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Foreword: An Intro to Shotgun!

 I remember back when Rick made the first shotgun forum topic.    It wasn't an interactive fiction topic, it was just a post about Rick's crazy waffle stealing cat.  Before long evil pizza delivery boys were sending us bombs and Rick's cat had an army     of fleas we combated with an army of waffles.Then STAREYe   joined in and we were whisked off to an    underground     basewhere we fought Rick's cat and it's cat (and STAREYe) clones using  elemental In the end we prevailed after defeating a robot.

The fun ended on another planet where the story was just dropped.The original "That's it where's my shotgun?!" topic is a tribute to the randomness of The Daily POS and the continuity of its members.  It proved we could do anything with any given topic.  Yeah, there was no resolution. It happens. From this wild topic was born the idea for a sequel.  This one would be an IF from the start and would be better planned out than the original; hell, it would even have a resolution. 

 We added Sommie to the team and set off to write this murder mystery. The story soon became more than just another story; it had the attention of all the members of POS. I had never seen the community get into anything as much as they did this IF.  I know everyone enjoyed reading Shotgun! as much as I enjoyed writing it  along with Rick, STAREYe and Sommie. It was a bitch to edit for grammar  and plot holes between the writings of four people, but I volunteered for it, so I have no excuse.  

Anyways, I hope you enjoy this copy of Shotgun as much as all of us at  POS did; and if you're a POSer, I hope you enjoy it again.

~Anothony Scott Willoughby

                                                                      Prologue: Scott

“The station is so packed...how does anything get done around here?”  I turned to Soap and Jennie and gave them a questioning look.  Soap looked back at me and gave a reassuring smile.

“Look, it’ll be fine.  Trains really aren’t that bad.”

“I actually want to ride the train, but how the hell are we going to get there?  Crowds like this are just one of the reasons I don’t like the city.”

“One: You’re a big guy.  Two: You’re on the verge of being famous.  People will get out of your way if you just start walking.  Just remember what’s on the other end of the train ride.”

“Yeah…”  

I had worked all my life to be as good as I was and I wasn’t about to let a stupid crowd stop me from reaching my dream.  I wasn’t going to disappoint all the people back at home counting on me to finalize this contract.  Everyone had been behind me all the way, especially my family.  The whole town had gone crazy when they found out one of their own was one step from being the most famous person to have ever lived there.  It was all I could do to try and be humble; everywhere I went I was congratulated on my accomplishments and everyone had a certain game they remembered where I did something memorable which they had  to recount in detail for me.  

My true love was baseball, but I never told Jenna that.  Well, I did once and got slapped.  She knew how much I cared about both her and baseball; she had come to my games for years to see me pitch.  She had seen me grow from a mediocre pitcher at a small high school in south Georgia into the college star that was on TV every weekend.  Even when I was out of town and on TV she would be at the game.  I wondered if she would be at my games when I played in the majors…probably.   That’s why I loved her.

“Look, I don’t want to be late.  Let’s hurry up and get on the train!”  Soap was unnerved when I zoned out like that.

I gave him a look of mock terror. “We can’t be late!  Let me lead the way and I shall lead y‘all to safety!” Then, in an act of outrageously unnecessary flamboyance I strode out, swinging my arms crazily and taking absurdly large steps, and traversed through the crowd, which really did seem to part ways for me, just as Soap said they would.  I doubted, though, that it was for the reasons he mentioned.  Behind me, Soap was shaking his head and grimacing.  Behind him, Jennie was laughing herself into tears.  At least two of us were looking forward to a fun train ride.

Chapter 1: Spade

An ear-piercing scream ripped through the air of the train to Old Yorkshire. The old train’s normally calm open hallways were soon flooded with people staying on the train on the long trip to Old Yorkshires gray streets. This sort of thing would catch most off guard, but not me. Not Rick Spade.

“Detective Spade! There’s been a murder in one of the cabins!”



I turned to my cabin door to see the younger attendant Matthew, though only on his name tag was this name. Most referred to this kid as Sommie...

“Detective Spade! Do you read me!? Earth to you!”

“Yeah kid I read you...take me to the body…”

“Yeah sure…”

Soon we were on our way...and boy were we in for something.  The people crowded the in the train car ahead of me were aghast, at the body no doubt. Some screamed at the engineer, Mister Kirby, who must have stopped the train to come back and see what was going on.  Some others were quiet...too quiet for my tastes.

“Bout time ya got here, Detective! Look at what happened to Scott!”

“Calm down Mr. Grieshober, I'll take a look.”

Just as I thought. The baseball star.  Damn, and I had 5 bucks on the team he plays on for next week’s game.  I'll need to speak with Mr. Grieshober later as well...he was rooming with the deceased after all... yet another mental note, and I’m not even getting paid for this.

I walked in to a less grisly scene than I expected.  In one corner of the room a woman stood there crying.  No doubt she knew him before this happened.  Across from her the conductor, Miss Static Nota (quite the looker I might add) watched with a frown. I picked a bad day to swear off women indeed…ah well.

“You found the body, I take it Miss Nota?”

She simply nodded to me with her frown. I kneeled down and checked for a pulse, but soon the cold clammy skin told me all I needed to know.  I turned to the glass of water that was in his hand and picked it up, setting it back on the table with my gloves on, of course, fingerprints and all.

“He's dead all right, but I see no evidence of foul play.  Why do you suspect a murder?”

Sommie quickly stepped next to me, handing me a small bottle with no label.

“We found this in the trash nearby.  Dr. Stareye says it’s poison”

“Ah yes, the chemist.  This is starting to clear up a bit, but I must remind you all to never touch evidence with your bare hands.  Most likely you’re just making my job harder, so leave it be and come get me…”

I slowly stood up and looked around at the crowd.

“No one leaves this train…we are all suspects for the murder of Mr. Scott Vacantly.”

Chapter 2: Scott

“Man, I really gotta pee. Oh wait, I don't think I can do that anymore.”

The noise of the people crowded around my body was getting unbearable. Like the scream wasn't enough. Soap was actually freaking out, a first for him. I was glad when Mr. Spade made it to the car; with all the commotion I was surprised he wasn't already in the middle of everything. He made up for lost time and was quickly searching for clues. 

The scene was in my face even from my perch on the top of the big chest of drawers on the far side of the car. I didn't miss the not-so-subtle glance the detective gave the conductor; too bad he swore off women. I actually missed the few conversations I had with Mr. Spade, as grim as he could be at times. He questioned her and moved to check my pulse.

“IT WON'T DO YOU ANY GOOD!” I wanted to scream so badly as the detective kneeled by my body, but I knew he wouldn't hear me. Being dead fucking sucked. I wish I could have just thrown something at him.

Sommie moved in and handed Mr. Spade a bottle.

“We found this in the trash nearby...Dr. Stareye says it's poison”

“If only you people knew the truth…”

Chapter 3: Spade

Looking at the faces of the people around me, the suspects were clear...all of them. I picked a bad day to quit drinking. There they were like a lineup already. 

Mr. Grieshober, agent of Scott Vacantly. I don’t see why he would kill Vacantly since Vacantly was his main source of income.  In my rare talks with Scott these past 2 days on the train he told me how Matt “Soap” Grieshober was his best friend for many years and worked for him in the beginning for next to nothing...

Miss Jennifer, budding actress in a new soap opera…hell, I never watch those anyway. Scott told me that he helped her get into the business, so I see no motive there either.

The attendant, Sommie.  He seemed like a good hearted kid to me and he only met Scott Vacantly for the first time two days ago when we boarded this train.

The engineer, Mr. Kirby.  I don’t know much about him...seems he's always at the helm as much as possible for safety reasons...

The conductor, the lovely Miss Static Nota.  She seems the quiet type really.  I can tell there’s something different about her…must be those eyes...anyway.

Mr. Wallace.  He seems a bit quiet himself...a businessman traveling to Old Yorkshire for his family.  No doubt sometimes it makes me glad I have no family, so I can go wherever I want, but I digress.

Mr. Krem. My first impressions of him were not so fond...he was cold and rude to me, even more than I am to other people.  I wonder if that’s what people think of me.

Jack, as I know him is a kind fellow, though I never caught his last name.  He seems to have a fondness for the books and has gone around the train to find and borrow much of the reading material.

And Doctor Stareye, the chemist...my real suspect at this time.  The content of this bottle is no doubt poison, and as a chemist he would have access to poisonous materials, but what’s his motive?  Damn, this is a pain...I need more clues

“As of now everyone is confined to their cabins except for the staff, of course, who will resume their jobs.”

“And what if you’re the killer?!”

I smirked and turned to Mr. Krem.

“Then you’re pretty fucked, huh?”

“All right, you heard the detective! To your cars!”

Mr. Kirby, carrying a bit of authority in his voice quickly dismissed the wayward passengers to their cabins, leaving me with the dead body, alone in thought. 

Chapter 4: Stareye

I was walking down the hallway when I heard the scream.

“Detective Spade! There's been a murder in one of the cabins!”

I ran to the room. People were already beginning to gather in a confused panic. Then I spied the bottle. Pulling it out of the garbage can confirmed my fears. It can from my lab. I found Grieshober and showed him my discovery. I chose not to let on I knew of it's origins.

“Looks to me like poison. Whoever did it didn't do a very good job of hiding the evidence.”

Then Detective Spade showed up, being his clichéd grumpy detective self. He grumbled a bit, then looked around at the people and barked out to everyone to get back to their rooms. I noticed he seemed to be watching me closely. Yeesh can't even be a scientist these days without someone thinking you're out to blow up the world. I went back to my transformed room where I had all my lab stuff out. I made a note not to lend out any more poison. 

Chapter 5: Spade

“I picked a bad day to give up snack cakes Miss Nota”

She gave me a forced smile as she sat across from me at a table in the dining car. I would need to find out what she knew.... And maybe get her number.  Hey, a guy can hope. I finished the rest of my Twinkie and got out a notebook.

“So, how did you come to know Mr. Vacantly, miss?”

“Well, we ran into each other once or twice in the car. He asked to have a wake up call every morning at eight AM and a good breakfast for three delivered to his room a hour later.”

“Hmm…a dinner for three.  Mr. Grieshober and Miss Jennifer I take it?”

“Yes, Mr. Grieshober stayed with Mr. Vacantly and Miss Jennifer would come from her cabin to eat with them every morning.”

“Interesting.  Did they seem to get along well?

“Well yes, to my knowledge they seemed good friends.  Why ask me though?”

I smirk at Miss Nota and pause from writing down all the suspects’ names and facts on separate pages and look up to see her eying my curiously.

“You are the conductor.  Its your job to know whether people on your train are happy or not, even if it comes to snooping around isn’t it?”

She frowned at my comment and got up from the table, grabbing her coat and turning to lay a large smack on the side of my face.

“I have a job to do.”

Glaring, she walked away to the other train cars as Sommie walked up from where he was mopping and grinned at me.

“You certainly have a way with women.”

“It’s a gift.”

Chapter 6: Stareye

*BANG BANG* "Jack, Open up! I know you're in there!"

I barged into his compartment. Jack looked up from his book and grimaced.

“Ah, I thought you might be stopping by. I just hoped you'd get here before Spade got to you.”

“What the crap do you think you're doing? It's not going to take him long to trace that poison back to me, you idiot. You tryin' get me locked up? And what the crap did Vacantly do that would make you kill him?”

“Look. I didn't kill Scott, all right? I don't know who did. That bottle of poison went missing from my room this morning. I may not have liked the guy, but you know perfectly well I would never kill somebody.”



“All right. But they're still gonna trace that poison back to me. You'd better help me figure out who did it before Spade locks me up or that'll be the end of the project.”

Chapter 7: Spade

I paced in my room back and forth with my notes.  My trip to see Dr. Stareye was odd since he wasn’t in his cabin after I gave the order for them to stay in their cabins. I have evidence, but no motive...what could Stareye have against Scott Vacantly?

“Damn…”

I rubbed my cheek; it seems love is a fickle mistress indeed. I grabbed my coat and walked out into the hall to try and find Dr. Stareye and nail his ass to the ceiling for breaking the order.  Still, it was better for me to find him than Mr. Kirby. Hell, Kirby would throw him off the train while it was going over a bridge.

I, though, was soon startled by a voice from behind me.

“Detective Spade.”

I spun around to see who was behind me and raised my eyebrows at the sight.

Chapter 8: Stareye

After realizing Spade would be coming to interrogate me, I quickly told Jack I'd be back after I was no longer likely to be missed, and ran back to my cabin. There was no sign of Spade having been there, but I couldn't be sure. I was glad I had remembered to lock up anything suspicious, especially poison, before I'd left.

I ran through the details in my head. Jack said his door was locked when the poison was stolen. That meant the murderer either had access to Vacantly's room, meaning one of the staff or his friends, or could pick locks. That could be pretty much everyone on board. I couldn't entirely rule Jack off either. Despite the fact that he is a pretty peaceful guy, he never liked Vacantly much, and he never did tell me what he needed the poison for. I just assumed he was testing something for Project Giro. Then, of course, I had to make sure that bottle was never traced back to me. As soon as Spade got through bothering me, I'd have to get Jack to make a diversion so I could steal it, dust it for fingerprints myself, and destroy it. 

Chapter 9: Spade

“Ah Sommie, what are you doing out this late?  Its 11:30.”

“Sorry detective, I came to tell you that we stowed the body in the back until we got to Old Yorkshire.”


“Good go get some rest…if you see Dr. Stareye tell him I must speak with him. I’m going to go check his room again.”

“He snuck out?”

“Yes and I have to have a word with him over that…”

I turned back down the hallway and into the next train car as I heard Sommie open and close the door to his room.  As I went my way to Dr. Stareye’s room my thoughts drifted to poor Mr. Vacantly. Its tough how all the good guys always die young. I have seen too many bodies in my years as a detective, but my heart went out for his family back home; they most likely would be heartbroken over this.

Of course, then would come the media circus. I'll try and keep some of it away from the family but it is inevitable that they will be bugged and questioned over their son’s untimely death. I picked a bad day to quit smoking. I walked through the dining car and into the next car with Cabin 7, which was Dr Stareye's. I beat on the door loudly in my anger, thinking that he probably wouldn’t be there.

“Open up doctor!  I have to speak with you about something!”

Chapter 10: Stareye

Just as I was wondering where Spade was keeping the bottle, someone started banging on the door.

“Open up doctor!  I have to speak with you about something!”

I looked around the room. Nothing that shouldn't be seen was out. I opened the door just as Spade was about to start banging again and narrowly avoided being hit in the face.

“Good evening, Detective Spade.  What can I do for you?”

“Good evening, doctor. I need a word with you.”

“Well, come on in. What do you need?”

“I need to know what you've been up to this afternoon.”

“Oh, not much. Seeing as I've been confined to the cabin, I've just been doing research and such, the usual.”

“Oh really? So I can't wait to hear where you were an hour ago.”

Oh crap, he'd been here already.

“Umm, that must have been while I was in the bathroom. Everyone needs a lavatory break, you know?”

Chapter 11: Spade

I eyed the odd doctor in front of me with growing apprehension. I have the feeling he is hiding something...hmmm better ask the questions then.

“Doctor Stareye, I would like to know your relationship to Scott Vacantly.”

“I knew him as everyone else did. He's the new baseball up and comer. He's been on the TV enough to show anyone in the country that he's a big time player.”

“You watch baseball often then, Doctor?”

“No, but Recently he's been on the news so often it’s hard to not see him.”

“Now tell me have you spoken with him in the past few days, doctor?”

“Not much.  A passing hello here or there…he seemed rather nice.”

“Have you been into his room at all before his murder?”

“Nope.”

Damn it...he's being far too cocky over this...I better pull out the big guns.

“Ah...so doctor, what are you traveling to Old Yorkshire for then, hmm?”

Chapter 12: Stareye

“Going on business.”

That much was true. Jack and me were on our way to meet a Mr. Turnip who was also involved in the project. Unfortunately for my alibi, I was going to have to make stuff up if Spade wanted any more info. I'd have to take the rap for Vacantly's death before I could tell him what I was up to. Not that I'd be keen on sharing with this guy anyway. Despite how short our relationship was, it wasn't a particularly pleasant one. Rick Spade had been a bit of a jerk to me since we met on this train. 

Chapter 13: Scott

“What a glum group.” I said to myself.

After the passengers were banished to their rooms the tension just settled in and made itself at home. Everybody filed out of the room, but I just stayed at my perch and thought about my life. Everything was going for me. I had just signed my contract and was on my way to make finalizations and complete it. Why did I opt to go by train? Oh yeah, I had never been on a train before...it seemed like it would be so much fun at the time. 
How many hours did I stay there in contemplation? I have no clue, but everything imaginable was running through my head:  my childhood, my accomplishments, my woes, my family…my family. They will be devastated. And Jenna...she'll be waiting for my return. I told her that we were going somewhere special when I got back home. 

“I wonder if the ring is still in my room…”

I jumped down and headed off to my cabin.

“At least I don't have use the door ever again…” I smirked.

I stepped through the door into my cabin to find Soap and Curly sitting on the side of my bed, Curly's head buried in her hands and crying. To say the least, I was surprised…getting along and breaking the rules. Maybe Spade gave them some leverage on the latter. 

“*sniffle* When I find out who did this I'm...I…” Curly’s sentence drifted off into a murmur.

Soap looked like he was trying hard to be hopeful.

“We'll all be glad to find the killer, and then proceed to beat the tar out of him.”

It's nice to know it's possible to have a few good friends...even when you're dead. My ring was in the chest at the foot of my bed, not a far walk from my door. I took a few steps toward it when I tripped on my shoelace and face planted on the floor with a thud.

“OW! Shit!” It was just a conditioned reaction; it didn't hurt at all when I fell. How could I walk through walls and still trip on my own shoelace? I still had a few things to learn about this "lost soul" state I'd found myself in.

Curly's head shot up. “What the hell was that? Did you hear it, Soap?”

“Oh, shit…”

Chapter 14: Sommie

This was one rough night. I was only two weeks into my new job: an attendant on a train. It was nothing big; I was just saving money to start my own business. But nothing in the training manual could have prepared me for this.



On one night of travel, we experienced some trouble. Scott "Staring" Vacantly, up and coming baseball player for the Dynasty Meleers, was found dead. Reason of death: unknown. I was lucky enough to over hear Dr. Stareye, a chemist, talking about a bottle found in a nearby trashcan. His diagnosis: poison. I personally thought it was suspicious how he was so quick to diagnosis, but I kept my opinions to myself, letting Detective Spade do all of the work.

The people were sent to their rooms, and the crew to their positions, while Detective Spade did his whole investigator...thing. I helped clean up a bit, brought the body to be laid in his bed, and, now, with really nothing left to do but wait, returning to my cabin for some much needed rest.

I passed by the peaceful cabins of everyone. Some were sleeping, some were still awake. I stopped in front of the late Scott Vacantly's room. The door was cracked. I was saddened to see Ms. Jennie Grieshober and Mr. Matt "Soap" Grieshober standing over Mr. Vacantly's bed, obviously in remorse for their lost friend. I knew I should have told them to return to their cabins...it wouldn't be fun for any of us if Detective Spade caught them outside of their room. But I saw no harm in either of their actions, and decided to let them be.

“OW! Shit!”


I turned around behind me. I had heard a voice. It was fairly faint, but I had definitely heard a voice. And a thud. As if some klutz had just tripped over their shoelace. The cabin door opened up a crack beside me, and Soap's face appeared.

“Was that you?”

“No, I was hoping you knew what it was. It sounded like someone tripping.”

“It wasn't me. I was in my cabin, trying to get to sleep. But...certain things are keeping me up.”

I hesitated. He was lying. He knew he'd be in trouble for being here.

“All right. I'm sorry. I'll try and find out what it was. Just stay in your cabin, please. Detective Spade will be angry if he finds you out and about.” I gave him a wink and started to walk off. He stood in the door for a moment, and then went back inside, a small smile on his face.

I felt good. “There was no harm in that. No, there couldn't be.” I kept telling myself. But I would later find out how wrong that was.

As I neared my cabin, I heard another distinct thud, this time from near the end of the train car. My instincts told me to forget it and go to bed, but curiosity got the best of me. I walked down the hall and to the door to the next car.

As soon as the door opened, I gasped. My eyes were deceiving me. I couldn't be seeing this. Not here, not now. 

Chapter 15: Spade

“He's not dead yet!  Help me get him to a cabin!”

I stood to take an arm from Mr. Kirby.  With the help of Sommie, who found him, Mr. Grieshober, and Mr. Wallace, we got him to an open cabin and laid him on the bed where Dr. Stareye began to treat his head wound... I knew Dr. Stareye wasn’t a medical doctor, but he was the best thing we had at the moment.

“Sommie, tell me how you found him.”

“I was retiring to bed when I heard thumps and a shout.  I didn’t know what was going on so I went to go see what the hell was, and I found him like this…”

Hmph…this gets worse and worse.  It seems Mr. Kirby was a victim of foul play.  I turned my back to the crowd and headed for the dining car where the attempted murder took place.  I noted that they were following me…good, they should see my explanation. 

“Alright everyone, I have a theory.”

I stood with my back to them with my arms crossed.

“Mr. Kirby was standing here...he was most likely walking for the crew quarters at the other side of this car to tell Miss Static to fill in at the helm, no doubt, while he go some sleep.  Sommie, pick up one of the non broken chairs.”

Behind me Sommie eyed the broken bits of chairs with a nod then grabbed one of the other wooden chairs nearby and hoisted it onto his shoulders.

“As you can probably figure out, if Sommie swung that at my head I would be down and out...as was Mr. Kirby. Slowly swing it at me then drop the chair.”


He did as told and dropped the chair as it slowly hit my back...it landed in the already broken chair’s wood and I dropped face first onto the ground.

“This is how you found him...plus a bleeding head wound?”

“Yes Detective...then I went to get you at your room but you were not there.”

“Don’t worry, I heard your shouting and came with the doctor. Listen people, we have a attempted murder along with the real thing...Miss Static, keep the train going at full speed night and day...teach Sommie as best you can how to drive this thing…we'll need a fill in for Mr. Kirby"

“Yes, of course.”

With that she and Sommie walked off into the direction of the help past the passenger cabins.



“I can declare that only you people in front of me now are suspects...I was with Dr. Stareye at the time of Mr. Kirby’s attack... he is still a suspect in Mr. Vacantly’s death, as is everyone else, but it couldn’t have been the crew, Sommie or Miss Static seeing that they were at the opposite side of the train, and if they tried to attack Mr. Kirby he would have seen them since he is facing the direction of their cabins.”

“As you know you are still confined to your cabins.  I will stand guard until we get to Old Yorkshire...if you are in the hallway without permission I will shoot you on sight. Got it?  Good"

As they sighed and walked away fearful of another attack I scratched my head.

“I picked a bad day to give up my fear of trains.”

Why the hell did I have to go to that funeral?  Its only my brother and I hated him...damn, now I’m stuck in this mess...I hate trains. 

Chapter 16: Scott

“I heard it. Sounds like it came from outside.”

Soap got up and headed for the door. Luckily for me, some one was out there to convince him that it was anything but me. At least that was what it amounted to for me. I carefully got up, fixed my shoelace, and continued on my way to the chest, if nothing else more conscious of my steps.

Once there I was left with an enigma: how was I to get the chest open? I was reduced to randomly gazing about my cabin wondering how to get to the ring. 

“Why am I even looking for it? What good would it do me now? Wha-”

A glint of gold caught my eye. There it was, sitting on a shelf above the chest. Unconsciously I reached for it and I...I grabbed ahold of it. 

“…How?”

“Mr. Grieshober! Help! The engineer has been KO'd! Someone find Rick, I can't!” came a voice from outside.

Soap and Curly rushed out of the room. I stuffed the ring in my pocket and followed them out. By the time I reached the scene the body had been taken away to be treated. I stayed behind as everyone left. 

The dining car was in perfect shape except for one demolished chair and a bloodstain. 

“Much less subtle this time. Was it too much trouble to clean up after yourself? Oh ho, I know it was you...you're the only psycho on this train. Just you wait until they find you out…”



The whole lot of them except the doctor came back in minutes later. Spade and his assistant reenacted the “attempted murder” and the detective promptly made everyone there a suspect.  He added a new condition to his rule: he'd shoot anyone that broke his rule.  I was still reeling too much from the shock of hearing whom the victim was to really care about that. “How could…but who?  This really makes no sense.”  It seemed that Spade was a step ahead of me here. 

“Man, he may just solve this thing.”

As the passengers cleared out, Spade stayed back. “I picked a bad day to give up my fear of trains…”

“Yeah, and I picked a bad day to not believe in ghosts.” I told him. No reaction.

It pissed me off that he didn't hear me, but the Soap and Curly did. Maybe they didn't hear me, but something else. Oh well, I was still pissed off. I looked down at the table next to me and saw a small dish of peanuts. Using the ring incident as my precedent, I picked one up and threw it at him. 

Chapter 17: Sommie

Detective Spade showed up to the scene of the accident surprisingly fast. After some quick thinking, he explained to everyone what had happened and laid down the new rules: no leaving the cabins, or you will be shot. It's funny really, about the human psyche. Detective Spade is so persistent and determined who's killing these people that he's willing to kill them to do it.

“Miss Static, keep the train going at full speed night and day. Teach Sommie as best you can how to drive this thing. We'll need a fill in for Mr. Kirby.”

She replied. “Yes, of course.” Immediately she turned around and started walking towards the engine room. I followed her through the doorway.

The engine room was much what you would expect an engine room to look like. It was very metallic. There were a lot of gears. Everything was moving. There was a panel of random buttons and levers on one wall. In front of it stood a chair. It was very hot and uncomfortable.

“I guess this means no sleeping on the job...?” I attempted a feeble joke. She looked at me, stone-faced.

“All right, look. If I had it my way, you wouldn't be in here. But I guess we'll have to work together. Because if Detective Spade says, it shall be done. Who does he think he is?”

“Erm...I...don't know.”

“I mean, he just waltzes in here and takes over like it's his train.”

I rebutted. “But he does know what he's doing. He isn't stupid. He's a very well known and recognized detect-”

“Yeah, and Oogie Boogie is my father.”

I stared at her for a second, trying to make sense of what the FUCK she had just said.

“So you're supposed to teach me how to run this train…”

She sighed. “It's very simple really. If it all goes well, you won't even have to do anything. It's basically self-automated. But I'll teach you the basics.” She walked over to the wall, and told me what a few buttons and levers do. She explained what I should do in such and such a case, and within a matter of five minutes she was done.
We were left in the engine room in an awkward silence.

“I suppose we should get some rest. It's been a long day.”

“You go. I'll stay here.” She suggested.

“No, no, I'll stay. What kind of gentleman would I be?” She shrugged and started to walk by me. “Wait, that's it?”

“Yeah. I mean I'm tired as hell.”

“We're not going to have a whole five-minute thing where we insist the other goes? 'You go.' 'No, you go.' You're just going to leave?”

She sighed impatiently. “Fine. You go to bed.”

I smirked. “I want to stay here. Go.”

“Ok. Happy?” I nodded, very pleased with myself. “Good. If you need anything, I'll be in my quarters chugging a bottle of Advil. I have a major headache.”

I sat down and made myself comfortable, leaving Ms. Static to her headache and her thoughts. God knows we all need to be left alone sometime.

I walked over to the doorway and peaked outside. I was going to tell Detective Spade everything was fine, but I stopped.

There were a handful of peanuts floating around the room, and then magically hurled in Detective Spade's direction.

I closed the door, not even bothering to wonder what was happening. 

Chapter 18: Spade

Something hit me...I’m sure of it...but how could a peanut hit me from out of nowhere...damn I got no time for this mystery...god I’m tired...no sleep all day and now all night...I walked over to a chair and took a seat looking at my notebook.

------------------Suspects page one-------------------
------------------Jennifer Grieshober------------------
I'd like to note miss grieshober was a personal 
friend of the late Scott vacantly though I do know
how Fame can change someone I do not believe
it is her------------------------------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------


-----------------Suspects page two-------------------
------------Mathew "Soap" Greishober---------------
From what I heard he is Scott vacantly's best 
friend or former one at least. Seems they have
known each other for many years and has 
worked basicly for free for the first years he 
spent as his agent------------------------------------ 

---------------Suspects page three-----------------
-----------------Dr Ben Stareye---------------------
The one person with eaqsy access to poison... 
but he was also with me at the time mr kirby
was attacked and injured. he might have a
partner. I get the feeling he is hiding 
something... but what-------------------------------

------------Suspects page four----------------------
------------------Mr Kirby----------------------------
I have very very little suspicions of him bashing 
himself in the head so he is no longer a suspect
--------------------------------------------------------



-----------Suspects page five-----------------------
-------------------Jack-------------------------------
Though his kindness and politeness seemed top 
notch to me I can never discount the fact that 
he wasnt around anyone else during the time 
of the murders------------------------------------- 

“Ugh... “

I sighed and laid my head on the table to read the rest later...just five minutes sleep...and I'll get back to work... 

Chapter 19: Stareye

I peered out from my door. No one in the hallway. Good, since the attempted murder of Kirby, we were to be shot on sight if we left. Luckily I wasn't suspected, due to me being interrogated by Spade at the time. Unfortunately, there was no proof of the connection between his and Vacantly's attack, and I was still in danger. However, with some help from Jack, that danger was about to be considerably lessened.

“Jack, hey Jack.”

I rapped on his door. Then I barged in.

“You, you're coming with me.”

“Didn't you hear what Spade said? You're gonna get shot.”

“Wrong. If anyone's going to get shot, it'll be us or you, not me. You're the moron who left my poison sitting out where any crazed mofo could steal it. Now you're going to tell Spade you saw someone out in the hallway on your way to the bathroom, and he'll go investigate, leaving his room free for my raiding.”

“Oh yeah? So who exactly am I going to lie about and risk th- did you hear that?”

The sound of someone bumping into a wall came from the hallway. Remembering in time that I wasn't to be seen here, I let Jack run to the door to see what it was. Maybe we wouldn't have to get someone innocent shot for our distraction after all... 

Chapter 20: Scott

"Well, that was a waste of time."

Spade just brushed off the spot where the peanut hit him and sat down to study his notebook. He was soon asleep, his head lying on his notebook. 


"Thanks ya jerk! Now I can't even see what you think of your suspects! ARRRRRRRRG! I hate being helpless!!" ...I had a little leftover anger from before. I grabbed as many peanuts as my semi-permeable hand could hold and chucked them at Rick. He remained in his self-induced coma. His indifference to my anger cooled me off some.

“*sigh* What use is it? What use am I?”  I took a seat in the chair next to Rick and pulled the ring out of my pocket. 

It was a simple gold band with a diamond set on top. I was only up and coming; I wasn't rich yet and I didn't have the patience to wait to get a better ring. It's the thought that counts, right? She'd have loved me either way...

“Sitting here thinking about my life won't get my anywhere. I need to do something to help Spade catch this guy, but what?”

There was nothing of use to me in the dining car, so I left and headed back to where my body had been found. Along the way I studied the ring in my hand. 

“How am I able to hold it? And the peanuts; I could hold several of those. Maybe it's a size or weight thing…” It was a logical answer and it satisfied me. I pocketed the ring as I passed through the door to the “scene of the crime.”

The car three down from the dining car was where it happened. My body was found in the same car, in only unoccupied cabin on the train; not to say that's where I was killed. He put so much thought and care into my murder...so unlike the attack on the engineer. Maybe they weren't connected...

The room looked as if nothing had gone awry there hours earlier. There had been no mess to clean up, only me. I guess I was wrong to think there was anything of use to me there. To everyone else this was the scene of the crime, but I knew where it really was, and decided to head there next. Before I took my first step an idea hit me. It hurt more than tripping did...

Spade would be back here eventually to look for more clues. I could leave one...but how? I searched the room with my eyes: bed, dresser, mirror, closet, chair, door...the door! Solid, nice finish, with a small glass window at near eye level; it was just like every other door on the train. The small glass sheet is what caught my eye. 

“Yes, it just might work.”

I pulled out the ring and carved a message on the window with the diamond.

Wrong poison

Chapter 21: Spade

“Ugh...what time is it?” I lifted my head off the table with a sigh as my notepad stuck to my face. After prying it off and shaking peanuts out of my hair...how the hell I did that is a mystery to me…“better continue my notes later.”  It was almost 8:30 and I seemed to have gotten about 6 hours sleep. “I still have too much to do today... I have to investigate the crime scene and the other suspects.”

I stood up and straightened my coat, heading down the hallway out of the dinning car toward the passenger cabins following the drops of blood Mr. Kirby’s body had shed during the time he was being carried. I would have to see him later to check up on how he is doing...first off a stop to meet with Mr. Grieshober and Miss Jennifer, then Mr. Krem, followed by a moment to check on Kirby and research the crime scene

I stopped in front of the door that formerly housed the late Scott Vacantly and knocked quietly as for them to hear if they were awake. 

“Who is it?”

“Detective Spade, I need a minute for your time.”



The door opened and Mr. Grieshober stood there with a tired look...behind him still in the bed sleeping was Miss Jennifer. With a nod I walked inside and went to sit down on the plush couch that every cabin has in it.

“Mr. Grieshober, how long have you known Mr. Vacantly?”

“15 years now.”

“Yes, and has he been in arguments with anyone recently...yourself included?”

“No not that I know of.”

“Has anyone threatened him recently?”

“Well… there are threats that come in by mail sometimes…from other teams’ fans who hate him for beating their favorites.”

“Indeed?”

“Yeah some people really get obsessed over this.”

“What was his response to this?”

“Oh he shrugged it off.  He said people should always remember that it’s a game.  You don’t work baseball, you play baseball.”

“He did have a good head on his shoulders didn’t he?”

“Yeah…”

Sensing the moment growing tense I paused with a nod.

“That is all.  I will be by later to speak with your sister…see you in about a hour or so.”

With a shrug he opened the door for me and I walked out to the hallway, bumping into Miss Nota.  She gave me a annoyed look as she walked by with her newspaper in hand…it was Tuesday’s paper since no one could very well get a newspaper on a train while it was moving unless airlifted, and I very well doubted that.

I look back up after a good chuckle at my own airlift comment inside my head.  “Oh she left…how long have I been standing here?  Well, I must speak with Mr. Krem next I might as well be on my way.” I took out my notebook and flipped to Mathew Soap Grieshober's page and began to jot down some facts.

-----------------Suspects page two-------------------
------------Mathew "Soap" Greishober------------------
From what I heard he is Scott vacantly's best
friend or former one at least. Seems they have
known each other for many years and has
worked basicly for free for the first years he
spent as his agent---------------------------------------
------------------------------------------------------------
-------------------Day two interveiw--------------------
After a short interveiw with Mr grieshober I became
aware that while being Scott vacantly's friend for 
15 years he had encountered enraged fans of 
other teams who sent Mr Vacantly death threats 
as many stars have received... perhaps we are 
dealing with a fan gone mad?--------------------------
----------------------------------------------------------- 

Chapter 22: Sommie

“My head hurts.”

That was my first thought as I awoke. I was definitely lying on some floor. How I fell asleep and how I ended up on the floor was beyond me.

I got to my feet slowly, wiping the drool that had worked it's way all over my chin. Apparently I had fallen asleep on the job. Luckily, nothing had happened to the train while I was out. I checked my watch; it had only been an hour.

I sat down in the chair, wiping my eyes of the sleep that had formed. Everything looked fine: the dial thingy and the whodad were still green, and there was no beeping. That was good enough.

The door opened behind me. Ms. Nota walked through, carrying a newspaper. She threw it on the floor as the door shut behind her.

“Go sleep. I'm taking over the shift now. Go sleep.”

I shrugged and managed to stand up. I was tired as hell, but I'd be damned to admit it.

“What's the newspaper for?” I asked her, as she took her seat in front of the panel.

“What's it matter?” she rebutted, turning the chair away and turning her focus on the panel.

I shrugged. "It was just a question." “Damn, why is she so defensive?” I asked myself, “What did I do to her? Is there something in my teeth?”



I walked over to the door and started to walk out, glancing down at the paper as I did. It was from Tuesday, just a few days ago. The sports section was on time, and there was a picture and an article of Scott plastered on the front page. The page looked like it was fairly crumpled, and very worn, like it had been handled too much. The article was circle in marker. I made note of everything and shut the door, giving Miss Nota, who was still focused on the random machinery in the room, one last look.

As soon as the door closed, I hurried myself to find Detective Spade. A recent newspaper article about the victim, that was over handled and emphasized? Definitely something worth noting.

As I made it to the first car of cabins, I saw Detective Spade enter a cabin, which happened to belong to Mr. Krem. It looked as if he had already gotten a jump-start on everything. “I'll tell him later“. I thought, “I'll get something to eat, or brush my teeth, or something.”

I hurried down the car and into the next, hoping that there was a bit of food somewhere in my luggage: I usually keep a stash of Pop Tarts, for times like this. But as I walked down the hallway, I saw something that really caught my attention: there was a note etched on the window of the door to the unoccupied cabin.

“Wrong poison.” I muttered to myself. I took one last glance at it before I hurried back to Mr. Krem's cabin to get the detective. I forwent knocking. I opened the door and walked right in. Mr. Krem was standing, leaning against the wall, and the detective had his gun out, lying on the table next to him.

“Detective, I found something you need to see.”

Chapter 23: Scott

The deed done, I headed off to see about the real crime scene. I turned to go to the common room; I was glad that the car I was in was the closest to the front. I went to step through the door, but instead I ran into it.

“What the hell?”

I tried again to walk through the door and once again failed. This was a bit frustrating to me as I had become accustomed to my freedom to go where I pleased. I punched the door as hard as I could as a last gesture of my anger and stormed off back to the dining car.

“Why can't I get in?” I had an idea as to why, but I didn't think it was worth a pile of beans.

“I'll just hang around with Spade until he finds my clue.”

And so I did. 

Chapter 24: Spade

“Well Mr. Krem, I would like to think us both reasonable men, so I wont stray from the point. Your room is the closest to where we found the body. While you have been distant and aloof in a time of murder and panic, you yourself are a suspect. Give me a reason for not claiming you the murderer.”

“You have no proof Detective. Until you do, get out of my room and stay out.”

“Hmph. Asshole.“ I took my gun out and set it on the table beside me with a glare to Krem. 

“Listen to me you little shit. I haven’t become who I am listening to threats from small fries like yourself.  When we get back whether or not you’re the murderer, I'll run your records. I wonder what I'll find…”

All that got out of him was a cold glare in my direction.  Nothing worse than I got on the streets during my early years. 

“Of course, you could tell me what you know and then I wouldn’t run any records and you would be free to go...unless I find out you had a hand in these things, then I'll deliver what’s left of you to the morgue in Old Yorkshire. You catching my drift, kiddo?”

As he opened his mouth to reply the door flung open behind me and Sommie stepped in looking like he had something to inform me about.

“Detective, I found something you need to see.”

“Hmph, Fine.”

I picked up the gun at my side and placed it in my holster beside my arm in its sling under my coat and tipped my hat to Krem.

“Don’t leave your room or you'll be the next dead body on this train.”

“Watch who you threaten Detective. You might regret it.”

“Make sure you kill me with the first shot…you'll regret it otherwise…”

I smirked and walked out the door, closing it behind me as Sommie lead me away. I wrote in my Notepad

------------------Suspects Page six------------------------
----------------------Mr Krem-----------------------------
------------------------Asshole------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------------------

Chapter 25: Stareye

Jack pulled his head back into the room.

“It's Wallace.”

“Wallace? What the crap is he doing out?”

“I dunno. Should we follow him, or just use him as our distraction for Rick?”

“Well if he is the killer, he's obviously not after us, unless he's heading for my room. Let's just leave him to it.”

After Wallace had left, we snuck to Rick's door. The bathroom was just two doors down, so I ran into it to hide. I heard Jack knock on the door, but there was no answer.

“Arrrgh, where could he be?”

Chapter 26: Spade

“Wrong poison?”

“I don't get it either, Detective. I thought you confined everyone to their quarters.”

“As did I. There are only two explanations for this:  A passenger is playing a cruel joke,” I paused to quell my anger, “or the murderer is toying with me.  I despise being toyed with.”

“That’s not all Detective.”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw Miss static carrying an over handled newspaper sports section earlier.  Scott Vacantly's article was circled.”

“Well I'll be damned…”

“What is it Detective?”

“Nothing.  Nothing at all...lock this room now.  Tonight I want you to lock off all the cabins and cars.  Where’s Mr. Kirby’s keys?”

“He has them in his room.”

“I'll be heading there and borrowing them so I can get around at night…”

“Alright I'll go tell Miss Nota to say that we're locking down overnight over the intercom.”

He locked up the crime scene and walked for the helm where Miss Nota apparently was. This newspaper thing intrigued me, so I wrote it down.

--------------------Suspects Page seven---------------
-------------------Miss Static Nota----------------------
The stern conductor of the train to Old Yorkshine 
Not very talkitive and had a newspaper with mr 
Vacantly Highlighted Perhaps she is a enraged fan
From another team------------------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------- 

Chapter 27: Stareye

I decided to head in anyway. Leaving Jack to guard the door and tell Spade about Wallace if he came by, I went in.

“Now let's see…”

I looked around. The room was a bit messy, but it didn't take me long to spy my bottle on the desk. Jackpot. I grabbed it. Rather then being caught out in the hallway AND stealing evidence, I decided to just chuck it out the window. No way to find it after that. I set the bottle down to open the window, but it was stuck.

“Crap…”

Chapter 28: Spade

I walked down the hall marking my notebook with the clues I had found. Sadly it wasn’t many. I passed through the first passenger car easily enough on to the second passenger car writing all the while and looking at the blood stained carpet on the floor of the car.

--------------------Clues Page 1-----------------------
Poison Bottle found at the crime scene places Dr 
Stareye as a prime suspect since he is the only
one with any real and easy access to poisonious 
chemicals----------------------------------------------- 
----------------------------------------------------------
--------------------Clues Page 2-----------------------
"Wrong poison" etched on the glass of A Cabin 
door. Is it a clue from the killer or a joke from 
some Idiot on the train-------------------------------
----------------------------------------------------------
------------------Clues Page 3------------------------
Handled newpaper, In the possession of Ms Static
Nota appearently had been handled alot and faded
also having Scott Vacantly circled above the 
artical--------------------------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------------- 

As I wrote I heard a door close to my side. My door. I quickly grabbed my gun from its holder, pocketing my notes, and threw the door open. 

Chapter 29: Sommie

I hurried back to the clue I found, Detective Spade following closely behind me.

“There. Right there, on the door.”

Detective Spade walked up to the door carefully.

“Wrong poison?” he asked himself.

“I don't get it either Detective. I thought everyone was confined to their quarters.”

“As did I.” He rubbed his temples. “There can only be two explanations for this. Either a passenger is playing a cruel joke,” he paused, “Or the murderer is toying with me. And I despise being toyed with.”

I didn't think now was the best time to bring this up, but I knew he would want to know it.

“Detective, there's something else.”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw Miss Static carrying an over-handled newspaper sports section earlier. Scott Vacantly's article was circled.”

“Well I'll be damned…”

“What is it Detective?” I had discovered in the short time I've worked with him that he is always working things out in his head; he's always completing the puzzle. I knew something had just dawned on him, but, as usual, he was reluctant to tell me.

"Nothing. Nothing at all." He glanced back over at the door. "Lock this room now. Later tonight, I want you to lock every cabin and every car. Where’s Mr. Kirby's keys?"

I remember bringing Mr. Kirby's unconscious body into his room. Blood was running down my hand. I remember seeing a glint on his nightstand. “His keys” I had thought to myself. “Those might come in handy.”

“He has them in his room.”

“All right. I'll go tell Ms. Nota to announce we're locking down overnight on the intercom.”

I closed and the locked the door and turned around to head for the engine room, leaving Detective Spade to his thoughts.

“Suspects so far: Everyone. Even me.” I thought to myself. “Detective Spade will be coming to interrogate me soon, as well. And with my luck he'll be extra hard on me. I ought to be prepared...Someone ought to interrogate him.” I laughed at my own stupid joke.

“Miss Static. It's Sommie. I have word from the detective.” I stood outside the door, talking loud enough so she could hear me. “Can I come in?”

“I'm not gonna stop you.” I heard her respond, resentfully.

“You need to make an announcement.” I told her as soon as the door was shut, and I was sure nobody was eavesdropping. “We just found something important.”

She sighed. “What is it this time? Are you locking everyone in their rooms?” She laughed. “No, you aren't that intrusive.”

“Yes, that's exactly what we're doing.” She choked on herself. “It's business. He can't do this with anyone able to walk freely and mess anything up.”

She leaned back in her chair. “All right.”

“All right? That's it?”

“Do we really have to go through this again?”

“All right.” I dropped it. “Announce that every cabin door will be locked later tonight, at around seven or eight. After dinner. Make sure to announce that everyone needs to make sure they have everything they need. Detective Spade will have a set of keys, so he can get about.”

Ms. Static sighed, obviously frustrated. “And what am I to do…sir?”

I hesitated. I could tell she was hating me even more and more, but I had to do what I had to do.

“Well, if the detective doesn't need me, I guess I can take another night shift. If I am needed, then I hope it wouldn't be a problem if you take it?”

“Fine, fine. I'll tell everyone during lunch. Is that fine?”

“That's great. Everyone will be awake by then.” I turned to leave. I noticed the newspaper was gone. “Thank you.” I said over my shoulder, leaving the room.

Not two steps after I was out, I heard a frustrated yell and someone slam something against the wall. I could only assume it was her fist. I continued back to my cabin for some much deserved snackage and a nice nap. 

Chapter 30: Stareye

Jack suddenly ran into the room.

“It's Spade, he's walking down the hallway! He didn't see me because he was reading his notes, but we've got to get out of here!”

Franticly I looked around the room.

“Quick under the bed!”

Diving under the bed, I saw Jack start to do the same, but slip and hit the door with his foot, slamming it shut.  I grabbed his hand and dragged him under with me, just before the door flew open again. Spade stormed in, gun at the ready. 

Chapter 31: Spade

Nothing? The hell I saw this door close just a second ago...someone came into my room. I must be working too hard. I made my way to the desk where the poison was and frowned. It was gone. 

“Dammit to hell!”

I pulled out the many drawers with a curse tossing them to the ground. After a quick check in my room, still nothing came up and my room is a bigger mess than it was.  Sitting on the edge of my bed I sighed. This was a problem. I walked out and locked the door with the one key I had for my cabin.  I headed down the hall for those keys.  “This train will be better off when it’s locked up tight.”

“I picked a bad time to give up booze.”

With an angry grunt I walked down the hall, through the dinning car and into the staff cabin train.  The last car at the end was Mr. Kirby's.  I opened the door slowly and walked in.  I was greeted with a very bare looking room. Only a bed, a dresser and a dartboard lined this room with Mr. Kirby himself on the bed, still heavily KO'd. 

“Guess I can’t very well interview you Mr. Kirby.”

After a moment of heavy silence I walked to the nightstand and grabbed his keys off it before making a quick note to Kirby if he should get up. 

Took your keys to get around the train 

~Spade


“Hmph.  Don’t worry Kirby, this case is almost closed.”



And with that I walked out of the cabin and locked it.  There was still one thing I had to do while I was here.  I walked towards the caboose of the train where the body was held. Maybe more clues would be yielded from an inspection of Mr. Vacantly himself. Walking into the room almost made me walk right out. The smell was quite overpowering. I kept my breakfast inside me though, having seen and smelled dead bodies before.

Peeking under the sheet I was surprised that he still looked well preserved. Putting on some gloves I proceeded to check over the body for marks, hair, debris, or any other thing that could have stuck to his clothing that would give my a better clue.  After three minutes of searching I found not one single clue. As I was taking off my gloves I spotted a small hole the size of a pin in the collar of his shirt.  Moving this aside revealed a similar hole in the back right side of his neck...quirking an eyebrow I frowned.

“He couldn’t have been killed by such a small hole.  Probably fell on something.  I better write this down.”


------------------Clues Page four-----------------
Small pin size wound in right back side of

 victoms neck---------------------------------------

---------------------------------------------------------

Sighing, I stood away from the body after a minute of poking and prodding and headed for the door, locking it as I left.  After a quick jog down the hall I made a stop in the car's kitchen for a quick snack. Luckily they still had one good chair to sit on after all this mess.  I ate some instant noodles with a sigh.

This case was getting nowhere fast. I needed to find out the meaning of this “wrong poison” deal soon or I'd be too late to do anything before another passenger was hurt. Quickly finishing the noodles I walked back for the passengers’ rooms. My next suspect to interview would be Mr. Wallace. 



Walking past the bloodstains when we first carried Mr. Kirby to the closest passenger room for treatment, I counted the stains in my head. It wasn’t till after he was patched up as best as doctor Stareye could do that he was moved to his room. 

I passed into the next car and Mr. Wallace's room came into view. I knocked politely and waited.  No answer came to me. “He must be asleep still,” my mind told me, but I persisted knocking harder, and eventually a sleepy Mr. Wallace opened up the door.

“Mr. Wallace. I need a moment of your time.”

“Sure Detective. Come on in.”

Walking into the room I took off my hat and sat down on the couch, notepad out.

“I need to ask you a few questions.  Please relax and answer truthfully or I will shoot you.”

“Shoot...the questions not the gun.”

“Did you know Mr. Vacantly?”

“On the TV, yes.”

“And personally?”

“No. I never got the chance to meet him.”

“Are you a fan or baseball?”

“Not really.”

“Have you ever spoken with Mr. Kirby?”

“Once. While I was getting on the train we met in the hall and exchanged hellos.”

“Why are you on this train?”

“Business. I’m meeting a few people from work at a convention in Old Yorkshire.”

“What do you do?”

“I manage a small comic company called DGRM.”

“Thank you for your time Mr. Wallace. I will be back later tonight or perhaps tomorrow to speak with you again.”

Standing up and walking for the door, I nodded my goodbye to Mr. Wallace and stepped outside, shutting the door behind me. Quickly jotting my thoughts in my notepad, I walked for the helm to speak to Miss Nota about this newspaper business. I stepped into the common room and sat down to finish my writing before I went on.

----------------Suspects Page Eight-----------------
---------------------Mr Wallace----------------------
I found out that this seemingly normal man 
manages a small comic company I should look 
into the company later. perhaps there might be 
some clues there-------------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------------- 

Chapter 32: Stareye

We both sighed with relief as Spade left the room.

“Dang that was close.”

Now in a less panicked state, I managed to get the window open. I chucked the bottle out where it hit the ground at top speed and shattered.

“Good riddance. That clears our names.”

I peered out into the hallway. The coast was clear. Relocking the door behind us, Jack and I snuck back to our cabins, luckily without confrontation. I opened the door to my cabin, ready to fall asleep. Fate had something else in mind. 

Chapter 33: Scott

“Follow Spade...you'll find stuff out…” I sighed.

Threatening that Krem guy didn't help much at all. He took the wrong angle with that guy and then he took my message completely different than I had intended. Now he thinks that my murderer is screwing with him! I would have written more, but it was such a small window.

“That’s not all Detective.”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw Miss Static carrying an over handled newspaper sports section earlier. Scott Vacantly's article was circled.”

“Well I'll be damned…”

“What is it Detective?”

“Nothing at all...lock this room now.  Tonight I want you to lock off all the cabins and cars. Where's Mr. Kirby's keys?”

“He has them in his room.”

“I'll be heading there and borrowing them so I can get around at night…”

“Alright I'll go tell Miss Nota to say that we're locking down overnight over the intercom.”

Hanging around with the detective was getting on my nerves, so I decided to go with the sidekick and see what was up with article and Miss Nota. I had to take the long way around the car with the common room (I climbed over top of it...effortlessly, of course), only a slight inconvenience. When we reached the front she didn't seem to pleased to see the young man. Hearing Spade's plan to lock down the train didn't improve her mood at all. As soon as he left the room she jumped out of her chair and ran across the small room and kicked the door as hard as she could. 

As she limped back to her seat I scanned the room for the newspaper that Sommie had spoke of. I found it on the floor near the conductor's chair, the article about me conveniently facing up, and immediately began reading it. 



I hated that one. It was the Tuesday paper from the Times, which I despised so much because it told all about my trip to Old Yorkshire for my official signing. It even told how I was going about getting there. Why did she still have this paper? It looked like it had been read...a lot. Slightly disturbing...

“I guess I'll just have to go find the detective again...this really would intrigue him.”

I headed back toward the cabin cars, again having to take the long way around the second car. I found the detective eating instant noodles in the dining car. His notepad was sitting out on the table.


------------------Clues Page four-----------------
Small pin size wound in right back side of

 victoms neck---------------------------------------

---------------------------------------------------------


“Such horrible spelling and grammar...but he does have a keen eye. He's so close…”

I strolled across the car and into the kitchen where my eye instantly caught my next “clue.”

Chapter 34: Sommie

“God damn it, pop tarts are the greatest invention of mankind.” I was sitting in the dining car after a quick 90 second downing of a packet of Pop Tarts. Not the cheery or blueberry shit. The good stuff:  brown cinnamon sugar. That's the golden age of mankind right there.

I was debating on whether I wanted orange juice or coffee to end the makeshift meal, when I spotted some movement through the window to the next car. It was Stareye. I got up and opened the door between the cars.

“What are you doing out here?” Dr. Stareye was in front of his cabin, the door open, either just entering or just leaving. He paused, surprised. He took a quick, small glance to his right.

“I...was just looking for the Detective. Where is he?”

“What's it matter? He's busy. Is there something wrong?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact there is. Not ten minutes ago I saw that Mr. Wallace fellow creeping around here in the hallways. I knew that the detective wouldn't...appreciate that.”

“You did? Where was he going?”

“To his cabin, I presume.” He pointed at the door, to his left. Over that way was the other cabin car, with Scott's, Soap's, Jennie's, Krem's, and Wallace's rooms. There were plenty of other cars over that way, though.

“Ten minutes ago, you say?”

“It couldn't have been more than fifteen.”

“And why did it take you so long to come out and find the Detective?”

“Oh…I just woke up. I don't think the detective would appreciate seeing me half naked, would he?” He gave a sort of forced chuckle.

I thought for a moment. “What do you know about Mr. Wallace?”

“Nothing.  I've said 'Hello' to him a few times. He seems like a decent guy.” He opened his mouth, as if to say something else, but apparently decided not to.

“Ok. I'll go talk with him. Thanks for your help.”

I proceeded through the car to the front of the train to find Mr. Wallace and see what was going on. Dr. Stareye shut the door behind me, and I heard the click of the lock on the other side of the wall.

Chapter 35: Spade

After a quick stop consisting of writing down what I wanted and tying my shoe I walked to the head of the car.  I checked my watch; almost 3 P.M. “This train will stop in Old Yorkshire tomorrow at 8 PM. I better hurry or the killer will be basically home free. Damn this will be a problem.”

I quickly knocked on the door to the helm and heard a gruff  "What?" from Miss Nota. Sometimes I wonder who’s crankier, her or Mr. Kirby.

“It's Detective Spade. I need to speak to you.”

“Who’s stopping you?”

“Ouch. Who put a hamster in her toilet?” 

“Fine, fine.”

I opened the door and walked into a sweltering hot room.  Sitting in the seat of the helm Miss Static Nota turned to me looking none to happy to see everyone’s favorite detective walk through the door. With a shrug I walked over to where she was at and leaned on her chair.

“Miss Nota, I hear you have a newspaper here.  I saw you with it earlier.  May I borrow it?”

“Why?”

“Because I want to read it.”

“Well, then look around the trash bins on the train.”

“Wait, whoa, what?”

“It's where I found this one.  I planned on doing the crossword but I couldn’t find it in this paper.”

“Really now…the trash bin, eh?  You wouldn’t pull my leg would you?”

“Believe what you want, Detective. I’m telling the truth.”

“Hmph I'll be back by later Miss Nota.  Work on your manners while I’m gone.”

“My manners!”

“Yes, your manners.  Look it up in the dictionary, sweetheart.”

Newspaper in hand, I pulled the door closed behind me to hear an angry shout and a loud thump on the walls followed by another. I passed through the common room and almost out the door before I noted something out of the corner of my eye. I went over, put my gloves on and picked up a small piece of ripped blue jean with a frown.

“Hello, hello...who do you belong to?”

Pocketing the wayward article of clothing I took out my notebook to observe and write down my next clue.


-----------------Clues Page five---------------------
Small peice of blue jean clothing found in 
common room near wall----------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------

“Man, this one stumps me. Mr. Vacantly wasn’t wearing blue jeans...I’m positive he didn’t have blue jeans on when he died. Nor did Mr. Kirby since he wore his gray uniform for this whole trip. Everything seems jumbled…I need that one clue to bring it all together.”  But what it was, I didn’t know. I walked out if the common room and down the hall for Miss Jennifer’s car.  She still needed to be interviewed, and then Sommie would be next.

I walked down the hall and knocked on the door to her room.  She opened up the door, greeting me with whatever charm she could manage and invited me in for dinner with her and Mr. Greishober

“A couple hours huh?”

“Uh yeah, sorry bout that…I got caught up with some clues.”

“Have you figured out who killed Scott?”

“Sorry miss, but not yet. I am confident I shall, though.  Its only a matter of time.”

“Oh, you have a copy of the Times with you?’

“Yeah. Miss Static had it.”

“Scott hated that paper.  They were always so intrusive to him.  Reporters always followed him everywhere.”

“Really?”

“Oh yes. They even dressed up as other people. Cops, mailmen, women…they were desperate for stories.”

“Thank you, miss.  You've been most informative.”

I stood up and tipped my hat to her. She shrugged and waved her goodbye, most likely confused how she helped me, but I knew of course. Stepping out the door I took out my notebook as I walked for Sommie’s room to interview him next. I wrote out more under miss Jennifer’s page


------------------Suspects page one-------------------
------------------Jennifer Grieshober------------------
I'd like to note miss grieshober was a personal 
friend of the late Scott vacantly though I do know
how Fame can change someone I do not believe
it is her-------------------------------------------------
----------------------------------------------------------
After a quick talk with Ms jennifer I found out that 
Mr Vacantly was constantly followed and bothered
by reporters and hated them for it.
--------------------------------------------------------- 

Chapter 36: Scott

Just because my eye caught it instantly doesn't mean that the idea hit me at the same speed. There was a small box of magazines under a counter near the entrance to the kitchen.

“What on earth would someone put a box of Sports Illustrated in here for?”

Maybe to the average person this was a good hiding spot. Maybe this was just my one out of the three thousand to one chance that I would have actually noticed the box. Oh well, there I was looking at the box. 

“I like Sports Illustrated.   I've been itching to read one for awhile…” It looked like I was about to test my limits again.



I reached to grab the top magazine. It worked. It was the largest object I had been able to hold onto since I had died. I flipped through the pages...this month was boring...

“Where's the one where they interviewed me? Three months ago?”

I pulled the current top magazine off and found what I was looking for: A very bad picture of me in my minor league team's uniform on the front cover. I smiled as I flipped the pages to find my article. That one was very interesting. It was when I was first talking about going pro...it had a bunch of stuff like my stats, some personal info...

“Whoa!”

I reached the first page of the article only to find some surprising and disturbing images. The large picture of my face was decorated with little red horns and a trident and most of the teeth were blacked out. There were notes all over the all the pages the article spanned, none of which seemed to approve of my existence. A picture of Jenna was scribbled and X-ed out. If I had any blood it would have boiled. Calming myself, I thought of the value of this magazine.

“Now where is that detective at? It would be oh-so-interesting if he found THIS…”

I strolled out into the dining room reading the article, ignoring the scribbled notes and the ruined pictures. After I finished, I dropped the magazine onto a table to be found later. He would be back; he always comes back to the dining room.

“Let's leave less of a question this time…”

I took the ring out of my pocket and dropped it on the open magazine.

Chapter 37: Stareye

Sommie caught me on the way into my room. Luckily I told him about Wallace and made some other stuff up, and he bought it. I went into my room. Hopefully I could now enjoy a peaceful train ride without worry. I sat on my couch and read for a while. I was about to turn in, when someone started knocking on the door. 

Chapter 38: Spade

I finally got to Sommie’s room, but there was no answer at his door. Scratching my head I headed back in the opposite direction to try and find him wherever he was. Passing into the dining car I paused. A magazine had been left out with a ring on top of it. With a raised eyebrow I picked up the ring and looked it over with a confused expression.

“That’s odd. Who would leave something like this out? No one’s out here; I would have spotted them…maybe Sommie…?”

Picking up the magazine I looked it over. Scott Vacantly’s pictures were desecrated. Horns and much worse...the woman beside him was even worse off.  Then I pieced it together.  I looked at the ring in my hand I frowned…he told me before he died that he was going to ask her to marry him.

“Damn it.”

What kind of cold hearted asshole would steal a man’s ring after he killed him?  I had to find this murderer and make sure he couldn’t do anything worse. Picking up both the ring and the magazine I put magazine into one of my pockets and walked out towards my cabin to try and find Sommie. Again I looked at the ring in my hand and sighed.

“I better deliver this to her personally with my regrets…it’s the least I can do, really.”

I walked down the hall looking for Sommie. He was the last person I needed to interview.  It would be sundown before long.  “Unless we want another victim I better get to work.”

Chapter 39: Sommie

I walked to the front of the train, to the car holding Mr. Wallace's cabin.

“Mr. Wallace, can I come in?” I knocked on the cabin door.

I heard the door unlock and open from the other side. Mr. Wallace emerged in the doorway.

“Is there something I can help you with?”

“Nothing important sir.  I just wanted to ask you a few questions, that's all.”

“The detective has already been around to see me.”

“Yes, I thought he did. But if it isn't a problem, there's a few more things I'd like to ask you that I know Mr. Spade hasn't discussed with you. I heard from…may I come in?”

He nodded. I came in and closed the door, leaning against the wall.

“I heard that you were out and about earlier today. Is this true?”

“No.” He said, quickly. After a small pause, he added, “Who told you this?”

“The person will remain anonymous.  I was just wondering what you had to say about it?  You do know what the detective said about being out of your cabins?  It would be a shame if he found out about it…”

“I've been in my cabin here the entire time.  I don't know where you heard it, but I can tell you that it's false.”

I sighed. “All right all right. Let's change the subject, shall we?”

I went over and sat on the bed. Mr. Wallace was standing over by the door to the bathroom.

“What have you done today?”

“Today, I woke up around 10. I was still tired from last night's fiasco. I had a small breakfast, and just a while ago I had lunch. I've read a bit today. Nothing too exciting.”

“All right.” I had nothing left that I should think of to ask him. “Thanks for your time.”

"Anytime." I got up and left.

“He's lying. I know he's lying. His response was too quick, and his reaction too suspicious.” I thought to myself. I checked my watch. 3:15, and there still had been no word from Ms. Static over the intercom. “I'll give it until 4:30. If I don't hear anything, I'll check up on it.”

I headed back to my room. 

Chapter 40: Spade

As I walked down the hall I spotted Sommie heading my way. I quickly made my way to him. At first he seemed in deep thought. Shrugging, I snapped my fingers to get his attention as he walked past me.

“Sommie?”

“Oh. Hello Detective Spade. Found anything?”



“I’m a step away from solving this murder and the attack on Mr. Kirby, I just need a few more things…I want to get your interview done. I haven’t interviewed Mr. Jack yet, but he's not on my to do list yet. Let’s head to the dinning car then.”

He nodded and we went along our way to the dining car, passing by the blood stains again. I counted these twelve blood drops every time I walked through here. We made it to the dinning car shortly. He grabbed two Pepsis and tossed me one.

“All right Sommie, answer truthfully now. You met Scott Vacantly of course?”

“Yes. I meet all the passengers to make sure they’re happy. It’s my job and all.”

“How long have you worked here?”

“Not too long.”

“How long have you known Mr. Kirby?”

“Since I got the job here. He trained me as an attendant.”

“Do you know of anyone who would be out to kill him or Mr. Vacantly?”

“No. He didn’t talk to me much. Kirby that is, me and Scott Vacantly had a good conversation the first day he came aboard the train.”

“What did you talk about?”

“Life, games, baseball; fool, just stuff...he was a nice guy.  Not to many of them left, huh?”

“Dying breed that’s for sure.”

“Detective spade, you never said why your on this train.”

“Funeral. My brother died in a car accident.”

“Oh sorry.”

“Don't be. He was a ass anyway.”

“Sorry to hear that.”

“Well, if there’s nothing more to say here, you can run along Sommie.”

“Well…I did see Dr. Stareye out of his cabin today.  He said he was looking for you.”

“Really? Hmm…that’s odd.  Why was he looking for me?”

“He said he saw Mr. Wallace walking down the halls after he woke up and was looking to tell you.”

“...Isn’t that convenient…”

“What do you mean?”

“Nothing. Nothing at all.”

I quickly jotted down what I got from Sommie in my note pad. I truly didn’t believe he was the killer in either of the crimes, but I had learned that the truth could be hard to pinpoint at times and people where never who they said they were, even if they were innocent.

“I'll be on my way then, Sommie. Go get some sleep.  It will be time for you to take over for Miss Static soon and I'd hate to have you asleep on the job, though I doubt you would fall asleep at the wheel...what kind of idiot would fall asleep in that hot ass room?”

He looked away for a second before answering.

“Uh yeah. I am kind of tired I'll just head to my room.”



I nodded my goodbye and stood up walking in the opposite direction. I had to speak to Dr. Stareye soon. Mr. Wallace was the one sleeping, not him. Mr. Wallace was in his room, not him. How the hell could Stareye wake up and spot Wallace at the right time? It doesn’t take a detective to know when someone’s making a boldface lie.

I walked past the passenger cabins toward the last cabin before the common car, the empty room where the late Scott Vacantly was found, looking over my newly jotted notes.

---------------Suspects page three-----------------
-----------------Dr Ben Stareye---------------------
The one person with easy access to poison... 
but he was also with me at the time mr kirby
was attacked and injured. he might have a
partner. I get the feeling he is hiding 
something... but what-------------------------------
-------------------------------------------------------
It seems The good Doctor has been sneaking 
out of his room against my orders. and with the
poison now missing I'm not to happy with him.
perhaps a visit is in order------------------------
-------------------------------------------------------

-------------Suspects Page nine-------------------
-------------------Sommie--------------------------
Nice guy with a good head on his shoulders. I 
personaly do not believe him to be the 
murderer as he has no motive and the 
evidence does not point in his direction much 
if at all.---------------------------------------------
------------------------------------------------------

----------------Clues page six---------------------
I Recently Found a ring that belong to Scott 
vacantly on a magazine that had most if not 
all pictures of scott vacantly drawn over in 
many rude manners. I still wonder who left it 
out as the killer could not be stupid enough to 
taunt me again with a clue os such perportions-
------------------------------------------------------


I had come far in my investigation, but I was not done yet. As I entered the empty room Where Mr. Vacantly was found. The room was deathly quiet; almost fitting as the feeling on the rest of the train is one of fear and regret. I looked around the ground where Mr. Vacantly had been and after 5 minutes it wielded as much of a result as my hitting on Miss Nota.



“Damn it. It doesn’t make any sense! Why doesn’t this room have any clues? It’s a crime scene, there’s bound to be at least one clue somewhere…”

As I finished that sentence the overhead speaker perked up in my room signaling Miss Nota was ready to speak to the passengers.

“Per orders of Detective Spade all passenger rooms will be locked tonight by the master set of keys, preventing any from getting out. That is all.”

“My fan club grows and grows.”

I looked around the room with a curse as the intercom clicked off. “This is going nowhere.” I checked my watch. Almost 5. It would be dark soon. I turned and left the room, locking it up. I would allow the passengers one more hour until I locked the rooms with Sommie. I still had to visit Dr. Stareye for our "talk."

My lack of real sleep was beginning to affect me a bit as I began my trek back to the third passenger car to speak with the doctor. I yawned and grit my teeth. I could not allow myself to slip now. I still had so far to go in such a small amount of time. Stepping in front of Dr Stareye’s door I beat on it roughly.

“Doctor! I wish to speak with you NOW!”

Chapter 41: Stareye

“Come on in, detective.”

I guess I was feeling pretty good after avoiding Spade, destroying the bottle, and getting past Sommie. At any rate I wasn't very troubled by Spade's angry tone. I opened the door for him.

“So, I hear you saw Mr. Wallace in the hallway earlier.”

"Yup. He must have tripped or something, I woke up to a large thump. I looked out the doorway and he was down the hall."

"I see."

Chapter 42: Spade

“Someone broke into my room and stole a valuable piece of evidence, Dr Stareye.”

“Really?”

“It seems someone snuck to my room.”

“Maybe it was Mr. Wallace”

“Maybe it was my dead aunt Flo with her hatred for messes.”

“Huh?”

“Mr. Wallace was asleep until I spoke with him which was after Mr. Sommie said he saw you in the halls.”

“You can’t be accusing me of stealing your evidence.”

“I can and I am! If I find out that you snuck out of your room after I gave the order for you not to I'll tie a rope around you and let you drag the rest of the way to Old Yorkshire! You catch my drift?”

“Yes sir.”

“And If I find out you killed Mr. Vacantly I'll do something far worse to you.  Now go in your room and stay there!”

He muttered something and shut his door without another word. Thinking it over for a bit I took out Mr. Kirby’s keys and locked the master lock above the passenger lock, sufficiently locking him in. “That really got my blood boiling. I'd best head to cool off somewhere.” I had had some dinner. Thinking it over I turned and headed away from Dr Stareye's room towards the common room.  There were games in there to play along with some books to read. 



With a sigh I kept reviewing my notes over and over. I needed that one big clue to crack the case and I was going to find it. I soon reached the common room.  There were books and some ale nearby, along with a poker table, a mini bar and the like. I picked up a sports magazine from the bookshelf and found it similar to the one I found earlier only most of the pages with Scott on it were ripped out.

After I looked at my watch and found it to be 5:20 I got up and headed for Jack’s room to have my last interview.

Chapter 43: Stareye

I kicked the desk. He couldn't prove I stole it, he just couldn't. I sat down on the couch. I wondered if he'd talk to Jack. If he talked to Jack, and he gave him the same story, he might believe Wallace was really out, wouldn't he? Of course then he might suspect Jack of being my accomplice in this and would explain to him how Kirby was attacked while he was with me. And I couldn't rule out the fact that Jack could have been the murderer. I had only known the guy a few weeks. He didn't seem at all like the type to be a killer, but he did hate Vacantly. I got up tried the door. Locked, I figured. There was nothing I could do now, and if Jack was the murderer, he was in a pretty good position to blame me.

Chapter 44: Scott

Proud of myself, I headed back to the common room; I had to figure out why I couldn't get in. I couldn't go through the doors on either side or the roof. Since this was the only solid object onto which I could do so, I proceeded to beat my face on the door until the lack of pain finally made it boring. There was not a mark to be seen on the door to reflect the beating that it took.

“Nice...don't let the restless spirit see where he died. Of course, if he hadn't dragged my body out of there, my spirit very well could be trapped in that car. THAT would suck.”

The idea held a cold grip on my nonexistent heart for less than an instant. I was still pissed off about not getting in the car. I was angrily pacing by the door when Detective Spade entered the car staring at his notepad and headed into the unoccupied cabin. I noticed the top of a magazine sticking out of one of his large coat pockets as I followed him in. He wasted a good five minutes of his life looking around where my body was found.

“You won't find anything.” I told him. I don't know why; my words fell on deaf ears.

“Damn it. It doesn’t make any sense. Why doesn't this room have any clues? It's a crime scene; there’s bound to be at least one clue somewhere…”

“Hey, I've got a great idea! You open the door to the common room and I follow you in! Quit wasting your time here!” Right then the train's intercom system cut on.

“Due to the orders of Detective Spade, all passenger rooms will be locked tonight by the master set of keys we have, preventing any from getting out. That is all.”

Spade looked very stressed and unhappy as he left the cabin and headed off to the back of the train. I was screaming "WRONG WAY!" in my head, but I followed him for a lack of better anything to do. 

He went to the Doctor's room where a heated argument about a missing piece of evidence and people not staying in their rooms took place. It was finished with a couple of threats from the detective, a slam of the door and a click of the lock.

I stood and pondered as the detective strode off back up the hall.

"I bet that evidence was that useless bottle they found in the garbage can. Spade must not believe in red herrings. Arg...stupid...and I can still get headaches?" I rubbed my forehead. "Great, just to confirm that I still have no clue how this afterlife thing works."

Again seeing that hanging around Spade was somehow my best option, I rushed to catch up to him. A couple of cars later I found him opening the door to the common room. 

"Here goes nothin‘."  I sprinted to the door as Spade stepped in. 

Chapter 45: Spade

As I stepped through the door of the common room a chill filled the air like a gust of wind hit me making me pull my coat closer to me. I glanced around the room and stepped further in to begin my search of the common car, looking around for any clue that could prove my theory correct. I began my search where I had found the torn jean material. There was a small nail at the floorboard of the bar. I smirked a bit as I stood up.

“Gotcha.”

Standing up I looked around the room’s walls, putting the pieces together in my head, and soon spotted the wall I was looking for.  An open wall with pinholes in a small area.  With a victorious smirk I reached over the bar and pulled out a bottle of ale, no longer afraid of poison in the bottle, and took a swig of it.

“I picked a good day to pick up drinking again."

The door opened up behind me as I took a swig of ale. It was Sommie still looking a bit ragged from lack of sleep. Though I must look the same but now, but not for long though. If all went to plan the killer or killers would be caught by tomorrow.

“Hello Detective. The cabins are all locked up. Nobody’s getting in or out without a key.”

“Ah good man. You did check that everyone was inside their rooms at the time you locked them right?”

“Of course. Everyone is locked up tight like you asked.”

“Good man. Come to take your shift for the night?”

“Yeah. I’m glad this will be over tomorrow."

“With someone being lead away in cuffs of course.”

“Of course.”

We both turned and headed through the last door of the train. Or first depending if you were a half full/half empty type of guy. We soon found Miss Nota on the floor of the helm. I rushed over I bent down to check a pulse with Sommie hovering over me.

“She's fine. It’s just exhaustion. I doubt she's slept at all in the past two days. Best get her to her room.”

I slumped down, picked her up on my back and hoisted her up. It’s rather more difficult than it sounds; not because of the weight since she was ridiculously light, but because she was a good half a foot to a foot taller than me.

“What about the train?”

“You man the helm. I'll go drop her off and get back to my interview with Mr. Jack.”

“Aye aye captain.”

And with that he walked over to the helm to check if the train was in the clear after being unattended as I walked out of the room and through the common room. Down the halls I went with Miss Nota on my back. Surely an odd sight to see if anyone looked out their cabins windows. I hurried down the halls, through the dinning car, and past the now swept up chair pieces.



I made my way out of that car and to the second to last one, the staff quarters car, and to the middle door, Miss Nota's room. Flipping through Mr. Kirby’s keys I finally found the one with the right room number and entered the room. It was a nice shade of dark blue. I carried her over to her couch along the wall of the cabin and sat her on it. 



Glancing about the room I spotted a small sewing machine, a few articles of clothing, a dresser, a jean jacket slung over a chair, a small TV, and a radio as well. With a glance to Miss Nota I left the room jotting down what I had seen in my notes and headed for Mr. Jack's room. Passing once more through the dinning car and walking by Dr. Stareye's room I reached Mr. Jack’s cabin and knocked on his door.

“Mr. Jack I need to speak with you for a second.”

“Coming.”

I stood there and waited for the door to open. Though it took a bit he, did try and turn the handle to the door. Of course it was locked. I sighed and took out my keys to give him a helping hand.

“The door is locked, sir. Allow me a second and I will unlock it.”

With a quick turn of the key the door opened and there stood Mr. Jack. I stepped in past him, sat at the couch and took out my notebook, ready in case some new information came up.

“Alright Mr. Jack, I need to know if you have met Mr. Vacantly and, if you have, how you did.”

“I spoke with him sometimes in the hall. He had some books and I asked if I could borrow them. I’m a pretty avid reader in my spare time.”

“What about your job? What do you do?”

“Odd jobs. I’m a jack of all trades so to speak.”

“Ugh, that pun. It’s horrible.”

“I try.”

“Moving right along. Why are you on this train?”

“I’m going to look for jobs in Old Yorkshire.”

“I see. As an observation, I have seen you and Dr. Stareye talking before the murder in the common room. What kind of person is Dr. Stareye?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean does he strike you as the type to kill someone or get rid of evidence?”

“...no. He strikes me as a normal guy.”

“He doesn’t strike me as a very normal guy. “

“Well I wouldn’t know about that.”

Standing up and still writing something in my notebook I looked out the window...sundown. Stars were appearing outside. it wouldn’t be long until I was far to tired to do anything.

“Have you heard him leave his room at all?”

“No not since you gave the rule to stay in our rooms.”

“I find that odd since he was spotted out of his room just today.”



There was a pause. A quiet, yet significant one. As I arched a eyebrow and glanced at my watch and wrote down this note I heard him pipe up from behind me.

“You know what Detective?”

“what?”

I turned only to receive a punch from Jack that sent me against the wall and broke the window in the process.

“You ask to many questions!”

He quickly produced a pocket knife and lunged at me. Thinking quick I picked up a large book next to me on the floor of the cabin and held it out in front of me as a shield. The knife stabbed into the book, but came no further as I twisted the book and blade away from Jack. He fell down with it. “What do you know, knowledge is power after all.”

Using his momentary distraction of pulling his knife from the hardcover dictionary I ran forward and kicked the book and knife away from him before he could use it again, but sadly I left myself open to attack and he pulled my legs out from under me. I fell to the floor and he quickly wrapped a hand around my neck to throttle me.  It was nothing a low blow couldn’t end. I  sent him off me with a quick kneeing. He once again grabbed at the book as I stood up.

He held his knife with a small smirk and the book in the other hand as he stood up looking triumphant.  The look faded once I took out my revolver and shot the book out of his hand with a bang that echoed through the dusty old train.

“Never bring a knife to a gunfight friend.”

He said nothing and he dropped the knife. With a glare I quickly motioned for him to walk out into the hall and he wordlessly followed my instructions...or was it the gun’s instructions? I could never figure that out. We walked past Stareye’s cabin where he was staring out the small window, most likely wondering what the gunshot was. He jiggled at his handle, but of course it was locked.

I took the "kind" Mr. Jack towards the storage closet where the large closet was mostly used to store empty boxes and food. After unlocking it I sent him inside just as Miss Static burst through the door leading to the dinning car.

“What the hell is going on?!”

“Ah good timing Miss Nota. I believe I found Mr. Kirby's attacker.”

“What do you mean, he did it?”

“Well I see no one else. Grab the rope there and tie him to one of the spare chairs in there.”

She paused for a bit and took the rope following my orders. Jack, having no other choice, sat down as she tied him to the chair. She then backed out of the storage room with a frown as I shut and locked the door tight and holstered my faithful revolver.

“How do you know its him detective?”

“Besides the fact he attacked me in the same manner?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well its simple. He couldn’t have killed Mr. vacantly. Mr. Vacantly's killer was smart and very cunning in his murder. Mr. Jack’s attempts at murder have been out of panic no doubt.”

“I don’t get it. What did you do?”

“I asked to many questions. I'd wager dollars to doughnuts Mr. Kirby asked to many questions and Mr. Jack panicked.”

“What now?”

“We head to the helm and tell Sommie and then we radio to the passengers that Mr. Kirby’s attacker was found and caught, but we are still looking for Mr. Vacantly's murderer. Then you go back to your cabin and sleep.”

“I'm big enough to take care of myself you know.”

“Which is why I had to carry you back while you snored. How silly of me to doubt that.”

“I don’t snore.”

She glared at me. I reached up behind my head and felt the welt on the back of my head as I walked into Mr. Jack's room and picked up my hat. After a quick dusting off and uncrumpling it looked as good as new…more or less. As I walked back out I noticed Ms Nota giving me a pointed stare.

“What?”

“We better get some ice on that.”

“It’s fine really.” 

“And you say I’m not responsible.”

Walking down the hall we both headed for the helm...this would be a long story to tell Sommie.

Chapter 46: Stareye

Half an hour later I was still trying to distract myself from the possible problem at hand. Then I heard knocking out in the hallway.

“Mr. Jack I need to speak with you for a second.”

It was Spade out in the hallway. I heard him open the door and start talking to Jack. I put my ear up to the wall to try and make out what they were saying.

“...asked if I could borrow them. I'm a pretty avid reader in my spare time.”

“What about your job, what do you do?”

“Odd jobs. I'm a jack of all trades, so to speak.”

I laughed. That was horrible.

“Moving right along. Why are you on this train?”

“I'm going to look for jobs in Old Yorkshire.”

“I see. As an observation I have seen you and Dr. Stareye talking before the murder in the common room. What kind of person is Dr. Stareye?”

This was it. If Jack really was the killer, he'd have a story for Spade now. All he'd have to do is tell him he saw me out in the hallway. Spade would fry me.

“I mean does he strike you as the type to kill someone or get rid of evidence?”

“...No. He strikes me as a normal guy.”

“He doesn’t strike me as a very normal guy.”

“Well I wouldn't know about that.”

There was a pause. It seemed like Jack wasn't going to say anything. I felt guilty about jumping to conclusions about him. I was letting my fear get the best of me.

“Have you heard him leave his room at all?”

“No, not since you gave the rule to stay in our rooms.”

I sighed with relief. Jack was innocent, just like I should have known all along. I flopped backwards onto the couch from where I was sitting on the arm. Then I heard glass shatter. I jumped back up to find out what was happening.

“You ask to many questions!”

There was a lot of noise, like a struggle going on. Then there was a gunshot.

“Never bring a knife to a gunfight friend.”

I ran to the window to see Spade come out. Had he shot Jack? It was killing me to wait while the doorknob turned and the door swung open. Jack walked out, followed by a gun-wielding Spade. Jack didn't appear hurt, but Spade's face was cut and bloody. I kicked the door, but naturally it continued trapping me in here. Nota came running in from the dining car. I couldn't make out what they were saying, but together they locked Jack in a storage closet. Spade pocketed his gun. They talked some more, and Nota seemed to get rather irritated with Spade. The two left, leaving me to wonder what the crap just happened. 

Chapter 47: Scott

I ran right by Spade and into the room. My momentum carried me halfway across the car where I tripped on my own foot and fell face first onto the floor. I stood up to find the detective searching the car; the bar and the wall adjacent to it, to be specific. We shared a slight smile as he poured a drink. We were almost thinking on the same level. Just then Sommie came in the door. He confirmed that all the passengers were locked up and headed to the helm to take over for the conductor.

They found her sleeping on the floor. Sommie stayed behind as Spade carried her off to her cabin.

“You man the helm. I'll go drop her off and get back to my interview with Mr. Jack.”

I wasn't about to see if I could get stuck in the car, so I followed the detective out and all the way to the back to the conductor's cabin. He fumbled with the keys, but we got in okay. I liked her room, it was the same color as my room when I was a teenager. What caught my eye was the jacket on a chair. That was my jacket! I was wondering what had happened to it since that ass stole it off my corpse. It was cold that night sitting by the bar...



Spade left the room writing notes, probably to go bug that Jack guy. That dude read more than I did. I left and went to visit Mr. Kirby. It seemed as if no one remembered that he had received a severe blow to the head just yesterday. I got to his room to find him still out cold, but breathing. Nothing could be done here...yet.
I left his room to hear a gunshot. Miss Nota was out of her room in an instant and we both ran to find the source; we knew who, but not where it came from.

We met up with Spade in the dining car where he immediately had Nota tie Jack up to a chair and stuff him in a closet. Apparently Jack was prone to panic attacks and had attacked both Kirby and Spade. I felt bad for the poor guy...he was no killer.

Spade and the conductor argued with each other as we headed to the helm. They were so close to finding my killer. 

"Oh well, he's not going anywhere." I laughed to myself. 

Chapter 48: Sommie

I walked through the door to the common room; well, I should say I stumbled more than I walked. Lack of sleep was not fun. Detective Spade was there, no doubt searching for more clues. I had just finished locking everyone into their cabins, with the exception of myself, Ms. Nota, and Spade himself.

“Hello Detective. The cabins are all locked up. No body is getting in or out without a key.” He stood up.

“Ah, good man. you did check that everyone was inside their rooms at the time you locked them right?”

“Of course. Everyone is locked up tight, just like you asked.”

“Very good. I suppose you have come to take your shift for the night?”

I sighed. “Yeah. I'm glad this will be over tomorrow.”

“With someone being lead away in cuffs, of course.”

“Of course.” He grinned.

He turned to go through the door to the engine room of the train. I followed him inside. We both saw something we didn't expect: Ms. Nota was lying on the floor, either unconscious or dead. The detective immediately bent down and checked her pulse, while I stood watching, feeling as helpless a man could get.

“She's fine. It's exhaustion. I doubt she's slept at all in the past two days. Best get her to her room.” I laughed to myself, thinking that may happen to me by the end of the night. The detective bent down and, after a bit of trouble, managed to get her on his shoulders.

The detective was about to leave before I stopped him. “What about the train?”

“You man the helm, of course. I'll go drop her off and get back to my interview with Mr. Jack.”

“Aye aye, captain.” I felt like a sailor.

The detective left, and I sat down in the chair. For fifteen minutes I did all I could to prevent myself from sleeping. Eventually I got up and started head butting the wall…just hard enough to keep me awake.

The detective walked in midway through a head butt.

“Sommie, what in the name of all that is holy do you think you're doin'?”

I stopped and turned around to face him, almost shamefully.

“Erm....workouts. Or something.”

Ms. Nota walked in the door behind Spade. “...and I do NOT snore!...oh...hello.” She said when she noticed me, a bit embarrassed.

“What's the problem?”

And for another five minutes, Spade told me his story: about his conversation with Jack and how neither of them are good at puns (jack of all trades my ass), about how He discovered Mr. Kirby's killer, and about what he was planning on doing next.

“I need you to get on the intercom and announce to everyone that his attacker has been found, but Mr. Vacantly's attacker is still at large.”

“Certainly,” I said. I was still processing what I had just heard. Something almost didn't seem right. But I didn't say anything.

“And Sommie…”

“Hm?”

“You look like shit. Take a nap.”

I laughed. Detective Spade left the room, leading Ms. Nota back to her room and a well-deserved night of rest. I went back to head butting the wall to stop myself from sleeping, all the while thinking about the puzzle piece within Spade's story that I could see, but just could not find.

Chapter 49: Spade

After saying my goodbyes to Sommie I walked towards the dinning car with Ms. Nota. Yawning I took a look at my watch. Now 7:30. I frowned. I had less than 24 more hours to solve this case before the local police force would waltz into this train and make my life allot less happy. the locals are always such idiots.

Upon reaching the dining car I was rewarded with an icepack from Ms. Nota as she bandaged up the cut I had received in the fight. She was being her normal quiet “I hate you” self as always. Some things don’t seem to change. 

“I'll be on my way then detective. I still have to finish my chores.”

“What you have more to do besides drive this train?”

“Don't be so stupid. Since Kirby's out I have to do both Kirby's job and Sommie's.”

“What do you mean? The boy does a fine job.”

“Last time he did the passengers laundry run he turned Mr. Vacantly’s shirt pink.”

“That happens every once in awhile.”

“Whatever. I still have to get this batch in the dryer before I can sleep.”

Making her farewells she left, undoubtedly to go get some rest. After her work was done, I, following her example, headed for my cabin.

Passing the storage room and Dr. Stareye's room I could faintly hear Jack struggling in those ropes still.  “I doubt he'll be getting out anytime soon.” Passing into the next passenger car I turned and unlocked my door and let myself in. The room was still in shambles after I tore it apart looking for my evidence. With a sigh I began putting my room back together. With the desk drawers back into place and covers back on the bed I sat down at the table and began writing out my days findings in my notebook.


------------------Clues page Seven---------------
Pinholes in wall in common room leads me to 
believe the murder took place not in the empty
room but in the common room itself
------------------------------------------------------

-----------Suspects page five-----------------------
-------------------Jack-------------------------------
Though his kindness and politeness seemed top 
notch to me I can never discount the fact that 
he wasnt around anyone else during the time 
of the murders------------------------------------- 



I have come to find out that Jack was the one 
who Attempted to kill mr kirby. I Think I know 
why. Mr Kirby must have asked to many 
questions. well no matter. now that jack is safely
secured in the storage room closet I can worry
over bigger problems.-----------------------------
------------------------------------------------------

-----------------Clues Page five---------------------
Small peice of blue jean clothing found in 
common room near wall----------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------
It seems that a small nail at the base of the floor
boards caused this jean material to rip leaving 
behind a peice of it. --------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------------


Rubbing my sore head I laid down on my bottom bunk bead and set my notes and my hat aside for now. “Its 8:00. Something tells me I wont be getting much sleep tonight, but whatever I could get would help for the following day.”  Soon I was out like a light.

Chapter 50: Stareye

I sat on my bed working out what had just taken place. Was Jack the killer? Or had he just been worried Rick was onto what we had been doing? Or had he just cracked? Maybe the stress of all the work we'd been doing, added to a killer being on the train and us sneaking around had got to him. And if he was a killer, maybe he'd been planning to steal the project. Giro could do an awful lot of harm in the wrong hands.

Chapter 51: Spade

Regaining my bearings I looked around; seemed I had fallen asleep. I glanced  at the clock…“OUCH! 5:32. My schedule is taking a beating.” Getting up, I took my time to get to work. no one would begrudge me a shave and a shower. maybe if I’m a good boy I could get some breakfast. God someone better pay me for all this. Shrugging off my more greedy thoughts I set out for that shave and shower.

Soon after that I left my room, stuffing my notes into my pocket and walking to the dinning car. I checked my watch which now showed 6:10. Two pop tarts and a coke later I was ready to finish this damn thing. I walked down the hall toward the helm.  I planned on visiting Sommie first thing if he was still awake anyway. Counting blood on the carpet had grown tiresome, so I switched to counting patterns on the carpet and wallpaper and connecting the dots, so to speak, with the ceiling tiles to make images in my mind since they had a pattern of many little pinholes in them.

Passing through the common car I walked into the engine room, but instead of spotting Sommie I spotted Ms. Nota at the helm reading a book from the common room. I quietly walked up and peeked over her shoulder to see what she had. One of the great Sherlock Holmes books. Not a bad choice, really; I grew up with Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's books.

“Wanna be a detective, huh?”

She jumped in her seat and the book went flying from her hands. She turned to level a glare in my direction.

“Just asking, ma'am.”

“I'll have you know you are a rather large asshole.”

“Thankin’ ya kindly, ma'am”

“What do you want?”

“Just came to make you miserable, ma'am.”

“You do a fine job of it, sir.”

“Thankin’ ya kindly.”

Seemingly at the end of her rope she turned and swung the book against the side of my head. 

“Now that wasn’t very nice.”

“It must be a hint. For you to leave.”

“I see you have not worked on your manners yet.”

“Don't you have anything else to do?”

“Yeah, yeah I'm going.  You know, if you wanted to train for work as a detective you could have asked me.”

I quickly dropped to dodge the errant Holmes novel and turned to head back out as she walked over to get her book. She must have took over for Sommie some point earlier. “At least she got some sleep. I wonder how he's doing.”  As I passed through the common room I quickly found myself hiding in the doorway of the hallway looking on as Mr. Wallace seemed to have gotten out of his cage.

I watched on as he took out a small camera and photographed the room that Mr. Vacantly was found not but a stones throw from the common room. He took a few snapshots around his room. “Hmph. Some people just won’t stay indoors.” I looked past the unoccupied room where the late Mr. Vacantly was found and saw that the lock to Mr. Wallace’s room was off the door and a screwdriver lay on the floor next to it. I took out my revolver and kept it at my side. I didn’t plan on shooting him, of course, since my threat was only a threat, but it didn’t hurt to scare some order into people not unlike Hitler.  Wasn’t pretty, but got results.

I saw a light click off in Mr. Krem’s room followed by two knocks from the wall as if someone was smacking a metal beam with a hammer. Mr. Wallace jumped and turned around to see a gun toting detective behind him. I put on my game face and stepped inside.

“Didn't someone who looked a lot like me tell a lot of people including someone who looked a lot like you not to leave their rooms at the risk of being shot?”


“Detective…”

“So you’re a reporter are you?  That business owner was a load of crap. You’re working for the Times.”

“I…”

“I should have figured.  They had covered everything else on his trip to sign for the majors. I should have known they would have put someone on the train incognito. You could have killed him. That would be the story of the century. To have been there when Scott Vacantly was found dead.”

“I didn't kill anyone.”

“Hmph. Since you wanted to get out of your cell so bad why don’t you try this one.”

I backed out of the door way, shutting it before he could begin his line of inquiry, and locked the locks with Mr. Kirby's keys. Mr. Wallace shouted to me through the door trying to get the door open, but it was obvious that without his tools he was stuck. 

I walked away from the room with a smirk as I holstered my revolver and took out my notes. Too bad for Wallace he picked the wrong crime scene to snoop. I began writing my report on what I had seen so far.


----------------Suspects Page Eight-----------------
---------------------Mr Wallace----------------------
I found out that this seemingly normal man 
manages a small comic company I should look 
into the company later. perhaps there might be 
some clues there-------------------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------
Seemingly was correct. so far my hunch is mr 
wallace is working for a newspaper or something 
along those lines the proof. he was caught 
snooping around the old crime scene. as of now 
he is locked in their since there is no evidence 
to be found there------------------------------------
-------------------------------------------------------



------------------Suspects Page six------------------------
----------------------Mr Krem------------------------------
----------------------Asshole-------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------------------
It Appears that Mr krem alerted Mr wallace of my 
presence outside the doorway. He might have seen
me through the cabin window. Perhaps he and 
wallace are working together. or perhaps he's just a 
asshole who hates me.----------------------------------
------------------------------------------------------------

As I looked up from my notes and opened the door to the dinning car I saw a sight I did not expect to see: Sommie helping Mr. Kirby to a table nearby.  I walked in and gained the attention of both of them.

“Detective Spade. I found him trying to get to the dining car to find someone.”

“I see. Welcome back to the world of the living, Mr. Kirby. I have a lot to tell you.”

“Ugh…why am I not thrilled?”

Chapter 52: Sommie

“Puppy!”

I awoke with a start, screaming something. Apparently I was dreaming about a puppy.

With a glance at my watch, I climbed back on the chair. 5:00. I got four hours of sleep this time. But it would have to do.

I looked at the switchboard in front of me, with all of the buttons and the dials and the gauges and the meters in front of me. I shrugged. “I think everything's in order here.” I thought, not even sure what half of those thing were. The door opened behind me.

“You, out. Get some sleep.” Ms. Nota walked in, a book under her arm.

I stood up and yawned. “You rested and everything?”

“Yeah, rested enough. You need some sleep yourself. You really do look like shit.”

“Meh. It happens.” I shrugged. I quickly left, hoping to return to my room and get some proper rest.

Fifteen minutes, two pop tarts, and half a package of bagel bites later, I was ready for a nice four more hours of rest. But I heard something that stopped me from my slumber: a door outside opened. A cabin door. Ms. Nota was in the engine room, and everyone else was in their rooms. I even passed Detective Spade's room on my way here. He was sound asleep. I opened the door and came outside.

“So...and I...he tried to…”

Mr. Kirby fell on the floor, right in front of the door to the dining car. “Erm...good morning. Hungry I assume?”

I bent down to help him to his feet. “The guy probably does need something. He's been out for over a day. He'll dehydrate if his body doesn't get water soon.”

I carefully managed to get Mr. Kirby supported on my shoulder, as I half helped him walk half dragged him to the dining car for a drink. He was awake, mostly. Awake enough to ask what was going on.

“I'll tell you in a minute. Just lemme get you sat down first, and then I'll explain everything.”

Then from behind me, the door opened. Detective Spade was in the doorway.

“Detective.” I turned around to show him Mr. Kirby. “I found him trying to get in here and find someone.”

“I see.” I walked over and stood in front of Mr. Kirby. “Welcome back to the world of the living, Mr. Kirby. I have a lot to tell you.” He took a seat at the table.

“Why am I not thrilled about this?” He managed to mutter before I eased him into the chair across from Spade.

“Sommie, you will find Mr. Wallace locked in the spare cabin. His lock is in shambles. If you could please go and attend to the mess. I'll help Mr. Kirby here.”

“Yeah, of course.” I quickly left.

Chapter 53: Stareye

“Puppy!”

What the crap? I woke to someone yelling. I wasn't sure who it was yelling, all the happenings since the train left had prevented my getting very familiar with the other people aboard the train. Whoever it was they must've thought they'd seen a puppy and gotten awfully excited.

“Meh, 5:04. Bit early.”

I suddenly realized I was hungry. Were they really planning to starve us in our cabins? I dug through my stuff, hoping I'd brought some food.

‘Hmm, package of crackers and peanut butter. Joy.”

I saw Nota walking towards the dining car. I kicked the door to get her attention. I yelled at her.

“'S'posse you could feed some of use passengers?”



She ignored me and continued on her way. I sat down on the couch and began spreading peanut butter on my crackers. I had a nice messy stack of them going when I heard some banging a ways down the train. This not being able to find out what was going on sucked. A few minutes later, I saw someone hobbling down the hallway. Hey, it was Kirby. “He's better, that's good.” I started banging on the door yelling for food again.

Chapter 54: Scott

Seeing as Spade was on the right trail I had nothing left to do. I had no need for sleep, so I just wandered about the train the whole night. I visited Soap and Jenny first, hoping that Jenny was feeling better. Soap and I had been sharing a room, but he was forced to room with his sister soon after my murder.

I walked into Jenny's cabin to find Soap asleep on the couch and Jenny sitting on the side of her bed with a photo album. I walked up next to her to see what was in it. I was surprised to find pictures of me, her, and Soap. Each page had several pictures of us when we were younger; one of us playing video games in Soap's room as kids, the road trip we took when Soap and I made it to college...

"Why does she have this here?"

On the next page there was one where I was using her shoulder as an arm prop to lean against her. She never liked it, but she'd always laugh it off. "Ha ha! You baseball players weigh a ton!"

“Good times...good times…” I sighed.

"I am sure I am definitely lighter now." I thought as I leaned down to use her shoulder as a prop once more. As if feeling my weight, she looked up over her shoulder and right through me, a tear running down her cheek. 

“That's the second time she's seemed to notice me…”

I sighed again and glanced up at Soap once more before removing my weight from Jenny's shoulder and leaving the room. I had lost my taste for the living; I had no desire to remember what it was like to be alive. I went back to the caboose and sat with my body, forcing myself to forget life. It was a failed attempt and within minutes I was lying down on the floor looking back on all my memories and wishing I could make more of them.

For hours I laid there in another world. I lost track of time, but when I got up and headed back towards the front of the train, Spade was walking down the hall towards the dining car. I was met with a pleasant surprise when we reached the car.

“Detective Spade, I found him trying to get to the dining car and find someone.” It was Sommie.

“I see...welcome back to the world of the living Mr. Kirby. I have a lot to tell you.” Spade said, sitting down.

“Ugh... Why am I not thrilled…” Kirby muttered.

I smiled. 

Chapter 55: Spade

“Well…where do I start?”

Sommie left the room and I sat across from Mr. Kirby as he guzzled his water as expected. Only Ms Nota had seen him besides me in the past day to take care of him and she was, of course, no doctor.

“What is the last thing you remember, Mr. Kirby?”

“Finding Mr. Jack in the dining car after lockdown. I confronted him about it and all the papers he was looking over.”

“Papers?”

“Yes, it seems he had stashed some around here somewhere and came for them. I guess he thought I would rat him out to you or throw him off the train myself.”

“He was the one who did this to you?”

“Yes.”

“As I thought.”

I smirked triumphantly. Score one for the old detective.

“What do you mean?”

“Well I have detained him after a bit of work finding out it was him.”

“He attacked you too then?”

“Well, yes…”

“Then what work did you do? Seems to me you just stumbled upon it.”

“Killjoy…well, I've made progress in the case to find Mr. Vacantly's murderer.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. Of course, I never give away my hand till I know my enemy. So tell me where you were while Mr. Vacantly was killed.”

“I had been at the helm for twelve hours straight the night before and I went straight to bed afterwards.  When I awoke he was found dead.”

“Any witnesses?”

“Ms. Nota said hello to me on the way to the helm. Besides that no one was up at the time.”

“Lovely conversationalist huh?”

“She has her moments.”

“Did you know Mr. Vacantly?”

“No.”

“Have you even heard of him?”

“Not really…he was some sports person, correct?”

“Something like that, yes.”

“I wouldn’t know. I don’t get out much anymore. The job's pretty much time consuming.”

“Ah, I see. Well I won’t burden you with questions now, but before we make our stop in Old Yorkshire I plan on asking you a few more questions.”

“Alright. I'll be here.”

Standing up I headed down the hall back to my room to think over the clues I had found. “This is a trying case, but the pieces have been put together.” I now knew how and where the murder was committed, yet the last piece was missing. Who did it? I ,of course, had a theory for a few people with minor evidence, though they were just theories. Sighing, I wrote down a bit on Mr. Kirby on his page.


--------------------Suspects page four----------------------
------------------Mr Kirby----------------------------
I have very very little suspicions of him bashing 
himself in the head so he is no longer a suspect
--------------------------------------------------------
Mr Kirby has finaly awoken and the case of who
attacked him of course finding out that it was 
Jack. I have learned though that jack was 
fussing over some papers. perhaps. It would 
be a shame if I happened to find those papers
putting mr jack into further complications-------
-------------------------------------------------------

I sat up and walked out of my room and down the hall to see Sommie. Perhaps he would have some information for me on how Mr. Wallace got out of his cage, or more importantly if he had any information on Mr. Krem and why he would try and warn Wallace.

Chapter 56: Stareye

“Arrgh, where is it?”

I rummaged through my drawers. This was calling for drastic measures.

“Aha! Perfect.”

I pushed the couch over a bit and began making a hole in the wall. Spade was sure to have left Jack's room unlocked. Someone was certain to notice if I broke out of my own room, so this was the perfect way to get the two things I needed. Information and food.

Chapter 57: Sommie

This certainly was interesting. Mr. Wallace's door was wide open, his lock fallen to the floor. The empty cabin was closed and locked. I unlocked the empty cabin (which I could only assume was holding Mr. Wallace).

“I didn't kill nobody!”

“Relax Mr. Wallace, just relax. I don't know what happened here. The detective was sketchy on the details. I'm not going to do anything to you. I just want to know what happened.”

He sighed. “All right. I'm a reporter. That stuff I've been telling everyone, about owning a business? It's bull. I work for the New York Times.”

“So you were placed on here, to talk Mr. Vacantly?”

“No! That's not it at all. Newspapers and magazines do this all the time. They place someone hidden in case something major happens on the trip.”

“So you were stalking him...?”

“I was not. This trip was the first time I had even met him.”

I sighed. “What exactly were you doing in this room?”

“Scoping it out. Trying to find evidence. Getting notes.” He paused. ‘Journalism.”

“Can I see your notes and your camera?”



He nodded. He produced the camera and notebook from his pockets and hesitantly handed them to me. I flipped through the notebook. There was nothing the detective didn't already know about. I pocketed the notebook. The camera was one of the good, classic models. I could never have fit it into my pocket, so I just held on to it.

“Why were you out of your cabin yesterday, Mr. Wallace?” I asked him.

He sighed. “I was trying to get to his body so I could get more information. I didn't know where you guys put it.”

“Did you have an accomplice?”

“Yeah…” he looked at the ground. “Krem was helping me a bit.”

“Why him?”

“I dunno. He was in the next cabin. We had worked together before. It was pure coincidence we landed on the train together.”

I nodded. “Well, thank you, Mr. Wallace. I'm glad you were able to share the truth this conversation.”

I backed out of the room and closed it, locking it back up. I wouldn't let him back to his room, even if he did let out some valuable information. I was too soft on people anyways. If Spade were the bad cop, I was definitely the good cop. This thought led me to an idea.

I walked back to Mr. Krem’s room. The lights were off, and I could see a vague outline of him lying in his bed.

I carefully unlocked the door, making sure I didn't wake him up. As soon as the keys were pocketed, I slammed the door open and grabbed Mr. Krem out of his bed.

“What the…”

“Shut up.” I told him. He stood up, against the wall. “You were helping Mr. Wallace somehow. Why?”

“I wasn't! I was sleep…”

“Don't bullshit me, Mr. Krem. Mr. Wallace told me you were working for him. You've done it before.”

He smiled. "I have. I was hired to do some....dirty work. It was nice to meet an old friend here on the train.”

“I know what happened here this morning.”

“Oh, do you now?” He smirked. “What happened here?”

“Mr. Wallace was out, and you helped him.”

“I see. Do you know…” Mr. Krem suddenly threw the heavy book laying on his desk at me. I was able to dodge it in time, barely. I quickly grabbed the first thing I could think of and chuck it back at him: Mr. Wallace's camera that I had sat down by the door. It hit his arm, giving him a long cut along the side. He grabbed the chair sitting in front of his desk and picked it up above his head. I did the only thing I could think of doing: I charged him. As he threw the chair at me, I ducked and rammed him into the wall. He fell to the floor.

“I won't get caught. I've been running too long…”

I stared at him for a second as he passed out.

“This is fucked up.”

I quickly walked back and opened the spare cabin to Mr. Wallace.

“You said you and Krem worked together before. What did you do?”

He stammered for a moment, no doubt surprised by the sudden intrusion.

“He was a mole. Everywhere. He was everywhere. If there was a scoop somewhere, he was there. He seems like a very shady guy.”

I put my head in my hands. I was growing a headache.

“Sommie, what the fuck happened in there?”

Detective Spade was standing in the doorway, gesturing to Krem's cabin. I sighed, closed and locked the door to the cabin, and walked into Wallace's spare room to sit down. I had a lot to tell him.

Chapter 58: Spade

“He did what?”

“Attacked me. After I told him that Mr. Wallace had told me everything.”

“Want me to put a bullet in him?”

“Tempting, but it’s better if we not get booked on murder charges too. Besides, I have a feeling that the police will do much worse once they check his records.”

I frown stuffing my notebook into my pocket

“Isn't anyone on this damn train who they say they are!?”

“I am?”

“You'll end up being some damn government spy trailing Mr. Vacantly for his old cooking recipes!”

He gave me a odd look as I yelled and ranted blowing off some steam in my own traditional fashion.

“Lock Wallace up. Lock Krem up. Lock everyone up! After that check on Ms. Nota. I'm going to help Kirby back to his quarters and lock him in too. Oh, and be more damn careful around these people; they’re all friggin’ insane.”

“I’m on it.”

“Oh, and kid…”

“Yeah?”

“Don't worry, I'll have Krem sent away for some ‘anger management’ in prison to teach a lesson to those who throw things.”

This solicited a grin from Sommie as he stood up with his keys and nodded to me and I went along my way. “This is confusing enough now more people attacking others.” I rubbed my head.  This case was starting to get to me.  I needed that last clue to tie it all together. I walked back to the dinning car writing what I needed to remember on my notes.


----------------Suspects Page Eight-----------------
---------------------Mr Wallace----------------------
I found out that this seemingly normal man 
manages a small comic company I should look 
into the company later. perhaps there might be 
some clues there-------------------------------------


---------------------------------------------------------
Seemingly was correct. so far my hunch is mr 

wallace is working for a newspaper or something 
along those lines the proof. he was caught 
snooping around the old crime scene. as of now 
he is locked in their since there is no evidence 
to be found there------------------------------------
-------------------------------------------------------
Wallace has confessed to be a photographer from
a major newspaper. He has also admitted to 
working with Mr Krem. I just wonder if he killed 
MrVacantly for the story of the century-----------
---------------------------------------------------------


------------------Suspects Page six------------------------
----------------------Mr Krem------------------------------
----------------------Asshole-------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------------------
It Appears that Mr krem alerted Mr wallace of my 
presence outside the doorway. He might have seen
me through the cabin window. Perhaps he and 
wallace are working together. or perhaps he's just a 
asshole who hates me.----------------------------------
------------------------------------------------------------
As it turns out Mr Krem has been working with Mr 
Wallace all along as I thought. It also turns out that
He seems to have been on the run for some time
It doesnt matter to me though. What matters is
getting him into a jail For attacking Sommie if not
being the murderer in the first place.------------------
----------------------------------------------------------- 


I had reached the dining room car to find Mr. Kirby looking into the kitchen storage cupboards. He peeked out and back at me and shut the cupboard with a frown.

“There’s never anything to eat when you need it.”

“Well it’s of no matter, grab what you can find. Someone broke out and now Mr. Krem attacked Sommie. It’s best you stay in your cabin since your still pretty wobbly.”

He sighed indignantly and picked an unopened box of Captain Crunch out of a nearby cupboard and turned to walk to his room, leaning on the wall for support. I helped him back to his room and over to the couch near a small table and looked around a bit at the now much cleaner room.

“Bored, huh?”

“Well, kinda. I paged the helm from the intercom for awhile to see if anyone was around, but whoever was up there must have been sleeping.”

“Won't be much longer. Its only two more hours till we arrive in old Yorkshire”

He nodded and I took my leave, heading for the dining car and rubbing my head. Once I made it back I sat down at a table near the window and watched the grassy hills roll by. We were not far from the gray skies of Old Yorkshire. I set my notes in front of me and looked at all of them to try and fit the final piece that eluded me so much.

------------------Suspects page one-------------------
------------------Jennifer Grieshober------------------
I'd like to note miss grieshober was a personal 
friend of the late Scott vacantly though I do know
how Fame can change someone I do not believe
it is her-------------------------------------------------
----------------------------------------------------------
After a quick talk with Ms jennifer I found out that 
Mr Vacantly was constantly followed and bothered
by reporters and hated them for it.
---------------------------------------------------------

-----------------Suspects page two-------------------
------------Mathew "Soap" Greishober------------------
From what I heard he is Scott vacantly's best
friend or former one at least. Seems they have
known each other for many years and has
worked basicly for free for the first years he
spent as his agent---------------------------------------
------------------------------------------------------------
-------------------Day two interveiw--------------------
After a short interveiw with Mr grieshober I became
aware that while being Scott vacantly's friend for 
15 years he had encountered enraged fans of 
other teams who sent Mr Vacantly death threats 
as many stars have received... perhaps we are 
dealing with a fan gone mad?--------------------------
----------------------------------------------------------- 

---------------Suspects page three-----------------
-----------------Dr Ben Stareye---------------------
The one person with easy access to poison... 
but he was also with me at the time mr kirby
was attacked and injured. he might have a
partner. I get the feeling he is hiding 
something... but what-------------------------------
-------------------------------------------------------
It seems The good Doctor has been sneaking 
out of his room against my orders. and with the
poison now missing I'm not to happy with him.
perhaps a visit is in order------------------------
-------------------------------------------------------



------------Suspects page four----------------------
------------------Mr Kirby----------------------------
I have very very little suspicions of him bashing 
himself in the head so he is no longer a suspect
--------------------------------------------------------
Mr Kirby has finaly awoken and the case of who
attacked him of course finding out that it was 
Jack. I have learned though that jack was 
fussing over some papers. perhaps. It would 
be a shame if I happened to find those papers
putting mr jack into further complications-------
-------------------------------------------------------


-----------Suspects page five-----------------------
-------------------Jack-------------------------------
Though his kindness and politeness seemed top 
notch to me I can never discount the fact that 
he wasnt around anyone else during the time 
of the murders------------------------------------- 
-------------------------------------------------------
I have come to find out that Jack was the one 
who Attempted to kill mr kirby. I Think I know 
why. Mr Kirby must have asked to many 
questions. well no matter. now that jack is safely
secured in the storage room closet I can worry
over bigger problems.-----------------------------
------------------------------------------------------

------------------Suspects Page six------------------------
----------------------Mr Krem------------------------------
----------------------Asshole-------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------------------
It Appears that Mr krem alerted Mr wallace of my 
presence outside the doorway. He might have seen
me through the cabin window. Perhaps he and 
wallace are working together. or perhaps he's just a 
asshole who hates me.----------------------------------
------------------------------------------------------------
As it turns out Mr Krem has been working with Mr 
Wallace all along as I thought. It also turns out that
He seems to have been on the run for some time
It doesnt matter to me though. What matters is
getting him into a jail For attacking Sommie if not
being the murderer in the first place.------------------
----------------------------------------------------------- 

--------------------Suspects Page seven---------------
-------------------Miss Static Nota----------------------
The stern conductor of the train to Old Yorkshine 
Not very talkitive and had a newspaper with mr 
Vacantly Highlighted Perhaps she is a enraged fan
From another team------------------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------- 

----------------Suspects Page Eight-----------------
---------------------Mr Wallace----------------------
I found out that this seemingly normal man 
manages a small comic company I should look 
into the company later. perhaps there might be 
some clues there-------------------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------
Seemingly was correct. so far my hunch is mr 
wallace is working for a newspaper or something 
along those lines the proof. he was caught 
snooping around the old crime scene. as of now 
he is locked in their since there is no evidence 
to be found there------------------------------------


-------------------------------------------------------
Wallace has confessed to be a photographer from
a major newspaper. He has also admitted to 
working with Mr Krem. I just wonder if he killed 
MrVacantly for the story of the century-----------
---------------------------------------------------------

-------------Suspects Page nine-------------------
-------------------Sommie--------------------------
Nice guy with a good head on his shoulders. I 
personaly do not believe him to be the 
murderer as he has no motive and the 
evidence does not point in his direction much 
if at all.---------------------------------------------
------------------------------------------------------

--------------------Clues Page one-----------------------
Poison Bottle found at the crime scene places Dr 
Stareye as a prime suspect since he is the only
one with any real and easy access to poisonious 
chemicals----------------------------------------------- 
----------------------------------------------------------


--------------------Clues Page two-----------------------
"Wrong poison" etched on the glass of A Cabin 
door. Is it a clue from the killer or a joke from 
some Idiot on the train-------------------------------
----------------------------------------------------------

------------------Clues Page three------------------------
Handled newpaper, In the possession of Ms Static
Nota appearently had been handled alot and faded
also having Scott Vacantly circled above the 
artical--------------------------------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------


-----------------Clues Page four----------------------
Small pin size wound in right back side of victom's
neck---------------------------------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------

-----------------Clues Page five---------------------
Small peice of blue jean clothing found in 
common room near wall----------------------------
---------------------------------------------------------
It seems that a small nail at the base of the floor
boards caused this jean material to rip leaving 
behind a peice of it. --------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------------

----------------Clues page six---------------------
I Recently Found a ring that belong to Scott 
vacantly on a magazine that had most if not 
all pictures of scott vacantly drawn over in 
many rude manners. I still wonder who left it 
out as the killer could not be stupid enough to 
taunt me again with a clue os such perportions-
------------------------------------------------------

------------------Clues page Seven---------------
Pinholes in wall in common room leads me to 
believe the murder took place not in the empty
room but in the common room itself
------------------------------------------------------

I looked it over and there it was. Staring me in the face all this time. I knew it now. I knew what the missing piece was. I knew where it fit. Leaping to my feet I sprinted out of the dining car at top speed for the helm, passing by the other cabins and through the common car. Finally I burst through the door of the helm where Sommie and Ms. Nota jumped from the door slamming open against the wall and turned to me.

“I know who the killer is.”


Chapter 59: Stareye

“Ah, there we go.” I put my foot through what was left of the wall

*Crrraaaack!*

I kicked at the wall until the hole was big enough, and crawled through. Freedom! I was in Jack's room.

“Better start in here.”

A quick look around confirmed that a fight had indeed happened here. The place was a mess, and books were everywhere. I tried the door. Unlocked, excellent. Though even if it hadn't been, I could climb through the broken window. I began to look through the cupboard. No use sneaking all over the train if Jack had food. Score! A package of instant noodles. I opened it up and began eating the hard noodles. “Hmm, a loaf of bread, some more peanut butter, and a box of Oreos“. I bent over and tossed all these through the hole. Then I grabbed the Game Boy sitting on the desk and tossed it through too.

“That should be good. Now to get a little look around.”

I started to open the door to go interrogate Jack, when I heard the sound of someone running down the hallway

“Yikes!”

I dove behind the couch. Without so much as a glance in my direction, and hopefully my room either, Spade ran down the hallway at top speed. Deciding investigation could happen some other time, I crawled back through the hole, piling books and the pieces of boards of to at least make the hole less obvious. Back in my room, I pushed the couch back over the hole and began to enjoy my booty.

“All in a good day’s work…”

Chapter 60: Scott

I was kicked back in a chair listening to Spade's interrogation of Kirby. It was only a matter of time...

“Did you know Mr. Vacantly?”

“No.”

“Have you even heard of him.”

“Not really...he was some sports person, correct?”

“...Something like that, yes.”

“I wouldn't know; I don’t get out much anymore. The job's pretty much time consuming.”

I scowled. Surely Spade could see through that! I sighed as the detective got up and left the dining car. 


“Damn.”

I followed Spade to his room hoping that he was figuring out why he was pissing me off. After checking his notes he got up and left for the front of the train. I got to see an interesting scene when we met up with Sommie in the first passenger car. 

Apparently a guy named Wallace was a reporter sent to spy on me (I fucking hate reporters...note to self: fucking hate this guy whenever possible), a guy named Krem had attacked Sommie, and Sommie was government agent sent to find out my cooking recipes. Joke's on the government: the only thing I could "cook" was Hamburger Helper.

Spade headed towards the back of the train after commanding Sommie to lock everyone up...again. I followed him as far as the scientist's room. I stopped between his and Jack's door after hearing a thud. I walked in to see the scientist kicking in the wall between the rooms; this was definitely worth seeing, besides, I needed a break from Spade.

I watched as he created a hole, snuck into the room, jiggled the door handle and then proceeded to take some food chuck it through the hole into his room. All he wanted was some food. I suddenly preferred the headache of being in the detective's company to witnessing petty theft.

I found him in the dining car. He had a look on his face that brought vivid memories of how I felt as I fell to the floor dying. The look quickly turned to an evil grin as he jumped up and sprinted to the front of train.

I couldn't believe my ears as we burst into the helm.

Rick looked at both Sommie and the conductor.

"I know who the killer is." 

I smiled, sure that he figured it out. 

Chapter 61: Sommie

“After that check Ms. Nota.” I nodded. I had just explained to Detective Spade what happened. “I'm going to help Kirby here back to his quarters and lock him in too. Oh, and be more damn careful around these people. Their all friggin' insane!”

“I'm on it.” I snagged the keys and started to leave before he interrupted.

“Oh, and kid…”


“Yeah?”

“Don't worry. I'll have Krem sent away for some ‘anger management’ in prison to teach a lesson to those who throw things.”

I chuckled, leaving Detective Spade to his notes, rubbing his temples. God knows this must be stressful.

I locked and relocked every door on my way down to Ms. Nota. All these escapes were getting out of hand. It was impossible to fathom how these people managed it, but they did. Wallace, Jack, Stareye, Kirby; it seemed everyone has gotten into some form of trouble or another. Except for That Soap fellow, and his sister. I think her name was Curly. I checked everything as I locked the doors. Most were inactive. It was still fairly early in the morning: 9:30ish, last I checked. Some were sleeping. Some were reading. Some just staring at the wall, unable to do anything with the situation at hand. Spade had made it pretty clear that they were confined to their room. Some didn't want to try him.

“Ms. Nota…” I said, tapping the helm door lightly, and then let myself in.

“He doesn't have much time before the train comes into station.” She was looking ahead, almost blankly. “Do you think he'll get him?”

I sighed and sat down. “I don't know. None of this is making any sense. Vacantly, Kirby, Jack....nothing at all.”

She sighed and put her head in her hands. “If...what if you knew something. Something big. But you didn't want to betray the people close to you. What would you do?”

She knew something. She knew something really big. And it was tearing her up inside: I could definitely hear it in her voice. But what do I do? I couldn't tell Spade. No. Of course not. I'd have to sit and listen to her.

“I don't know what I would do.”

She sighed. “I....I think I know who the killer is...But I don't know if I can say it…” She sobbed. “This certainly is a different Nota than what has been seen on the rest of this trip.” A moment passed.

“Spade's an asshole…” she said, almost without emotion at all. “Why should I help him?”

I didn't know how to react to this at all. What should I have said? 'Ok, go ahead and tell me the killer, I'm sure it won't bother you at all.' 

“I don't know what to say. There's only one thing I can think of to advise you on this.” She looked up at me, her first intentional eye contact since I entered.

“He certainly has a way with women.”

She smiled and chuckled. “It's a gift…” she remembered.

Suddenly, the helm door burst open, and Spade stood there in a manic fury. I think he was on to something.

“I know who the killer is!”

Yeah, he was definitely on to something here.

Chapter 62: Spade

I stood in front of all the passengers minus Mr. Jack and Mr. Krem who were still detained to their rooms. I had the personal pleasure of helping Sommie dig Dr. Stareye from his room after we discovered the large hole in Mr. Jack's room confirming that Stareye used it to leave his room. No matter, the truth would be revealed all too soon. The people clamored in the common room where I had them gather.

They all stood there looking at me with varying levels of curiosity. The train itself was stopped by request of Static and Sommie who wished to hear what I had to say.

“Have you found the murderer Detective Spade?”

I turned to Miss Jennifer Grieshober with a sly grin. This case certainly was a pain but it was worth it to catch the murderer red handed despite the planted evidence and the misleading passengers. It was simple. The murderer made one fatal mistake like most criminals do. 

“Of Course, Miss Jennifer. Everyone, I want your attention!”

The room slowly quieted down as everyone began looking at me. Sommie had openly questioned my idea of bringing all the passengers together and giving the murderer a chance to take a hostage, but as I told him before I doubt the murderer would be able to run very far now that I had him where I wanted him.

“Ladies and Gentlemen I have deduced who the murderer is and where the murder was committed, and now I shall run through how it happened and the times that it most likely happened at.”

“What do you mean you figured out where the murder took place Spade. We all know where it took place. The empty room.”

“Sorry Ms. Nota, but your wrong there. The murder has taken place in this room. The common room. Not to common now, is it?”

“Do you have proof to support your claims on who and where Detective?”

I turned to Mr. Grieshober coolly.

“I have more than enough and you'll all see it soon if you would kindly all shut up for five minutes.”

I was rewarded with glares, but hell, I was never known for my kind way of speaking. I continued walking over to the middle of the room where all could watch. I glanced at the murderer with my smirk still evident, but he showed no signs of my catching on to his plan. He would soon enough.

“Somewhere around 11:30 pm Saturday night Mr. Vacantly unable to sleep, so he came to the common room to while away some time until he could get some rest.  The murderer was also awake and around at the time. The murderer had planned to kill Mr. Vacantly from the time he had heard Scott Vacantly would be on this very train. He saw the chance when he found out that Dr. Stareye, a noted chemist, would be aboard this train as well.”

I kept up my confident smirk as I turned back to the crowd. Most wore curious looks, some with a bit of respect, which it was about time anyway. The murderer, though, had a look of quiet nervousness. I began to continue, but I was quickly interrupted by Ms. Nota once again.

“You said the killer was a ‘him’, so its safe to say Miss Grieshober and myself are excluded from your list now?”

“Yeah more or less and I'll explain why in a second. As I was saying, Mr. Vacantly had made it here to the common room and most likely began reading a book or perhaps drank a bit from the train's well supplied bar when the murderer saw his chance. The murderer joined Mr. Vacantly and began a quiet, pleasant conversation to keep his actions unnoticed by any person who might have been out that night anyway.”

I walked to the wall and leaned my back against it, sinking my hands deep into my pocket, searching for and soon lighting up a cigarette leisurely as my crowd waited silently. Satisfied that there would be no momentary interruptions or questions, I continued.

“They soon started a game of simple harmless darts. Mr. Vacantly could not have guessed that the killer planned most of this ahead. Even up to the point of getting him alone and playing the game of darts, but we will speak more of that in a bit. After getting his hands on the poison the murderer coated one of his dart tips with the very deadly poison. Though I cannot name what that poison is offhand, I would say it was fast acting enough to kill Mr. Vacantly in under a minute. Due to the lack of a signs of a struggle I would say for most of the time he was alive and poisoned in that minute he was disorientated and unable to harm his murderer before he died.”

“You still never told how he was poisoned.”

“I think it would be obvious Mr. Wallace. He was hit with the dart. Stabbed in the back of the neck with it while his back was turned like so.”

I turned my back towards the empty wall and kept my eyes on it

“Mr. Vacantly could not of seen a attack until too late if reaching to get his darts from the board.”

“I don't see a dartboard, Detective. How do you know that their was one there?”

“If you look close, Sommie, you can see the holes from the game that Mr. Vacantly played with our murdering friend, but only a few holes. So I doubt the dart board was there for more than one night. Am I correct?”

“Well I never seen a dartboard in here before, that’s for sure.”



“When Scott Vacantly fell to the ground the murderer had a 2 problems. Now that he had killed Mr. Vacantly he needed someone to take the blame and he needed to make himself look very, very innocent, for he knew that a first class detective was now on board the train as well.”

I smirked triumphantly, but was only met by a few stares and coughs from some the others in the room

“No one ever notices the genius... this is where we eliminate the women on board and two of the men from the suspect list. How do you think our murderer got Mr. Vacantly's corpse to the empty room?”

“Drug him there?”

“Close but no. In between the cars is a sizeable gap with only a small platform and rubber shielding. It would be to easy to snag Mr. Vacantly on the metal platform. He would have to have been carried across and both women just don’t have the muscle for that kind of lifting, nor does Sommie or myself.  Mr. Vacantly was at least 6'5", as you know, and Sommie and myself are under 6 feet tall, making him very hard to carry, further supporting that the killer must have been either Dr. Stareye, Mr. Jack, Mr. Kirby, Mr. Grieshober, Mr. Wallace or Mr. Krem.”

“Well it makes sense.”

“Of Course it does I said it.”


“Can we get on with it Spade?”

“Yes, who is the killer Detective?”

“Quiet down, quiet down. I shall explain it all. First off: the misleading clues. The poison bottle was the first and most misleading clue as it had been a real clue used to try and make the murderer look innocent and Dr. Stareye guilty.”

“So I’m not the killer now?”

He grinned a bit at me but I only grinned.

“No, Dr. Stareye, you are not killer and I shall explain this too. The murderer found out that Dr. Stareye was on board and, like I said earlier, he saw his chance at getting both a way to kill the late Mr. Vacantly and get a person to lay the blame on. He soon stole a vial of Dr. Stareye's worst poison and left it behind after the murder to incriminate the good doctor.”

“Figures on this trip I get blamed.”

“Anyway the second clue was much more obvious to me as a planted clue.”

I pulled out the torn piece of jean material and tossed it to Sommie, who looked it over.



“I found this in this room. No, before you ask it’s not the planted evidence, but it was part of what was the evidence. When Mr. Vacantly came to the common room he wore his jean jacket that he wore when he came onto this train. I almost missed this at first but once you think of it its simple really. That ripped off the coat when Scott fell against the ground snagging this nail here"

I paused to point down at the floorboard directing them to see the nail sticking halfway out of the floorboard

“The killer thought sending the coat through the laundry and subsequently leaving it in Ms. Nota's room because she could not find the owner would make me believe that she might be some crazed fan angered over his recent marriage proposal to his fiancée. Too bad he missed the ripped piece of fabric because it gave away the location of the real murder.”

“Bullshit.”

“Well spoken, Ms. Nota.  Now shall we move on to the real clues.”

I turned and walked out the room, waving them to follow, and we all began walking down the hallway toward the dining car as I continued to explain.

“Upon close inspection of Mr. Vacantly's corpse I discovered a small pinhole in his neck near the back right part. It was on a angle that suggested he was turning while it happened, since he probably heard it coming.  I also found various magazines and newspapers, all either drawn on or overly handled, pointing out a fixed obsession with Mr. Vacantly and his sudden rise to fame.”

We all came to a stop in front of my cabin.

“What about the wrong poison note we saw, detective?”

“Well, Sommie, I believe that was another ploy to throw us off the track, but it ended up helping more since it was the wrong poison in a way. It wasn’t that Mr. Vacantly drank it like we thought. He wasn’t killed the way we were meant to think. Those are our clues, ladies and gentlemen. Can you make a guess yet?”

I heard resounding silence and shrugged, and continued along my way into the dining car and eventually making it into the room before the quiet Miss Jennifer paused and answered a question.

“Detective. What about Mr. Jack and Mr. Krem? Why did they attack the others like you said they did? What kind of motive could they have had?”

“Well that’s a tough question. I could venture to say everyone on this train has something to hide. Allow me to go through them one at a time: Mr. Wallace has admitted to being a photographer for the Times. He’s also admitted he is working with Krem, who seems to be a thug or a high priced one at least. Wallace could profit off of this death, which makes him a prime suspect as well as Krem, who is his hired gun. The real problem for Krem was that Sommie snooped and had to be bumped out of the way, it seems.”

“I never killed anyone in my life!”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. Let’s move along. Jack and Dr. Stareye seemed very buddy-buddy since they came on this train. I wouldn’t doubt if they were both up to something. I am sure the good doctor was the one who broke into my room and stole and destroyed the evidence-that was the bottle-which is why I doubt he would kill Mr. Vacantly in the manner he was killed in and then leave the evidence against him out, only to risk his neck later to destroy it. Mr. Jack just isn’t a planning fellow, but he was protecting something, which is why he attacked Kirby and myself.”

Dr. Stareye kept up his cool outer look as I was walking through the dining car and out the other side to the crew's cabins hallway.

“I couldn’t figure it out. I had all the pieces to the puzzle except the one most important one.” 

I turned and stepped into Mr. Kirby's room and aside as everyone stepped in and looked around.

“Why did you do it Kirby? Was it out of jealousy? That he was better than you?”

“What do you mean detective?”

“Must I talk slower?”

“I assume you have proof?”

I smirked and point over my shoulder and everyone slowly glances behind me at the used dartboard on the wall and then they all turn to Kirby.

“So? I could just like darts.”

“And I could marry a bottle of syrup and call myself Uncle Jemima.”

“I don’t believe I like your accusations, detective.”

“I don't like how you killed an innocent man because you were jealous.”

“Now see here…”

“You see here! You had the opportunity because you were at the helm that night. To leave the helm on auto for a few minutes when you had a stretch of land with no turns would be a great time for you to do it; you would have to slow the train down but it would buy you enough time to kill him. Those were your magazines...they were hidden on the train, so only a person who lives on it for most of the time would need to hide it anywhere, but you forgot your one fatal flaw…”

“And what is that, oh great detective?”

“There is still blood on the dart that killed Scott vacantly…”



I narrowed my eyes at him and he returned the glare. Ms. Nota ran to the dartboard and pulled out the darts carefully and looked. One of the darts was stained red with a crusty dried liquid. I slowly reached into my coat and produced my revolver as Sommie stepped aside me, followed by the rest of the passengers.

“There is no perfect crime, Kirby…”

He quickly backed out the door as Sommie and I immediately dashed forward and I shot the gun as Kirby swung the door into us, knocking us both down and back into Ms. Nota.  Kirby dashed down the hallway

“Static, Sommie! Come with me! The rest of you stay here and don't follow; he might have a weapon!”

“Alright!”

We all shot to our feet and dashed down the hallway after Kirby, sprinting as fast as our feet would allow. Both got a couple of feet ahead of me being that they were faster, but as we reached the common room we quickly dodged to the side as gunshots from ahead of us rang out, forcing all three of us to seek cover. Ms. Nota dove behind a bookshelf and Sommie and I flipped a table over to give ourselves shielding. Kirby ducked inside the helm. 

We charged only to find the door locked. Sommie searched for his keys, but not to lose more time than we had, I aimed and shot the lock and then with a strong boot knocked the door open.  We spotted Kirby messing with the controls to the train itself.

“Freeze Kirby!”

I aimed for him as he spun and shot, missing. I returned the favor only to miss myself, shooting the glass off the windows. He turned to fire again but an unseen force knocked him back into the console and then flung him against the wall three times.

“My lord in heaven…what the hell is that?”

My comrades seemed equally stunned as the force picked Kirby up seemingly by his neck and chucked him against the emergency exit of the train, knocking the door off its hinges and him out into open space. We all quickly dashed to see .

“Shit!”

“What Static?”

I turned to see what she was looking at, only to spot the controls of the train being much more active than I remembered. The train was picking up speed. I heard a shout from behind me as I mentally cursed Kirby and turned to find Sommie pointing out of the door.

“He's on top of the train!”

“Dammit. Static fix the controls and slow this train down or we'll jump the tracks or worse once we get to Old Yorkshire! Sommie your with me!”

I slowly climbed out the open door on the fast moving train to reach the ladder on the side of it. Off ahead I could see old Yorkshire in the distance. 

This could be bad.

Chapter 63: Stareye

I looked around at the slightly stunned passengers of the train. The Grieshober girl was shaking.

“Well, if that's it then, I have some business I'd like to attend to before this train stops.”

I started to walk out the door, followed by Wallace. I distinctly heard Mr. Grieshober mutter a rather negative word at the two of us. “Hey, I was declared innocent.” Vacantly was no one I knew, I wasn't about to mourn for him. I looked behind make sure Wallace wasn't watching, but he had already started running towards his cabin. Probably going to add the identity of the murderer to his notes. I stopped in front of a closet and pulled the door open.


“So, I hear you're a psycho now.”

“Hey, Spade was just making me nervous. I panicked, okay? I didn't kill Vacantly.”

“Oh I know, that's all been sorted out. Kirby killed Vacantly. Now you can claim you were on to him, and he tried to get rid of you because of it, so you attacked him. Why you neglected to inform Spade of anything you'll have to think up on your own, but attacking him could be blamed on stress. I know I'd feel better taking a piece out of his face.”

I smiled sweetly at him. He continued to look rather surly.

“So how do you think this'll go over when we get to Old Yorkshire? People who freak out and attack upon being asked the time of day aren't quite looked highly upon as workers in something like this.”

“Look, I'm not usually like this, it's just-”

Suddenly there was some thumping above us, and then the sound of Spade yelling.

“Hmm, Kirby must have hightailed it to the roof.”

Chapter 64: Scott

I was surprised by how much Spade knew. It was like he had sat and took notes while watching Kirby stab me that night. The passengers haggled him the entire time he was explaining the murder. They didn't seem to take to the idea that the murder took place somewhere other than the empty cabin and they really didn't take well to Spade's very detailed (and very true) portrayal of the night I was murdered. 



The passengers were getting on my nerves with their constant interruptions, but I was more intent on hearing Spade get to the bottom line. He was really getting into his explanation as he took the passengers back through the train; he not only told how I was murdered, but also showed how the killer had tried to frame the chemist and the conductor. He still didn't know everything about my "wrong poison" note, but it didn't matter. I finally got to hear what I wanted when we reached Kirby's room.

He tried to deny it, but Spade owned his face.

"There is no perfect crime, Kirby... " Spade pulled out his revolver. I knew what was about to happen and sprinted for the door. It pissed me off that he was going to make this harder than it needed to be.

Kirby bolted. Spade, the conductor, and Sommie took off after him, but Kirby and I were way ahead of them’ me screaming obscenities at him as if it helped at all. I followed him through the common room to the helm. He stopped behind the door and pulled out a gun. He fired a few shots into the room as his hunters entered and I got a glimpse of them diving for cover before he shut and locked the door. 

Kirby looked frantic as he quickly shuffled over to the train's controls and started messing with them. I proceeded to work myself up into a good fury while I had the spare time. 

"Why don't you just give up?! Spade's going to catch you! You're so stupid Kirby, so damn stupid! How could I have been killed by such a moron?! If Spade doesn't find a way to kill you, I WILL!"

Just as I was getting to the good part a shot rang out and Spade and company burst into the helm. Kirby turned to shoot as the detective aimed and shot. They both missed. I'd had enough of this crap.

As Kirby aimed for his next shot I ran up and shoved him into the consol, then I grabbed him and threw him against the wall. I did the latter a couple more times just for spite and the sick pleasure it gave me. I hadn't been in a brawl since that one time back in college...

I almost felt alive again...it felt good. I could almost feel the adrenaline running through me again. I kept going with this feeling and grabbed Kirby for one last assault.

“See you in Hell, fucker.”

I put all my weight into it as I threw him at the emergency exit door. The rusty hinges broke and Kirby went flying out of the train. He would have been crushed under the wheels had he not grabbed a ladder rung on the side of the train. He was so close! His feet had scraped the ground! The murderer pulled himself to safety and climbed the rest of the ladder up to the top of the car. 

Too angry to think about the feat I had just accomplished, I jumped up to the roof to meet Kirby; I wasn't done with him yet. 

Chapter 65: Sommie

So we were standing at the helm of the train. Spade had royally fucked Kirby. Kirby fled in here, fucking with the controls. We were on a crash-course with Old Yorkshire, and Kirby was going to escape. AND, Kirby was just flung about the room by some act of God. Everything was chaos.

“Static, fix the controls, and slow this train down. We might jump the tracks or worse once we get to Old Yorkshire! Sommie, you're with me!”

Spade hurried to the door through which Kirby was flung and grabbed the ladder. We both turned to look through the helm window: Old Yorkshire was approaching fast in the distance, and we were in a speeding train without controls.

Spade was on top of the train before I could even realize it. I quickly followed to the top of the train.

Let me explain: the train itself was fairly old. Though it was a passenger train, it was fairly unstable. The train was shaky, and we were hurtling down the tracks at no less than 80 miles an hour. So to say that traversing the train tops was making me uneasy was an understatement.

“He's heading for the caboose!” Spade yelled at me over the whistling wind. I could see Kirby four cars ahead carefully edging across the surface. “He's going to disconnect it from the train!”

Spade took another revolver out of an ankle holster. “Here. Take this.” I took the gun and, making sure the safety was on, pocketed it.

“We won't catch him in time!” I yelled at him. “If we go too fast, the cabin might implode or flip.”

Spade looked too determined. “No. We'll catch him. I have an idea.”

Chapter 66: Stareye

I ran over to the nearest window. Noting that it came open a whole lot easier than the on in Spade's room, I looked up.

“Oh hey all. Having a fun time playing on the roof?”

Spade told me to get back in the train. Not only that, but nearly every word in his order was accompanied by an obscenity. What a grump. I had personally been feeling much better since the arrival of food, freedom, and declared innocence. 

Chapter 67: Spade

“This running around on the roof shit’s for young people. Let him get killed leaping from roof to roof on a unstable train. The roof looks ready to crumble at any minute.”

“Then how the hell are we going to get him!?”

“Calm down. He wont leap from a moving train at this speed. He aims to unbuckle the caboose, no doubt, letting us crash and him get away. Not a stupid plan, but we have an advantage.”

I turned away from Sommie and held my hat on in the extreme wind blowing in our faces and  back for the ladder, down into the train

“Where are you going?”

“Heading him off at the pass.”

Climbing down into the train I gave a glance to Ms. Nota pounding on the controls to get some sort of response to no avail. Wasting no time waiting to see if Sommie would follow me or not, I sprinted for the room where the luggage and Mr. Vacantly's body were stored also known as the caboose to beat Kirby there.

Along the way I passed Stareye coming out of a room. I paid him no mind besides a shout to help Miss Nota as I hurried past all the other people on board the train, formulating a plan. If all else failed I would have to gather them in the back cabins and release the hold they have from the engine and hope that no one would be killed when the engine jumped the tracks.

I passed by the rest of the passengers, who screamed and shouted at me to say what was going on, and I ran for the dining car, paying them no mind and no answer. Vacantly deserved some damn justice for what was done to him and his family deserved it just as much. Hell, I'd be damned if that ass got away with murder after what he put us all through these three days.

The man had a girl waiting for him at home. A full life ahead of him and probably a good career; who the hell was Kirby to kill a innocent guy just trying to be happy? Damn that Kirby! He would see the end of his days if I had anything to do about it!

Running quicker in my quiet rage I soon found myself at my destination. I stood in front of the door to the luggage compartment. Taking out my gun I stepped into the room to finish this one way or another. 

I had picked a bad day to give up smoking.

Chapter 68: Spade

I stepped into the room with my gun drawn, almost jumping back from the smell of Mr. Vacantly as soon as I entered. The man needed a shower or a proper burial, whichever could come first. My eyes darted around in the darkness looking for signs of Kirby. Stepping further inside I turned back to the door noting Sommie was no longer there. He had probably stopped to help Ms Nota with her repairs to the train's helm console.

Looking to the ceiling I could hear nothing to hint towards where Kirby was. Before long though I heard a clatter behind me. Turning I saw nothing but I now knew he was here. I barely finished that thought before he darted out ahead of me firing his pistol at me. I quickly flung myself behind some of the crates of supplies and returned fire, causing him to retake his hiding spot for cover

“Give it up, Kirby. There’s nowhere for you to run now! You wont be escaping me.”

“I doubt you'll have any say in the manner, Spade!”

Leaping from his hiding space he began firing in my direction once again forcing me back to the crates I had positioned myself behind in a blind fire attempt to hit me. Curious…it was odd.  His shots were so random. They were not like his previous shots. Chancing a look, I spotted him hiding in the doorway to the other cars.

I pulled myself out of my hide away and began firing my revolver at him, and to my good fortune a slug caught him in the leg, forcing him down on one knee. Seeing my chance to end this blasted case I charged to get the gun away from him before he recovered. He would be of no use dead, but to my bad fortune he reached into the doorway and pulled some lever, and I overheard a loud clank as the caboose began separating from the rest of the train. With a sly grin he turned and limped into the inner part of the staff train as the caboose holding me drifted farther away.

I had no real choice. 

“I'm to old for thiiiis!”

With that resounding shout I charged the open doorway as wind whipped around me and leaped for the doorway of the next train, hoping that lady luck would favor me again.

Chapter 69: Scott

I may not have been done with Kirby, but whatever had given me the power to hold him was. Try as I did, my efforts to stop his progress to the rear of the train were futile. He made it to the caboose, which I assumed reeked of my corpse since Kirby reeled as he entered, and hid behind some crates. I knew who he was waiting for, and it didn't take long for the detective to arrive. 

It was dark in there and Kirby used it to his advantage. He circled behind Spade as he entered. He was almost at the door when he bumped into a crate and knocked something off. Spade heard him and they were immediately shooting at each other, forcing them both to find cover behind crates. 

:“Give it up Kirby. There's nowhere for you to run now! You wont be escaping me.”

“I doubt you'll have any say in the manner, Spade!”

Kirby made a mad dash for the door, keeping Spade under cover with a rain of bullets. I followed him. We made it to the door way of the next car and it suddenly hit me what he planned to do. The detective must have realized it too. He got up and shot at Kirby, hitting him in the leg, but it was too late; Kirby detached the caboose and Spade began to drift away. 

There I was, helpless, my only hope drifting away. 

“I can't lose like this. First I watched my life slip away, now my redemption...my revenge. YOU CAN'T DO THIS TO ME!”

I saw Spade backing up in the dim light of the caboose. My anger quickly turned to wonder.

“No way…”

Way; Spade ran and jumped. There was no way he was going to make it, so I did the only thing I could think to do: I grabbed the side of the door with one hand and, leaning out of the back of the car, reached for the detective with the other.

Chapter 70: Spade

I wasn’t going to make it. Damn, what a way to die. To top it off, I never got Kirby for what he did. “It’s odd…everything does seem to slow down when your about to eat it.” I wondered if Vacantly felt the same. My thoughts were interrupted as I felt myself being yanked out of my place in mid air and flung forward inches away from the next train. I looked to my arm but nothing was there as I was yanked closer and closer towards the train and into the car.

“Now that was a hell of a thing.”

I glanced at the empty room before me with a confused look. There was no way that just happened. It was impossible. As I stood up and straightened my clothes my hat fell off. “Funny, after all that now it comes off.”  I picked it up and put it back on, looking around the room once more.

“Thanks, but I have no time for chasing spooks; I have a man to arrest.”

I took to looking at the floor and following the tracks. Kirby was out of plans by now and running scared and with whatever it was helping me track him down I knew it was a matter of time he was caught or killed... but at what cost to the other people on board the train.

Pulling my revolver from my pocket I checked to find but a single bullet left. I would have to make it count. If I knew a simple train ride would end up this fucking crazy I would have packed more ammo and booze. I followed the blood trail through the dining car and to the passenger cabins. Pausing, I stopped and looked around at the semi empty hall. It seemed the passengers were smart enough to hole up somewhere.

“Hey, if your still out there I got one bullet left and he either has to die or be arrested. I’m too damn tired of all this to care which. Just make sure he doesn’t fuck anything else up!”

After no sign of a reply I continued along my way.  I made my way into the last passenger train, noting the blood led to the common room and no doubt the helm after that. This was it. ‘No going back from here,’ I told myself as I moved into the common room where I found someone laying on the ground. Dashing over I found it was Mr. Grieshober holding a bloody side.

“Aw, shit. Hold still…Where’s Doctor Stareye when you need him?”

“He got the drop on me and took Jennifer to the helm to use her as a hostage against the staff to stop the train and let him off.”

“Shut up already. Damn, no time for this.  Now I have to go get Stareye…”

I hoisted him up and helped him back toward the passenger cabins to get him to Stareye or somebody before Grieshober bled to death. I hoped Sommie could deal with Kirby while I threw Grieshober back in the cabins. 

“This couldn’t get any worse…”

Chapter 71: Scott

My reach was longer than I had expected. I caught Spade by his wrist and yanked him back toward the car. He was heavier than he looked. It took another jerk and falling over backwards to get him into the car, where he would have fallen on top of me he fell through instead. 

“What the hell? I did it again!” And I still didn't know how. It pissed me off that I could get Spade onto the train but I couldn't get Kirby off of it. 

“Kirby…”

I stood up and looked around. Kirby was gone. Spade was picking up his hat.

“Thanks, but I have no time for chasing spooks. I have a man to arrest.”

I knew he had no clue it was me, but it made me feel better. I put aside that good feeling along with my anger and confusion for later. The detective was already off after Kirby and I had to keep up if I wanted to see that bastard get his justice served.

I didn't have to follow for long. We were just following the trail of blood up the train and Spade had to stop in the dining car for some reason, so I just went ahead of him. As I approached the common room I heard a gunshot up ahead and Spade yelling something from behind. I went in the conveniently open door to see my best friend lying on the floor bleeding. I looked up and watched Kirby drag Jenny through the door to the helm and then slam it shut. I could feel the flame of anger begin to burn within me again. I ran up and began beating on the door to the helm.

“Kirby you fucker I'm going to get you for this! I've done it once and I can do it again! This time I'm going to do it right!”

He would find out soon enough that shooting Matt was the worst thing he could have ever done. In my little rant I had realized something so amazing that it's power transcended even death; I realized the power of emotion. Emotions can control a person's actions. Actions can change a person's fate. 

My emotions had kept my soul tied to this train. They had allowed me to do the impossible. The ring, the magazine, Kirby, Spade...sadness, curiosity, anger, hope. Hope…hope had kept me here. There was still hope that Kirby could be brought to justice. 



I turned around and saw Spade going back to the passenger cabins carrying Matt. I hadn't heard him come in. Maybe there was hope for Matt too. Maybe my actions could change both his and Spade's fate. I went out the door after them and around the outside of the car to the helm. Kirby was going pay for the pain he had inflicted.

“Ready or not...I'm coming for you.”

Chapter 72: Spade

“Dammit, you patch him up and you do it now or you'll have more holes in you than he does!”

I eyed Stareye, who seemed very nonplused that I was there bothering him at the moment in his room. I still say he was hiding something, but I had no time for this. Not while we were hurtling toward Old Yorkshire at such a pace. 

“Get it done now!”

“Fine, fine…”

He got to work after glaring at me, which was all I cared to stand around for, and I quickly turned myself around to run out the door and back to the helm where I was truly needed. One person dying was enough. As I got out of his room I could of sworn I heard him talking to someone but, I was too busy to care. I jetted down the halls and though the train cars, making my way for the helm. Still one bullet left. I had to make it count. I had to get Miss Grieshober away from Kirby and disarm him. From there Sommie could at least help me get him subdued, but the biggest problem with the train was getting it stopped.

I made my way to the common room once again. I sighed, pulling my gun out and checking the ammo on it. Still one…ah well, when there’s a will there’s a way. I stepped across the room in a quiet hurry and opened the first door, allowing me to step into the rubber walled walk space between the common room and helm.  With a swift kick I knocked the door open to the helm and stepped inside, gun raised..

Kirby, who had a gun to Miss Grieshobers head while looking at Ms. Nota and Sommie, spun around with a very surprised look. He undoubtedly had me figured for dead or at least not aboard this train any longer. He aimed for me as I aimed for him. I fired first this time, though catching his hand with my last bullet and freeing Miss Grieshober to push him away now that he was unable to shoot.

Quick on his feet, Kirby was though, and he reached and grabbed his gun with his other hand before I or Sommie could get to him. Miss Grieshober, who was now behind Ms. Nota, shouted something as he pulled the gun up to fire upon me.

Chapter 73: Scott

I came into the helm at full speed, ready to knock down Kirby with all that I had. I hurtled through the wall to find the crazed man pointing his gun at Nota, Sommie, and Jennie. He had them backed up to the console at the front of the helm.

"What, is this not enough for you to stop it?" He shook his gun at them, and they all flinched. "Fine! I'll give you a little more motivation!"

Before anyone could react Kirby had Jennie by the arm and pulled her away from the other two. He took a couple steps back and positioned Jenny in front of him and between himself and the other two, his left arm around her neck, his right holding his pistol to her head. It was almost like a movie scene.

“Nota, you know how to do it, NOW STOP FUCKING AROUND AND STOP THIS TRAIN!”

“No.” She replied as flatly as her shaking body would allow. Was it fear or anger that she could barely contain? I figured she was in the same state as me, containing both. I was ready to rush in and finish what Spade had started, but I feared he might accidentally shoot Jennie in the midst of my surprise attack. I took a few cautious steps toward him.

Kirby calmed his voice some, though it was also a little shaky. "Nobody else has to die here if you would just stop the train. Why would you risk innocent lives when you could easily save them all? What did they ever do to deserve your cold indifference to their fate?" He pressed the gun a little harder into Jennie's temple while keeping a steady glare at Nota.

She stood up as straight as she could, striking a magnificent pose, and matched his glare with one of her own. “Why would you kill an innocent man when all he did was try to live his life to its fullest? What did he do to deserve your cold indifference to his fate?” She was shaking even more now, her fists clenched. 

“I don't have to answer to you, I'm the one with the gun!” As if to emphasize his last word he tightened his grip on the gun. He was sweating a lot. I imagined him squeezing the gun so hard that it slipped out of his hand. It was almost worth a chuckle if the situation weren’t so dire.

“And I don't have to answer to you, I'm the one with your life in my hands.” She managed a slight smirk and quelled a bit of her shaking, but kept her fists clenched.

“Yes, you're willing to sacrifice yourself, but what about the others on this train? Are they going to die for my sins too?” He returned her smirk. This copycat game was really getting on my nerves. I looked over at Nota and was surprised to see a concerned, wavering look on her face. As if she had noticed me looking at her, she caught herself and returned to glaring at Kirby. It was too late, though. He had seen her hesitate; he knew her fear. He had won.

“Brandon, I can't believe you could turn out to be this kind of man.”

He just smiled at her. She turned to the panel as if to begin stopping the train, but before she began any work she turned back and faced Kirby. She started to say something, but he cut her off.

“Must you have the last word?”

She shrugged. “I was just wondering...before we all die, would you mind telling me why you stabbed the Vacantly guy?”

Clearly it wasn't what he had expected. Would she really kill everybody on the train just to kill him? She was pretty stubborn. Kirby looked like he was going to have a panic attack. His face went pale, but he caught himself and attempted to put on an even more menacing glare than before. Nota's words had found his weakness, just as his had found hers. Now she, no, we all knew what he feared most.

“I, I won't. Not this time, Staty. Maybe before, but not now. You can't control me!” He was sweating profusely and his voice was bordering on frantic.


Nota was going to reply, but just then my best friend decided to kick the door in and ruin all the fun. Except he made my life...well, quasi-death state, a lot better. He shot the gun out of Kirby's hand and Jennie pushed him to the floor; the chance I had been waiting for! All my pent up anger flooded back as I rushed to finish him off.

He was reaching for his gun...there was screaming to my side and heavy footsteps behind me, but I only saw Kirby, his spirit leaving him as I choked the life out of him. He reached the gun, turned and aimed right through me. I was nearly on top of him by then. Before he fired I knocked the gun from his hand and in an instant I had my hands wrapped around his neck. There would be no chance this time. He would die.

"Do you like suffering? Pain?!" He gurgled and thrashed on the floor. He swung his arms out, but they passed right through me. His eyes were wide with fear as they searched for his untouchable, unseeable assailant.

"You're helpless now, Kirby!" I pushed down harder on his throat. His flailing limbs were moving slower and slower. "The poison is spreading all over your body, paralyzing you! You can't do anything, can't say anything; you just feel your life slip away, and realize that it is over!" His eyes were half closed, his thrashing stopped. He made a faint croak, and all his muscles seemed to relax at once. I finally let go and his heat tilted to one side of the floor. I stood up and looked down at the results of my labor. This was what I had worked for, this was my justice. I was done.

I was done. 

Chapter 74: Spade

It had been done. My life flashed before my eyes in that moment, and for all the planning I had done I was helpless. Now mere moments later he was as dead as they get. We were all there frozen in our spots. It was only when the train itself hit a bump in the tracks knocking almost everyone over that we snapped to life. Sommie was the first one to find his voice among us. 

“Now That was different.....”

“Damn…we ain’t got no time for this! Stop the damn train!”

Nota glared at me as I walked over to the console.

“What do you think we have been doing! It’s shot up thanks to some asshole with a gun!”

“Stop fighting already…we have to get this fixed or we'll be joining Kirby.”


I looked over the console that controls the train and the bullet hole in the middle of it. I glanced around the room at all the machines and steel pulling this train along at a frantic pace. There had to be a way. We had come to damn far to be killed now. There was a way…I just had to think of it.

“Isn’t there a brake, a automatic shut down on the engine anything?”

“All on the console, Spade. Besides, if we hit the emergency brake at this speed it would derail the train.”

I looked around as Sommie was helping Miss Jennifer to her feet and trying to calm her after seeing firsthand what happened to Kirby. The heat in this room was absolutely unbearable. The engine was working overtime for sure. Where was its weak point?  I scanned over the largest component.  The engine itself easily took up half the room; near it, the fast moving gears pushing the train along the tracks. I saw my opening close to the engine on the other side and quickly took advantage of it.

Dashing to the engine’s side I stuck my hand in my pocket and used it like a glove and reached into the burning hot engines side. There was a sizzling sound as the cloth on my sleeve met burning hot metal and I was forced to yank my arm back out, coat, hand and everything in it.

“Son of a bitch!”

“What the hell are you doing, detective!?”

“This is no time for games, Spade. We’re at Yorkshire!"

I turned and looked out the cracked and half shattered windows to see streets and people whizzing by at such a fast pace it blurred their images.  Behind me the train’s engine splurted a liquid onto the floor. Some of it hit the sides causing it to evaporate with the same sizzling sound my coat had made. Sommie and Ms. Nota glanced over at me with odd looks as I dropped the fuel line onto the metal grated floor with a thunk. 

“That should slow it down a bit.  We got to hit the emergency brake; we have no choice now.”

They both nodded and looked over the console for something salvageable. Miss Grieshober watched the streets going by from the open side access door Kirby was thrown from with wide eyes, knowing all to well if we didn’t stop in time we would jump the tracks anyway before long. At one point Nota sighed and Sommie bent down and pulled the bottom hatch off the side of the console and began ripping and tearing at certain wires.

I was far from a electrician so I was useless at this point. I was a detective, not a damned wire worker! Sommie pulled at wires faster and slid his way under the panel as Nota pounded on the console to get it to work. Within seconds we would be dead; ahead of us, some half mile away, was Yorkshire Station where many people and trains were stopped and in our way.

It seemed all was lost before a click was heard underneath the console and a few lights on it lit back up with some sparks flying. Nota quickly went to flipping a switch marked "all stop" and slammed her finger on the button under it.

“Hold on to something!”

I did not need to have her tell me twice. I wrapped my hand around a secure pipe near the console made for support of the roof and Nota took to wrapping herself around me.  The seemingly least safe one, Miss Jennifer, seemed fine near her spot by the hatch. Most likely she was being held safe by the same force that killed Kirby.

The train let out a painful screech as the brakes dug into metal and metal dug into brakes. The train lurched forward, causing Sommie to rattle around inside his spot under the console. Nota gave out a cry when the lurching, screeching train got to the point that both her and I were hanging on for life. I could only imagine what the other people on the train were thinking and going through at the moment.

Within seconds it was over.  The train stopped screeching. The train stopped lurching. I stood up straight and walked for the console to look out the window and I saw it instantly. The train was completely stopped. Not three feet away from where it should be stopped. We were safe.

It was over. 

Chapter 75: Sommie

It was over. Kirby had been killed. The train was stopped. I was hunched over in a small space with random metal and wires sticking out. I had no idea if this was real…perhaps I actually died.

I slowly climbed out of the small boxed compartment which housed the engine's wirings. Rick was near the far wall, securely safe and sound. Static was clinging to him for dear life, a look of utter terror and inescapable doom on her face. Jennie was shaken in her strong hold by the door. What she had held onto was beyond me, as I saw nothing secure in that general area.

As for me? I was severely bruised, but couldn't feel it. Adrenaline can do wonders for a person under severe stress. I managed my way into the open, slightly tired and woozy from the action.

“Holy shit Sommie.” Spade looked at me. Jennie threw a similar expressions my way. I returned a quizzical look to them both.

“What?”

I looked at my left arm. It was bent backwards.

“Holy shit…”

I guess I hadn't noticed when I was climbing out. Like I said....adrenaline can do wonders to a man under stress.

“I...erm…” I searched for words, still shaken. There were so many questions bouncing around in my mind, that I couldn't sort out where to begin. “What happened?” Static continued to stare at me in awe. Jennie was smiling in a distant manner, as if she were somewhere else. Spade started to recover, shaking his head and clearing his eyes. Even he was shaken by everything.

“Wait here. Don't move. That'll make your arm worse. I want to know how everyone else is doing first.” He turned to walk down the train, but paused and turned back. “Comfort the girls.”



Static still looked like she was in too deep of a state of suspended animation to really comfort. Jennie, however, looked very lively, as if nothing had even happened. “You ok?” she asked me. I tried to shrug, but I was shaking too hard.

“Yeah, I guess. I'm still trying to recover from a weird burrito I ate last week. This will take me a few trips to the shrink's office…”

She laughed. I laughed, too, but very feebly.

“Why are you so lax all of a sudden?” I asked her.

“Reasons…”

“Like?”

"“Well…” she seemed hesitant. “I dunno. Maybe it was because I almost died two minutes ago, but I got a...feeling. Like…”

I put a hand on her shoulder. It was still shaking. “Like what?”

“You're going to laugh at me.”

“So?” I pointed at my arm. “You don't think this is funny?”

She sighed. “I thought I heard his voice. Scott's. He said he's watching over me.” I suddenly remembered Kirby, struggling from nothing, and being killed by the air around him. Maybe that wasn't as crazy as it sounds. I let out a small chuckle. “That's the best thing I've heard all trip, Jennie.”

She chuckled a bit as well, as a tear ran down the side of her face. She suddenly burst into tears, heaving herself onto my shoulder. I grimaced as feeling was finally returning to my arm.

All I could do was sit here and comfort her as I spurted out everything that happened. It seemed like I was standing there for two hours by the time Spade came back.

“You three all right?”

Jennie pulled herself up and cleared her eyes. I nodded. Static finally came to with a snap and stared at my arm.

“Are you...?”

“I'm fine.” I interrupted her. “How's everyone else Spade?”

“Fine, I guess. I almost feel sorry for Jack…the poor guy was tied up in a chair when the train went crazy. Another three people are unconscious. I tried to wake them up in case they have a concussion. I'll leave it to the paramedics. My job here is done. I got the killer. I saved the innocent lives. Hell, I might have even got the girl.” He stole a glance over at Static. I expected a harsh remark in return, but all that she was able to spit out was a feeble “Shut up....you....meanie…”

Right as she said that, I heard the sounds of EMS sirens outside the train.

“So, Rick, you think this would be a good day to take up drinking again?”

He laughed for the first time all trip as EMS rushed in and our train ride to Old Yorkshire was brought to an abrupt end.

Chapter 76: Spade

I turned around to see a man entering through the side access door of the train to help. His words were a buzz to me as I rubbed my pounding head tiredly. My trip into the train’s other rooms yielded mixed results I found Mr. Wallace and Krem both out cold along with Mr. Grieshober…I did not find Doctor Stareye nor look for Jack. It seemed pointless since the man was tied to a chair and probably pummeled senseless by all the things in the storage car to have done much damage.

It felt odd now that it was over with knowing what I set out to do was finished. I almost missed the need for my skills already. Being out of work never is much fun, especially for a guy who enjoys it. Turning to Miss Jennifer I noted her tired look as more men piled into the car, some police, some firemen, a few doctors; worse off, I knew the press would be here soon, making this ordeal much worse. 

Before long a few doctors were rushing the three others who I had spent those three days of my life with out that access door. Before long a much older flatfoot in blue was in front of me with a small smile.

“Well, seems you've been a wee bit busy these days Detective Spade. The conductor told me all about it, lad. Don't worry a bit-the force will handle things from here on out. You should speak to the reporters outside before they get to those poor people.”

It didn't take much more time after he had said that for Mr. Wallace to show up behind me, sporting a large bump on the side of his head and looking right at me. I raised a eyebrow, noting his notebook and recorder under arm.

“Now, Wallace? Even after all this?”

“I have a job. I have rent to pay and this story will keep me fed long enough to get another job. At least give me your comments.”

“A man died on this train because of another man’s jealousy. Because of that many lives will be destroyed. A lifetime of possibilities have been wasted along with a bright future. His family and friends will suffer his loss. I know this because I count myself as one of them. I have to go tell his parents their son died . Think of that when you count your money. No further comment.”

I stepped away from Mr. Wallace, who sighed and muttered something quietly with a frown as he shut down his recorder behind me. I paid him no further attention as I walked to the exit. I found my hand drifting to my coat pocket as I reached the door. Pausing, I pulled out the ring and took a look at it. Just outside the doorway I could feel many eyes on me. Mostly it was people wanting to see what was happening at the local train station. 

I gazed over the ring with a frown on my face and slowly gazed around at the many people watching me both inside and outside the train. All looking for a explanation. Why would something like this happen? Why would logic would fail? Why would a human would take the life of another? Why…heh, that’s the thing I cant ever exactly say why. I don’t think I ever will. I never could before this case and I never will after. I can only answer how. Why is for whatever God above us to know.

“Rest in peace kid.”

I looked down to the ring again, taking another moment to look it over before putting it back in my pocket, and stepped off the train onto solid ground for the first time in days and into the history books. I never saw Mr. Krem and Mr. Wallace again after that day when I turned my back on him and walked away. Wallace had ended up writing a book about Brandon Kirby's breakdown and death. It was a hit with most who were curious about how Vacantly died. It told of heroics by the brilliant detective, but I didn’t care for it or any other praise I got from the newspapers. He called it “The train to Old Yorkshire.”

Krem was put into jail for many crimes up to and including a murder charge of his own. He was sentenced to life in the Yorkshire pen. He promptly escaped before they even got him there. I heard all this through the newspapers, so it could be false of course. Things never transfer from life to print without someone’s spin being on it. So is life.

Matt Grieshober was taken to Yorkshire general to be treated for his gunshot wound. He was released a few weeks later after recovery. He moved back home after this incident and that was the last of him, though I will be going to Georgia soon to deliver something to Scott Vacantly's fiancée.

Jennifer Grieshober soldered on with her life and has recently been seen on TV in many roles on popular shows. It’s also been said she's been cast in a movie to be released next summer. Though I did not know her too well, it would be safe to say that she was close to Vacantly. She felt his loss more than anyone else and it’s haunted her thoughts to this day. She and Nota seem to speak through telegrams often.

The never found either Stareye or Jack. It was as if they had vanished from the train altogether, but oddly enough I was not to surprised when I heard this. I have seen nothing of them yet, though eventually they are bound to pop up in the news. Call it detective’s intuition.

Brandon Kirby was pronounced dead of strangulation the day the train stopped. No one could ever explain how it happened, but it did. Only four people saw what happened that day, and you would think I would understand since I am one of the four, but I never will. Just another question for God someday.

Static Nota and Sommie both recovered from their wounds at Yorkshire General in a room across from Grieshober, though they did not stay as long. They both were "let go" from the company that ran the trains and have since lived and worked in the neighborhood of the train station as well.

Scott Vacantly was buried in Georgia in a cemetery nearby his childhood home, I hear, after they found the caboose where it stopped after being detached from the rest of the train by Kirby. Nota and Sommie have all argued whether it was him who killed Kirby while Sommie yells that it had to be him. Nota yells just as much about how dead people don’t kill others. I just tend to sit back, listen, and drink my beer when they argue like this.



As for me…well, I'm still the same person I was when I stepped onto that train. Rick Spade, detective. My name has been mentioned in the papers a few times, causing more people to come seek my advice. Moreso after Wallace's book. I opened Spade Investigations not to long after the train incident and hired myself two partners who were out of work and luck to handle the many business orders. Bet you won’t have a hard time guessing who those two are.

I knew Vacantly for a day and a half but I doubt I'll ever forget him or the train ride to Yorkshire. I think I’m glad it’s that way too.

~Rick Spade

“What the hell are you writing Spade?  Ugh, that old journal again?”

“Hey these are important notes on my experiences! Don't you have phones to answer, Nota?”

“Wipe that grin off your face before I punch it off.”

“Hurry up you guys! Let’s hit the pub. I’m up for some pool!”

“Fine, fine. Hold your horses.“

“What am I paying you two for if all you do is slack off?!”

“You barely pay us at all, Spade.”

“Hurry up!”

“Alright, alright. Hand me my coat, will you?” 

“Let’s go, Spade. Your holding us up! Old people…”

“Your almost as old as him you know.”

“She looks older than me, if you ask me... Hey Nota! Jeez! Watch where you throw that! Hey Nota? Get back here!”

“Well detective.  You certainly have a way with women.”

“It’s a gift ,Sommie, it’s a gift.”

Case Closed. 

Chapter 77: Epilogue (Scott)

The morning sun shone brightly through the kitchen window, a once steaming cup of coffee sat cold on a tabletop. Jenna Brown was sitting at that table, crying into her hands. No sunlight could penetrate her darkness, no coffee could wake her from her nightmare. She pulled her hands away from her face and dropped a ring which clattered lightly on the table's wooden surface. She buried her face in her hands again and continued to weep. 

“I wished Spade had never gave you that ring,” but I knew I didn't mean it; at least she had some part of my love to hold onto. 

I couldn't bear to see her in this state. I wished I could save her like I had Jennie, but from what would I save her? Herself? 

She pulled her hands away from her face again and sat back in the chair. The sunlight clearly showed the ruts her tears had formed from days of crying and the bags under her eyes from lack of sleep. I longed even more to spare her this torment, even if it meant I had to end my little stint here on earth.

I looked away from her anguished face and out the window. I thought it would end after I killed Kirby, and again after I held Jennie as the train to Old Yorkshire nearly sent it's passengers to their doom. Both times I told myself, “This is it, I have nothing left to do,” but apparently I did. 

I returned my gaze to Jenna to find her looking much more calm. Maybe she had finally fallen asleep. I walked over behind her chair and placed a hand on her shoulder. I wanted to cry so badly, but I didn't have that luxury. I had more pain than I could bear and no way to release it. I found myself staring off into space again, wishing I could just go away and take Jenna with me.

My reverie of self pity was interrupted when Jenna sat up, picked the ring up off the table and put it on. To my surprise she was wearing a slight smile along with her ring. Was she not crying just moments ago? She wasn't one for mood swings.

“You will always be a part of me, Scott,” she told no one, “I will never lose you.”

Absurd, yet I suddenly felt the need to be close to her, to be one with her again as I was in life. I had to be as absurd as she was. 

“You never did. As long as we have our love we'll never be apart.”

A happiness and a feeling of relief flooded over me that no amount of crying could have conjured. Was this the madness that had made her smile? Love…it was what had really kept me here. Hope was my connection to the train, love was my connection to earth, to Jenna, to life. Her smile broadened, and I couldn't help but do the same with mine. 

“I will always be right here, watching over you.”

The words felt like they came from somewhere far away. I wondered if I was finally done here on earth. I imagined the bright light coming to take me away to a peaceful eternity far, far away...

Wait, I couldn't go! My love, my connection! We were one!

My last feeling was not of a far away peace, but of an extremely close oneness; an indescribable continuity, a feeling of perfect harmony. 

We were one.

