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“ALRIGHT, HOW ABOUT THIS ONE: DOT.DOT.DOT. DASH.DASH.” 

“Mmm...No, it’s not here. Sorry, Annie, I don’t want to say I told you so, 

but...” 

“There is a message here, Richard, whether you want to believe it or not. 

Give me that.” Annie snatched the booklet from my hands and started to go 

through the different combinations of dots and dashes the fabulous world of Mr. 

Morse and his code had to offer. “You’re probably reading it wrong.” 

“It’s a bunch of dots and dashes. It’s impossible to get it wrong!” 

“Oh, don’t underestimate yourself, Saussure.” We were back to last name 

bases. Bring on the cancan dancers and the gin bottles. The brawl in the saloon was 

about to start. “I think you can achieve any level of idiocy.” 

“Thank you for uplifting the group’s moral, Kensington.” 

“Always glad to be of service, Saussure.” 

“By the way, why is it that this is only a group of two? Aiming for the lowest 

common denominator...as usual?” Annie exhaled loudly as soon as she heard my 

remark: she knew exactly where my target was. “Perhaps because no one at the 

station believes your deranged theory?” 

From the corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of Grumpy Al’s silhouette. He 

was about to join our table. The only table still occupied in the entire place. The last 

customer had pushed the exit door a while ago. Any luck and Grumpy Al would put 

an end to the Morse code party. It was past midnight and Annie had been torturing 

me for the last four hours with all the dashes and dots this world (and the Morse 

code manual) could contain.  

“You know what, Saussure? You can take this booklet and put–” 



Grumpy Al slapped our booth table before Annie could specify a body 

location. All the pieces of paper with the drawings of the marks the coroner had 

found inside the triplets’ skulls flew out. For a few seconds, they perform 

snowflake-like pirouettes before landing on the floor or the seats. 

“Break it off. Both of you.” 

I tried to explain to Grumpy Al it wasn’t my fault. Annie was convinced all 

those tiny marks actually meant something and that the killer was trying to send us 

a message.  

I had been duped. Two days before, Annie had walked into Grumpy Al’s 

diner proclaiming to have letters carved on bone. And since then, she had trapped 

me inside a spider web created by a spider that owned a telegraph and knew how to 

tap it.  

“Personally, I would love it if we could get a name. Or a phone number. A 

real time-saver, this code-cracking situation.” 

“Oh, please, because your time is so sacred. The only reason you’re here is 

because you have a connection to Irupé. You’re basically a prop to this case.” 

“Letters, Annie! Do you know what that means?! Or, should I say: dot-dash-

dot-dot...?” 

“Get the hell out.” 

Grumpy Al grabbed me by the arm and dragged me out of the booth. Unlike 

me, Annie didn’t have five beers filling her bladder, so her reflexes were sharp 

enough to gather all the paperwork while I swiftly approached the entrance door, 

courtesy of Grumpy Al’s tight grip. Meanwhile, the coroner attempted one last 

apology before our own operating base kicked us out.  

“I’m sorry, Al. Everything is so crazy with this case. I can barely sleep 

anymore. And now that we finally get a break...I’m sorry. Let me clean up the 

mess.” 



The coroner bent over to pick up the papers that had choreographed their 

way to the floor. 

“Get. Out. Now.”  

Abandoning all intention of tidiness, Annie dashed to the door to join me, 

while my arm’s bloodstream decreased rapidly. Amputation for one. No 

anesthetics, please. Grumpy Al basically dropped me on the sidewalk. 

“I don’t want to see you in the next 24 hours.” And with that warning as a 

parting salutation, Grumpy Al reentered the building.  

Annie and I were left all alone on a sidewalk covered with the icing of winter. 

It was a clear night, with a moon as round as the dots I had been contemplating for 

hours. That was our only companion. No stars. No bystanders. And not a single 

clue to the mystery of the triplets’ killer. The chilly atmosphere had slapped some 

sobriety into my brain, but Annie was forced to give me a ride home anyway.  

“There is something to it, Richard. I don’t care if you believe me or not.” 

That was the first and only sentence that came out of Annie’s mouth on the 

drive to my place. The warmth of her car was teaming up with the alcohol in my 

system. I could feel my eyelids numb and the muscles of my mouth moving slower 

than I wanted them to. In retrospect, if there was ever a moment to keep my slow-

moving lips shut, it was definitely that one. Annie was right. I should never 

underestimate my capacity for idiocy.  

“Perhaps you should ask Octavia and her magical camera to help you out.” 

And with that, Annie hit the breaks in the middle of the deserted street. 

“We’re five blocks away from my apartment...” I started, but Annie was 

looking straight ahead. Not a peep out of her. “...And that’s just fine because I 

heard fresh air is good for hangovers. Night.” 

I stepped out into the night once again, trying my best to coordinate my feet 

to get out of Annie’s reach before she had the chance to turn me into a boxing bag. 



 

~*~ 

 

At first, I thought it was inside my head. But as the banging continued and 

actually increased its volume, forcing me to reconnect with my senses, I realized 

that someone was trying to hammer down my apartment’s door...with an iron fist. 

“Richard! Get up! Richard!” 

When I finally managed to abandon the horizontal position I had enjoyed for 

a few hours on the comfort of my couch, I opened the door. On the other side, I 

found my best mortal enemy and my favorite coroner.  

“You’re not up yet?” Annie questioned me as she stepped into my domain. 

“Is that a trick question?” I remained by the open door while picking crust 

out of my eyes. Annie had found her way into my kitchen, and I heard some things 

being moved. 

“Where’s your coffee maker?!” she shouted, and my temples seemed ready to 

fly out of my skull. My hangover prevented me from yelling back the answer, so I 

shuffled towards Annie. When I entered the kitchen, she was contemplating the 

empty refrigerator. 

“Is there anything even remotely edible in here?” 

“Uh–I have...water...in the tap.” This was all too strange. “Alright, what’s 

going on here, Annie? Since when do you care about my nutrition?” 

Annie closed the fridge’s door and focused on me. 

“I think you’re right, Richard.” 

It took me a minute to actually process the words coming out of Annie. 



“What? The Morse code thing?” I lifted my hands up in the air, grateful that 

I had been able to knock some sense into her. “Well, yes. Thank you. I’ll admit it 

was a great theory, Annie, but–” 

“No. I think Octavia should photograph the skulls.” 

And this is how I became acquainted with a new form to cure a hangover: 

verbal electroshock. Courtesy of Dr. Annette Kensington. Patent pending. 

“What? What did you have for breakfast, Annie? Bleach?” 

 

~*~ 

 

A shower and a change of clothes later, I was retrieving my abandoned car 

from Grumpy Al’s block. Convincing Annie to pull back from her decision to let 

Octavia in was a much more elaborate task than I could achieve in one ride. So I 

postponed the activity for a time when we could use Grumpy Al’s coffee as a 

mediator again. 

Ten minutes later, I was approaching my office with ease. I had neither a 

case nor an appointment in sight, so my morning was free. Maybe I would spend it 

putting some order to the endless piles of files I kept in the storage room. I needed 

a secretary, but truth was, I had never been a fan of sharing information. I even 

considered spending the morning going through some old unsolved cases that 

had... 

And that unfinished thought was the last thing that crossed my mind as I 

spotted a pair of dark human shapes waiting at my doorstep. One taller. One 

shorter. 

As I came closer, the larger figure lost its shadows and revealed a woman, 

late thirties. The smaller figure was a boy. No more than seven years old. Mother 

and son. Aunt and nephew. My brain was readjusting to the situation, calculating 



all the different variables. Teacher and student? Maybe. Not grandmother and 

grandson, too young. 

“Let the new case roll in,” I said to myself and approached the pair. “Good 

morning,” I greeted them as I reached for the office keys in my pocket. 

“Detective Saussure? Are you Detective Richard Saussure?” the woman 

asked me.  

It was clear she was in great distress. She kept twisting and twisting the 

purse’s handle with her gloved hands. The anxiety was palpable. Whatever had 

brought her to me was recent and unplanned. Weird. Usually, my clients come to 

me as a last resort, when the mystery that hangs over their heads has been there for 

a while, eating them alive. 

“Um...yes, I am. And who might you be?” 

“Oh, sorry, I’m a little...a–this is all too strange–” The woman opened her 

bag and searched in it with shaky hands. “We are–I mean, I am so confused...Well, 

I guess we both are. So–I rushed here as soon as...Here!” The woman removed a 

small business card and handed it out to me. I read my own name on a piece of 

paper that was relatively new but had been folded and unfolded more times than it 

was possible to acknowledge. 

“I’m sorry, Madam, but, do you have an appointment for today?” 

“No, no. I don’t. I’m so sorry for this, but...Mrs. Delacroix told me you would 

welcome me anyway.” Mrs. Delacroix. Now, that was a name I didn’t expect to hear 

twice. “I am desperate, Mr. Saussure. I just don’t know what to do. I–I can pay you, 

whatever you need–just, please...” 

I held my hands up to put a halt to her pleading. This woman was about to 

lose it. I opened the office door to let them in and, mostly, to get her out of the 

street before she collapsed. The boy simply tailed her inside, pinching her coat as a 

way to propel his way forward. As they settled into the seats in front of my desk, I 

took a minute to study them.  



The woman’s frame was not so small once she removed her coat and sat up, 

straightening her back. Although her hair and eyes were the same tone of plain 

brown as her dress, she had an interesting reddish complexion, with chubby cheeks 

and a small mouth. The upper lip was almost nonexistent and the lower lip hanged 

a little bit. As she removed her gloves, I noticed big manly hands, strong-looking. 

There was a wedding band on the left hand, so she was a Mrs. Her attire was not 

exuberant in any form, but you could tell it was expensive. The quality of the fabrics 

and the brightness of her leather purse were unmistakable. There was nothing too 

special about her appearance, apart from her stature. 

The boy, on the other hand, was lean and bony. Paired with an olive 

complexion, his sharp features were almost statuesque. Now, the interesting thing 

came when he look right at me as I sat in front of them: he had the brightest shade 

of blue eyes, like two lapis lazuli stones. Another peculiar fact was his clothing; 

unlike the woman sitting next to him, the boy’s clothes had been worn. A lot.  

“I apologize if I’m too blunt, but…I need a name, madam,” I said as soon as I 

settled in my own armchair. 

“Oh! Of course, yes. I am so sorry, I just couldn’t stop to think for a second–

And when I heard that you could help me–us, that you could help us, well, I sent 

for the driver imme–" 

“Madam, a name” I reinforced, once again utilizing the gesture of palms up 

to stop the babbling. 

“Mariette. Irene Mariette,” she responded, trying to pull herself together. 

“And who are you?” I turned to the boy. 

“Gideon,” the woman responded in his place as the child remained silent. 

“Gideon Mariette, I presume?” The boy nodded and the mother sighed in 

relief. 

“Thank God, someone who is willing to hear me–” 



“How about some beverages?” Mrs. Mariette had started up again, but I 

quickly interjected her. “That way we can all slow down and, in a calm and 

organized manner, you can explain your situation.” Mrs. Mariette nodded. “Perfect. 

Would you like coffee? Tea?” 

Irene Mariette agreed to the last option, so I aimed for the boy. 

“And for your son, Mrs. Mariette. Tea?” 

“Oh, Gideon is not my son, Mr. Saussure. He is my husband. That’s why I’ve 

come to see you.” 


