
Once Upon a Murder

“What  could  the  connection  be?”  the  detective  asked  of  himself,  while  looking  over
numerous photos strewn across his wall.

For months now, the man had been working tirelessly to find the culprit of several murders,
but every time he felt he was closing in, another would occur and render all his theories
pointless.

“Sir, you're needed outside!” a young man said, rushing into the detective's office.

“Thank you, son,” he responded.

He had forgotten the man's name the moment he had learnt it and had now, simply, given
him the title of 'Son' instead.

When the detective left  his office, he was immediately confronted by a man in a grey
trench coat.

“This way, Sir! There's been another!” the man said, as he lead the detective towards the
scene.

He felt his blood begin to boil. “What was this bastard trying to achieve?” he thought to
himself. As far as anyone could tell, there were no connections of any sort and all  the
murders were committed in different types of locations at completely random times. A
short while later, the two of them came to a dead-end street in a quiet neighbourhood. As
they pulled to a stop he could see the scene had already been taped off and blocked from
the prying eyes of the locals and reporters. The detective stepped through the threshold
and there, on the front lawn, lay a young woman.

“Could I have a moment, please?” he said to the few people inside.

He wanted to be sure the murderer was the same he had been chasing, but couldn't look
for the tell-tale signs without giving away what they were. The less people who knew the
calling card of a culprit, the less chance others could find out and commit copycat crimes.
He put on a glove and began examining the body.

“A slice across the abdomen, and a stab to the chest,” he thought to himself.

Sure enough, he found the wounds and then came the part he dreaded. Each of the killer's
victims had fragments of metal lodged into the wound across their abdomen. And, sure
enough, there it was. He removed the metal shard and placed it into a plastic bag before
he stood to leave  when he noticed something. The woman's hand was clutching what
looked like a piece of paper. He bent down and removed the paper, taking it with him to
the car.

“Was it the same guy?” his companion asked.

“It looks to be that way,” the detective continued, “Any witnesses?”

He knew there  wouldn't  be  any.  Somehow,  this  murderer  always  managed  to  get  by
without being seen or heard. The detective had no idea how it was possible, but it was



certainly infuriating! 

“There were no witnesses, sir,” the man said, and the detective sank into the seat of the
car.

The ride back to the office was silent. The detective's thoughts flooded with questions, but
none of them were able to be answered. He reached his hand into his pocket, pulling out
the piece of paper he got from the victim.

I grow tired of this game, detective. If you want to end this silly chase once and for all, let
us meet by the docks at 8 o'clock tomorrow night. I will come alone, as should you.

“What is this?” he thought.

This was the first time any form of communication had be found from the killer and his
language seemed so proper. “Was it really from the culprit? If it was, could it be some sort
of trap?” he pondered. Whether it were a trap or not, the detective had some clue as to
where the killer would be and when. This wasn't an opportunity he could afford to pass up
because of a chance it could be a ruse. He needed to do everything he could to find this
guy no matter how unlikely his chances would be.

~

When the time came for the meeting to take place, the detective made sure he was at the
ready. Every little sound made his heart race and despite the cool breeze coming off the
water, he could feel sweat dripping down his face.

“Pull yourself together!” he commanded himself.

He had been in far worse situations than this before, but never had a criminal escaped his
clutches time and time again. Soon, this nightmare would end and he could go back to
doing his boring duties. There had never been much crime in his town, and until these
murders  started  happening,  he  would  spend  most  of  his  time  in  his  office,  watching
television. As uneventful and boring as it was, he longed to have those days back and
vowed to end the chase tonight.

A quick glance at his watch showed that it was now ten-past-eight. There was no sign of
the killer about and pivoting where he stood gave him a view of the area behind him. “Was
it all  a trick?” he wondered. He slowly began walking around the docks, looking in all
directions with his torch. There was nothing. He was growing angry and began muttering
profanities under his breath at his apparent stupidity. Suddenly, there was a noise. It came
from the area of containers he had passed not too long ago.

He ran as fast as he could in the direction of the source, but here was nothing. He cursed
under his breath and turned to leave; however, something caught his eye. An object was
protruding from the side of a container. He approached it with caution, his torch swaying
here and there, ensuring it was safe. There was a note pinned to the container with a
knife.

What's black and white and red all over?



He pulled the note from its place and stuffed it in his pocket when he heard a voice right by
his ear.

“The answer is, 'You'!”

Immediately he felt something sharp pierce through the front of his chest and he fell to the
ground. His hands pressed against his heart as he writhed in agony. Another stab to the
left side of his abdomen and then he felt the steel slice across to the opposite side. He felt
the killer insert something into his abdomen which felt as though it caused his blood to
bubble throughout his body.

He coughed and blood spluttered out of his mouth. He could see a figure rounding his
body, the feet stopping a short distance in front of his face.

“Who are you?” he choked, “why are you doing this?”

“I wasn't aware I needed a reason,” the person said.

The voice belonged to a woman and took the detective by surprise. He had been fooled
into  thinking the  murders were committed by a  man.  Each piece of  evidence pointed
towards the culprit being male. He choked up more blood his right hand fingering the large
wound left by the woman's blade – it burned. He knew he didn't have long before he died.

“I've enjoyed toying with you for a time, but I grew tired. You're terrible at this, you know
that?” the woman chuckled.

He started to seethe, “You are pure evil!”

“Oh  hush  now,”  she  said,  “do  you  really  want  to  waste  your  last  moments  insulting
someone? Anyway, it's about time I left. Try to enjoy what little time you have.”

He saw her feet pivot and slowly disappear into the shadows. He had vowed to end his
chase with the murderer that night. He wanted nothing more than to have things return to
being peaceful and in a way he got exactly what he wanted. Not another word was heard
from the woman and he was left to die on the cold stones – alone. 


