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“A Murder Revisited”
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The wipers squeaked across the windshield as the snow began to fall. The driver scanned the side of the road, looking for a sign of someone in need of a ride. That's when he saw her, a young woman huddled on the side of the road, her thumb outstretched.

Turning down the eight-track player in the dash, he slowed, then stopped. Rolling down the passenger side window, he called out to her, "Need a lift?"

She looked up, her face a mix of relief and apprehension as the snow fell on her. "Yes, please," she said, as she quickly made her way to the car and got in.

"Where you headed?" the driver asked, as he pulled back onto the road.

"Just to the next town over," she said, her voice shaking slightly. "Just got off work and wanted to get to a friend's place before the snow came in."

Nodding as if paying attention to the conversation, the driver glanced over at her out of the corner of his eye. She was young, pretty, and vulnerable. He had killed once tonight and the thrill of doing it again came rushing back to him. He pushed the thought aside, focusing on the road ahead.

"What's your name?" he asked, trying to make small talk.

"Helen," she said. "Helen Middleton."

"Nice to meet you, Helen," the driver said, his voice friendly, while inside his mind, thoughts started to race. He starts to think how easy it would be to end her life, how satisfying it would be to watch the life drain from her eyes.

"What do you do for a living?" he asked, trying to gauge her background and her weaknesses.

"I'm a server, well a barista is really what it's called," she said. "I just finished my shift at the Tipping Cup. Have you ever been there?"

"No." He slowly said, shaking his head from side to side, " I can't say that I have." He paused for a second as the car skidded for a moment on the now snow-covered roadway, "Have you worked there long?"

"Yeah, almost a year now," Helen said, her voice weary. "But I like it. So many interesting people come by." She smiled as she looked out the window at the falling snow.

The driver nodded, pretending to be interested, all the while his mind was racing with the possibilities of what he could do to her. The domination he felt earlier, of standing over that last girl and feeling her trembling before him. He had been filled with the anticipation of how he would end her miserable life with just a slight twitch of his finger. 

As the snow continued to fall, and the pair went further down the road, Helen started to feel uneasy. Her initial relief of getting a ride had changed as the driver's line of questioning took a sinister turn.

"So, Helen," the driver said, his voice taking on a more menacing tone. "You seem like a nice girl. It's a shame that someone like you has to be out here, all alone on the road." Then he turned looking at her with a grin that made Helen's heart begin to race.

At that moment, she realized that something was very wrong. "I think I need to get out of the car," she said, with a shaking voice.

The driver chuckled, a cold, cruel sound. "I don't think so, Helen," he said, his hand reaching into his coat. "You see, you're one of those women whom I've known all my life. One's who come across as all cute and nice, but you're not." Helen's face dropped and she quickly slid across the front seat, landing next to the door. "I've never liked girls like that Helen. Never have."

Helen's mind was racing as she tried to open the door and get out of the car, but it was locked. The driver pulled out a large revolver and pointed it at her.

Tears started to well up in her eyes, "Please, don't do this," Helen begged, "You don't have to do this."

"They always say that Helen," the driver said, his finger tightening up on the trigger, “They always say that." The interior of the car lit up as if a flashcube had exploded.
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“Uncovering the Past”
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Gina felt a wave of sadness wash over her as she sat at her desk, surrounded by her late father's old case files. Growing up, she had always been fascinated by his work as a detective, and now that he was gone, she was determined to carry on his legacy just as he had carried on his fathers.

She had been on the force for just five years and had finally made detective herself, being assigned to the cold case unit. Now, she had the opportunity to see the files her father had worked on. This was something she had dreamed about for years.

As she flipped through the file of a case that had been closed many years ago, her eyes landed on a note written in her father's handwriting. "Why was there a glove involved in this case?" it read, and she chuckled some when she saw that the word glove was crossed out and mitten added next to it. "The way this case ended; it was just too neat. Too clean."

Gina's heart skipped a beat. She had always known that her father was a meticulous detective, and if he had written this note, it must mean that something was off about the case.

She picked up the file and began to flip through it, trying to find out more about the case and the mysterious glove. As she read through the witness statements and examined the evidence, she couldn't shake the feeling that there was something more to this case.

"Daddy," she said out loud, "what are you getting me into here?"

The whole thing bugged her. This was the case where Daddy and his partner, Jessie Walters had gotten so much recognition when it came to a final brutal conclusion. Her father had to shoot the suspect. Something which followed him for years afterward. He had always prided himself in bringing his man in, but that one time, well it went completely sideways.

Walters and her father had worked together for a few more years after that case, but something happened and Walters quit the police department, leaving the whole thing behind. Daddy didn’t talk about it much, even when she asked him where Uncle Jessie, as she called him when he had been around, was. Her father just gently changed the subject away from Walters. But now, Gina thought, she would have to make a point of finding “Uncle Jessie” and figure out what the hell happened with this case.

As Gina started to dig deeper into the case files, she found that there was a previous witness who had been interviewed by another detective and had a strange encounter the night the murders happened. She slowly flipped through the statement made twenty years back.
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“The Encounter”
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It was a cold night and the snow had come down in thick, heavy flakes. Paul Cooke, a local volunteer firefighter, had been driving home from a shift at the fire station when he saw a car stuck in the snow on the side of the road with its headlights on. He pulled over to see if he could help.

Walking up to the snow-covered car, he saw a man sitting in the driver's seat, looking frazzled and stressed. Knocking on the driver's side window, Paul asked, "Hey in there, need some help?"

A man, Paul described as thin in the face, with dark circles under his eyes like he hasn’t slept in some time, rolled down the window, "Oh thank god, I thought I was going to be stuck out here all night," he said, his breath visible in the cold air.

“What are you doing out here? The weather isn’t supposed to get better until the morning.” Paul asked as he pulled his hood higher up onto his head.

The driver ran his fingers through his greasy hair and stuttered a little before answering “Honestly, been out drinking and I didn’t want to get stopped by the cops.” He smiled up at Paul, “so I’m trying to take the back way home.” The driver looked around, and then solemnly said, “I guess that plan didn’t work out too well, did it?”

Paul squatted down next to the car door, “Look, I got a truck. You want me to try to pull you out of that snow bank there?”

“Sure, sure. That would be great.”

Paul spent a few minutes pulling his truck up to the stuck car, a car that he thought looked a lot like a Pontiac. “It’s a front-wheel drive, so you would think snow wouldn’t stop it,” he remembered the driver telling him. After struggling around in the snow for a bit, Paul was able to free the car from the snow bank.

“Look, you sure you want to keep going in this direction?”

The car’s driver, grateful for the rescue nodded his head, “I’m not too far away from where I’m going.” He looked up in the falling snow, “and I’m feeling pretty sober now anyways, so I should be fine.”

Paul shook the man's hand, telling him good luck and to drive safely. After leaving the whole thing behind, Paul started thinking how odd it was for someone to be out on that back road, in the snow at night. Then he thought, well I’m out here, so maybe it’s not so odd.

Gina looked down at the twenty-year-old signature on the statement. Paul Cooke, why didn’t anyone follow up on your statement she wondered. You were the only person to talk to someone within five miles of the murder of Helen Middleton. Tapping a pencil in a nervous twitch, Gina scratched down the phone number on a note
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