
 

Murder by Omission 

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. 

 His efforts to leave behind his sleuthing career had been thwarted by the persistent 

efforts of his friend, fourteen-year-old Eloise Block, the police captain’s daughter. His tacit 

replacement Sergeant Detective Carol Armstrong, didn’t help because she considered him a 

mentor, a word which made Pepper think of those round, white candy mints with the same 

stem word. Knock of the “r” and you’ve got fresh breath. 

 That was rolling around in Pepper’s mind when both young ladies joined him at his 

office, a corner table at Pizza Palace, the cultural hub of Crookfield. 

 “Here’s the thing,” Sergeant Detective Armstrong brushed a renegade curl of blond hair 

from her face. “We found the school librarian, Mrs. Walsh, lying in a large bed of prickly pear 

cacti, in her back yard, face down, unfortunately.” 

 “But get this, Gerald,” Eloise chimed in. The coroner can find no evidence of foul play, 

just a ticker that gave its last tick. And there were no signs of anyone ever being near the 

murder scene but Mrs. Walsh, no murder weapon, no suspects, nothing.” 

 “And this is any of my business because….?” 

 “Because it is a murder,” Armstrong said as Eloise nodded approval. 

 Pepper groaned slightly at the beginning of a visit from an old friend, migraine, who he 

had managed to avoid for months. He rubbed his temples. “Nothing at the scene. Just Mrs. 

Walsh and a cactus bed.” 



 “And a watering can,” Armstrong added. “It appeared to have fallen out of her hands 

when she either fell or was pushed. She wasn’t that old, fifties maybe.” 

 “Pass.” 

 “We’re not playing poker here, Gerald,” Eloise was poised for this response from her 

friend. “Mrs. Walsh was beloved by all the students at the junior high. She dressed  up as 

characters from the latest popular novels. Her Dumbledor was amazing.” 

 “Usually prerequisite to murder is the victim being unbeloved by someone,” Pepper 

pointed out. 

 “Exactly,” Sergeant Armstrong put a hand on Pepper’s arm, an unfortunate habit she’d 

acquired since they met. “Which is why we look for motive first, method second in this case.” 

 Pepper pretended to stretch in order to conveniently remove his arm from Armstrong’s 

touch. “Well, I think you’re right on course, Inspector. My services are completed.” 

 “Gerald,” Eloise frowned.  “It will take you all of fifteen minutes to look over Mrs. 

Walsh’s home.” 

 “Just the amount of time I need to read another chapter of this book and finish my Diet 

Coke with a delicious slice of lemon.” 

 “Unless an unfortunate accident were to occur and someone accidentally bumped your 

drink so it spilled all over your book.”  Eloise brown eyes bore holes. 

 “Please.” He shoved the book closer. “It’s a romance novel. Murder it.” 

 “Eloise,” Inspector Armstrong said. “Mr. Strumpfield.” 

 “The grounds keeper?” Eloise asked. 

 “Hold on,” Armstrong made a call on her cell. “Yes. Yes!” She turned back to Pepper. 

“You were right, Inspector Pepper,” she said. “It was a crime of romance.  Strumpfield had left 

flowers from his cuttings around the school for her library, but they really were for her. We just 

found out she was on strong meds for her heart AND Mr. Strumpfield has mysteriously left 

town.” 

 “Brilliant Gerald!” Eloise chimed in. 

 “But, why? And how?” Sergeant Inspector Armstrong, brushed aside another vagrant 

blond curl. 



 Pepper gave the most sarcastic, if not nihilistic snort he could summon. Since these 

ladies were so intent on venerating his ability to solve a crime en abstentia, he ventured the 

most absurd answer he could muster.  

He took a long, slow sip on his Diet Coke for effect. “The meds were for a medically 

broken heart but, actually, it was broken romantically as well.  She couldn’t get over the loss of 

a previous lover. 

Pepper felt what may have been the beginnings of guilt, but ironically, his migraine was 

much better as he watched the eager faces of Eloise and Armstrong. “When Strumfield found 

that out, he replaced her white-coated heart meds with Tic Tacs. His reasoning was that her 

former lover killed her, by breaking her heart. Since he couldn’t recapture her heart, himself, he 

would accelerate the process.” 

 

As Pepper tossed a ball for Othello into the stream out behind his cottage, he found 

himself shaking his head. They had caught up with Strumfield and he had verified every point 

Pepper had brought up with his two idolaters. Except one. Her meds were light green, so he 

used the mint Tic Tacs. The meds she needed to live, had been omitted, murder by omission. 

Pepper tossed a Mento into his mouth and found it quite refreshing. 

  

  

 

 


