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There once was a mime

who ran out of time.

Life lost all hope

at the end of a rope.

If you haven’t a clue

why others died, too,

read on and the answer will become clear

even though Dead Mimes Don’t Talk, my dear.
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LONGSHOT LARRY GRANT could be found almost every racing day at his second home, Greenpoint Downs Racetrack. Betting on the horses was a business to him. He never lost money. The trick was to only bet with other people’s money.

The racetrack is a big place filled with lots of people, and it’s quite common to talk about the upcoming race to strangers who are nearby. That was Grant’s game. A well-dressed man with a friendly, easy-going disposition, he would scan the crowd for his victim, then casually stand next to him and start a conversation. Grant would nonchalantly mention to his mark that he has a friend who’s a horse trainer, and that friend would tell him which races are fixed. In the course of their conversation, Grant would make believe he slipped and accidentally divulged the name of the winner in the next race. He would then walk away. If there were six horses in the race, he would look for five more marks. There are twenty minutes between races, so he had the time to give every mark a different horse in the same race. Grant had an excellent memory and was able to remember to whom he divulged the winning horse. After the race, he would stand next to that person. Naturally, the mark would ask who he liked in the next race. Grant would say this is a fixed race and if the word got out it would drive down the odds. The stranger would continue to badger him. Everybody likes a sure thing. That’s when Grant made the pitch. If the stranger would put a fifty-dollar bet for him on the sure thing, he would release the name of the winning horse. ‘A scam as old as horse racing itself. Usually, the stranger would comply.  

Longshot Larry Grant was a pretty good handicapper. That’s how he got his nickname. Sometimes the horse he picked in the following race would win, and if it did, he would pocket his winnings and repeat the offer. If the horse didn’t win, he would get lost in the crowd.

Near the end of the racing day, Grant would hang around the cashier’s windows and become what is called a ‘Ten Percenter.’  If you win over $600 on a single gambling bet you have two options:  Let the racetrack take thirty percent of the winnings for taxes, or, take the entire sum and provide identification so your winnings can be reported to the IRS.

A ‘Ten Percenter’ will stand by the cashier’s window and offer to cash the winning ticket under his own name for ten percent of that ticket. ‘Ten Percenters’ are usually retired men with so little income, it doesn’t really affect their taxes. Grant was listed with the IRS as a professional gambler. He was able to write off his losses against his winnings. After he cashed in a winning ticket, he would pick up discarded losing tickets he found on the racetrack floor and keep them as write-offs against his documented winnings. Longshot Larry made enough to get by.

Sadie Fay was home fixing dinner for she and Grant. They were both in their mid-forties and had met on a dating website. Sadie was a former street mime who had recently opened a school in the basement of a local church, to teach the art. Because of their offbeat occupations, neither had children. Both of their cash flows were erratic so it was in their interest to live together. As long as they respected each other’s independent nature, they got along well. The ground floor apartment they occupied was originally Grant’s.  He had lived in this one-bedroom apartment for twenty-plus years.  From the appearance, the fixtures and the appliances hadn’t been updated since. One of the only changes, since Sadie moved in, was a large poster of the famous French mime, Marcel Marceau, which hung over the bed, next to Larry's poster of the famous racehorse, Secretariat. It was 6 PM when Grant returned home from the racetrack.

“What’s for dinner, Sadie?”

“I made a salad and reheated yesterday’s leftover pizza. How did your day go?”

“Not bad. I made about two hundred bucks. How’s the school going?”

“Too soon to tell. So far I have three students.”

“What are they like?”

“’Don’t know, they don’t talk much.”

“Sounds like they’re naturals.”

“Actually, two of them are pretty good and one shows great promise. Gary Vance does ‘the walking in the wind routine’ like he’s been doing it all his life. He’s an outdoor weather reporter. Toulouse Jones is perfect at ‘towing the rope.’ Funny, he’s not good at anything else. He’s a coffee barista and a bit of an oddball. And, Ned Dumont is incredibly expressive in white face. I’m not sure what he does.”

“Are they ready for the street?”

“Maybe an out of the way dead-end street. Just kidding, there’s a lot to this. Like any other medium, it takes time and....” She mimed: “patience.”

Sadie hoped her school would work out. She was getting a little too old to go back out on the street. She had done it for close to twenty-five years. It started when she ran away from home at age eighteen, mainly because of her mother who was a stern Quaker. Sadie felt very restricted at home; she’d always had a freewheeling temperament. She wasn’t cut out for that religion, or any religion, for that matter. Although Sadie loved her parents, she couldn’t live with them. Sadie had packed a small suitcase and left. 

While on her own, her first method of survival was panhandling. Those were tough and dangerous times. Sadie had some close calls with perverts, drug dealers and pimps. There were plenty of people looking to take advantage of a young, pretty girl. Luckily, she met a street mime eight years her senior and moved in with him. He was a nice easy-going guy. That's where her interest in the art began. Sadie started in miming by passing the hat around after her boyfriend's performances. Eventually, she became part of the act. Sadie was quite good at it. Together they were making a decent buck. Those were fun, easy-going times. They were young and loved what they were doing. It didn't take long before they started to fall in love with each other.  One evening, her boyfriend, while miming running across the street, got hit by a car and died. The driver didn't realize that he was actually standing still. Sadie took it hard. She spent the next several days in their apartment crying. But she was young and resilient. She had a personal mantra that helped her when she was sad. Repeating "Life goes on" somehow helped ease the pain; it worked for her. Sadie remained in her late boyfriend's apartment and became a one-person act. Eventually, she mixed in children's parties and street fairs. She had several on and off again boyfriends over the years, but when she met Grant, they just clicked. 

The next afternoon Sadie was in the basement of the Kingdom Hall church preparing for the day's lesson. Ned arrived first, as usual, and Gary and Toulouse shortly after. Today was the start of the basics, the first being, ‘trapped in an invisible box.' The students got ready by putting on their striped shirts, white face, and berets. The lesson began. Vance was a quick learner and showed real promise. Jones struggled a bit. Dumont was a slow learner, however, to his credit, he was able to express his frustration. That was his strength. Sadie knew the physical mechanics of the art could be taught; the real talent was expression. Dumont was a diamond in the rough. She was drawn to him. As the day went on, he showed real improvement. After the session ended, Sadie had an announcement.

“Great news! There’s going to be a fair next month on Main Street. The organizers informed me that they need a mime. One of you will be chosen to perform in one of the busiest spots. Who wants to be mime of the month?”

The small crowd screamed:

“I do!”

Jubilation filled the room. Everyone mimed high five’s.

Just then the door opened and Longshot Larry stuck his head in. He had just gotten back from the track and had stopped by to give Sadie a lift home. She introduced him to the group. For some reason, Ned Dumont was the kind of person one stares at. Sadie noticed an expression of familiarity when Dumont looked at Larry. Larry stared back at him for several seconds, but like all con men, he showed no expression.

“I’m double parked, Sadie. I’ll be sitting in the car waiting.”

He left. 

After the class, Sadie joined him for the ride home. While stopped at a light, she asked:

“Larry, by any chance do you know Ned Dumont? When you were introduced, it seemed like you two may have met before.” 

He just shrugged. 

“I meet a lot of people.”

Sadie let it go.  

“Anyway, teaching this class is exhausting. I’m really....” She mimed: “tired.”

"Although I have to say, it's great getting money up front instead of hoping people put it in a hat." 

“How did you get into this line?”

Sadie gave him the short story.

“How did you get involved in horse racing?”

“My Dad was a bookie. I used to run bets for him when I was a kid. Trouble was, he was a gambler himself. He did quite well booking the bets, but he would gamble on the horses with his customers’ winnings. If he lost, he didn’t have the money to pay off, so he had to dodge them. Some of the guys he dodged were tough guys. He wound up in the hospital once or twice for welching on the bets. Like all gamblers, he died broke. That’s why I only bet with other people’s money.”

“Your Mom let you run bets?”

“She died when I was young.”  

They stopped to pick up hot dogs for dinner on the way home.

Sadie and her prize pupil Ned Dumont hit it off right away; they became friends. Often before class, they would meet for coffee. Ned didn't talk much; he was a private guy. Sadie was the kind of person who never stopped talking. ‘Strange for a mime. Dumont was drawn to her, even though she was fifteen years his senior. He looked forward to their meetings. As did she. Occasionally he would bring her a small gift. Nothing fancy, but they were thoughtful. Sadie found him attractive. She could see herself having an affair with him. However, she had the feeling that he viewed her as a mother figure. The relationship never went further than friendship. 

For the past few weeks, Sadie had been bragging about her star student, Ned Dumont, to Grant. She was obviously infatuated with him.

“He takes the art very seriously. He’s the first one to arrive for class and practices way more than the other two. I think the other students are jealous.”

Larry was tired of hearing Ned Dumont's name. He had feelings for Sadie and was starting to get a little jealous himself. She was the one bright spot in his otherwise lonely life. Con men, for the most part, are loners.  

Sadie began her warm-up exercises to get ready for her class. She started to mime cleaning the house to keep her miming skills sharp. Larry wished she would actually clean the house. 

“Sadie, wouldn’t it up your game if you actually got the feel of the duster and vacuum?”

“I remember what they feel like!”

Grant dropped it.

“I have a little business to take care of, Sadie.”

He put on his coat and hat.

“You never leave this early. What’s up?”

“’Just some stuff that needs taking care of before I go to the track.  I’ll meet you here at the apartment for dinner.”

“You’re not picking me up tonight?”

“I can’t. I have to meet a guy.”

He left.

Sadie arrived at her usual 2:50 PM time at the church. She fumbled a bit with the door because of the cleaned striped shirts under her arm. When she opened the door to the basement, she gasped and almost fainted. The shirts under her arm fell to the floor. It took a minute before she was able to process what she was seeing. There, hanging from a rope on one of the lower ceiling beams was Ned Dumont, in white face, dead. An unmistakably exaggerated expression of horror was frozen on his face. His talent for expressionism was apparent even in death. ‘An artist right to the end. It took a while before she could gain her composure enough to call the police. When the other students arrived, they stopped in their tracks at the doorway. Their faces turned white, even without the make-up, and their legs got weak; they had to sit down. Several minutes passed before anyone could say a word. They just looked at each other, as if trying to verify that they were actually seeing what they were seeing. The police arrived shortly after.

Detective Harry Bly was in charge. He slowly and methodically observed the scene. Pictures were taken from every conceivable angle before the body was cut down. Since there was no chair anywhere near the body, the police ruled out suicide. The newspaper reporters arrived about then. They quickly started taking their own pictures. The police ushered them out almost immediately. Detective Bly promised to meet with them outside the premises as soon as the police finished their initial investigation. 

After they were escorted out, the questioning started. Sadie was the first. She explained that she discovered the body and was the one who called the police. Sadie described in detail what took place from when she entered the premises. She further stated that nothing was touched until the police arrived. As far as Bly was concerned, all his questions were answered satisfactorily. The next person questioned was Gary Vance. Vance stated that he was a TV weatherman who worked the late-night shift. His hours were such that he worked till early morning and slept till noon. This class was his first activity of the day. He had breakfast at home alone, since he and his wife were recently separated, and came straight here. No one saw him before the murder. 

The next person questioned was Toulouse Jones. He had finished his part-time morning shift as a barista at the ‘Final Drop Coffee Shop' at about noon. He went home to feed his five cats, had a bite to eat and came to the mime class. He couldn't think of anyone who saw him after 12 PM. The police dusted for prints and took more pictures of the room. Obviously, the class was canceled and everyone was allowed to leave. The police left shortly after the others. Bly remained behind to be interviewed by the press. 

Gary Vance took the subway back to his apartment. He was a bitter man. Vance had been with WLLC news for twenty-two years and he still had the job of reporting weather from the field. He resented being out in the cold and the rain every night. Just because the weather person who worked in the studio was young and attractive, she was awarded the better job. Vance was an actual meteorologist with years of experience. His colleague, Sunny Shine, didn’t even have a degree, but she had a good figure and a great smile. He always seemed to get pushed into the background and he was sick of it. 

The older Vance got, the harder it was for him to control his emotions. His years of built-up anger started to first show itself in his marriage. He was losing his temper more frequently.  In one of his rages, he assaulted his wife. She not only left him, but she also took out a restraining order to keep him away. He poured himself a shot of bourbon. The drink made him even moodier. Vance had hoped that taking up miming would relieve his stress and make him more personable. Then maybe the TV station would put him in front of the camera, inside the studio, and he would be the star. He was tired of always being the number two guy. Even in the stupid mime class, he played second banana to Dumont. Vance didn't like Dumont; he pretty much didn't like anybody. He took the cap off his medication and popped two pills. He was feeling more and more agitated lately so he was doubling his dose. The medication was supposed to calm him down, but it wasn’t working. The label warned: taking more than prescribed could result in blackouts and delusions. Do not take with alcohol. Vance poured himself another bourbon.

Back at her apartment, Sadie was throwing together leftover tacos for dinner when Grant got home. Sadie was glad to see him. She needed someone to vent to about what had happened earlier in the day. Telling it brought back her feelings, and she started to cry. Grant’s face showed no emotion. However, he did put his arms around her and held her until she calmed down. 

“I was very fond of Dumont. I saw greatness in him, something I was never able to achieve. I was going to mold him into being the reincarnation of...”

She pointed to the poster.

“Secretariat?”

“No, the other poster. The great Marcel Marceau.”

After wiping her eyes with a tissue, she gently pulled away.

“I’m fine now. How was your day at the track? ‘Make any money?”

“No. ‘Just one of those days.”

“What happened with the guy you were supposed to meet?”

“What guy?”

“I thought you said you had to meet a guy after work?”

“Oh, that guy. He never showed.”

They sat down to dinner.

Detective Harry Bly was in charge of coordinating the investigation into the death of Ned Dumont. He was getting ready to read the coroner’s report that sat on his desk. Bly was a seasoned cop with five years in homicide. He looked like a movie cop: tall, broad and clean cut. His hair was always close cut and his clothes neat and conservative. ‘Always grey or navy. He didn’t smoke or drink. His co-workers often chided him because he was so straight-laced. Bly was humorless, so half the time he didn’t get it. Bly’s wife had recently left him. There had been no children. 

He started to read the coroner’s report. Ned Dumont’s neck was broken. There were bruises on his neck, in addition to the mark made by the rope. There were also bruises on his wrists. Apparently, his hands had been bound in some way before he was hanged. Whatever restrained his hands had been removed before he was found. The body was claimed by his father, Louis Dumont, to be buried next to his mother in the family plot. The Dumonts were a wealthy family. They made their fortune in the fur business. Ned did not work in the trade. According to his father, Ned was too sensitive a man to work for a company that used the products of slaughtered animals. He was his mother’s favorite and she understood. She made sure he didn’t have to work in the family business. Ned lived off a family allowance. Because all his siblings had to work in the business, there was resentment. Bly noticed the existence of a large insurance policy on Ned’s life. As part of a wealthy family, it didn’t seem unusual. The investigation was ongoing.

The burial service for Ned Dumont took place at the family plot in a small, private cemetery. Sadie Fay felt the need to attend. She had grown fond of him in the short time they had known each other. She observed his family who surrounded the grave, in a half-circle, as the eulogy was read. They seemed quite different from Ned. Besides his father, and maybe one sister, no one looked particularly sad. Some of the men looked at their watches and most seemed indifferent. After the service, Sadie was approached by the Elder Dumont.

“I noticed you among my family. What connection did you have with my son?”

“I was his mime instructor.”

“You must be Sadie. My son often spoke of you. My name is Louis Dumont.”

He extended his hand and Sadie shook it.

“I would appreciate it if you would be good enough to come back with me to the house. I would like to ask you some questions about my son’s final days.”

Sadie agreed. 

“Did you drive up here, Sadie?”

“No, cab.”

“We’ll take my car.”

The other mourners went their separate ways and Dumont and Sadie drove a short distance to the house. The car pulled into a large circular driveway and Dumont left the car at the front entrance. They entered into an ornate marble foyer. A butler was there to greet them.

“Philip, please bring a brandy to the library. Ms. Fay, what can I offer you?”

“The same.”

“See to it, Philip.”

Dumont lead her to the library. They sat opposite each other.

“Being a mime, you must be astute at reading people. You probably noticed that my other children and their spouses were not very fond of Ned. He was a sensitive boy. His mother coddled him a bit too much. Ned couldn’t work in the fur business. He had a hard time dealing with fur from dead animal parts. Quite frankly, after his mother died, he was lost. They were very dependent on each other. I continued paying him an allowance, so money wasn’t an issue, but he needed something else in his life. Ned seemed to have found it in miming. I wanted to tell you this. You made his last days happier. Thank you.”

“I was fond of Ned, also. It was almost as if we were kindred spirits. It was my pleasure to know him.”

“That was something I just had to say, Sadie. My driver is outside and will give you a lift to wherever you’re going. Thanks again.”

They both stood up and Sadie was about to leave.

“One more thing, Sadie. Did Ned ever mention anything to you about being in some sort of danger?”  

“No, I never got that impression.”

Louis Dumont thanked her again and his driver took her home.

Toulouse Jones was at his usual morning job at ‘The Final Drop Coffee Shop.’  He no longer wore his barista shirt; he now only dressed in mime-wear—white face and all. The customers liked it, and if the customers liked it, so did the owner of the shop. Another blessing was that he no longer spoke. Jones had a squeaky, scratchy, annoying voice. Everything from now on was mimed. Trouble was, he was not good at it and the customers frequently wound up with the wrong order. 

Jones lived alone with his cats. No one really knew much about him. Since he stopped speaking, they knew even less. The owner of the shop paid very little, so there was a big turnover with the help. The owner also never bothered with background checks. Jones looked and sounded foreign. Some of the customers secretly joked that he looked like what they imagined a terrorist would look like. He always had foreign music playing on the radio and there was that weird accent. ‘Couldn’t even tell what country it was from. Others laughed at the idea. Jones couldn’t even make a cup of coffee right, much less make a bomb without blowing himself up. Besides, terrorists don’t have cats. When the shift ended, he left for home to get ready for his mime class.

Sadie was back at work in the basement of the church, with her two remaining students. It wasn’t the same without Ned. Things were different. Vance seemed to always be on edge and his attention span was diminishing. Jones was a complete flake. True, he was great at ‘towing the rope,’ but he stunk at everything else. Sadie had to explain to him that he was not supposed to be able to get out of the invisible box. ‘Miming 101. Sadie also got a bit freaked out when Jones started doing the ‘rope tow’ as if he were pulling a body up over the rafter where Dumont was hanged. 

He had brought along his five cats to watch him perform and they were all over the place. The whole scene was chaotic. She had no idea how she was going to get one of them ready for the street fair. It got worse. Jones accidentally bumped against Vance and they started to fight. Jones tried to make it a mimed fight, but Vance was throwing real punches. Somehow, she managed to break it up. Sadie couldn't take it anymore. That was it; the class was over for the day. Vance left in a huff. Jones remained only because he was having trouble gathering his cats. Sadie couldn't get out of there fast enough. On her way out, she called to Jones.  

“Make sure you close the door when you leave.”

Sadie got home before Grant. She was frazzled and needed a change of scenery. She called a girlfriend and made plans to meet for dinner and a couple of drinks after. A note was left for Grant, to let him know she’d be out most of the evening.

The evening janitor opened the door to the Kingdom Hall church basement. He entered backwards, dragging his mop and bucket behind. When he turned around, he saw Toulouse Jones’ limp body hanging from a low rafter, with a rope around his neck. Jones was obviously dead. The janitor’s chest tightened and he tried to steady himself by holding the handrail. The pain in his chest got worse. He let go of the rail to grab his chest. He lost his balance and knocked over the bucket of water. Because of the wet slippery floor, he went tumbling down the short staircase.  He tried to get up, but the pain got worse. After a few strained gasps for breath, he dropped back down to the floor, dead.

Preacher Bennett was in the chapel above rearranging furniture. Bennett was the head of Kingdom Hall's congregation. He heard a noise from the basement and went down to investigate. He entered a grizzly scene: A dead janitor in an awkward position at the bottom of the stairs
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