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 I open my eyes. I’m not in my bed; I get up and look around. I’m in a toilet, but not mine. I open the door, and I can see the sun rising with a beautiful sky. I can smell a curious scent, maybe food, dampness or flowers. I don't really know. I sway.  I stayed up all night partying with a friend but must have blacked out. I can’t remember a thing. I start to smell a weird smell; I go to the kitchen while looking around and see that we trashed the place. I enter the bed room and witness a horrifying sight: Jay Douglas, my friend, was killed. His head was about five feet from the rest of his body. On the wall was written in his blood clumsy writing: Pray. I turn around, pick up the phone and call 911. “911, please state your emergency.” says the operator. My heart starts to go wild, what am I going to tell them. “Hello I just woke up from a black out and found a friend dead in his room” I answer. “What is your name and your current position?”

“My name is Eric Stanley I’m 22 years old, I’m in middle town, at 22 jump lane.”

“Stay calm, and stay at your current position, we’ll send a dispatch to your position”

“Thanks”

I take a step back from the bed room. I can’t remember last night at all, wait, I start to remember part of it:

“Hey! I said to Jay. 

-What’s up! he asked. 

-Nothin’ really, my girl just dumped me, I said. 

-Dam’ you had to get over her!”

That’s the only dialogue I remember.

He was bragging about his new house in California all night, well, until 9 PM. Then I still don’t remember.

I hear someone knock at the door: “Cincinnati police department!”

“Coming!” I open the door; there are three police man, a detective and two forensic scientists. 

“Are you sure he’s dead? asks a scientist.

-When a body’s head is about five feet from his body, is the person dead? I ask. He looks at me and smiles like I didn’t know what I was talking about. 

-Where is the body?  asks a police man. 

-Follow me; I answer. I lead them to the room. 

-That’s just messed up” says an officer. 

The detective asks me to come with him. We go in the living room: 

“Were you with him all night? he asks

-Yeah

-And do you have any memory of yesterday?

-Well, no. But it’s coming back, I can for example remember the beginning of the night.

-Not to be rude, but I’m going to need as much information as I can.”

-Well I just remember the fact that he was bragging about his new house in California.

-And how is that going to help?

-Come with me” I answer. I stand up and go to the bed room. I show him the word ‘Pride’ written on the wall with blood.


Spending all a Sunday’s evening at the police station is great! 3 hours of waiting time, questionings and lack of understanding… Sadness ravages me and I can’t even be in mourning. I don’t understand anything and I think my head’s going to explode like in the movie scanners. Detective McFalon questioned me and he managed to find me an alibi: 

It would appear that I left Jay’s flat at 11:00 p.m. before I went to a bar on Lincoln Road, where my boss saw me. Then, I came back to Jay’s from 1:00 a.m. to the little incident this morning. According to the forensic scientists, he died of his stab wound between 00:05 a.m. and 00:15 a.m. That’s the only things I know and I still don’t understand.

I remember some details about yesterday evening gradually. 

  I know that I drank and that Jay started to talk nonsense. He told me that someone threatened him through letters. I didn’t believe him he got angry and I left him. 

I feel terribly guilty about this quarrel and even more about the fact that I didn’t tell McFalon about my memories…


Monday morning. I wake up and feel my ears ringing. I’m dizzy and stay in my bed for a few moment. Suddenly, my cell phone makes a noise that makes my ears pop and informs me that I have received a message text. I finally sit on the edge of the bed and read it.

I don’t lose one minute and start to dress. I don’t have time to brush my teeth-gross-, shave my face or even take a cup of coffee. I just HAVE TO leave. McFalon send me this text. He says that a new victim has been found dead in her apartment. Same killer. Same “style”. And again a word written on the wall: ‘Too late’. I start to panic. Not only because of this, mainly because of the new victim: Octavia Clark. My Octavia. The one I left one week ago, alone, crying in her room. The one I loved and the one with whom I broke up!


For the second time in less than three days, I sat on a bench at the police station. In less than three days, I’ve lost two people that were close to me. This time, I can’t stop the tears to hurtle down my cheeks. A police man informs me that she died of drug intoxication. The murder weapon? Medicines for Parkinson’s disease…glorious death indeed… I start to think that I’m damned and that a crazy demon took a sudden dislike in me-if Satan were the killer I wouldn’t be surprised. After a few minutes -or maybe hours? I can’t tell at this point- spent staring at the wall, I decided to move. I lean on my legs and start to walk. Suddenly, my head becomes heavy, my skull overheats and my look turns cloudy. I stop walking but the person opposite to me doesn’t. We bump into each other, I stagger and fall down. My grieving body, exhausted, collides with the floor and I can just see the face of Octavia’s sister before I close my eyes.

I’m fine now.

 Time passes and I try to live again. Detective McFalon still investigates but I haven’t meet him for a week. I don’t want to know the details of these murders anymore. After hurting Lexa,-Octavia’s sister-, I fainted. I’m injured and my shin is broken. I can’t move and I have to stay at home. I spend all my spare time looking through my window. From there, I can see many apartments’ interiors. I started to write about all the things which happen to me and I start to imagine things about my friends’ murders. It helps me to express my inner self-whatever that means! My therapist told me to do it so I do it-.


From my balcony, the only thing I can see is the gloomy retirement home for old people, enlivened by little violets. An old woman is picking flowers. She is in a wheelchair and looks dull. I remember something about THIS night and I write it in my palm. I look back to the women. I know her. I already saw her before. Yes, I've get it! Octavia took care of her on Mondays. She was a fantastic nurse but she suddenly lost her job just before our quarrel. Octavia...I miss her. I start to think again to the murderer and I write theories in my notepad. Who could kill two young people like Jay and Octavia? 

Later, I'm cold and I decide to go back to the apartment. Somebody knock at the door and I open to my visitor. He is here. One bullet, one life. My pen falls down and my corps too. I close my eyes. What a way to die! I never thought I would die like this.
*********************************************************
I was in the corner of the street when my phone rang:

“McFalon? It's Bob, come to Stanley’s flat!

-Why? Did he find something?

-No, and he will never be able to find something anymore!”

I climb up the stairs as quickly I can and I arrive in the hall.  The door of the flat is open and there are too many people inside. Eric Stanley, our only witness is in the middle of the living room, surrounded with a lot of blood.

“The killer used a gun, one ballet in his head. He died immediately after being shot at 6: 00 or 6:10 pm and I'm sure that the same killer of Jay Douglas and Octavia Clark.”, tell me one of the police man.

I look around, and see the words written with blood on the wall: ‘wrong place wrong time’. I look to the victim’s corpse and I notice something: words writing in his palm: ‘threatened letters’…

 Why did Stanley write this? My brain overheats and my look tries to find another clue. 

Suddenly, not far from the body, I notice some ink stains, scatter on the white carpeting. I lay down on the floor look under the desk. Here I find a beautiful fountain pen. I get up and put my clue in a little plastic bag, to protect it. Then, the first lieutenant Johnson draws my attention on a notepad, flippantly put on a coffee table. I can notice that some papers have been teared off of it.

“Do you have something else? I ask him.

-No, just a footprint in the entrance, but I suppose it is Stanley’s.

-Thanks! I will look at it later on!”

I decide to go back to the police station so my clue can be analyzed. While I cross the door step, thinking to this new murder, my keys slip from my hand and fall on the floor. Once again, I get down picking them up, when I notice another thing that none of my men saw. On the all corridor’s floor, I saw some slight and almost invisible scratches, which stop in font of our victim’s apartment door. Hum… Very curious coincidence, I consider…

Think, dumb detective! Use your neurons!-What is thinking actually? That is not the question!-Who can kill a young man, a young girl and her ex-boyfriend, presents during the first crime?!

I go out to leave Stanley’s apartment block and I suddenly notice name writing on a letter box: ‘Robert Kingslath’. The writing is clumsy and the paper is yellowed.

Surely the sticker of an old person’s flat. It reminds me something… I recognize this type of handwriting! It’s the same style as the wall writing of our three murders… And if my murderer was an old person, or maybe an unwell person, who has difficulty to write? I continue my way, again thinking and I quickly realize that I passed in front of the retirement home, situates opposite to Stanley’s and Douglas’ apartment block.  I suddenly have on intuition and I decide to go to the retirement home to speak with nurses and doctors.

 I open the door and find a beautiful young lady, dressed with a white coat. I ask her if she knows about Stanley’s murder:

“Hi, I'm detective McFalon. Did you just hear about Mr. Eric Stanley’s death? He lived in one of the flat situated on the opposite street.”

A sadly expression comes on her face and she answers me, with sod in her voice:

“Yes, I heard about this tragic murder… The truth is that, even if I was very chocked and sad when I learnt about this, I was not very surprised. Eric had many girlfriends and everybody knew that. He came sometimes here, on cloudy afternoon, and he spoke with girls came to meet their grandparents. I really know him and his notorious reputation because I have been his girlfriend during a few months…”

She looks at me, suspicious, and adds:

“But you can verify, I have an alibi for the crimes!

-Oh, it’s ok, I believe you! Did you know Mr. Douglas and Miss. Clark too?

-Yes, I did. Octavia, euh miss. Clark sorry, worked as a nurse here and Jay was a friend of a friend. He came sometimes before I meet Eric. I think he loved me… But it wasn’t mutual. He told me about his problems, his parents’ divorce, his ruptures or his persecutions.

-Humm… Persecutions… Interesting, I say. Thank you for your help, Miss…?

-Miss. Montgomery. Emily Montgomery.

-Great! Can I see the register of your patients please, Miss. Montgomery?

-Yes, of course. Come with me!”

She gives me a list with the names of patients. Adam, Bruce, Richard, Gordon... And then, a name associate with its nurse’s name: Mrs. Sunflower.

“Was Mrs. Sunflower one of Octavia’s patients?

-Oh, yes, she was! It’s a wonderful old woman, very kind! She has Parkinson disease and has been much disrupted when she learnt about her nurse and friends’ death…

-Does she live here?

-Yes, she does. But she went to pick some violets in the garden, maybe you should wait for her, she wouldn’t be late.

-Ok! It’s fine.


I waited for about one hour. 

“Miss Sunflower, you have a visitor. Said one of nurses at the entrance.

 -Really? I have a visitor? But my daughter doesn’t want to see me and she keeps my grandchildren from me and my husband died twenty years ago.

-Yes, it’s detective McFalcon.

-Good afternoon mam’, I said to her.

-Hello young sir. How can I be in service? She replied.

-I am investigating a couple of murders and I would like to know if you have any information.

-Oh dear! How was murdered?

-Could I take her to her room? I ask to a nurse

-Shure. She answers”

Once in her room I look arrowed and keep asking questions:

“Did you see anything peculiar from your window? I ask

-No, I’m afraid not. 

 
I see a strange looking note on her desk, with the name ‘Stanley’. I take it and say:

“Well thank you for helping us in our investigation.

-Just doing my public serves.”


I leave and read the note, it says: 

“This is Stanley, I’m 22 years old and I’m going to commit suicide. I know who the killer of my two friends is and I’m going to explain everything in the note: Mrs. Sunflower hated Jay … She killed him. She hated Octavia… She killed her.”

Eric Stanley was murdered before he could finish writing, but he had guessed everything with a simple look at this old woman picking violets…  This crazy woman persecuted Douglas -Stanley knew that and that is what he wrote ‘Threatened letters’ in his palm- and killed him because he visited every old person of the retirement home but not her. She killed Octavia Clark with Parkinson’s drugs -her own disease- because the young woman saw her standing while she had to be in a wheel chair. The scratches in Stanley’s block apartment’s corridor were the prints of her wheel chair and the footprint on the scene of crime was her own print, which proves that she could walk.

She killed people who disrupted her and she wrote words on walls with her clumsy writing, an old, mad and sick person’s writing… 




Someone knocked at the door….

I turned around and opened Miss Sunflower’s door. I saw her dead on her bed. The forensic folks say she died of an accidental heart attack but I think she gave her that heart attack because she knew I was going to take her into custody. 
Will you find the murderer before dying?








