
Welcome back, Inspector Pepper fans! It's time to start Season Two of the inspector's 

murder mysteries. He actually had plans to retire after his near-death experience, but 

Eloise Block, his thirteen-year-old friend and daughter of the Police Chief, has different 

ideas. If you're new to Inspector Pepper, I suggest you scroll down to the beginning of 

Season One and enjoy all ten of the previous mysteries. Just to remind you, the series was 

written with the idea in mind that a mystery could be written completely in less than 4 

pages, or a ten minute read. This is so some of my special friends at the Los Robles Care 

Center could enjoy a good story without having to remember a previous chapter. But I find 

it's just fun to see how much one can pack into such a small space. ENJOY! 

MURDER MATCH 

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 quaint little cottage on the 

outskirts of 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. 

With the announcement that Gerald Pepper had quit investigating murders for Police Captain 

Block, he thought he would be a free man. “Think again,” was Eloise’s battle cry. She was the 

Captain’s daughter and refused to let her friend atrophy like some old retired person. 

“Can you believe it, Gerald! Not only is she young, pretty, in a superficial way, and oblivious to 

the finer aspects of murder investigation, she’s from LA!” Eloise slapped the table at the Pizza 

Palace and Inspector Pepper’s Diet Coke spilled half its contents onto the surface. “He gave her 

Sergeant stripes. She’s supposed to learn investigation techniques from my dad and then go back 

to LA as a police detective.  What a joke!” 

“I see nothing funny about that, Eloise.” Pepper wiped the spill with five napkins. 

“Her name’s Carol, Carol Armstrong. Sergeant Inspector Armstrong,” she added with a sneer. 

“She’s a blond.” 

“Are you stereotyping, Eloise?” 

“Oh, Gerald!” She placed a fist on the tabletop, propped her chin on it, and pulled down a strand 

of her brunette hair to chew on. 

The jingle bells rang at the door. Captain Block led in a blond police officer with a slender, but 

fit frame, small features, a brisk walk, and a tiny tattoo of a rose on her right ankle. She appeared 

to Pepper to be in her mid thirties—a kid. 



“Pepper, I wanted you to meet our new investigator, Carol Armstrong.” 

“You’re Inspector Pepper?” She looked befuddled. 

“Yes.” 

“I… It’s just … I thought you were much older. We’ve studied so many of your cases at the 

Academy.” She took a breath and extended her hand. “An honor to meet you, sir.” 

Pepper gave a weak smile and shook her hand with the firmness of a dead squid. 

“A good student,” Block said. “She’s already solved her first murder. Up in the Ocean Breeze 

Foothills. Some guy named Harold Stocking from Frisco, came down here to camp with his, his 

– um – buddy and was found blown to smithereens by a stick of dynamite. A book of matches 

was all Armstrong needed to prove it was old Mad Man Pete, the hermit that lives up there.” 

“Congratulations.” Pepper stared into his half empty Diet Coke praying for no further discussion. 

“How can you be so sure,” Eloise stomped on his prayer. 

“DNA on the matchbook matched the old man. Footprints all around the campsite of the old 

guy’s boots. And dynamite found in his shack up there. That’s how.” Sergeant Armstrong cast a 

condescending grin at Eloise. “She’s cute.” 

Eloise’s eyes narrowed and she glanced over at Pepper staring into his soda. 

“The guy must have jammed the stick right down Stocking’s throat,” Block added. “Only his 

lower legs and feet were intact.  His friend confirmed his identity by the two toes that had been 

cut off his feet. The guy said two gold rings were stuck on them.” 

The door jangled and in came a young man in hiking boots, a backpack, and a gold earring, his 

face streaked from tears. He plopped down at a table after ordering. When he became aware of 

the police, he turned away. 

“Maybe we should go,” Block said. 

“Nice meeting you,” Sergeant Inspector Armstrong put a hand on Pepper’s shoulder. He 

suppressed a cringe. “You, too.” She added, pointing at  Eloise. 

As the door jangled their departure Eloise turned to Pepper fuming. “Gerald, that was perfect 

murder evidence. You know it was!” Eloise referred to the phrase Inspector Pepper used when 

all the evidence fell into place too easily. 

“I suppose,” Pepper lifted his gaze to the neon beer sign in the window. “Check his hands.” 

Eloise went over to the hiker and offered her condolences. 



“You don’t even know him!” The man wiped a stain on the table from the previous customer’s 

pizza with his napkin.”Are all you people so crass? You don’t even wipe the tables.” 

“Try the coffee,” Eloise offered a small retaliation. The coffee of the Pizza Castle was 

notoriously bad. 

Pepper just glanced at Eloise as she returned. She shook her head “no,” meaning no cigarette 

stains. Pepper let out a long, slow sigh and rubbed the scar on the bridge of his nose. 

“We gotta do this, Gerald. “Dad thinks he’s found Miss Marple.” 

Pepper got himself out of the chair as if he were dragging a mass of wet seaweed onto a beach. 

He took Eloise with him to the murder scene in the 1975 Bronco that belonged to his wife, 

Mildred before she was murdered. As they got out, the blast of the ocean breeze verified the 

name of the place. 

In less than two minutes, both Pepper and Eloise had each found one item that together, made it 

clear they had the wrong guy. Pepper found a footprint half destroyed by the big-booted footprint 

of Mad Man Pete, a woman’s. And Eloise found a cigarette butt with lipstick on it. 

“Pepper! To what do we owe the honor,” Block greeted him and Eloise at the station. 

“Do you want to tell him or should I?” Pepper asked Eloise. 

“Your turn,” she smiled and punctuated it with a frown at Sergeant Inspector Armstrong. The 

new investigator sat at her computer intent upon something on the screen. 

“Mad Man Pete isn’t your guy,” Pepper began. “you see…” 

“Yes, we know, Inspector Pepper.” The blond Sergeant stood with one foot poised in front of the 

other showing off her shapely figure. 

“I’m retired,” Pepper reminded everyone. 

“Pete told us about the woman up there, Stocking’s ex wife. I’ve been locating her on 

Facebook.” She turned her laptop to show them a full screen picture of two women and Harold 

Stocking. The women were hugging each other and grinning at the camera, while one of them 

held the hand of Harold Stocking. “That’s her.” Sergeant Inspector Armstrong touched the 

screen with the back of her pen. 

Pepper looked closely and seemed quite impressed with the new inspector’s work. “Very clear 

picture. The rings…” he began. 



“…were their wedding rings,” Sergeant Inspector Armstrong finished Pepper’s sentence. “…the 

ones they each wore on their fingers before Harold found out about his preference for men. She 

wanted them back.” 

“Did you find the drugs in the autopsy?” Pepper asked. 

“She was too small to subdue the guy by herself, although you’d be surprised what a girl my size 

can do with the proper moves. She used a heavy dose of valium to daze him and open his throat. 

It’s sometimes used for the removal of fish bones, or, in this case, the insertion of a stick of 

dynamite. She had a lighter obviously. Matches wouldn’t work in that ocean breeze.” Armstrong 

nodded at the three cigarette butts on her desk, all with lipstick stains. And the pink plastic 

disposable cigarette lighter. “Is there anything else, Inspector?” She smiled at Pepper. 

“No,” Pepper said.  “I guess not.” 

“Gerald?” Eloise recognized the look on his face. 

“What? What is it Pepper?” Captain Block asked. 

“Well,” Inspector Pepper avoided the penetrating blue eyes of Sergeant Inspector Armstrong. 

“It’s just that it wasn’t the ex wife.  His ex wife didn’t want just the rings back. She wanted her 

husband back, the way he used to be.” 

“Then who?” Captain Block asked. 

“ It was the woman who loved the ex wife and wanted her to make the same kind of change in 

sexual preference that her husband made.” 

“Really?” Armstrong commented. 

“This one.” Pepper tapped the screen with his comb . “Three cigarette butts? A nearly empty 

cigarette lighter?  See her stained hand there on her friend’s shoulder. Nasty habit, smoking.” 

“A quick DNA test of the lipstick will seal the deal.” Eloise couldn’t resist adding. 

Sergeant Inspector Armstrong again extended her hand to Pepper with what appeared to be a 

genuine look of admiration. Grasping his hand warmly, she said, “I’d appreciate it if you would 

just call me Carol. It truly is an honor to work with you sir.” 

As Pepper and Eloise left the station, Eloise asked, “Do you think she meant it, Gerald?” 

Pepper just widened his eyes a bit, which reminded Eloise that she was asking a man who was in 

the very early stages of developing people skills. 

Inspector Pepper tossed a stick into the little stream behind his cottage at the edge of town and 

watched Othello joyously splash through the water.  As he received the retrieved stick, his heart 



ached for a moment wishing he could hand the stick to Mildred for her to give it a toss. He knew 

she wanted him to keep his heart open, but it just seemed to hurt so much to do so. He gave the 

stick another toss. 

 


