instantly killed the driver, corporal Smelling. Sirens from the other police car sounded from 

the other end of town. Pepper moved to the front window and observed. The operator of the 

equipment that sent that ball into its murderous mission appeared to Pepper to be quite 

unconcerned about what he had just done. 



In fact, in the interview with Captain Block minutes later, the operator, Bill Fisk, admitted to 

aiming the giant ball right at the police car. He never missed, he bragged. 

Block grabbed his shirt collar and twisted. “You bastard!” 

Pepper had to put a hand on Block’s shoulder and pointed out that his daughter, Eloise had just 

arrived on the scene. This was in an effort to assist Block in regaining his sanity instead of 

knocking the block off of Bill Fisk. 

“Smelling didn’t deserve this,” Block said to Pepper. “I was putting him in for sergeant.”  He 

glanced at the Inspector remembering that that was Pepper’s old rank. 

Expressionless, Pepper turned to Eloise, “Isn’t it a school day.” 

“President’s day,” Eloise said. 

“Which one?” Pepper tested. 

“Stalin,” she said. 

Captain Block didn’t hear this as he was cuffing Bill Fisk and shoving him with some energy 

into the back of his squad car. 

Pepper simply waited for Eloise. 

“Gerald.” She grabbed his arm. “Remember that case where you caught that bigshot Russian guy 

for murdering three drug dealers in LA? Corporal Smelling was the guy who found the bodies.” 

“The Jigsaw Murders. They brought the bodies all the way to the Crookfield woods, mixed up all 

the body parts, and buried them all over the place. Bill Fisk is not Russian,” Pepper observed. 

“Yeah, but what if they have his family and are promising to send him fingers if he doesn’t do 

what they say,” Eloise enjoyed crime investigating more that Pepper thought healthy. 

“He didn’t seem that concerned when your dad questioned him. Pizza?” 

“I’m starved,” Eloise said. 

As they sat at a window table, Pepper noticed that his former table was now occupied by two 

non-local men. He nodded and Eloise discretely looked. 

“The one looks Russian,” her eyes widened. 

One wore a New York Yankees baseball cap, and looked like he could work construction, or be a 

body guard. The second man, however, intrigued Pepper. He wore a black tux, a gold watch, 



several rings, and a diamond tie tack. He also had a small, gold hoop through one ear. His nails 

were manicured and his slick, black hair was trimmed and symmetrical. 

Apparently, the man spotted Pepper’s glances, because as they left, he stopped at Pepper’s table 

and offered the following: 

“You carry heavy weight on shoulders, sir. You think you do something very bad, but it was the 

opposite. You name your dog after man in Shakespeare and you try to figure out what Boris have 

to do with the big ball on the car out there.” He grinned seeing the accuracy of his words on 

Pepper’s face. “Have nice day.” He handed Pepper his card. Boris Takosky, Magic of the Mind.  

The man paused and turned back to Pepper. “Maybe change your migraine meds. Maybe that 

help.” 

*** 

“Has Dr. Forbes said anything to you about changing my meds?” Pepper had been impressed by 

the magician more than he cared to admit. 

“Same as always.” The pharmacist shoved the little brown bottle of pills across the counter to 

Pepper. 

*** 

“I thought I made it clear I did not want Eloise here for this, Captain Block.” Only Pepper’s 

voice disclosed the hint of his being upset. 

“Told you,” Block said to his daughter who sat beside him in her softball uniform holding her 

favorite bat. 

“O – M – G!”  Eloise commented. 

Two grown men displaying their most strenuous frowns were just barely enough to prompt 

Eloise to slam the Pizza Palace door on her way out. 

“Listen carefully,” Pepper leaned towards Block on his elbows. “Look only once and very briefly 

and casually at the man sitting in the corner.” 

“Done,” Block then focused his gaze through the beer sign at the shambles of the bank building. 

Pepper shook loose two capsules from his med container, popped them in his mouth, and took a 

sip of Diet Coke, glancing at the man in the corner as he tipped the glass. He was watching. 

Within moments, Pepper began having convulsions, saliva bubbled out of his mouth, his eyes 

fluttered and he doubled over.  His head thunked on the table. He lay motionless. 



“Pepper! My God!” Block hit 911 on his cell and tilted his head to give mouth to mouth. 

The man in the corner whisked by them smiling and said, not quite loud enough for Block to 

make it out, “Must be loverboys.” 

Before Block’s lips touched Pepper’s, Pepper’s eyes popped open. “Presto, Boris! Magic.” 

Boris turned with fire in his eyes reaching for something inside his tux jacket. 

Block drew his gun.  “Put that ugly face on the floor and chew sawdust.” 

As Block pulled out what looked like Boris’s magic wand, but was actually a single shot pistol, 

Boris mumbled into the sawdust. “How did you know?” 

“Arrogance,” Pepper said to the back of Boris’s head. “You had me tricked, but then you had to 

wave your arrogant plan in my face, your plan to change my meds.” 

“I am completely certain,” Boris said. “That you will find no evidence of me having anything to 

do with your meds.” 

“Right,” Pepper said. “Just like there will be no physical evidence of you being anywhere near 

that wrecking ball when it killed Corporal Smelling.” 

The cuffs clinked close on the Boris’s wrists. 

The jingle bells rang on the Pizza Castle door as the big man with the New York Yankees 

baseball cap came in pointing a gun at Block’s head and beginning to pull the trigger. 

THUNK!  Eloise’s softball bat broke in half on the skull of the big man sending him into a heap 

on the floor. 

*** 

At the station, Pepper explained the power of suggestion in the hands of a professional like 

Boris. He had actually convinced that wrecking ball guy that he was just playing a really cool 

video game by smashing the Smelling’s squad car. He made certain that the pharmacist believed 

he was handing Pepper his regular migraine prescription when, the pharmacist himself, had put 

poison capsules in the bottle unconsciously. Pepper replaced them with Saw Palmelo. And Boris 

suggested unconsciously to the man in the baseball cap, that Block had been instrumental in the 

9-11 terrorist attack that killed the man’s wife. 

All three men had been to Boris Takosky’s magic show in the neighboring town the night before 

and were each individually invited back stage for a personal demonstration of his powers. Eloise 

held an expressionless, Pepper-like face as they verified her suspicion that this was connected to 

the Jigsaw Murders. Boris was the murderer’s brother. 



“Each attempted, and, in one case, successful, murder,” Pepper concluded. “was a murder by 

proxy.” 

*** 

Pepper gazed out the window of his apartment at the blue, neon sign advertising the Pizza Castle, 

left on all night. 

O God, that men put an enemy in their mouths to steal away their brains. Pepper quoted 

Othello’s namesake and tossed him a crust of pizza. 

As he listened to their song, “The first time ever I saw your face…” Pepper wondered if his own 

brain had been stolen away that night, and if perhaps, indeed, he murdered his own wife, by 

proxy. 

 


