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I took one last look in my pocket sized mirror.  I was checking that my ginger hair was in its 

rightful place.  I then zoned in on my face, hmph.  My face was covered in freckles, my nose 

was too small and my already large enough eyes were even larger with my glasses on. I 

closed my mirror and put it in my briefcase. I have never been this nervous in my life, I 

suppose though if you’re moments away from meeting the most notorious criminal you’re 

bound to be nervous. It still puzzled me as to why my boss put a rookie detective just fresh 

out of college onto this case. Surely he could’ve gotten someone else.  He did take an instant 

disliking to me ever since I got assigned to his team. It was a mutual feeling. He wanted me 

to fail or to be taken off his team, but I wouldn’t care if I did get taken off. The only really 

proper reason I was still going ahead with this was the Mayor (and apart from the fact that it 

is my job.) Earlier this year the Mayor’s wife had been murdered by the person I’m about to 

interview and her remains have yet to be found. The Mayor is dying in hospital and would 

like to find his wife’s remains so she can be buried with him. I pity him. I was quickly 

snapped out of my thoughts as I heard footsteps approaching me. I turned to see my boss 

striding towards me, great, show time. I stood up, grabbed my briefcase and stretched my 

hand out for him to shake it. He did. “Good, morning Jamie. Are you ready?” he asked. 

“Good, morning to you too sir. I’m ready as I’ll ever be.” I replied. He began to walk past me 

and gestured for me to follow. He lead me down a dark, gloomy and freezing hall, which was 

lined with prison cells either side. I could hear the faint whispers of inmates as I passed them. 

Then we stopped. 



 We had reached the last door on the right. My boss then turned to me “Look try not to 

aggravate him, he is the most notorious criminal and I don’t want to be questioned if you get 

injured. When you’re done, there is a button on the left hand side of the door. Press that 

button and I will come and let you out, if I don’t a guard will.” He stated as he fumbled with 

his keys. “Okay, thanks for the advice.” I replied sarcastically. He opened the door and 

ushered me in. The door closed with a bang which made me jump. I could hear the key turn 

in the lock to signify it was locked. I was standing in a bare room with just a bed pushed up 

against the right hand side wall, a lamp sitting in the left upper corner, and in the centre a 

table and chairs. Sitting at the table was a hunched over man. He lifted his head which gave 

me a better look at him, he had bags under his eyes, his hair was parted to one side and his 

face was creased with wrinkles. He began to look at me from head to toe with a smirk playing 

at his lips. I had begun to squirm under his stare. He stopped staring at went back to staring at 

his lap. I was in the same room as the most notorious criminal, Damien. My throat was dry, 

my palms were sweaty and my heart was pounding against my chest. Do it for the Mayor, I 

thought. I walked over to the table and pulled out one of the chairs and sat down. Neither of 

us dared make a sound. I placed my briefcase on the table and took out the paper that held the 

questions I was about to ask him.  

“Morning my name is Jamie and I’m here to question you about the murder of Juliet Kelly.” I 

said with a new found confidence. He didn’t move an inch nor speak, so I just begun my 

interview. “On the 16
th

 of July 2013, where were you?” I asked. He then lifted his head and 

said “I was drinking at a small pub in town with my good friends Bernie and George.” “After 

you had finished there, where did you go next?” I asked. He replied by saying “I killed the 

Mayor’s wife after that.” We continue like this for some time, but still he didn’t say where 

her remains lay. We were both silent, I had run out of questions and then he asked “Do you 

like to travel?” I was taken aback by him just asking but still I gave him an answer “Yes, may 



I ask why it concerns you?” He just shrugged. “I’m fascinated by travel, that’s why.” He 

continued to talk about maps, co-ordinates and anything else to do about travel. Then I saw it, 

it was shining because of the light coming from the lamp. It was lying on his lap; I then 

figured it was a locket. I tried to get a better view without him noticing but couldn’t, I 

would’ve made it too obvious. He continued to ramble on about travel, before I stopped him. 

“Why did you do it?” I asked, the most obvious question I know, but I wondered what his 

answer was. “I don’t know. I thought they deserved it...For thinking that they were better than 

us but in truth they were the same.” He replied. “Where did you bury her?” I asked. “Now, 

now rookie you have to earn that information.” He said smirking. I was fed up; I wasn’t 

getting any answers out of him. I began to pack everything up. I stood up and pushed my 

chair in. I grabbed my briefcase and walked over to the door. I pressed the buzzer like my 

boss had said.  

I was still waiting, for my boss or a guard but no one came. I was getting impatient so I 

pressed the buzzer again. Still no one came; I began to press the button angrily. “There’s no 

use. The door must be jammed.” I heard Damien say behind me. “You’ve got to be kidding 

me now.” I muttered under my breath as I pressed the buzzer again. No luck, great I thought. 

Just my luck, huh? I slumped against the wall and began to slide down onto a heap on the 

floor. No one would hear me if I was to begin banging or screaming, I said to myself. Damien 

got out of his chair and shuffled over to his bed. He had begun to look under his bed for 

something. He walked over to me and crouched down in front of me. He then said something 

that confused me “I’m sorry.” He then proceeded to open my hand to place something in my 

palm and then closed my hand. He then kept saying “I’m sorry” repeatedly. I was about to 

ask why he kept saying that, but instead I shouted “DON’T!” because he lifted something 

above his head before he slammed it into the side of my face. All I remember is smacking the 

cold concrete floor and something oozing. I then could still hear Damien repeat “I’m sorry.” I 



was unconscious. I began to gain consciousness by the time my boss rushed with guards 

following him. He ran over to me and screamed for someone to call an ambulance. It all 

happened too fast for me to remember.  

The next day I woke up in a hospital bed. I sat up straight away, bad decision. My head hurt 

and I begun to feel dizzy. A nurse came over to me and explained what had happened, she 

then told me that I came in with a locket in my hand and it was on the bedside table if I was 

looking for it. She left the room and I turned my attention to the locket, it was sitting on the 

table like she had said. I picked it up and at first I let it dangle from my finger tips before I 

opened it. Inside in simple writing were the letters ‘J.K’ and the numbers ’10.11.’ I was 

confused as to why it was only two initials and two numbers. I began to ponder about it. It 

was quite some time before I had figured out that the numbers were co-ordinates (like 

Damien talked about) and the two letters stood for the Mayors wife’s name. Could this be 

where the Mayors wife’s remains lay hidden? It turns out it was, as my boss asked me about 

the locket. I explained everything and he sent a search team out and they found the body. The 

Mayor sadly died but he got to be buried with his wife and as for me I’m on my way to 

becoming a chief detective.  

 

 


