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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. 

 Perhaps a journey to the Motherland could free Pepper of his affinity for pulling 

yet another murder case his way.  He’d befriended Sir Douglas Brainsworthy in a case 

involving Sir Douglas’ American cousin in Crutchfield, California, which Pepper 

resolved. The Duke invited him to a week in the Lake District at his summer estate. 

 Now, Pepper sat on the patio of the Dove Cottage Teahouse, sipping diet coke in 

a tea cup and leafing through an older edition of the collected works of Wordsworth.  It 

did not bode well, however, when his eyes reached the second to last stanza of the 

poem he was on. 

 

 Sweet is the lore which Nature brings; 
           Our meddling intellect 
          Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of things:--  
           We murder to dissect. 
 

 At that exact moment a rarely seen police car zoomed by, sirens screaming. 

Pepper comforted himself in the thought that at least Eloise was a continent away and 

couldn’t hoodwink him into another diversion from retirement. It was while thinking that, 

that Penelope Brainsworthy, the Duke’s thirteen-year-old daughter appeared. 

 Although she looked nothing like Eloise, jet black hair with dramatic, thick 

eyebrows, and an angular face, pale, serious. Ah, but the eyes. They had the twinkle of 

the mischievous. Pepper recognized it instantly. The British version of Eloise! 

 “Word spreads here as quickly as an afternoon shower, you know.” Penny, as 

her father referred to her, sat at Pepper’s table and awaited a response. 



 “And what word would that be?” he asked with the dread of a bug floating on the 

surface of a trout stream. 

 “One of your favorite, I believe, Inspector Pepper.” Her steel-gray eyes widened 

slightly at the word Inspector.  “Murder.” 

 “I’m on vacation.” Pepper knew it was futile. 

 “So was the pike fisherman in the reeds of Grassmere where he was found 

doubled  over in a painful death, with a large pike still on his line. Do you fish, Inspector 

Pepper?” 

 “Not in the generic sense of the word. Right now, however, I’m fishing for a way 

out of this conversation.” Pepper was careful to temper the somewhat aggressive 

comment with a look of a wildebeest captured by a lion. 

 “Eloise said you would do this,” she said. 

  “This?” Pepper knew very well the this she referred to. “You know Eloise.” 

 “Facebook.” 

 “Right.” Pepper rubbed the bridge of his dented nose. Her eyes felt like claws. 

 “So, let’s go,” Penny said. 

 “Go?” 

       “The scene of the crime. It’s a short hike from here.” She scooted her chair back. 

  

 As they viewed the body being dragged through the lake reeds by police in front 

of a small crowd of hikers, Pepper got a good look. “Looks to me like the murderer is old 

age. That man has to be in his nineties.” 

 “Ninety seven, to be exact,” A man not much younger than the victim stepped 

forward wearing high-end hiking gear, included two walking poles. “He loved fishing. 

We thought it might help. He’d become such a curmudgeon since they took away his 

driving license. Started losing touch, seemed to be headed round the bend, as they 

say.” 

 One of the police brought in his fishing pole, the line busted. “Massive pike he 

had on. At least ten pounds.  Must have been a hairy fight.” 

 Obviously the victim’s brother, the man in hiking gear put his arm around his 

wife. “We’d tried everything. Therapy, massage, acupuncture, essential oils, everything 

but medical. He had an aversion to MD’s.”  



 “MD’s?” 

 “He didn’t want to hear about his bad heart. Called it nonsense.” 

 Pepper stared out at the reeds with the blank look he’d learned from watching 

the faces of people riding The Tube. He’d hoped it would be useful. 

 “What do you think, Gerald?” Penny asked. 

 Pepper winced at the over personal use of his first name reserved only for Eloise. 

He glanced at the much younger wife standing beside the victim’s brother. “Anyone ask 

him?” 

 “Ask him what?” The brother looked perplexed. 

 Suppressing a scoffing sound, Pepper stepped back and started to walk away. 

 “What are you thinking, Gerald?” Penny asked. 

 “Not much,” Pepper said. 

 “But you saw the guilty look on her face.” 

  Pepper marched onward. “You can’t arrest a woman for luring to her husband 

into suggesting a dangerous course of action, knowing he will bite because he’s so 

preoccupied in thinking about how to fix his brother.”  

 Penny matched Pepper stride for stride on the lakeside trail listening to Pepper 

continue. 

“He’d try anything, even placing his 97 year old brother in a physical situation 

sure to send his heart into a dither. I’m certain there are inheritance benefits to her, but 

so what. This was the brother over-thinking, trying, as it were, to dissect his brother in 

order to cure him. It was a simple heart attack, but really, it was murder by dissection.” 

 “They should have just asked the old man what he wanted ,” Penny observed. 

 “You seem to possess some of the same facility as your friend, Eloise.” Pepper 

almost smiled. 

 “You’re her real friend, Gerald. I’m just a Facebook friend.” 

 Pepper wondered if there was a way to contact his beloved dog, Othello, by 

Facebook. He missed him and was eager to get back.  

 

 

 



 

 


