
Thriller Magazine, Volume 1, Issue 1 

 

 



Thriller Magazine, Volume 1, Issue 1 

2 
 

 
Bringing you the best in established and new voices in the thriller genre! 

Edited by Ammar Habib 

 

Thriller Magazine 

 Vol. 1, Issue. 1  
 

PUBLISHED BY: Thriller Magazine (www.thrillermagazine.org) Copyright © 2018 by Ammar 

Habib, Andrew Bourelle, Amy Grech, Kolby Diaz, Kaitlyn Johnson, Paul Michaels, & Gage 

Garza.  Thriller Magazine and its editors accept no liability for views expressed or statements 

made by contributors to the magazine. The authors published in Thriller Magazine retain all 

rights to their work. For permission to quote from a particular piece, or to reprint, contact the 

editors who will forward the request. All content on the website is protected under copyright law.  

 

THRILLER MAGAZINE • WWW.THRILLERMAGAZINE.ORG 

 

  

https://twitter.com/AmmarAHabib1
http://www.thrillermagazine.org/
http://www.thrillermagazine.org/


Thriller Magazine, Volume 1, Issue 1 

3 
 

Table of Contents 

Three Bullets by Andrew Bourelle..…………………………………………...4 

Agent of the Abyss by Ammar Habib…………………………………………6 

Fresh Finch by Amy Grech....…………………………………………………19 

Mirror by Kaitlyn Johnson…………………………………………………….29 

Murder by the Book by Paul Michaels..……………………………………...30 

Forest Fire by Gage Garza...…………………………………………………..45 

Our Contributors..………………………………………………………………46 

 

  



Thriller Magazine, Volume 1, Issue 1 

4 
 

Three Bullets 

----------- 

ANDREW BOURELLE 
 

Jason was almost to the tree line when the 

first bullet hit him.  

He felt a sharp sting followed by a 

burning pain. The echo of the rifle report 

rolled around him, and he stumbled in the 

deep snow. His knapsack went flying. He 

crashed face first into the white and sank 

into its depths. Jason’s back felt as if 

someone was extinguishing a cattle brand on 

his ribcage.  

He lay prone, realizing that the snow 

might be deep enough to give him cover. 

He’d given them an easy target, running 

across the moonlit snow-scape, a black 

silhouette sailing across a sea of white. Now 

half-buried, he would be harder to see.  

He tried to slow his breathing. Each 

exhalation came out in white bursts. Each 

inhalation burned. The fiery sensation in his 

back, along the left side of his ribcage, 

started to abate. But it was followed by 

something worse, a throbbing nauseating 

pain growing inside his chest.  

The snow was cold beneath him, but 

he felt a puddle of warmth spreading 

underneath his sternum. He risked a glance 

and rose to his hands and knees, exposing 

his rounded back. He saw what he expected. 

Black blood was melting the snow beneath 

him. Steam rose from the blood in white 

moonlit tendrils. There was a hole in the 

front of his coat where the bullet had 

punched through.  

“Damn,” he whispered, and with the 

word, he noticed for the first time that his 

mouth was full of blood.  

He rolled onto his back in the snow. 

His heart had been pounding from running, 

and now he willed it to slow down. It 

wouldn’t. It pumped in big, powerful bursts, 

keeping an irregular beat, a jazz band with 

no sense of rhythm.  

He coughed and more blood came 

up. He wiped his hands over his mouth and 

looked at the blood. Hidden in the dark 

liquid were tiny slivers of white.  

He’d shot enough deer to know what 

this meant: lung-shot.  

A numbness seemed to be overtaking 

him, replacing the pain like a soothing 

anesthetic. The sky was filled with a 

thousand stars. He heard the crunch of 

footsteps. Two sets.  

They were coming.  

Deer could run a couple hundred 

yards with a hole in their lungs. But the 

running only sped up their dying. He might 

make it to the trees, but he didn’t think he 

could live much longer after that.  

He craned his neck, looking for his 

pack, thinking of the skinning knife he kept 

in there. It didn’t matter; he’d taken it out 

yesterday to carve some meat and never put 

it back. When he’d heard the truck coming 

up the drive, he’d grabbed his knapsack and 

run out the back, forgetting his knife wasn’t 

even inside.  
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Jason couldn’t run, and he had no 

weapons to fight them when they got here.  

He was a dead man.  

The two men came into view. One 

held the rifle at his hip, aiming it at Jason. 

The other leaned over and picked up the 

knapsack. He unzipped it and dumped the 

contents out onto the snow. He knelt and 

picked through objects. A flashlight. A first-

aid kit. The sieve Jason and Shelby used 

down at the creek. An extra pair of socks.  

The man stood over Jason. Jason had 

never seen him before, but he knew who he 

was. Carson James. He had a white 

mustache and wore a big cowboy hat over 

his salt-and-pepper hair. The other man was 

younger, probably Jason’s age, with a cold 

indifference behind his eyes. The suitor.  

“You’re the one who’s been 

squatting on my land,” Carson said. 

“You have enough,” Jason said, his 

voice thick with blood. “I didn’t think you’d 

notice.” 

It was true. Carson James hadn’t 

noticed—his daughter had.  

“Who are you?” Carson said. 

Jason didn’t answer. What could he 

say? He was a nobody. Just some drifter 

who never felt at home in the world until he 

happened upon an old hunting cabin in the 

Colorado Mountains.  

“Where’s my daughter?” Carson 

growled. “Where’s Shelby?” 

Jason tried to sit up. A metal hand 

squeezed his lung. He propped himself on 

his elbows; that was as far as he could make 

it.  

“Tell me, you son of a bitch,” Carson 

said, unzipping his coat to reveal a semi-

automatic pistol in a shoulder holster. His 

voice trembled. “If she’s okay, we’ll call 

and get you medical attention. You have my 

word.” 

Jason coughed blood and smiled. 

“Well, that’s a problem then.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“She ain’t okay,” Jason said. He 

nodded toward the cabin. “Inside there, 

you’ll find a sharp skinning knife. The blood 

on the blade is hers. You have my word on 

that.” 

The father took a sharp breath. He 

yanked his gun out of the holster and 

pointed it at Jason. His arm shook. “Burn in 

hell!” 

The second bullet slammed into 

Jason’s jaw like a hammer and knocked him 

back into the snow. He felt teeth swimming 

around in the bloody pond of his mouth. He 

tried to breathe through his nose and inhaled 

gun-smoke.  

Carson pressed the hot barrel of the 

gun against Jason’s forehead. Jason tried to 

smile, but with his shattered jaw, there was 

no telling what it looked like. He knew the 

man would interpret the horrific grin as 

proof of Jason’s psychosis. Evidence that 

this lunatic could cut up his little girl, bury 

her bones somewhere in the woods. 

But Jason was smiling because he 

knew she was safe.  

She would be heartbroken when he 

didn’t meet her at the bus station. But she 

had a new driver’s license, passport, and 

zip-lock baggie full of gold pebbles—

everything she needed to start a new life. 

One where her old man couldn’t get to her.  

She was free from her prison. 

And with the third bullet, Jason 

would be free from his.  
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AGENT OF THE ABYSS 

----------- 

AMMAR HABIB 

 

Roughly grabbing Carlos by his neck, The 

Guardian viciously slammed the thug’s back 

into the brick wall. The barrier trembled 

with the collision as the thud echoed through 

the deserted alley. Carlos quivered, feeling 

the gloved hand wrapped around his throat.  

Carlos stared at the infamous 

vigilante’s red and black mask. Those eyes 

seemed to be looking straight into Carlos’ 

soul. Underneath The Guardian’s grey cloak 

was his tactical suit, which mirrored the 

pattern of his mask. The Guardian’s cloak 

wore a few splotches of blood—the blood of 

Carlos’ comrades. Around the vigilante’s 

waist was a belt loaded with knife sheaths.  

From under The Guardian’s mask, 

Ethan’s face displayed no hint of mercy as 

he stared at his prisoner. He crushed down 

on Carlos’ trachea a bit harder, his face only 

inches away. The vigilante’s voice held no 

pity. “I asked you a question. The assassin. 

Who is he?” 

The Guardian’s cold tone sent 

shivers down Carlos’ spine. This vigilante 

wasn’t a man. He was a ghost.  

“Tell me who he is!” The Guardian 

snarled.  

“I—I can’t! They’ll kill me!” 

Reaching for his belt with his free 

hand, The Guardian menacingly unsheathed 

a long dagger. His eyes stayed locked on 

Carlos’ face.  

Carlos’ gaze went from the masked 

face to the dagger as it crept closer to him. 

His eyes trembled with more terror than ever 

before. He knew the truth—he was a dead 

man no matter what.  

The tip of The Guardian’s blade 

touched Carlos’ gut. “Talk. Now.” 

“His—his name is Mors.” 

“The member of the Assassin 

Guild?” 

“Not just a member.” Carlos could 

not strip his gaze from the blade. “He’s their 

most lethal weapon.” 

The Guardian stayed focused on his 

captive’s eyes. As Carlos spoke, The 

Guardian witnessed the man’s fear increase 

tenfold.  

“He’s coming for Villanueva. He’s 

going to take him out and put an end to all 

this.” 

“Under whose authority? Who hired 

him?” 

“I—I don’t know. All—all I know is 

that Mors will strike soon! He’s already here 

in Crown City.” 

The Guardian held Carlos up against 

the wall for a moment longer, observing the 

truth in his eyes. Finally, he let his captive 

go, and Carlos roughly collapsed on all 

fours. Gasping for air as color returned to 

his face, Carlos slowly raised his head to 

look at The Guardian. No words needed to 

be spoken. 
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Carlos already knew what happened 

next. 

 

*** 

 

Ethan made his way down the law 

firm’s corridor. This place’s hallways 

always bustled, displayed the high activity 

of the business itself. Ethan passed by 

numerous well-dressed individuals, many of 

them smiling and greeting their employer as 

they saw him. The diversity of the 

employees reflected the nation’s varied 

demographic. He quickly arrived at his 

office, the largest one in the building, and 

found the door already open. William must 

have arrived a few minutes ago.  

A blonde-haired man waited for him 

inside. In his early thirties, this man was a 

few years older than Ethan. Like Ethan, 

William maintained a well-built physique 

under his clothing. His face was a bit more 

rested than Ethan’s, although that did not 

say much. 

William smiled as Ethan entered the 

room, but he didn’t get out of his seat. “I 

heard you fell asleep during the board 

meeting, Ethan. Again.” 

“Nobody made a fuss about it.” 

“Guess it helps when you own the 

company.” 

Ethan smirked. “You do anything 

interesting this morning?” 

“I was looking over your firm’s 

numbers. Mostly regarding the cases against 

corrupt officials. It’s looking good—much 

better than anybody expected. No doubt, it’s 

thanks to Crown City’s current political 

climate. And, of course, our city’s favorite 

vigilante.” 

“Good.” 

“I’ll forward the names of the 

officers we couldn’t convict. I’m sure they 

can all expect a visit from The Guardian 

soon.” 

Taking a seat across from William, 

Ethan slightly smiled. 

“So what are we thinking about this 

assassination threat, Ethan?” 

“Carlos told me everything he knew. 

It didn’t take much persuading after I took 

his gang out.” 

“That’s usually a good way to ensure 

cooperation.” 

Ethan glanced at his desk. 

“Villanueva is the target like we suspected. 

Carlos didn’t know who ordered the hit. But 

we both know what’ll happen if Villanueva 

is taken out.” 

“The entire movement will 

collapse.” William leaned a bit forward. 

“The government could be behind it. Ever 

since you took out President Richardson, our 

new president seems even keener on doing 

whatever it takes to keep this current regime 

alive. He’ll have the most to gain from 

Villanueva’s death.” 

“But he’s not the only one.” 

There was a moment of silence 

before William replied, “And the assassin?” 

“He’s a part of the Assassin Guild—

their best agent.” Ethan paused. “Does the 

name Mors mean anything to you?” 

William’s face grew grim. “Mors?” 

Ethan nodded. 

“I’ve heard the name. Back when I 

was working Special Forces, Mors was a 

title—an unofficial one—that was given to 

the most feared operative.” 

“Did you know him?” 
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“I knew a person who used to own 

that title back when I was in Special 

Forces.” William glanced down. “He was… 

formidable.” 

“You think he’s the assassin?” 

“No. He died a long time ago. Must 

be a new player, a younger one. But if he 

has the title of Mors, then that’s something 

to be worried about.”  

Ethan nodded. “Go back to the base. 

Dig up whatever you can on this guy. It may 

help us figure out how he’ll try and take out 

Villanueva.”  

“I will.” William paused for a 

moment. “Are you familiar with Roman 

mythology, Ethan?” 

“Mors was the Roman embodiment 

of death. Let’s make sure we keep that a 

myth.” 

 

*** 

 

The Guardian’s lair remained 

shrouded in darkness, save for the 

illuminated monitors of the master 

computer. The three mammoth screens 

brightly broke the enormous warehouse’s 

blackness. Some of their light spilled onto 

the showcases that displayed several 

variations of The Guardian’s uniform and 

his extensive weaponry, consisting of 

daggers, knives, firearms, pellets, and more.  

Outside of the computer’s low hum, 

the entire base stayed engrossed in an eerie 

silence. William sat before the master 

computer, keeping his gaze on the screens. 

The quiet and darkness no longer bothered 

him after the months of operating out of this 

base.  

It’d been nearly six months since 

The Guardian’s movement against crime 

and injustice began. Not too long after their 

mission started, Ethan had taken out a 

crooked senator after the senator murdered a 

woman. That had brought the movement to 

the world’s attention. And only three months 

ago, Ethan took out the corrupt President 

Richardson himself. Any dishonest official 

who was not already trembling from just the 

thought of The Guardian certainly was now.  

Every day brought protests and 

marches against the current, corrupt regime. 

They demanded the administration’s 

stepping down, fair emergency elections, 

and the restoration of civil liberties. The 

marches put a strain on Crown City’s 

economy. And as the nation’s and world’s 

largest city, any strain on Crown City’s 

economy put pressure on the nation as well. 

It was obvious that the people wanted 

Villanueva to be their leader. A businessman 

famed for his generosity and charities, the 

man had nearly gone bankrupt several times 

for making the right choices. Now— 

The computer emitted a click, 

bringing William’s focus back onto the 

screen. A face suddenly pulled up. The 

man—about the same age as William—

possessed a lean figure, his skin slightly tan. 

His hair was short and his face was cleanly 

shaven, holding no blemishes or identifying 

marks. Next to the picture appeared a 

textbox, relaying details on the person. 

William quickly reading the information. 

His eyes grew wide.  

After only a moment of hesitation, 

William pressed a button on his earpiece. 

“Ethan, do you read me?” 
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There was a brief silence. “I hear 

you.” 

“The assassin. He’s bad news.” 

“What do we know?” 

“First name is Hakan. No known last 

name. Native American. Sniper. A good one 

too. Remember the hit on President Sharif 

four months ago?” 

“Yes.” 

William’s gaze stayed on Hakan’s 

face. “Our friend here was the culprit.” 

“So he’s a long-range fighter?” 

“Yes. But he may be traveling with a 

known accomplice. I don’t have a real name 

from the accomplice, but I do have a 

nickname: Fang.” 

“An odd name.” 

“It’s for a reason. He’s just as good 

of a short-range fighter as Hakan is a long-

range one.” 

“Hakan is covering up his 

weakness?” 

“Looks like it.” William paused. 

“You’ll need me in the field, Ethan.” 

“No. I need your eyes more than 

your gun.” 

“…alright.” 

“Send me the details you have on 

both of them.” 

“Already on it. These two will be 

tough—tougher than any other assassin 

we’ve faced so far.” 

“No matter how formidable they are, 

they’re only human. But thanks to Daken’s 

gifts, I’m more than human.” 

 

*** 

 

Stars filled the nighttime sky. On the 

high-rise building’s rooftop, Officer Mason 

turned around, only to be met by The 

Guardian. Mason’s heart skipped a beat at 

the vigilante’s sudden appearance, but the 

officer kept his composure. This wasn’t the 

first time he’d been snuck up on like this. 

Mason let his gaze take in The 

Guardian’s entire uniform. “What are we 

into?” 

“Carlos talked.” The Guardian’s 

voice was its normal, cold self. “It was like I 

suspected. An assassin is here for 

Villanueva.” 

“A hit on Villanueva could end this 

entire movement you’ve started.” 

“That’s why we won’t let it happen.” 

“I guess ever since you took out 

President Richardson, assassination is 

something we’re all growing accustomed 

to.” Mason paused. “Is it because of this 

revolution?” 

“What else could it be?” 

Mason slightly nodded. “How’ll the 

hit happen?” 

“The assassin entered Crown City 

two days ago. He’ll need one day to scout 

out his target. Another to set up the strike 

point. That means tomorrow night will be 

the hit.” 

“Are you sure?” 

The Guardian ignored the question. 

“Villanueva will need police protection. 

Nothing but your best men—the ones you 

trust.” 

“I’ll need clearance from my 

superiors—” 

“I already had a chat with them.” 

Knowing what The Guardian meant, 

Mason slightly smirked. “Who is this 

assassin?” 
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“His real name is Hakan. He’s a 

formidable close-range operative, but a far 

better shooter. Prefers sniping and 

explosives. That’ll be his best bet at getting 

Villanueva. He’ll be with a known 

accomplice, probably there to cover Hakan’s 

rear.” 

“Alright. What about you?” 

“I’ll be keeping eyes from up top. 

First sign of the assassin, I’ll move in.” 

“Crown City’s a big place with 

plenty of places to shoot from. What if 

you’re not fast enough?” 

The Guardian turned around. “Then 

we’re all screwed.” 

 

*** 

 

In the darkened warehouse, Ethan 

stood over a long table. A sole lamp above 

him spotlighted the table’s documents: 

schematics of Crown City’s downtown. He 

already knew Villanueva’s nightly route 

home, and these blueprints confirmed his 

thoughts to be accurate. Ethan kept tabs on 

all the city’s major players, both friend and 

foe. He’d marked all the most probable 

points and buildings that Hakan would use 

for the hit.  

But right now, Ethan ignored all of 

it.  

His eyes were instead focused on a 

golden-framed photograph. With the lair 

nearly encompassed by darkness, the picture 

seemed to be glowing. The photograph 

displayed a woman about Ethan’s age. Her 

fair-skinned, strikingly beautiful face was 

turned towards the camera. And her smile 

was enough to make Ethan’s heart melt. 

He had not seen Katrina since his 

crusade began. She had promised to wait no 

matter how long this war took. But the 

longer he fought, the more battles he 

survived, the more it seemed as if this war 

would never end. No matter how many scum 

he put down, the war went on… and on… 

and on… 

Looking into her gorgeous eyes, he 

wished to escape all this—to spend his 

eternity with her. It’s what he really desired, 

what he truly wished for ever since he met 

her as a boy. However, fate, in its dark sense 

of humor, always kept them apart.  

Katrina would have to keep living 

without him. And he would have to face this 

abyss with only her memory as he held onto 

the distant light of again seeing her one day. 

It was only a hope… a hope that seemed to 

not grow any nearer no matter how hard 

Ethan ran towards it.  

Setting the photo down, Ethan finally 

stripped his gaze off of it. Ethan Daniels 

needed to disappear. It was time for The 

Guardian to resurface.  

 

*** 

 

The night was finally here. 

From up on the towering rooftop, 

The Guardian watched as Villanueva was 

loaded up into the back of an armored police 

vehicle. Although the van was reinforced 

with bullet-proof glass, Ethan knew it would 

serve as little protection against an assassin 

like Hakan.   

As The Guardian had advised, 

Villanueva was told of the hit but did not 

break from his daily schedule. The man 

certainly had guts. The police would escort 
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him from his office back to his home, 

following his normal routine. However, the 

sight of police wouldn’t hinder Hakan’s 

plans.  

Ethan touched his ear, readjusting his 

earpiece. “Looped into the satellite feed?” 

William’s voice quickly replied, 

“I’ve got eyes on everything.” 

“Stay sharp.” 

The Guardian followed the police 

escort as it traveled through downtown. 

Traveling from rooftop to rooftop or using 

his wrist cable, he easily stayed up with 

Villanueva’s motorcade. The Guardian kept 

his eyes trained on his surroundings as he 

moved. As good as William was, assassins 

of Hakan’s caliber could elude even the best 

eyes.  

The downtown streets remained 

mostly empty at this hour of the night. Over 

the past several years, Crown City became 

infamous for its nights. With the police’s 

blind eye towards crime and the fact that 

criminals ran the city, the populace knew 

better than to be out during this hour.  

However, things were beginning to 

change. Since The Guardian’s crusade 

began, he’d put criminals on the run. He was 

beating them back, beating them down into 

the sewers they’d crawled out from. The 

ones that tried to fight were slaughtered. 

Every day, reports of butchered gangs and 

thugs consumed the news. Street by street, 

The Guardian was systematically 

eliminating any and all the criminals that 

stood in the way of peace. With The 

Guardian’s superhuman strength, skills, and 

his arsenal of weaponry, no criminals stood 

a chance against him.  

Ethan kept up with the police escort. 

His instincts stayed sharp, keeping track of 

everything in his vicinity. He picked up the 

fluttering of the birds, the rustling of the 

gentle wind, and the dim city sounds. 

Ethan’s superhuman senses even picked up 

the faint voices coming from the street. 

Nothing escaped him. 

Minutes passed as Ethan stalked 

Villanueva from the shadows. He remained 

invisible, knowing that his presence could 

scare off the assassin. The longer his journey 

grew, the tenser the still air became. Ethan 

nearly heard his own heartbeat.  

There were countless skyscrapers 

around him. Many of them towered above 

him and any one of them could house the 

assassin. He’d tried to mentally mark all the 

most likely spots, but Crown City’s 

downtown was too vast. Ethan was just one 

man. He may be enhanced, but no amount of 

speed could guarantee Villanueva’s safety.  

As he gracefully landed on another 

rooftop, Ethan’s words broke the silence. 

“What are we seeing, Will?” 

“Nothing on the ground and nothing 

in the sky outside of a few news helicopters. 

There’s nothing out of—wait!” 

“What is it?” 

“I picked up a call from an 

apartment complex. Someone’s reporting 

shots fired.” 

“Where?” 

“Baywood Apartments. Room 879.” 

Not a moment was wasted. Ethan 

dashed towards the rooftop’s ledge as he 

reloaded his wrist cable. He moved faster 

than any man, almost too fast for the 

untrained eye to keep up with. 
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“That complex is overlooking 

Villanueva’s route. Hakan will have a clear 

shot from there.” 

“Not when I’m done with him.” 

Kicking off the rooftop’s edge, Ethan soared 

into the air. He aimed his cable at a pole on 

the next building over. The hook fired off 

into the night, cutting through the still air 

before latching onto its target. In the next 

instant, Ethan swung towards the next 

rooftop.  

His momentum threw him forward. 

Disconnecting the cable as he arrived over 

the rooftop, he tumbled down towards the 

surface. But Ethan maintained perfect 

control over his body, hitting the ground 

running.  

The assassin was two buildings over. 

As soon as Ethan’s boots hit the rooftop, he 

broke into an inhuman sprint. His feet barely 

touched the floor as he darted towards the 

opposite ledge. His hood and cloak flew in 

the wind behind him. Eyes set on the next 

building, he reloaded his cable. But his gaze 

stayed locked straight ahead. 

“He’s on the rooftop. It’s him. He’s 

set up his rifle.” 

Ethan leapt through the night sky. 

His cable’s hook latched onto the next 

building. As soon as it hit its mark, the cable 

whisked him forward. But as he cut through 

the night’s still air, a thought crept into the 

back of his mind: Hakan was on the rooftop? 

That was a more open position.  

“15 seconds until Villanueva is in his 

line of sight, Ethan.” 

Ethan’s momentum carried him into 

an even faster sprint as he arrived on the 

rooftop. The vigilante did not miss a step. 

He didn’t reload his cable this time, 

knowing he could make the final jump 

without it. His heart beat against his chest 

like a madman as he felt the seconds tick by. 

“10 seconds.” 

Nearly at this rooftop’s ledge, the 

next building came into view. It was two 

stories shorter. Racing faster than ever 

before, Ethan finally saw the assassin. 

Hakan’s left side faced The Guardian as his 

rifle remained steadied and aimed at the city 

below.  

He wouldn’t make it. Ethan was too 

far. He could feel time slipping away—

slipping right through his fingers. He wasn’t 

fast enough. The gun would go off. It 

would— 

“5 seconds.” 

Ethan kicked off of the rooftop, 

diving towards the next one.   

Time seemed to slow. Ethan couldn’t 

sense the city. He couldn’t feel his heart. 

Eyes focused on the assassin as Ethan’s 

vision tunneled onto him, all Ethan heard 

was his own breaths. Hakan now looked 

through his gun’s scope. His sniper rifle’s 

barrel rested on the railing, aimed towards 

Villanueva’s vehicle would arrive in 

seconds. He wouldn’t make it—he was too 

far. 

No! 

Flying towards the assassin, The 

Guardian powerfully launched a throwing 

knife. He put all the strength and precision 

he could muster into it. The blade cut 

through the air faster than any bullet, aimed 

straight at Hakan.  

Barreling towards the assassin, 

Ethan’s sharp eyes saw the assassin’s finger 

touch the trigger. He didn’t see Ethan—

didn’t sense the knife. Hakan’s finger 
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applied pressure to the trigger. Then more… 

and more. The gun went off— 

The rifle suddenly and deafeningly 

exploded. The knife cut straight through the 

gun’s barrel just as the trigger was pulled. 

The assassin was knocked back, letting go of 

his gun. In the next instant, The Guardian 

landed on the ground several feet away. Not 

missing a step, The Guardian looked back at 

his foe. Hakan now rose to his feet. A pistol 

in each hand, Hakan’s weapons were aimed 

straight for The Guardian. 

“Impressive.” The assassin’s words 

held no terror. “For a moment I thought all 

those urban myths were just legends.” 

The Guardian reached under his 

cloak. “Sadly, the feeling’s not mutual. 

Sloppy work in your set up.” 

“Oh, I just needed to be sure that 

you’d join the party. I was beginning to 

think that I’d come all this way for nothing. 

And you didn’t disappoint.” 

Unsheathing one long dagger and a 

throwing knife, The Guardian didn’t flinch. 

“I hope that whoever sent you paid you 

enough to die.” 

“This mission isn’t about the money. 

It’s about proving myself. Becoming more 

than I am.” 

“Killing Villanueva won’t prove 

anything.” 

“Villanueva? You still think I’m 

after him?” Hakan’s smirk grew. “Why 

wound the snake when you can take its head 

instead? Villanueva is just dessert.” 

There was a moment of peace. The 

Guardian realized what was happening. 

He’d fallen right into the trap. But he didn’t 

show any surprise in his cold voice as his 

gaze fell onto Hakan’s pistols. “Think I 

can’t dodge your bullets?” 

“I know all about your dodging 

bullets. It’s time you to learn about my 

tricks.” 

The Guardian whipped around as his 

instincts kicked in. From the shadows 

behind him, a new figure leapt out: Fang. 

Clad in black from head to toe, the 

assassin’s clothing displayed his lean 

physique. He carried a curved dagger in one 

hand and a pistol in the other.  

The Guardian blocked Fan’s dagger 

with his own. He suddenly realized that 

attached to Fang’s pistol was another blade. 

The Guardian dodged Fang’s second blade 

before again blocking the first. Fang was 

fast—almost too fast for a human.  

Their strikes were lethal. Any one of 

their blows was enough to kill a man. The 

Guardian went on the offensive. But his 

daggers were loudly deflected by Fang’s 

blades. Time and time again, the clanging of 

their blades echoed throughout the rooftop.  

Blocking another three swift strikes 

from Fang’s blades, The Guardian ducked 

down and powerfully kicked the assassin 

away. Fang backed up a step before 

dropping to a knee and pulling his pistol’s 

trigger. The Guardian leapt to the side, 

dodging the bullets. But as soon as his feet 

touched the ground, a bullet from behind 

him cut through the side of his thigh and 

another caught his ribs.  

The Guardian didn’t express any 

pain. Hardly missing a step, he narrowly 

dodged Fang’s and Hakan’s next barrage of 

bullets. He performed a quick roll, throwing 

his knife at Hakan as he rose up. Hakan 

easily sidestepped the blade.  
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Right as Fang’s pistol ran dry, a 

throwing knife came flying at him. He rolled 

to the side, avoiding it. The Guardian 

immediately sprang upon him, now with two 

daggers drawn. The earsplitting clash of 

blades drowned out everything else as Fang 

blocked his adversary’s strike.  

But this time, The Guardian was on 

the offensive.  

The Guardians sent down two blows. 

Then four. Then six. He moved with 

inhuman speed. His strikes held no mercy. 

Fang barely kept up. The assassin was fast, 

but this vigilante was not even human. He 

couldn’t be. Backing up towards the 

building’s rooftop entrance, Fang barely 

avoided the tip of his foe’s blade. He barely 

blocked the next dagger.  

However, his luck did not hold.  

The Guardian’s dagger sliced open 

the assassin’s thigh. The next stroke left a 

gash across his stomach. Before Fang even 

howled in pain, The Guardian violently 

drove his dagger straight through Fang’s 

skull, the tip of the blade splitting open the 

other side.  

There was no hesitation from the 

vigilante. Wrenching out his dagger, The 

Guardian whipped around as he felt 

something aimed at his head. It missed him 

by inches. In the next instant, the grenade hit 

the wall behind The Guardian, erupting it 

into a ball of flame.  

And the wall collapsed on top of 

him.   

 

*** 

 

When Ethan’s eyes slowly opened, 

he was no longer on the rooftop. He stood in 

a field. The edge of the tree line was only a 

handful of feet away. The air was misty and 

humid as a light fog engrossed him. The 

pain was gone. All of it.  

Slowly rising to his feet, his eyes 

focused on the person standing before him. 

The woman’s long black locks hung freely. 

Her gaze remained on him. Her fair-skinned 

face held a beauty no other woman 

possessed, and a green gown covered her 

slender figure.  

Ethan stood there, unable to believe 

his eyes as he stared at Katrina’s face. Her 

presence felt like a long forgotten dream. 

After passing through the century-long 

night, a burst of morning now stood before 

him. Nothing else mattered, except her eyes. 

His gaze held a yearning that could not be 

quenched. And when he spoke, his words 

were soft. “You’re here…” 

“Of course.” Her voice was exactly 

as he remembered.  

“Can you stay?” 

She slightly smiled. “You know I 

can’t.” 

“I’m… I’m dreaming.” 

“Yes, you are. You must wake.” 

“I—I don’t want to wake up. I don’t 

want to fight. I… I want to stay here with 

you.” 

“As do I, but you must keep going, 

Ethan. You must keep fighting.” She 

stepped forward, stopping a foot in front of 

him. Reaching out, she gently placed her 

right hand over his heart. Her touch was 

soft, gentle. “And I will fight alongside you. 

Always.” 

His hand came over hers. Her hand 

felt smooth, just as he remembered it. Ethan 

took a deep breath as he closed his eyes. In 
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that moment, it all disappeared: the anguish 

and distress. It was replaced by a semblance 

of hope.  

When Ethan’s eyes opened, she was 

gone. He stood alone in the misty fields. 

There was no one else, no life at all. It was a 

mirror image of his own heart. Ethan knew 

what he needed to do. There was only one 

thing he could do. Balling his hand into a 

tight fist, he looked toward the heavens and 

roared.   

 

*** 

 

With a tremendous roar, Ethan 

ripped out from under the mountain of 

bricks. The bricks that had buried him 

violently scattered across the rooftop. His 

snarl shook the building and radiated onto 

the surrounding rooftops. Any pain in his 

body was drowned out by the rage that 

flooded his veins.  

His earsplitting cry slowly died out. 

Blood poured out of the gunshot wounds on 

his thigh and ribs. But he didn’t even give 

them a glance. His mind was set on one 

thing.   

As soon as he broke out of the 

rubble, Ethan heard William’s panicked 

voice ringing in his head. “Ethan! God, 

Ethan, please respond!” 

The Guardian took a breath. Then 

another. His heart pounded against his chest, 

threatening to burst. As he stepped out from 

the mountain of bricks, The Guardian 

touched his earpiece. “I hear you.” 

“Thank God! I saw the explosion 

and—” 

“Where is Hakan?” 

“I don’t know. The police are on 

their way to your location. You need to get 

out. I—I lost Hakan—” 

“No, you didn’t.” Fists tightly 

clenched, Ethan headed towards the 

rooftop’s edge. “I put a tracker on him. 

Activate tracker number 17.” 

“One sec—I see it. He’s not far.” 

William’s voice calmed down a bit. “I’m 

relaying his position now. That’s strange.” 

“What?” 

“He’s not anywhere near 

Villanueva’s motorcade.” 

“Sniping was a distraction to draw 

me out.” Ethan reloaded his cable. “He 

never intended to finish off Villanueva that 

way. Best way to take a heavily protected 

target is explosives.” 

“Villanueva’s almost home. Should I 

alert—” 

“No.” Reaching the rooftop’s edge, 

Ethan aimed his wrist cable at the next one 

over.  

“…okay. Hakan will be ready. What 

are you going to do?” 

“That son of a bitch should’ve killed 

me when he had the chance.” 

 

*** 

 

With his finger on the trigger, Hakan 

kept his sharp eyes focused on Villanueva’s 

distant penthouse. Hakan’s target would 

arrive within moments. The night was 

hauntingly quiet up on this high rooftop. But 

as soon as he set off the bomb, chaos would 

replace the peace and Villanueva would be 

up in flames.  

Fang’s death gave Hakan’s 

conscious little thought. Any ally was 
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expendable. Hakan knew that Fang didn’t 

stand a chance against this vigilante if the 

legends were to be believed. The Guardian 

was just as fast and lethal as the urban myths 

and rumors claimed, but no living soul could 

have survived under that rubble. There— 

Feeling something behind him, 

Hakan whipped around. A figure dropped 

from the heavens, landing crouched down 

and several feet away. It was The Guardian. 

Staying in that position for a moment, the 

vigilante slowly looked up and at the 

assassin.   

Hakan’s calm tone disguised his 

surprise. “You’re just that itch that won’t go 

away, aren’t you?” 

The Guardian rose to his feet, his 

gaze set on the assassin.  

“But it looks like you’re hurt.” 

Hakan’s free hand wandered towards one of 

his holstered pistols. “You won’t be 

surviving this time.” 

“One of us won’t.” 

The assassin smirked. “You’re too 

late for your friend. It’s over and so is your 

little revolt.” 

The Guardian reached under his 

cloak.  

Slowly bringing the trigger between 

the two of them, Hakan’s smirk grew. His 

gaze on the vigilante, Hakan pushed the 

bomb’s trigger. 

…but nothing happened.  

“Seems like you’re not the only one 

who can plan.” From his belt, The Guardian 

produced a small device. He held it up for a 

moment before carelessly tossing it aside. 

“All I needed was to keep you talking long 

enough for my man to triangulate your 

trigger’s signal and jam it.” 

It took a moment for Hakan to digest 

those words. The assassin did not show any 

shock on his face. However, his smile 

disappeared. Letting go of the trigger, he 

quickly whipped out two pistols. One was a 

semi-automatic handgun while the other had 

a dagger attached to its barrel, just like 

Fang’s. “It appears the legends are true 

about you. But you’ve merely bought 

Villanueva minutes.” 

The Guardian unsheathed two long 

daggers. His mind was already envisioning 

the fight. Hakan knew his foe was still hurt. 

He would not let the vigilante get close. He 

would keep his distance, try to wound The 

Guardian with his guns. Then, he’d end him.  

“You may be a monster, but you’re 

hurt.” Hakan’s voice now seriously deadly, 

his gaze went from The Guardian’s wounds 

to his mask. “I am Mors, the bringer of 

death. And you’re my target.” 

Tightening his grip around his 

daggers, The Guardian’s tone grew 

merciless. “You buried me and left me to 

die. It’s time to return the favor.” 

The Guardian leapt as his foe.  

Hakan fired both his pistols. The 

Guardian sidestepped the barrage and came 

upon the assassin. He sent down the first 

dagger. Hakan avoided it. The second 

dagger followed. But Hakan moved back to 

dodge it as well.  

The wounds made The Guardian 

sluggish. The vigilante’s next four strikes 

were sidestepped. But the fifth blow was 

blocked by Hakan’s pistol. In the next 

instant, he kicked The Guardian square in 

the chest, knocking the vigilante back a 

couple of paces.  
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Hakan did not relent. Stepping back 

to increase the space between them, the 

assassin dropped to a knee as he fired both 

guns at The Guardian. The vigilante leapt to 

the side. But he was too slow. A bullet 

grazed his calf. Another nailed his shoulder.  

However, it only made The Guardian 

angrier.  

The vigilante closed the distance 

between the two of them until the assassin 

was again within arm’s reach. Hakan 

masterfully blocked a few quick strikes from 

The Guardian’s daggers. The sound of the 

daggers clashing against Hakan’s guns rang 

through the entire rooftop. Hakan was light 

on his feet as the two battled. Five seconds 

passed. Then ten. Backing up, the assassin 

continued to parry and avoid The Guardian’s 

blades. The tip of The Guardian’s daggers 

cut an inch away from the assassin, but they 

couldn’t touch him.  

Hakan knew The Guardian’s wounds 

kept his left side slower, and he used it to his 

advantage. He stayed on The Guardian’s 

injured, slower side. Knocking away one of 

the daggers, Hakan ducked down to avoid a 

swipe from the other one. Crouched down 

low, Hakan again blasted a bullet through 

Ethan’s upper shoulder. 

But the vigilante didn’t back up. 

Instead, The Guardian roared. “Enough!”  

Ignoring the pain and regaining his 

blinding speed, The Guardian dodged 

several bullets fired from nearly point-blank 

range. Weaving side-to-side, he avoided 

them all. They flew right past him and into 

the night sky. Hakan backed up, but it was 

to no avail. The Guardian stayed up with 

him, kicking one of the guns out of the 

assassin’s hand.  

Hakan’s second gun deafeningly 

roared, but the bullets only hit air. Ducking 

down, The Guardian dropped one dagger. 

His now free hand firmly grabbed Hakan’s 

calf. Letting loose a mighty snarl and using 

his supernatural strength, The Guardian 

lifted Hakan off of the ground, still only 

holding him by his leg. With all his might, 

he raised the assassin a few feet off the 

ground. But in the next instant, he brought 

the assassin back down.  

Crack! 

The Guardian slammed his foe down 

with all the strength he could muster. 

Hakan’s back smashed onto the rooftop with 

an earsplitting crash. The ground cracked 

beneath him, the collision nearly shaking the 

very floor. A loud fracture sounded off in 

Hakan’s lower back.  

There was no hesitation. The 

Guardian raised his remaining dagger. But 

before he brought it down, he realized what 

Hakan held: a grenade. The pin was already 

pulled.  

His back was broken, but Hakan 

stoic face displayed no pain. His gaze was 

locked onto the vigilante’s mask. “Be… 

seeing you…” 

In the next instant, the grenade 

exploded.  

 

*** 

 

Intently watching the breaking news 

report, William tightly gripped his chair’s 

armrest. The massive computer monitor 

displayed the view from above the rooftop. 

Smoke still rose from where the blast had 

occurred. The grenade’s detonation scorched 

some of the rooftop, but it was too small to 



Thriller Magazine, Volume 1, Issue 1 

18 
 

leave any major damage behind. 

Nonetheless, several officers were crowded 

around what appeared to be a burnt corpse.  

A reporter’s voice spilled out of the 

screen. “Authorities are still investigating 

the explosion. A few citizens claim to have 

seen The Guardian in the vicinity of the 

blast shortly before the explosion.” 

There was a pause.  

“Only one corpse has been found. 

However, the body has not been identified 

yet, and The Guardian is nowhere to be 

seen.” 

William smiled.  

 

*** 

 

Ethan stood before a tombstone: his 

father’s. Standing under the early morning 

sky, Ethan dug his hands deep in his trench 

coat’s pockets. A mist enveloped the entire 

graveyard. His gaze remained steadied on 

the headstone.  

He came here often. Like it normally 

was during this time of the week, the vast 

graveyard was nearly empty of anyone else. 

As Ethan stared at his father’s name, he 

spoke out his thoughts as he often did. “Last 

night was close. But I guess they’re all close 

ones. One wrong move—one misstep—and 

it could end any night. I could end any 

night.” 

A slight breeze gently picked up his 

coattails.  

“Somehow, I don’t think some 

political rival sent Hakan here. I think a 

darker game was afoot. Hakan wasn’t a 

politician’s agent. He was an agent of the 

abyss.” 

Ethan glanced at the ground.  

“Daken turned me into what I am, 

gave me my abilities. And he’s amassing an 

army for some dark purpose. Maybe Hakan 

wanted those abilities from Daken. Maybe 

Daken sent him here as a way to prove 

himself or as a way to test me.” 

Dropping to a knee, Ethan 

unsheathed a long dagger from his belt. The 

blade wore a few splotches of dried blood. 

Ethan kept his gaze trained on the dagger as 

he stabbed it into the ground. The dirty 

blade stood there, surrounded by fog, a 

perfect representation of the turmoil in 

Ethan’s own soul.  

“It doesn’t matter. None of it does. I 

don’t care how long this war takes. I don’t 

care how many people the darkness sends at 

me. I’ll take them all on. I’ll kill them all. 

When the dust settles, when the battles end, 

I’ll always be the one standing.” 

Shutting his eyes, Ethan saw 

Katrina’s beautiful face. 

 “Because I know what is waiting for 

me on the other side.” 
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Fresh Finch 

----------- 

AMY GRECH 
 

 

Doris Finch sat hunched in her rocking 

chair, lost in the latest issue of Prevention 

when someone buzzed her apartment. "That 

must be Gerald. He's late as usual. Some 

people never change," she muttered to no 

one in particular.   

 She glanced at the framed picture of 

the twins on the mantel--Gerald and Simon--

identical in every way: red hair, deep blue 

eyes, and stocky frames standing side by 

side on graduation day at NYU.   

 Doris adjusted her wire-rimmed 

spectacles carefully on the bridge of her 

nose and reached for the hickory crook 

resting on the windowsill beside her. 

Leaning on her cane, she got slowly to her 

feet and shuffled over to the intercom near 

the door and pressed the button that 

unlocked the lobby door without asking who 

her visitor was. Doris hardly ever had 

visitors.  

 Several minutes later, someone 

pounded on her door so hard it rattled.  A 

quick peek through the peephole revealed 

the jagged face of her son, a tall man with 

thinning red hair. Doris fumbled with both 

deadbolts and the chain for a minute before 

she finally managed to open the door. 

 "Hello, Gerald. You're half an hour 

late, you know." She tapped her watch for 

emphasis. "I was beginning to wonder if you 

were going to show at all."   

 Unbeknownst to Doris, it wasn’t 

Gerald at her doorstep. Simon flashed his 

winning smile, unsure how his brother 

would respond. "Sorry--traffic is murder this 

time of day--I rushed over from the East 

Side. Got here as fast as I could." He took 

her arm in his and started out the door. 

"Shall we?"    

 "Hold on, I can't find my keys! I 

don’t want to get locked out!" Doris 

frowned and rearranged several piles of dog-

eared magazines on the cluttered kitchen 

table. "Where did they go? I just had them. 

Honestly, I can’t seem to find anything 

anymore."  

 "Calm down.  Take a deep breath.  

Did you check your purse, Mother?" Simon 

rooted around in her bulky, leather bag and 

found them safely tucked away--easily 

forgotten--in one of the small compartments. 

"Here they are," he jingled them in the air, 

"where they can't possibly get lost. Can we 

go now?"  

 "I suppose so." Reluctantly, she 

gripped her cane tightly in her hand and 

leaned on her son’s arm. They took the 

elevator down to the lobby and walked to 

Simon's nondescript black BMW parked at 

the curb.    

 "What happened to your navy blue 

Audi?" Doris stared at her son with 

inquisitive green eyes, magnified behind 

thick glasses.   
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 Mother's keen observation caught 

him off guard.  Simon suddenly remembered 

that Gerald was the more adventurous, 

successful one...."Oh, it's in the shop. 

Besides, I guessed it a bit too sporty for your 

tastes.  You’re always so buttoned-down." 

He sighed.  

 "Nonsense!  This car reminds me of 

a hearse!  Are you planning my funeral so 

soon?" With some difficulty, she sat down 

and buckled her seat belt.   

 "So now you think I expect you to 

die just because I happen to own a black 

car?! Really, Mother, I don't know where 

you get these crazy ideas!" Simon rolled his 

eyes. 

 Doris shrugged. "Never mind that! 

Let's get going before I miss the good 

bargains! You know how much I love a 

sale!"  

 He drove off. "Don't worry, Mother, 

you've got plenty of time to shop 'til you 

drop. I guarantee it." 

 She shifted in her seat; Doris 

clutched her purse in one hand and her cane 

in the other. "I want to believe you, but there 

are no guarantees." 

 "If you say so." Simon nodded 

absentmindedly as he wove through dense 

traffic with intense purpose.  He headed 

towards Tiffany's on Fifth Avenue, where 

his dear, sweet mother frequently spent 

several hundred dollars during the course of 

her stay without thinking twice.   

 He stopped for a red light and leaned 

over to remove Mother's glasses before she 

could stop him. 

 "Ger-ald! What in the world are you 

doing? Now I can't see a thing!" Doris 

swatted blindly at the air as she struggled to 

get her bearings. 

 Simon tucked Mother's spectacles 

neatly into his shirt pocket and drove on. 

"Don't worry, Mother. Your glasses are 

crooked. I'll take you to the optician along 

the way, so you can have them fixed. I can’t 

have you walking around cockeyed. It’s 

unsightly! I can't have you walking around 

like that, now can I?" 

 "Give them back, they're fine the 

way they are! I’m used to them." Leaning 

forward, Doris squinted, but her son was 

nothing more than a big blur. "You know 

how helpless I am without my glasses!"   

 "Hardly, Mother. It looks like 

someone punched you." Simon gave her 

hand a little squeeze. "Don’t worry, I'll take 

good care of you." He put on his best poker 

face. "You do trust me, don't you?"      

 "Of course," she muttered. Defeated, 

Doris sat back and fidgeted with her cane. 

"What's taking so long? Shouldn't we be 

there by now?"   

 Simon snickered. "You're much too 

uptight.  Why can't you just relax for once? 

Try stressing the positive for a change and 

maybe you'll feel much better." He pulled 

the car around a corner and quickened his 

pace.   

 Her eyes bulged. "And with good 

reason! The world is a more dangerous place 

than it was when I was younger. Nowadays 

eight-year-olds walk around with loaded 

guns and they know how to use them!" She 

folded her flabby arms. "Why, when you 

and Simon were boys, I refused to let you 

have cap guns because I thought they were 

too violent." 
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  "And I still resent you for it." Simon 

tightened his grip on the steering wheel until 

his knuckles turned white. "Face it, Mother, 

you're an easy target."    

 Doris bit her lip. "Oh, and why is 

that, just because I'm old? That's not a very 

fair thing to say." 

 "It may not be fair, but like it or not 

it's true." He eased the car over to the curb in 

front of a decrepit apartment building in a 

shady part of town and got out. He helped 

Mother to her feet and led her inside. "Here 

we are." 

 She craned her neck and squinted. 

"This doesn't look like Tiffany's and it’s 

awfully quiet. Where’s the hustle and 

bustle?  And why is it so dark in here?  

Something's wrong." 

 "Without your glasses on I doubt it 

looks like much of anything. You might not 

realize it, but you’re the one causing a 

commotion." His voice was warm, 

reassuring. He chuckled and pulled her 

along. "They must have blown a fuse. This 

way, Mother. Take baby steps and you'll be 

fine."  

 She moved her cane back and forth 

to check for obstructions and proceeded with 

caution.  "Gerald, I'm scared. Where are 

we?"  

 "Oh, you'll see soon enough. Careful 

now, we've got some steep stairs coming 

up." Simon held her tighter, almost 

smothering her in his death grip, so she 

wouldn't topple down headfirst. 

 Doris clutched his hand--with her 

firmest grip--overwhelmed by complete 

helplessness. "How many steps are there? 

I’m afraid I’ll fall!"   

 "Too many to count. Don't worry, 

you're in my capable hands, Mother." He led 

her down the narrow staircase, poorly lit by 

a dim bulb. "Ready? Down we go. Just put 

one foot in front of the other and you’ll be 

fine."   

 She paused for a moment and shook 

her head. "What's down there, Gerald? I’ve 

got a bad feeling about this."  

 "It’s the optician's office." He tugged 

on her sleeve. "Don't worry, it's perfectly 

safe. I'll even return your glasses to you 

once we're downstairs, so you can get your 

bearings." Simon flashed his winning smile. 

 "All right, but make it quick, I'm 

scared to death." Doris bit her lip.  

 Simon shook his head. "Don't worry, 

Mother, I won't let anything happen to you, I 

promise." 

 She feigned a smile.   

 He urged her on, "Here we are. Now 

that wasn't so bad, was it?" Simon unlocked 

a door and switched on the light. 

 Doris tapped his leg with her cane. "I 

almost fell, Gerald."  

 "But I caught you, just in time, didn't 

I?" Simon rested a reassuring hand on her 

shoulder. 

 "Just barely. It’s as if you wanted me 

to fall!"  She frowned.  

 He shakes his head. "Now you’re 

just letting your imagination get the better of 

you, Mother. Stop being so paranoid. I 

insist!" 

 "I’ll try my best. " Her shoes scuffed 

the smooth, concrete floor.  When she 

squinted, the only thing she could make 

sense of was the bright light overhead. 

"Where are my glasses?"   
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 "For the hundredth time, I have 

them, Mother! You obviously weren't 

paying attention! I'll hand them over as soon 

as you sit down!" He squeezed his large 

hands into trembling fists. 

 "There's no need to shout, Gerald. 

I'm not deaf, you know. My ears still work 

perfectly, but my eyes have seen better 

days." She shot him a dirty look. 

 She spread her fingers and held her 

hands out in front of her; Doris felt her way 

over to the battered office chair in the center 

of the cramped space. While she stumbled 

around, Simon reached for the length of rope 

resting on the battered desk and gripped it 

tightly between his fingers.   

 "Stop wandering around before you 

hurt yourself, Mother. I wouldn’t want 

anything to happen to you." He rushed over 

and steered her towards the chair. "Make 

yourself comfortable, the doctor will be tied 

up for a while."  

 Doris gripped the padded armrests 

and took a seat. 

 "I'm going to restrain you, so you 

don't squirm while the doctor examines you. 

I know how nervous you get around 

doctors." Simon wrapped the rope around 

his mother's tiny waist and secured her 

midsection with a double knot. 

 "Is that really necessary, Gerald? It 

seems like a strange precaution. I think I can 

sit in a chair for a simple eye exam." She 

started to fidget. 

 He tied her legs together without 

bothering to take her cane away. "Better safe 

than sorry. I wouldn't have it any other 

way."   

 "I didn't know you work with 

doctors." Doris wrinkled her brow.  

 "There's a lot you don't know about 

me. That’s why we're here, so you can learn 

a thing or two." Simon tied her arms loosely 

to the armrests, so as not to damage 

Mother's delicate wrists then rubbed his 

hands together. "Ta-da!" He pulled her 

glasses out of his shirt pocket and slipped 

them on for her. "I told you I'd return your 

glasses, safe and sound, good as new. As 

you can see, I’m a man of my word." 

 "It's about time!" She pouted as her 

surroundings come into focus. What she saw 

made her gasp: Her son brought her to a 

dank, dark basement with boarded up 

windows and poor ventilation. "Am I in 

Hell?" The thought made her shiver.   

 Simon ran his fingers through his 

thinning hair. "No, not yet, but don’t you’re 

your luck."  

 Doris gawked at him. Her cane 

rested between her legs, scarcely within 

reach. "I thought you were going to take me 

shopping." 

  "There's been a slight change of 

plans; I thought this would be more 

exciting." He winked. 

 "I'm not having any fun." Doris 

squirmed in her seat as rough restraints to 

dug into her tender flesh. "Ger-ald, untie me 

this instant!!" 

 "Is that a threat, Mother? What could 

you possibly do to me in that chair?" He 

folded his arms and leaned against the desk. 

 She lowered her head and took a 

moment to think. "I can scream." Upon 

uttering those words, Doris began yelling 

until her voice grew hoarse. 

 Simon pressed a finger to his lips. 

"Go ahead and shout all you want.  Do you 

think anyone is going to investigate cries 



Thriller Magazine, Volume 1, Issue 1 

23 
 

coming from the basement of a run-down 

building in a bad part of town? Dream on! 

This is New York City! People could care 

less!" 

 Doris immediately stopped 

screaming while her eyes darted from side to 

side, unable to focus on anything for more 

than a few seconds, especially her son. 

"Why are you doing this to me?" She started 

to cry. 

 He walked over to his mother, knelt 

in front of her, and took her trembling hands 

in his steady ones. Simon lowered his voice 

to a whisper, even though it was just the two 

of them. "Because it's time you realized 

which one of your sons is more successful. 

I'll give you a hint, he's standing right in 

front of you…"    

 Doris stopped crying. "Gerald, what 

are you talking about? Of course, you're the 

one. You've got a good job, a beautiful wife, 

and a wonderful home."   

 He jumped up and covered his ears 

with his hands. "I can't believe what I'm 

hearing, Mother!! You never could tell us 

apart, could you?!"  

 She cocked her head and frowned. 

"What? I--" 

 "I'm not Gerald!" Simon shouted. 

His face turned bright red and tendons 

bulged from his neck like thick wire.     

 Dumbfounded, his mother blinked. 

"Well, then who are you?" 

 "Simon, Gerald's better half!" He 

started to pace. "Don't tell me you forgot I 

exist?!" 

 "Believe me I've tried." Doris 

puckered her lips. "Who told you Gerald 

was taking me shopping today?" 

 He pointed an accusing finger at her. 

"You mentioned it the other night when I 

called. You told me he takes you shopping 

every Saturday afternoon." Simon laughed. 

"I gave him the afternoon off. I told him you 

weren't up to the trip." 

 "Your brother is a successful 

stockbroker. Did you know that? He always 

did have a head for numbers. Gerald is the 

son I could count on.” She stared at him, her 

eyes radiating hatred. "What do you do for a 

living? Probably something distasteful and 

illegal."    

 "You're very clever, Mother. I didn't 

think you'd catch on so fast, but you 

surprised me. I'm a hit man and I never miss. 

In my line of work, it pays to be precise. 

Missing my mark means missing a big 

payday. I always get paid." Simon gritted his 

teeth. "Did you hear me, Mother? I just 

finished telling you I'm very good at my job. 

Are you impressed? You should be."  

  "I heard every last word. Your 

chosen profession does not please me at all.  

You kill people for money.  I find it utterly 

repulsive!  I suppose you're going to tell me 

it's all my fault?" Doris raised her eyebrows. 

"Gerald makes an honest living. Did you 

know that?"    

 "Listen to yourself; every other word 

out of your mouth concerns Gerald! It was 

the same way when we were little.  Always 

playing favorites!" Simon squeezed his 

hands into fists. "Mother, you are really 

trying my patience! That's not a very wise 

thing to do right now! You taught me how to 

be cruel."  

 "How can you say that?" Mother 

clutched her cane.  She had a bright idea. 



Thriller Magazine, Volume 1, Issue 1 

24 
 

 "I'm just giving credit where credit is 

due." He walked back to the desk and 

opened a drawer so slowly it squeaked. "Do 

you know what I've got in here? Let me 

wheel you over for a closer look! I know 

how much you despise a nasty surprise." 

Struggling against his mother's feet dragging 

on the floor and her cane, propped 

precariously between her legs, he finally 

managed to roll her over to the desk.  Loose 

wheels rattled along the way.   

 "Probably a knife, a gun or both." 

Doris shook her head in disgust.    

 Grinning, Simon pulled a six-inch 

carving knife out of the cluttered drawer, 

dangerous and sharp, the blade--worn to a 

jagged edge and covered with mysterious 

maroon splotches--shone beneath the naked 

light bulb. "That's right, Mother, tools of the 

trade.  Devices of torture you never knew 

existed until now. Sneak a peek." She 

gasped and turned away. "Come, come, 

don’t be shy--it only hurts the first time." He 

tugged on Mother's small ears to angle her 

head for a better view. "And if your mood 

doesn't improve, I might decide to put some 

of the more exotic ones to good use." He set 

the knife down on the desk and reached into 

the drawer once more.   

 Doris grudgingly peered inside. 

"What are those pliers for?"    

 Simon grabbed a pair and squeezed 

them shut. "I've pulled a lot of teeth with 

these. But the people I'm after usually aren't 

tied up--it's much more challenging if I have 

to chase them." He tossed the rusty pliers 

back and rooted around until he found a 

golden, glimmering hunk of metal with four 

holes and slid it over his meaty fingers. "Do 

you know what this is for?"   

 Mother nodded, not the least bit 

frightened. "They're called brass knuckles 

and you can break a man's jaw if you punch 

him hard enough. I’m sure you have more 

than once." 

 Frustrated, Simon yanked them off 

and slammed the drawer shut. "How could 

you possibly know that?"  

  "I've seen a lot of trouble brewing in 

Hell's Kitchen over the years. I suspect 

growing up you did, too. It's obviously 

become your way." Doris gradually 

loosened the ties that bound her by moving 

her arms from side to side. Thankfully, 

Simon was too caught up in his rant to 

notice. 

 He snatched the knife from the desk 

and gripped the smooth, black handle tightly 

in his hand. 

 Mother’s eyes lit up. "Now I 

remember you. You always were a 

troublemaker, competing with Gerald for my 

attention and usually losing." 

 "I had no choice, you let me fall by 

the wayside, like a hasty afterthought. I 

learned to keep all of my anger inside until 

something set me off.  Whenever that 

happens someone gets hurt.  I'm very angry, 

Mother, that's why I'm so good at my job.  

It’s the perfect occupation, it lets me release 

all of my pent-up aggression." Simon placed 

the knife dangerously close to Mother's 

delicate face. "Right now I have your 

undivided attention. Correct?" 

 "Yes, now what do you want?" Her 

eyes were glued to the blade. She started to 

tremble.   

 He chuckled. "Well, for starters, I 

think an apology is in order.  Then we'll go 

from there. Fair enough?"  
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 "If you insist," Mother muttered.  

 "I do." With one swift motion, 

Simon slashed Mother's cheek. "Oops! My 

hand must've slipped!"  

 Doris flinched, as she felt a gush of 

warm, sticky blood trickle down her neck 

and dribble onto her good dress. "Simon, 

you cut me! Why did you do that?!" 

 "I just told you! Pay attention!" 

Simon admired Mother's blood as it 

splattered; the latest addition to the 

collection of strange stains scattered across 

the cold concrete. "When I'm angry my 

hands take on a life of their own.  Choose 

your words carefully.  I can't be held 

responsible for your well-being."  

 "I'm bleeding, you know and it hurts 

something awful." She raised her face, 

trying to slow the flow. "Aren't you going to 

clean me up?"      

 "That depends." He watched her 

intently while he closed in.    

 "On what?" She hunched her 

shoulders, bracing herself for the knife's 

sharp sting a second time.   

 "Whether or not my mood improves.  

Right now it's not very good, in case you 

hadn’t noticed." As he spoke, Simon 

admired his reflection glistening on the 

blade still tainted with Mother's blood. "Tell 

me, Mother, how does it feel to be 

neglected?"   

 "Simply dreadful." Doris shook her 

head.  Blood flew every-which-way.  Simon 

dodged random splashes of crimson. 

 "I'm sorry I didn't treat you like 

Gerald, Simon, but I had my reasons. Your 

brother was a very demanding child, always 

wanting to be held, fed, or put down for a 

nap. Because I was a new mother, I catered 

to his every whim, I didn’t know any better.  

You seemed content to be tended to 

whenever I saw fit, which honestly wasn't 

often enough. In fact, you didn't like to be 

held the way Gerald did. You'd start to 

squirm after five minutes, but Gerald would 

let me lull him to sleep and rock him gently 

for hours. I guess I got caught up in it all. 

For that, I do apologize. I should have paid 

you more mind."  

 "I thought a mother was supposed to 

love all her children unconditionally…" He 

wielded the knife again.  This time he didn't 

touch her, but he came much too close for 

comfort. 

 Doris sat bolt upright. "I was afraid. 

I've always been afraid of you." She started 

to cry again. Tears stung the deep gash on 

her cheek, but she was much too upset to 

notice. "Simon, why are you doing this? I'll 

give you anything you want if you'll untie 

me and take me home."   

 Simon bent down to whisper in her 

ear: "My motive is simple: an eye for an 

eye. You had your chance to give me the 

attention I needed early on and you failed 

miserably. The day of reckoning has 

arrived." He stood and pulled something 

compact and gray out of his shirt pocket. 

 "What have you got there, a fancy 

gun?" She was almost afraid to look. 

 "Hardly, Mother. It’s an iPhone. Do 

you mean to tell me you never saw Gerald 

take an important call on one of these?" 

Simon turned on his phone and set it down 

gently on the desk.  

 Doris shrugged. "I never really 

noticed." 
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 "That’s too bad. Maybe if you paid 

attention you wouldn’t be stuck down here 

with me right now."  

 Simon clasped his hand over 

Mother’s mouth before she could reply. 

Then he picked up the phone and pressed a 

button.  When he set it down again, Mother 

heard it ring a shrill chirping that set her on 

edge until her prodigal son answered. 

"Hello?” Gerald sounded anxious, his voice 

distant. 

 "Oh, sorry. Did I catch you at a bad 

time, Gerald?  I know you’re a busy man." 

Simon chuckled. 

 Mother bit his hand, drawing blood.   

He stifled a scream and pinched her cheek, 

so she wouldn't squirm. 

 Gerald sighed. "As a matter of fact, I 

was in the middle of something very--" 

 "Important? What I have is far more 

precious, trust me." He snickered. 

 "Who is this?" he asked, really 

pissed. 

 Despite his efforts, Mother nipped 

Simon’s hand again.   He pulled it away to 

inspect for serious damage and found a 

small cut, an unwanted distraction. 

 "Gerald, you have to help me! 

Simon’s got me tied up in the basement and 

he’s cut me with a knife! There's no telling 

what he'll do next!" Doris screamed, frantic 

to escape. 

 Gerald groaned. "Mother, where are 

you?" 

 "I’m right here, brother." Simon took 

a deep breath and gagged Mother with the 

bloody rag to keep her quiet.     

 "Did you hurt her?" he asked, 

concerned. 

 Simon snickered. "Not too badly but 

that may change soon." 

 "What do you want?!" Gerald 

shouted. 

 "Come on, don't play dumb with 

me!" Simon slammed his fist down on the 

desk. "If you don't come up with one million 

dollars by midnight, Mother’s history!" 

 Gerald cleared his throat. "Where do 

you want it?" 

 "Meet me in the basement of my 

building in Hell’s Kitchen. Do you know 

it?" Simon barked into the phone.   

 "Yes…I'm on my way…You'll get 

your money…Just don't hurt her…" Gerald's 

voice faded into static. 

 Simon ended the call and slipped the 

phone back into his shirt pocket.   

 He turned to Mother and snarled, "If 

I take that gag off, do you promise to 

behave?" Simon towered over her.  Simon’s 

hands rested on his hips.   

 Wide-eyed, Doris slowly nodded. 

She slipped one of her shoes off and 

wriggled out from under the ropes.   

 He removed the bloody rag stuffed 

into Mother's mouth carefully, doing his best 

to avoid her vicious bite. 

 "Simon, could you help me get my 

shoe back on? It slipped off." She bent down 

and wriggled her fingers to stress her effort. 

"I can't seem to reach it."  

 "Of course, Mother. It's the least I 

can do." He blushed. "I wouldn't want you to 

hurt yourself. Sit back and I'll fix it for you." 

Without giving it much thought, Simon set 

the knife down on the cold concrete and 

gently slipped his mother's tiny foot back 

into her sensible shoe.  



Thriller Magazine, Volume 1, Issue 1 

27 
 

 "That's very thoughtful, Simon." 

Doris reached over and patted her son's 

broad shoulder.  

 Simon leered at her. "I try my best." 

 Doris raised her arms and swung her 

cane hard.  A hollow whack connected 

hickory with Simon's thick skull--he grunted 

and hit the floor with a soft thud--splinters 

skidded across cold concrete.    

 "You always let your guard down 

when you were a boy and I told you it would 

get you into trouble someday. Such a pity 

you didn’t listen!" Mother's green eyes 

twinkled as she slowly got to her feet and 

cautiously picked up the knife resting next 

to Simon.  It felt heavy and awkward 

between her frail fingers--an impossible 

burden to bear--she struggled to hold it 

steady, with both hands, and tip-toed over to 

the spot where her son rested--bruised and 

beaten--on cold concrete dotted with 

splotches of his warm blood.  

 Simon regarded Mother with a 

vacant stare as the blood that trickled out of 

his mouth formed a slick pool at her feet.   

 "Just look at the awful mess you've 

made! You always were a careless boy, 

smashing my precious bone China, just to 

watch it break!" She twisted her hands until 

they turned bright red. "Gerald was such a 

neat freak, everything had to be in its place 

or he'd have a fit!" Doris shook her head. 

"It's such a shame you didn't turn out like 

your brother. I'm very disappointed."    

 He reached out to grab her ankle and 

missed. "Don't leave me like this, Mother! I 

ache all over!" Simon slurred his plea.    

 "Serves you right! Now you know 

how I feel!" Doris ground her heel into his 

hand. Simon yanked it away and shrieked. 

He crawled to the foot of the stairs.   

 "I should have smothered you when 

you were a baby! I won't make the same 

mistake twice!" Doris looked at her 

sniveling son and smiled. "You've been very 

bad, Simon! It's time for you learn the value 

of discipline!" She grabbed him by the 

scruff of his neck, swiped the knife from the 

desk and strained to lift it above her head.  

She aimed for his heart and plunged the 

blade deep into his chest several times. 

Simon opened his mouth to scream.  Too 

shocked to make a sound, he clutched his 

ruined chest and lay perfectly still.   

 Being careful not to trip on the 

remnants of her cane, Doris got down on her 

knees and checked her son's wrist for a 

pulse.  She laughed when she didn't find one 

and got slowly to her feet. Doris leaned on 

the wall and shuffled over to the door. She 

fumbled with the locks, yanked it open, and 

climbed the stairs slowly.  

 Gerald waited for her near the top, 

his timing impeccable, as always. 

 "Are you all right, Mother? What 

happened to Simon?" He stared at his 

brother's body sprawled out on the floor near 

the stairs. "I got here as fast as I could--

traffic is murder this time of day." He took 

her by the hand and brought her over to the 

navy blue Audi parked at the curb.  

 "I'm bleeding, Gerald. Simon gave 

me a nasty cut." Doris pointed to her face. 

 Always the perfect gentleman, 

Gerald pulled a crisp, white handkerchief 

out of his pants pocket and pressed it against 

her cheek, to help ease her pain. "I'd better 

get you to the hospital. You're going to need 



Thriller Magazine, Volume 1, Issue 1 

28 
 

stitches." He looked her over. "What 

happened to your cane?"  

 "I whacked your brother over the 

head with it." She stared at her son. "I'll 

have you know he threatened my life and I 

killed him for it."  

 Gerald shook his head and helped 

her into the car. "Why don't I take you 

shopping, after they make you all better at 

the hospital? To help you forget all about 

this nastiness." 

 Doris slowly nodded, anxious to 

forget. "I'd enjoy that, Gerald. Will you take 

me to Tiffany's?" 

 "I'll take you anywhere you want to 

go. I promise." He laid a reassuring hand on 

her shoulder.  

 "You always were a good boy." 

Doris smiled and buckled her seat belt. 

 "You taught me well." Gerald 

winked and drove off.   
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Mirror 

----------- 

KAITLYN JOHNSON 
 

 On a path in the middle of the woods walks a girl. 

      She is scared. 

How she got on this path in the forest, she doesn’t know. 

Her memory is cloudy. 

All she knows is that she is all alone.  

No animals, no people, no sounds, except for that of her own frantic breathing.  

As she is walking and thinking, she hears a sound somewhere behind her. 

     The girl freezes before whipping around. 

        Nothing is there.  

She resumes walking along the path.  

Faster this time, and more desperate to get out of this dark, wooded place. 

She hears another snap of branches closer behind and turns around. 

     Nothing is in sight. 

       Now the girl runs. 

As she runs, she hears something else start running. 

     It seems to match her pace perfectly. 

In an act of desperation, she stops and decides to face her pursuer. 

She slowly walks off the path and towards the woods. 

     She can hear the entity do the same. 

       The girl’s heart beat fast. 

Slowly, cautiously, a white foot emerged from the underbrush. 

A pale girl in a white dress comes forward. 

She is thin, filthy and looks extremely frightened. 

     The girl on the path steps back and lets out a gasp of surprise. 

       It is her.  
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Sam O’Hara is a hard-hitting detective who has become a private eye. He works in conjunction 

with the San Francisco Police Department to solve the most notorious murders in the Bay Area. 

His claim to fame is “I always get my man.” After a lifetime of working in homicide, he’s 

considered a specialist.  

 

The name Sam O’Hara has become a household name around San Francisco. He’s been solving 

difficult and cold cases since he left The Academy. He’s relentless at pursuing the bad guys but 

sometimes he wonders who exactly they are. In the end, he sees to it that justice prevails and 

once again becomes someone’s hero. 

 

MURDER BY THE BOOK: 

A DETECTIVE SAM O’HARA ADVENTURE 

----------- 

PAUL MICHAELS 
 

I’ll never forget the day I was called to 

12627 Brockway Avenue. The call came 

from a woman everyone referred to as Old 

Hattie. A widow, Mrs. Hattie Fox was a 

semi-retired writer who always had an awful 

lot to say. In fact, most people said she was 

the building’s social coordinator, aka a 

busybody. I remember wondering if she 

pestered people every morning and was very 

glad I couldn’t afford to live in her building. 

 

*** 

 

“Okay Mrs. Fox, you said you went to 

your friend Brenda Schoolmaker’s door, like 

you do every morning at ten minutes after 

seven, with her milk and her newspaper. She 

invites you in for coffee and you discuss 

literary subjects. Am I correct so far?” 

“Yes, that’s right Detective O’Hara. 

I’m writing my last murder mystery before I 

retire and Brenda just released her second 

one. Every day for the past five years, since 

she moved in, she invites me in for coffee. 

Lately we’ve been discussing her writing a 

new crime story and my finishing my last 

murder mystery. We’re very close. She has 

my keys and I have hers. We go out to 

dinner together, we know each other’s 

families, we travel in the same social circles 

and she has never; not once; not answered 

her door. In fact, last night when we parted 

ways in the hall, she said to me, 

“Tomorrow’s Sunday, don’t forget ten after 

seven, it’s our coffee clutch!” So I was very 

puzzled when I rang her bell and knocked on 

her door with no answer. I assumed she was 

in the shower, so I waited an hour and went 

back. Still no answer.” 

“Mrs. Fox, are you sure she didn’t 

have to run out for an emergency or 

something?” 

“Yes I’m sure, she always leaves me a 

note.” 

“What did you do then?” 
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“I took her milk and newspaper back 

to my apartment, put the milk in my 

refrigerator and her paper on the table, got 

her key and looked in her apartment. No one 

was there so I got on the elevator and went 

down to the parking garage to see if her car 

was there and it was.” 

“That really doesn’t mean anything 

Mrs. Fox, she could have walked 

somewhere. San Francisco is a large city. 

She could have taken a trolley or a cab or 

simply had someone pick her up.” 

“Detective O’Hara, I’m very worried. 

What happens if I don’t hear from her all 

day?” 

“Mrs. Fox, we need at least need 

twenty four hours before we can consider a 

person missing. Until then, whatever you’re 

thinking is pure speculation. If she’s not 

back in twenty four hours, call me and I’ll 

come over.” 

“Thank you, detective. I’ll do that.” 

 

*** 

 

After she hung up the phone, Hattie 

smiled and thought to herself, one thing’s 

for sure, she’s never going to show up. Not 

after I walked up to her in my kitchen and 

slammed her right in the face with that God 

awful heavy glass Eiffel Tower figure she 

brought me back from her trip to Paris. Her 

eyes brightened as she remembered. I’ll 

never forget the look on her face she was in 

such a state of shock! It’s a good thing she 

died instantly or she would have made a 

mess if she’d flopped around. Hattie paused 

that line of thinking and wondered, what’s 

wrong with me? How could I do that to such 

a good friend? Just so I could steal her 

notes and make her story mine? Then the 

dark thoughts came back. Thank God she 

bled on the kitchen tiles and not on the 

carpet. I’m glad she died. Had she lived she 

would have been horribly disfigured with 

her eye gone. Such trouble just to get my 

hands on that manifest across the hall. 

Nobody can get away with this…or can 

they? At least I got it all taken care of before 

I called the police. I’ll wait their twenty four 

hours then call and file their report. 

Hattie took great pleasure in 

remembering how she took care of Brenda’s 

body. She couldn’t move her like she was, 

so she slowly and methodically cut her up. 

Piece after piece she cut and carried into her 

bathroom where she thoroughly rinsed the 

blood off. The torso proved a challenge. 

After removing the head, she wrapped the 

rest in a shower curtain and dragged it into 

the bathroom and did her final butchering 

there. Hattie was so pleased. As in any 

murder story, she had to make the body 

disappear. Little by little she did. 

The next day Hattie made the call and 

the investigation began. O’Hara checked the 

usual things, such as Brenda’s mail and the 

mileage on her car, looking for anything that 

would give them any insight into the 

disappearance of the woman.  

Hattie sat in her apartment and began 

talking out loud. “I hope that Detective 

O’Hara doesn’t start coming to my 

apartment all the time and bring some 

blithering idiot of a partner with him. That 

would really irritate me, simply because one 

would snoop while the other asked 

questions.” Then she decided she’d better 

stop thinking so much; it just borrows 

trouble. 
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Hattie was afflicted with a strange 

mental disorder that flipped her in and out of 

reality if something triggered her. It could be 

a character from one of her books or 

something as simple as Detective O’Hara 

saying, “If she doesn’t show up, call me.” 

She was a sociopath who couldn’t take 

responsibility for her own actions. Maybe 

that’s why she created her murder characters 

so well. 

Back in the real world, Hattie 

immediately started going through Brenda’s 

notes. She believed that what she did was 

okay. She wanted a best seller and this was 

it! Then the thoughts came back again. 

I get some of the niftiest ideas! This 

one was a stroke of genius. Taking a 

hacksaw and cutting the body into pieces 

that fit perfectly in my turkey roaster. 

Roasting the body piece by piece there was 

no odor, the neighborhood animals were fed 

well and the bones were brittle enough to 

break into smaller pieces.  

The head was a different story. I took 

out every tooth, cut off the long blond hair, 

and shaved the skull. I had to roast it longer 

than the rest to make it really brittle. 

She packed what was left into book 

boxes. If anyone asked, she was loading her 

station wagon with her new books for a 

book signing next week. Then she drove to 

her cabin at Bodega Bay where she took the 

roasted bones of Brenda Schoolmaker to the 

cement pad of the artesian well on her 

property and smashed them into very small 

pieces with a sledgehammer. Her next step 

was to scatter the remaining morsels and the 

teeth in various places as she drove around 

the area on her way back to her apartment. 

Speaking out loud, she said to herself.  

“There’s only one thing that sticks in my 

mind. In all my books the perpetrator always 

gets caught. With the body disposed of in 

tiny bits everywhere, the only thing I have 

to worry about is this detective and his 

sidekick. I know they’ll be back. But what 

can they do? No body, no crime!” She 

chuckled, “Everything has gone like 

clockwork. When they find no trace of Miss 

Brenda, O’Hara and his eager little helper 

will have no choice but to file this case away 

as nothing but a missing person. I’ll be 

home free!” She laughed and laughed and 

laughed. 

 

*** 

 

The next morning when Hattie was 

getting ready to present her new book to her 

publisher, her doorbell rang. She looked at 

her clock. It was 10:15. “Who is it?” 

“It’s me, Mrs. Fox, Officer Virgil 

Bottoms.” 

“Why are you here Officer Bottoms? 

Have you found out anything new?” 

“I was driving past your building and 

wanted to stop and ask you a few 

questions.” 

Virgil, who was fresh out of the 

academy, was trying right away to be a 

plain-clothes detective for the department. 

Sam O’Hara volunteered to take him under 

his wing and give him some on the job 

training…as per the Chief, who happened to 

be a great fishing buddy of Virgil’s father. 

Let’s face it. They really didn’t know just 

what to do with him, since he isn’t the 

brightest bulb in the house. But he was 

young, enthusiastic and willing to work hard 
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to become a detective. And now, unknown 

to O’Hara or anyone else, here he was at 

Hattie’s door looking to investigate, on his 

own, a crime that officially may or may not 

exist. 

Hattie opened the door. “What can I do 

for you? I have an appointment and I still 

need to shower.” 

“I only have a few questions, Mrs. 

Fox, you go ahead and shower and I’ll just 

sit here and write up a few notes.” 

Hattie was furious and thought, what 

can I do? I just can’t throw him out. He is a 

cop. “Okay Officer Bottoms, you take your 

notes and I’ll take my shower, but we have 

to make it quick.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Fox,” Virgil took 

out his pad and pencil with a silly little 

smile. As Hattie showered Virgil looked 

around the big fancy apartment. He had 

never seen anything like this before. He 

peeked into an open closet and saw a ton of 

clothes and shoes and even a long blonde 

wig on one of those creepy heads.  Virgil 

remembered that while watching the 

building three days earlier he had seen 

Brenda’s red Porsche convertible pull out of 

the parking garage. The driver had long 

blonde hair and was wearing sunglasses.  

When Virgil reported what he saw to 

O’Hara, O’Hara checked the mileage on the 

Porsche again. There had been 124 miles 

added to the odometer. While checking the 

mileage, O’Hara had also found three long 

blonde hairs, one on the floor, one on the 

dash, and one on the back of the driver seat. 

He bagged them as evidence. Those hairs 

had not been there the first time he’d 

checked the car.  

Remembering those hairs, Virgil 

looked around the room and found a small 

pair of scissors on a bureau. He snipped a 

hair from the wig right at the cap and 

hurried to the kitchen where he found a 

sandwich bag. Hastily putting the hair in it, 

he stuffed the bag in his pocket. He went 

back to the closet and was looking further 

when he heard Mrs. Fox.  

“I’ll be right out, officer.”  

When she came out Virgil was sitting 

at the kitchen table. “Now that we’ve 

determined that Miss Schoolmaker is a 

missing person, her license says she has 

blonde hair. Is it long or short?” He asked. 

“Oh she has the most beautiful natural 

long blonde hair you’ve ever seen.” Hattie 

flashed back to the day she had Brenda’s 

head in the bathtub, cutting the hair off so it 

could be roasted without the smell of 

burning hair. 

  Virgil went on. “I understand from 

the neighbors that she wore knee boots quite 

often.” 

“Oh yes, especially when she went to 

her country house.” She looked at Virgil. 

“What’s this all about?” 

“Just in case someone should see her 

we now have two distinctive characteristics 

that would make her easy to identify at a 

glance. That’s about it except would you 

have a picture of her?” 

“I have a small one or there’s a larger 

one in her apartment I can get for you.” 

Virgil smiled. “Thank you. The larger 

the better.” 

Hattie got the key and walked over to 

Brenda’s apartment and got the picture. 

When she handed it to Virgil, he said, 
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“Thank you for your time, Mrs. Fox, You 

have a great day now.” 

Later on that day, Virgil ran into 

O’Hara at the station. He told him what he 

did and about the wig in Hattie’s closet. 

“You did what?” O’Hara took a deep 

breath. “Now Virgil, it’s good you got the 

hair, but you can’t be doing things like that 

without telling me. Don’t go over there for a 

while, not until we get things sorted out and 

figure out what’s really going on. We don’t 

want Hattie thinking we know something 

we’re not telling. Right now, the way I see 

it, Hattie Fox is the last person to see Brenda 

Schoolmaker before she went missing, 

which is why we need to lay low for a 

while.” 

“Sam, Ms. Schoolmaker needs to be 

somewhere on the planet. She couldn’t just 

disappear into thin air.” 

“I know Virg, but there’s still a lot of 

investigating to be done. We need to get in 

touch with her family in Vermont. Then 

there’s Hattie’s only living relative, an older 

sister, who lives over in Oakland. We’ll 

want to question her too. As for right now, 

we’re going to turn in those hairs, yours and 

mine, to the police lab for analysis.” He 

gave Virgil a stern look. “I have to tell you, 

Virgil, if you had been caught snooping 

around that apartment and snipping hair off 

that wig without a search warrant, it would 

have ruined your chances of becoming a 

detective and the station could have been 

sued for invasion of privacy and 

unauthorized search, to name a few. And 

believe me, there’s more.” O’Hara paused, 

sensing the effect his harsh words had on 

Virgil. “Now, for the delicacy of your 

lifetime, I know a great place for hotdogs 

called Johnnie’s Greasy Spoon.” 

Fully chastised, Virgil grinned. “I love 

hotdogs, Sam, sounds good to me!” 

Sam smiled back. “Man after my own 

heart. Let’s go relax. Tomorrow we’ll drive 

over to Oakland and talk to Hattie’s sister. 

Then we’ll call Brenda’s family in Vermont 

and see where that gets us. How’s that 

Virgil?” 

“Sounds good boss but I keep thinking 

about Brenda. Where is she and how come 

no one can find her?” 

“Could be anything Virg, just relax for 

now. You’re off duty since five o’clock so 

let’s go, I’m starving!” 

“Me too Sam, investigating makes a 

person hungry.” 

“Okay then, we’ll take my car, I know 

where to go.” 

Virgil grinned sheepishly, “We’ll have 

to, Sam, because mine’s broke. I wanted to 

get it fixed but it’s a ’54 Oldsmobile and it 

needs a new motor. That costs too much so I 

have to wait.” 

“I understand perfectly Virgil, I had 

the same problem.” 

“You did? For how long?” 

O’Hara laughed. “For most of my life 

Virg.” 

Virgil laughed with him. “Well, I need 

to get a car soon. A man can’t live without a 

car in San Francisco.” 

O’Hara looked at Virgil and thought, 

He’s a real nice young man. A little naïve 

but knows what he wants to do with his life. 

He has plenty of confidence and isn’t afraid 

to try something new.  

After dinner as they were walking out 

of the diner, Sam again warned Virgil. 
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“Virgil, you better not search anyone’s 

house again without a warrant. Don’t worry, 

there will be killers out there waiting for you 

when you’re ready. Believe me, they won’t 

be going away.” 

When they got to O’Hara’s car, Virgil 

said, “This thing is really nice Sam.” He 

smiled and continued. “Is this the company 

car?” 

O’Hara chuckled. “It used to be, but 

when their three-year lease ran out I put in 

to buy it from the police auction” 

Virgil whistled and said, “Wow, this is 

a real nice detective car.” 

O’Hara nodded. “That it is, Virg, that 

it is.” 

Virgil’s eyes were bright. “How much 

does one of these cars go for?” 

“It depends on the reserve and how 

high they bid it. I paid twelve hundred 

dollars for this and she’s my baby.” 

Virgil deflated a little. “It’ll take me a 

long time to get that kind of money, but I 

want one. I want one bad.” He looked at 

Sam, “Where do you get the suits you 

wear?” 

O’Hara laughed loudly. “That’s an 

easy one, Virg. I buy the cheap crap off the 

rack at Grants or Jamesway. One of these 

might set you back oh, about twenty-nine 

dollars.” 

“Don’t you need more than one?” 

“Sure you do. You could go to work 

one day and get shot in it.” Sam laughed at 

the look on Virgil’s face. “Ya gotta have at 

least two or three. Virgil what you have to 

understand is I’m retired from the force. I 

work in conjunction with the police but they 

don’t pay me. I have to buy my own car and 

my own suits. I’m what they call a private 

eye.” 

Virgil turned to him. “Do you make 

more money as a private eye?” 

“Oh most definitely, it’s just very hard 

sometimes to get it out of the client. Virgil, I 

think you’re better off for now staying on 

the force. You get your car, your weapon, 

benefits.” His eyes twinkled, “And a great 

dental plan in case you get your teeth 

knocked out.” 

Virgil went a little pale. “You’re right 

Sam, you’re a pro. You can be a private eye. 

I’d be happy enough just to be a detective on 

the force…. for now.” 

“Don’t worry, Virg, you’ll be a 

detective whether you like it or not.” 

 “Alright, boss. Thanks again for 

dinner.” 

 

*** 

 

The next morning Hattie was 

celebrating her new book and thinking this 

is mine! I should have had it years ago but I 

have it now, and well deserved at that! After 

teaching little Brenda how to write for the 

past five years what did it get me? All she 

cared about was herself; she was a pig! I’m 

the better writer. 

Well, I can say now with all certainty 

that the girl sure gets around, all around! 

She laughed. I spread little morsels of her 

all the way back from Bodega Bay. Now 

she’s feeding all the insects and rodents in 

the area. Hmmm, I wonder just how many 

pieces of Brenda are out there? Hundreds of 

thousands I would imagine, I did 

sledgehammer her nearly to dust. She 

giggled all morning. 
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Meanwhile, O’Hara was in his office, 

waiting to hear from the lab when Virgil 

walked in. “Good morning, boss.” 

“Good morning Virgil.” 

“Can we go now boss?” 

“Go where?” 

“To Hattie’s sister, Margaret, over in 

Oakland.” 

“Yeah but hold on. This needs some 

planning so sit down.” 

“Sam, don’t we call Margaret before 

we go there in case she isn’t home” 

“No Virgil, we just go there. Now, I’m 

going to give you some questions to ask 

when we get there.” 

“What kinds of questions boss?” 

“The other half to my questions! Now 

stop asking questions and listen. For 

example, I’ll ask about Hattie’s behavioral 

pattern and before she can answer, you ask 

her if they shared a bedroom, that kind of 

thing. Keep her a little off balance. Now, 

Virgil, these questions are purely 

hypothetical and we won’t be asking them 

right off.” He laughed at the confused look 

on Virgil’s face. “So now we go.” 

 

*** 

 

When they arrived at Margaret Fox’s 

home, O’Hara said. “Just keep it simple.” 

And rang the doorbell. A well-dressed 

woman answered. She appeared to be in her 

early seventies.  

“Well good morning, is everything all 

right?” 

“Yes. I’m Detective Sam O’Hara and 

this is my partner Officer Bottoms. We’d 

like to ask you a few questions about your 

sister Hattie and her friend and neighbor 

Brenda Schoolmaker. Do you know her? 

“What’s going on, is Brenda all right?” 

“I’m sure she is but she’s been missing 

for the past three weeks. Have you seen or 

heard from her recently?” 

“Why no, the last time I saw Brenda 

was about a month ago when Hattie came to 

visit and brought Brenda along with her.” 

“Could you tell us what Brenda’s 

demeanor was at that time?”  

“Oh yes, she was in wonderful spirits 

like she always is. She was very excited. She 

had a new book she was working on and she 

said she would give me one when it came 

out. Brenda is a very nice person, always 

looking to help me in the kitchen when she’s 

here. She should have been my friend 

instead of Hattie’s.” 

O’Hara looked at her. “Why do you 

say that?” 

Margaret sighed. “Well Detective, 

Hattie has always had what I call a very 

short fuse. Her temper is bad when things 

don’t go her way. She’s been like that since 

we were very little girls. When things are 

going her way, she’s real nice.” 

“How about her last visit?” 

“Ah, not so good. She was having an 

argument with Brenda about a murder 

mystery Brenda was writing and wouldn’t 

tell her about. Then she was on the phone 

numerous times with her editor and 

publisher arguing about book things. That’s 

how Hattie’s always been as long as I can 

remember.” She shrugged. “What are you 

going to do, Hattie will be Hattie.” 

O’Hara said, “Thank you, Ms. Fox, I 

think that’s all we have for now. If you 

should happen to hear from Brenda would 
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you please call me? Here’s my card. If you 

can’t get in touch with me call Officer 

Bottoms.” Virgil took out his card and 

handed it to Margaret. 

“If I hear anything, you can count on 

me to call.” 

“I appreciate that, Ms. Fox, you have a 

good day.” 

When they got in the car Virgil 

remarked, “That was interesting, Sam. She 

was so nice, yet she had a problem with her 

sister all her life.” 

O’Hara was deep in thought. “Yeah,” 

he answered absently. 

“What are we gonna do now boss?” 

“We’re going back to the crime lab, I 

want to find out about those hairs.” 

 

*** 

 

They no sooner got back to the office 

and O’Hara’s secretary Suzy came in.  

“Sam, you had a very belligerent call 

from a Mrs. Hattie Fox. She was very angry 

that you went to question her sister. She 

said, “What the hell, my friend is missing 

not my sister.” 

Sam smiled, “Did she say anything 

else?” 

“Yes she did, and I quote, “I’ll sue 

those bastards, I’m really pissed off!” 

“Ah yes, that’s her wrath coming out.” 

He smiled. “I can’t wait for the lab results 

on those hairs.” 

 

*** 

 

At home in her apartment, Hattie was 

looking desperately through her closets for 

the Eiffel Tower. She has the entire 

apartment ripped apart. “Where is it? Where 

in the hell did I put it?” She was so busy at 

the time of the murder she never cleaned it. 

She just wiped it off a little and thought she 

threw it on the shelf behind the wig. Then 

she remembered. “That runt Officer Bottoms 

was here. He stole it! Oh my god, if that’s 

the case then he saw the wig too. I’ll kill the 

little pig!” She yelled so loud that she heard 

her neighbor bang the wall. “And feed him 

to the damned sharks! Ohh that sneaky little 

worm!” When she finally calmed down she 

thought he didn’t take it. He would have 

taken the wig too. It’s got to be here 

somewhere. I just have to be more careful in 

the future. 

Back at the office the phone finally 

rang. O’Hara answered and listened. “What? 

…They’re made of what? You’re shitting 

me! You’re not shitting me?” Virgil sat 

there watching with just a smile on his face 

for whatever reason. “You mean to tell me 

those hairs are not real? …One came from a 

wig inside and three from the car outside…. 

They’re all fake?” O’Hara almost laughed. 

“Do they at least match each other for shit’s 

sake? …They do! …Well isn’t that just 

hunky dory.” He slammed the phone down. 

“Virgil, the fake hairs match.” 

“That’s good.” 

“That’s not so good. They’re all 

polyester. They’re not from a human being. 

What we have here is fake hair off the same 

damn wig, and they can’t even be used as 

evidence!” 

“Why not, boss?” 

“Think about it Virgil, we snatched 

them without a search warrant so we have to 

put them back and find them again.” 
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Virgil laughed. “How can you find the 

same thing twice?” 

“I’ll show ya!” 

“Um Sam, that’s not all we have to put 

back.” 

Sam turned and narrowed his eyes at 

Virgil. “What Virgil, do you mean?” 

“Uh, um, when I got the hair, the 

closet light was on and I found a glass Eiffel 

Tower that looked like it had blood on it. I 

thought it might be evidence so I took it.” 

Sam rubbed his forehead and looked at 

him in amazement. “Where is it, Virgil?” 

“It’s in my apartment.” 

“We have to go get it. Now! Do you 

know what you did for God sake? You 

tampered with evidence along with the 

unauthorized search. At this time, the item 

in your apartment has been stolen by a 

rookie police officer. NOT GOOD, 

VIRGIL! We have to put it back. I’ll get a 

search warrant today and tomorrow morning 

we’ll visit Mrs. Hattie Fox. Tonight, we’ll 

be spending the evening and dining on 

hotdogs in the crime lab or tomorrow we’ll 

be in BIG trouble. You’ll never be a 

crossing guard let alone a hotshot detective 

with all the trimmings so step it up, Virg!” 

As they hurried out the door and into 

his car O’Hara started to think about when 

he was young like Virgil. I was kind of goofy 

myself, a tall thin kid, who thought of 

nothing but girls and being a cool detective. 

Since Virgil’s been around it’s been a lot of 

fun. I can see I have to keep my eyes on him 

but I know he’s worth it. He’s slow and talks 

low which annoys me at times but you can 

see he’s not going to give up on what he 

wants. I’ll be damned if he doesn’t look and 

act just like Michael J Pollard, always 

smiling and squinting and rubbing his eyes 

when he talks to you; a little green when it 

comes to life but he’s all ears when it comes 

to being a detective like his dad. When my 

girlfriend Lucy met him, I asked her what 

she thought. She said, “Well, he’s 

intelligent, polite and cute. Can we adopt 

him? He looks just like that new actor and 

acts like him too.” I told her “Ok, you’re 

sold, now all we have to do is sell him to the 

department. 

O’Hara looked out his car window and 

there was Virgil, standing on his steps 

waving a greasy old Chicken Delight bag in 

the air. “Got it, boss!” 

O’Hara panicked. “Hey, Virgil, there’s 

a lot of grease in that bag for God sake!” 

Virgil just smiled that goofy grin. 

“Don’t worry, I put it in a plastic bag first.” 

He looked so proud that Sam couldn’t help 

but let out a chuckle as he looked at ‘all 

about it Virgil’ standing on the steps holding 

a greasy old Chicken Delight bag with vital 

evidence in it. 

“Okay, Virg, we have to get it back to 

the crime lab before they go home.” 

 

*** 

 

Back in her apartment, Hattie was 

putting the final touches on Brenda’s book 

for herself. She thought what a brutal crime 

I committed. It’s probably one of the worst 

body disposals I’ve heard of in all my years 

of writing about murder. I’ll probably never 

roast another turkey or fry another chicken 

ever again. Then she smiled. Not too bad 

considering it was my first. She laughed 

while she put her new book away. Thanks to 

Brenda, she thought, it’s the only good thing 
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I ever got out of that know it all bitch! Then 

that new song came on the radio, just 

released by Petula Clark, “Downtown”. 

Hattie thought, ya know, I love that song and 

that’s just what I’m going to do, go 

downtown and celebrate my new best seller. 

I’ll even have a drink for Brenda for her 

contribution to my success! She very 

carefully put her manuscript in the large 

bottom drawer of her desk. Oh, I have to go 

over to Brenda’s apartment and get that 

beautiful mink stole. She did say I could 

borrow it whenever I wanted to. Maybe I’ll 

wear the blonde wig tonight, after all, it’s 

kind of like a tribute to Brenda. She did help 

some by using what little talent she had. It 

will be nice to wear the wig my hair’s a 

mess anyway. And what are a mink and a 

wig without a brand new red 1963 Porsche? 

Well, it beats my old green station wagon, 

and anyway, the Porsche has a radio! 

As Hattie got in the car, she started it 

up, put the top down and turned the radio 

up. ‘Another hit song from that new British 

group The Beatles. “I Want To Hold Your 

Hand”.  She sat back and smiled. I feel like 

I’m on top of the world! Life is good and I 

aim to keep it that way. To Brenda, who 

made this all possible. And where is she 

tonight? Oh that’s right, she’s 

EVERYWHERE!  You could hear Hattie’s 

maniacal laugh echo all through the parking 

garage as she sped away. 

 

*** 

 

O’Hara and Virgil hurried into the 

station, Virgil with the dirty old Chicken 

Delight bag in his hand. They ran straight to 

the crime lab and dropped it off. When they 

got back to O’Hara’s office to wait for the 

results, Sam asked Suzy if he had any calls. 

“Hilda called and asked if you found 

her cat yet. If you did, the check’s in the 

mail. Salvatore called and asked if you had 

seen his girlfriend. I told him you had and he 

said okay, thank you and hung up.” 

O’Hara laughed. “The next time Sal 

calls, tell him we’re getting married.” 

Suzy went on. “Last but not least, that 

loony O’Grady called from up in Toekiss. 

He said “Tell Sam to call me, I haven’t 

heard from him in two days. I need good 

hotdogs! These ones they have here I 

wouldn’t feed to a dog let alone a human 

being!” 

Sam looked at Virgil. “Give me a 

minute, I have to make an important call.” 

He dialed the phone. “Hey, O’Grady! Suzy 

told me you’ve got bad hotdogs up there in 

Toekiss. Joe, I’ve got a plan. Get yourself a 

furlough slip and we’ll go to Johnnie’s 

Greasy Spoon tomorrow. You can see your 

dear old friend Cindy. Just be good behaved 

when you talk to her, I can’t have you 

getting into trouble when you’re on my 

watch. I’m going to bring a friend with me.”  

“What friend, Sam me lad?”  

“You’re not jealous are ya, Joe?” 

“No, my boy, I just hope they have 

enough hotdogs!” 

Sam laughed. “You’ll like him, Joe. 

He’s a new cop I’m training.” 

“Just what I need lad, a cop on each 

side of me again.” He laughed. 

“Okay O’Grady, we’ll see you 

tomorrow, goodnight.”  

O’Hara hung up as Suzy walked in 

with the lab report. Sam took it and grinned, 
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“Hey Suzy, can’t I leave this place without a 

bunch of nuts calling me?” 

She just looked at him. “No Sam, you 

can’t,” and walked out. 

He slowly opened the lab report. Virgil 

waited anxiously. The report read, Positive 

match. This blood type is in fact the blood of 

thirty-yearold Brenda Schoolmaker. O’Hara 

put the report down. 

Virgil stood up. “What did it say, what 

did it say?” 

“It said I have to run down to the 

Chief’s desk and get not only a search 

warrant, but a warrant for the arrest of Mrs. 

Hattie Fox for first-degree murder.” 

Virgil almost jumped up and down. 

“Yay, I can’t believe it! I solved my first 

case and didn’t even know it.” A huge smile 

came across O’Hara’s face. “I want to thank 

you, Virgil.” 

“For what boss?” 

“For letting me in on this.” O’Hara 

tried hard to keep a poker face. 

Virgil slapped him on the back. 

“You’re welcome Sam, anytime!” O’Hara 

just rolled his eyes. “And thanks boss, for 

making sure we don’t lose our jobs 

tomorrow.” 

Then O’Hara got serious. “When we 

get to Hattie’s tomorrow, I’ll take her in the 

living room and ask her a few questions. 

You put the Eiffel Tower in the oven. 

QUIETLY. At that point I’ll serve the search 

warrant. I’ll send you to the car for the 

evidence bags and most importantly the 

bottle of Luminol in the trunk.” 

“What is Luminol Sam?” 

“It’s a certified product tried and 

tested. If there’s even a pinhead of blood, if 

you spray this stuff on it, it will turn blue. 

You can’t miss it. It’s foolproof.” 

“Wow, I’ve never heard of that.” 

“If we find there’s blood in there, even 

an eyedropper, we’ll be able to test it.” 

“Why do you feel it necessary to use 

this stuff in Hattie’s place?” 

“Because the one time I was briefly in 

her kitchen, I noticed loose tile in front of 

the sink, the stove and the perimeter of the 

cabinets. It’s just a hunch Virgil, but I still 

have to check it out.” 

The next morning at 6:30, O’Hara and 

Virgil arrived at Hattie Fox’s door with a 

search warrant and an arrest warrant. Hattie 

looked surprised to see them.  

“Good morning Mrs. Fox, we have a 

few items we’d like to go over with you. It’s 

been about four weeks since you reported 

Miss Schoolmaker missing. We have spoken 

to her family in Vermont 

“You did? How did you know about 

them?” Hattie asked. 

“Through research. It’s a detective’s 

job. Very much like when you research a 

book. It’s all in a day’s work.” O’Hara 

smiled. “Brenda’s sister mentioned that your 

relationship with Brenda was in general a 

very good one. She told us Brenda had 

recently given you a gift she purchased at a 

little gift shop in Boulogne France, which is 

owned by a friend of her sister.” Hattie 

looked a little shell-shocked and floundered 

a little bit. O’Hara went on, “It was a very 

expensive item, a custom made piece with a 

coded serial number on the bottom that sells 

for about $1500. The woman who owns the 

shop, Bridgette, has a brother who Brenda 

was quite fond of. It’s out of character for 
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her but we can’t rule out the possibility that 

she may be with him.” 

“For God sake Detective O’Hara,” 

Hattie snapped, “what is it?” 

“It’s a laser cut crystal statue about 

twelve inches tall, a very limited edition 

replica of the hand cut crystal that was 

originally given to General de Gaulle.” 

Hattie was fast losing her patience. 

“Detective O’Hara, Can you please get to 

the point!” 

“Oh, I’m sorry Mrs. Fox,” O’Hara 

continued. “It’s fairly common really, 

probably the most prominent gift item 

purchased in France.” 

“Well, what is it?” Hattie bit out. 

O‘Hara smiled. “It’s a beautifully 

detailed crystal Eiffel Tower. We understand 

Brenda brought it back from Paris as a gift 

for you. Could you show it to us, we need to 

get the number off the bottom.” 

Hattie was beginning to lose her 

temper. “Detective O’Hara, I’m not getting 

the whole picture here. My neighbor 

disappears and you need to see a gift she 

gave me? I’m starting to feel a bit violated. 

Do you have a search warrant?” 

“Mrs. Fox.” O’Hara was very calm, 

“In my business people run off together all 

the time. This is the only lead we have to go 

on.” 

“Can’t you just call the gift shop or the 

factory?” 

“We did. This man is nowhere to be 

found. This is the only way we can confirm 

the fact that she was indeed in that store a 

week before her disappearance. We have the 

receipt, I just need to match it with the 

item.” 

Hattie stuck her nose in the air and 

crossed her arms. “I’m sorry, detective. 

You’ll need a search warrant.” 

O’Hara reached into his pocket. “I 

have one right here.” 

Her face turned dark red. “Well guess 

what, I don’t know where the damn thing is. 

I had a large party here last night and it was 

stolen. It was so crowded and loud in here 

my neighbor even banged on the wall.”  

O’Hara looked at Virgil. “Stay here for 

a minute, I’d like to confirm this with the 

neighbor.” 

Hattie’s face went from red to white. 

“I doubt if anyone’s there, they work during 

the day.” 

“Nevertheless, Mrs. Fox, I’ll check 

anyway. I’ll be right back.” 

Hattie got sick to her stomach as she 

heard him knock on her neighbor’s door. 

“Good morning Mrs. Purdy, sorry to bother 

you but could I ask you a question?” She 

nodded. “Mrs. Fox tells me she had a large 

party last night. It got pretty loud and you, at 

some point, banged on the wall.” 

Mrs. Purdy put her hands on her hips. 

“A party next door last night? What’s she 

lying about this time?  The last time there 

was a party here it was a housewarming 

party for Brenda Schoolmaker five years 

ago. Nobody knocked on her wall last night 

because there was no party. I’ll go right over 

there and tell her to her face!”  She pushed 

past O’Hara and marched toward Hattie’s 

door with O’Hara right behind her. She 

opened the door and pointed her finger 

straight at Hattie. “Don’t include me in your 

lies, I won’t have it!” Hattie couldn’t look at 

her. “That’s what I thought.” She turned and 

opened the door to leave. “Good day 
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gentlemen.” She slammed the door as she 

left. 

Hattie frowned as she looked at the 

two men. “Would you please excuse me, I 

need to call my attorney.” 

O’Hara nodded. “Go ahead.” 

When she left the room O’Hara 

pointed at the stove. Virgil quickly placed 

the glass Eiffel Tower in the oven. He rolled 

up the Chicken Delight bag and stuffed it in 

his pocket. When Hattie returned from her 

call, O’Hara said, “We need to search this 

apartment.” He turned to Virgil. “Start in the 

bedroom.” 

Moments later Virgil called, “I found 

the wig!”  

“Put it in an evidence bag and seal it 

Virg.”  

Once the bedroom had been 

thoroughly gone through Virgil said, “The 

bedroom’s, done boss.” 

“Now the kitchen, I want everything 

checked, the cabinets, the drawers, 

everything including the freezer.” 

Hattie was standing next to O’Hara 

when Virgil walked in and sat it on a small 

table. There it was, a twelve-inch tall crystal 

statue of the Eiffel Tower covered with what 

looked like dried blood. “Bag it and seal it 

Virg, then take these two evidence bags 

down to the car and bring back the 

Luminol.” When Virgil came back O’Hara 

told him to start on the living room.  

Hattie stood in the doorway of the 

bedroom with a vile look on her face and 

watched O’Hara open the canister of liquid 

and start wiping it all over her floor. “What 

are you doing to my floor, what is that 

stuff?”  

“It’s a very unique substance called 

Luminol. It was developed during the war. 

The principle of it is, if you apply it to an 

area where you believe there was blood at 

one time or another, it confirms it by turning 

blue.” 

He wiped it on the cabinet below the 

sink and on the floor in front of it as well. 

Hattie laughed. “I don’t see a damn 

thing!” Then her eyes narrowed at him. 

“You are going to lose your job and get hit 

with the biggest lawsuit you’ve ever seen!” 

O’Hara went on. “One more thing 

Mrs. Fox,” he smiled, “this is the cool part.”  

“I don’t see anything blue.” she 

sneered, “This is a joke!” 

“Oh but wait, the test isn’t finished 

yet.” He reached over and switched off the 

light. The floor, the sink, and the bottom of 

the cabinets all turned an eerie blue.  

From behind Hattie, Virgil breathed 

out a “Wow!” while she just stood there and 

stared. 

O’Hara picked up the phone. “This is 

O’Hara. I need a mobile lab unit over here 

as soon as possible. The address is 12627 

Brockway Avenue, apartment 113. When he 

hung up he looked at Hattie who had 

collapsed in a chair still looking at her 

kitchen in disbelief. He turned the light on 

so the evidence wasn’t so pronounced. 

A half an hour later Hattie jumped up 

when three men came in with their gear. 

They opened their cases and turned the light 

back off and began marking off the 

illuminated areas. They then proceeded to 

remove the floor tiles that were glowing 

blue. She looked at O’Hara and Virgil. “I’ve 

been wanting a new kitchen floor, thank 

you.” O’Hara walked back to the kitchen. 
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“O’Hara,” she called, “What you’re doing is 

against the law!”  

He didn’t look at her when he said 

under his breath, “Not my law.” He took out 

the other paper in his coat, the arrest warrant 

for Mrs. Hattie Fox, and stood in front of 

her.  “Hattie Elizabeth Fox, I’m placing you 

under arrest for suspicion of the murder of 

Miss Brenda Schoolmaker.” He looked at 

Virgil. “Read her her rights and cuff her.” 

Virgil took out his little card and began 

to read. “Hattie Elizabeth Fox, you have the 

right to remain silent…” 

Hattie interrupted. “You jackasses, do 

you have any idea how many chickens I’ve 

quartered there? How many turkeys?” 

Sam looked at her with no expression 

on his face. “We’ll let the lab determine that. 

Take her to the car, Virgil.” 

As Virgil led Hattie to the door she 

started screaming. “I want my lawyer, 

NOW!” 

Softly, Sam replied, “You have one 

phone call coming, Hattie. Good luck.” 

Before O’Hara left the crime scene he 

ordered the team to seal Brenda 

Schoolmaker’s apartment across the hall. 

“And seal this one before you leave.” 

The next morning, held without bail, 

Hattie was still ranting. She claimed O’Hara 

had botched the investigation. She said there 

was no body so there was no murder. She 

complained all night about the conditions in 

the holding cell.  When O’Hara opened his 

office door he could hear her yelling down 

the hall. Finally, the Chief ordered her to be 

moved to an isolated cell.  

Virgil was sitting in O’Hara’s office 

and said, “God, she’s crazy! It’s scary to 

think I spent time alone with her.” 

“No, Virgil, she’s not crazy, she’s 

trying to be. She’s a selfish horror of a 

human being. She actually confessed! When 

I read her confession it made me sick. They 

told me she even laughed when she told the 

story. You know, Virg, it’s all in a day’s 

work in this line of work but sometimes I 

just can’t help being affected by some of 

these characters over the years.” He took a 

deep breath. “Excuse me, Virgil, I have to 

tell Brenda’s family.”  

Virgil asked, “Would you like me to 

call?” 

“No, it’s going to be tough. I have to 

tell them there can’t be a casket because of 

what Hattie Fox did to their daughter’s 

body. NICE!” And he walked out the door. 

 

*** 

 

Once her confession was read, her fate 

was pretty much sealed. It only took thirty-

two minutes for the jury to deliberate. 

Guilty. She was sentenced to one hundred 

and thirty years in prison with no chance for 

parole. After the sentencing, she was being 

escorted back to her cell. O’Hara closed his 

briefcase and stood up. Hattie called to him. 

“You look awfully happy for someone who 

is going to be sued and lose their career. My 

lawyer is filing an appeal as we speak!” 

“I am happy, Hattie, because I know 

I’m going to spend the next one hundred and 

thirty years out in the free air.” 

Hattie laughed. “I will too, O’Hara, 

because I know I don’t deserve this. 

O’Hara looked at her and frowned. 

“Neither did Brenda Schoolmaker.” He 

tipped his hat like the gentleman he is. 

“Good day Mrs. Fox.” 
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*** 

 

Mentally exhausted O’Hara went back 

to his office and locked his door. He picked 

up a bag of sunflower seeds from a shelf and 

fed Harry, the pigeon that had taken up 

residence on his windowsill. He sat down in 

his chair and lit a cigar. He leaned back and 

felt peace for the first time since the case 

started. 

“No,” he thought, “I’ll never forget 

the day I was called to 12627 Brockway 

Avenue.” 

His telephone rang and he picked it up. 

“O’Hara.” “Yes, hello Salvatore, I had 

dinner with her last night. …You’re 

welcome.” He hung up the phone and 

swiveled around in his chair to look out the 

window smiling from ear to ear. Yep, 

business as usual! 
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Forest Fire 

----------- 

GAGE GARZA 
 

The difference between ruins and my story is that at least ruins have something to tell. I, 

however, have nothing left. You won't know what happened unless I told you which in this case, 

it’s impossible. No matter how much I scream, my voice will never be heard. No one heard me 

even before my inevitable end. Even now, I agonize myself in livid consequence. What's done 

can't be undone. I once had a name but just like the forest fire that I have succumbed to, my story 

has burned along with it. But who am I to speak? I am just one person, right? One life lost isn't 

worth telling thousands upon millions unless I was a celebrity. That's just how it is, right? One 

life lost is just another viewer lost; just another dollar down the drain, right? 
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Thank you for reading! If you’d like updates on our future issues, please consider 

subscribing to our NEWSLETTER!  

You can also connect with us on Twitter at @ThrillerMagazin 
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