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by Patric Peake 

 

The Croissant Murders 

(Correns:   Totally organic farming village in Southeast France) 

On the surface, Gerald Pepper, former 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. 

 He held up his glass of Diet Coke with the slice of lemon in it, sitting back comfortably at his table at 

Pizza Castle, literally his former home.  He used to live upstairs with Othello, back when his Inspector Pepper 

image was kept alive by the tenacious Eloise Block, daughter of the police captain.   

 Ah, but now he raised his glass in a toast to himself.  Either the crime rate in Crutchfield, California was 

at an all time low, or Eloise had decided that his replacement, Sergeant Detective Inspector Carol Armstrong 

could manage the job.  It had been months since his last case. 

 “And to my replacement.” Pepper concluded that the God who took the love of his life from him at the 

hands of a murderer, may still have some sense of justice.  It was time for Pepper to write his memoirs or some 

other such distraction. 

 “Hold that thought,” he said to God looking at the door. 

 Eloise came in gleaming at him in the reflection of the computer tablet screen shining on her face as she 

marched to his table. “Inspector Gerald Pepper, we are about to embark on an entirely new career.  We are going 

worldwide.” 

 “This world’s wide enough for me, Eloise.” He nodded at the window filled with neon. 

 “Technology – meet Talent.” Eloise turned the screen to face Pepper and began pacing in a circle. Always 

a bad sign, Pepper surmised. “Crutchfield, California is much too small for your skills, Gerald.  It’s time for you to 

go Worldwide.” She lay the tablet on the table in front of him and sat. The background on screen appeared to be 

a collage of mugshots of wanted criminals, each staring out of the screen with a look on their face that said, “I 

will kill you without blinking.” 

 “It’s time for you to find a boyfriend, Eloise.  You’re almost fourteen. Girls around here have babies by 

fifteen.” Gerald heard what he’d just said.  “Maybe a new hobby would be a better choice.” 

 Eloise made a little cross-eyed look at him as she and pushed a button on the tablet.  “This woman lives 

in the village of Correns in FRANCE, Gerald. Her name is Adelaide.” 



 “Allo, Eloise.” The woman on the screen said. “Ees this the famous Inspector Pepper?” 

 “In the flesh.” Eloise answered for him. 

 “Eloise, no.  This is way out of line. One, I am out of the business and two, she is out of the country.  I 

have no jurisdiction.” 

 “And three, this poor lady just had three, count them, three of her brothers murdered with no clue as to 

why or who.  Do you really think she gives a damn about your jurisdiction?” 

 “Eloise. You’ve embellished your vocabulary downward.” 

 “Huh?” 

 “Swearing?” 

 “Well, um, yes, Gerald.  I swear that if you don’t do something to help her, I am going to have to draw a 

line through your name at the top of my friends list.” 

 “Please, Inspector Pepper.  I have but one brother left. We have a little farm, we grow organic vegetables. 

Well, the whole village grows organic vegetables.  Even the cattle graze on organic grass and grains.” 

 “And this has something to do with these murders,” Pepper did his best to smudge out the sarcasm that 

scribbled itself into his thoughts. 

 “Perhaps. There is but one big clue.  Each was simply shot in the heart at close range, by a pistol, the 

police say.  But here is the clue, Inspector.  Each brother was left in the woods, face up with a croissant on his 

chest.” 

 “A croissant.” 

 “Well, these were not just any croissants.  They are from a restaurant in Paris and are ranked in the top 

ten of croissants in the city, which, of course, means the top ten in the world.” 

 Pepper’s mouth began to water. He could only dream of such croissants unless he wanted to take a five 

hour ride to San Francisco where there was a little French restaurant/ bakery that might be in the running. They 

literally melted in ones mouth with a light, buttery afterthought. 

 Pepper took a satisfying sip of his soda. 

 “Already, Gerald,” Eloise said. “You already know who the murderer is AND the motive.” 

 “Well, the motive, most definitely, but the name of the murderer can be easily researched by the local 

police there.” Pepper turned to the tablet. “One more question, Adelaide?” 

 “Oui.” 

 “Do your brothers have some less than friendly interactions with a local cattle farmer there?” 

 “How did you know that, Inspector?”  Her eyes seemed to pop out of the tablet. “Hees cattle managed to 

get into our crops more than once.  But not any more.  The boys put Françoise and Henri to work on it, two 

Australian sheep dogs.  They are so cute, they lay in the high grass and when the cattle get too close, they leap 

our barking and scaring the pee out of them.  Literally. And off they go, running back to the barn.” 



 “Okay, Gerald,” Eloise was beside herself. “Motive.” 

 “Milk.” Pepper said no more until his next prompt. 

 “What in the name of the saints to you mean, Inspector?” Adelaide asked. 

 “My French friends in San Franscico explained to me why croissants made on American soil can never 

reach the excellence of Paris. The cows in France, they say, are happier, tranquil souls who release the finest milk 

in the world, and your farmer, had a customer in Paris that made those wonderful croissants.” 

 “But to murder someone for frightening their cattle, Inspector? Really?” 

 “Are you familiar with the American expression, Adelaide, Those croissants are to die for?” 

  

 Inspector Gerald Pepper grabbed his laptop and orange seat-cushion taking Othello out to throw sticks 

at the little stream behind his cottage. He set the cushion on the wrought iron bench he’d had placed there and 

made himself comfortable.  

The police, in Correns, indeed verified that a local cattle rancher had terminated the lives of the men 

who were upsetting his cows.  He was caught in the act of laying out pig’s feet embellished with poison for 

Françoise and Henri to sample.  

Pepper opened his laptop and Googled his own name.  There it was.  Eloise had designed an entire 

website. 

 INSPECTOR GERALD PEPPER, World-Renowned Murder Investigator.  The site included accounts of 

murders solved, with aliases for the names, as well as one button in the shape of a slice of lemon that one pushes 

in order to email their request for his services. 

 Gerald shut his laptop and closed his eyes for a moment. “Eloise, what have you begun here?”  He was 

pulled out of his unpleasant meditation by a stick being laid in his lap. 

 

AND SO IT BEGINS!  


