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Part VII. 

 

 

At least two police cars, their lights pulsing red and blue, were parked in front of the sorority 

house when Thaddeus Alcott arrived just after nine o’clock.  Though graduation had been last 

weekend, Thaddeus noticed a few students were up early on Saturday morning and had gathered to 

gawk. 

As he walked up to the police line, a young officer stepped forward, holding up his hand to 

halt him. 

“Sorry, sir.  You’ll need to stay back.” 

“It’s all right, Falcone.  I know him.” 

Thaddeus and Officer Falcone turned to see Sgt. Robert Phelan skirting the lawn towards 

them.  The thirty-five year-old police sergeant flashed Thaddeus a wan smile and shook the older 

man’s hand in greeting. 

“I’m glad they put you on the case, Robert.  Sorry you have to deal with a murder so close to 

your birthday.  It’s a poor present.” 

Robert merely shrugged.  “What can you do?  Besides, my birthday’s not until next Saturday, 

and I intend to have this wrapped up by then.” 

“Yes, I should commend you for wrapping up that Gardens murder case.  Solved in under a 

week, wasn’t it?” 

Robert grinned.  “All tidied up with a bow Thursday.” 

Just two days ago.  Thaddeus had read all about in the local papers, of course. 

“Just don’t write this one off too quickly and think my grandson the only suspect.” 

Still smiling, Robert replied, “Of course not.  It’s so good to see he’s keeping out of trouble.  

It’s was only, what, a few days since he was caught tampering in a police investigation?  I’m sure he 

had nothing to do with this one either.” 

Thaddeus frowned.  He remembered how foolish Rick had been in thinking he could play 

amateur sleuth.  His grandson had been a suspect in the murders at the Syracuse Botanical Gardens. 

“You have something for me?” asked Robert. 

Thaddeus nodded as he held up a Ziploc bag with the bloody shirt carefully tucked inside. 

“My grandson was wearing this last night.  He woke up in the dead girl’s room and found it 

on the floor with blood on it.  He doesn’t know how it happened.” 

“Of course not,” said Robert, grimacing as he took the bag from Thaddeus.  “Falcone!” 

He called over the officer, who’d gone back to manning the police line, and handed him the 

plastic bag.  After rattling off a few instructions, he sent Falcone on his way. 

Thaddeus, meanwhile, took the opportunity to look more closely at the sorority, a three-story 

Georgian Revival mansion.  Brick with white trim, it was the epitome of Greek chapter houses.  The 

dominant feature was its two-story, Doric-columned portico, a latter edition to the building, and 

Thaddeus could see two officers milling about the grand structure.  A few others, who appeared to be 

crime scene technicians, passed in and out of the open front door.  From where he stood on the 



 ©2010.  Reproduction of the whole or a portion of this story without the prior consent of the author is prohibited.  
 

sidewalk, he couldn’t see inside.  He did, however, notice the second floor window to the bedroom 

where the victim had been found, according to his grandson’s description. 

“So, Thaddeus, are you representing your grandson?” asked Robert. 

“Heavens, no,” said Thaddeus.  “I haven’t practiced criminal law in over twenty years.  No, 

I’d get someone like Zachary Stuart to handle that.” 

“You know I’ll need your grandson to come down to the station and answer some questions.  

Or do I have to wait for his lawyer to be with him?” 

“No offense, Robert, but I think I’d prefer a lawyer be present.  I’ll give Zachary a call as soon 

as I can.”  Eyeing the sorority, Thaddeus added, “There must be other evidence to suggest an 

alternative scenario.” 

“Perhaps,” said Robert. 

Thaddeus arched an eyebrow. 

“The M. E. doesn’t think the knife killed her,” explained Robert.  “Something about post 

mortem wounds.” 

“That is curious,” said Thaddeus, again looking at the sorority. 

“Look.  I probably shouldn’t be telling you this …”  Robert glanced over his shoulder.  “But 

you’ve helped out on a few cases.  I think this one’s like some of them.” 

“Not so straight-forward.” 

Robert nodded. 

“So what can I do?  My grandson …” 

Robert shrugged.  “Maybe he’s involved, and maybe he isn’t.  I think there’s more to this than 

that.”  Scratching the back of his head, Robert continued, “If, and I mean a big if … If I were to let 

you observe …” 

Understanding the sergeant’s meaning and difficulty in expressing it, Thaddeus preemptively 

said, “I’d happily stand back and watch.  Anything you need to help the investigation.” 

Robert frowned, but Thaddeus could see that he considered his words.  

“All right,” said Robert at last.  “Besides, I’d like to get your take on a couple sorority girls.  

They’re a frosty pair.” 

“Suspects?” 

“Hell, yeah.” 

 

 

 

 


