
A mysterious murder… 

 

Chapter 1 - Warren Brown 

 
Four years ago, a new pharmaceutical business became the most powerful on the medical 
market. This company was more innovative than all the other pharmacetical companies, 
and it caused the bankruptcy of many companies. My business lost a lot of money, and all 
investors joined our enemy. Everyone was saying : "Try to rejuvenate your business", 
"Change the way you do things", "Do as Daniel Anderson !" 
Daniel Anderson. It was the name of the CEO. He was my greatest enemy. Daniel 
Anderson was a genius, a young man admired by all. He was just 24 years old at the 
beginning of his reign. He graduated from Oxford, where he had a grant thanks to his 
marks which were the best in the university. But if he had studied in Oxford, which is a 
private university for the greatest, he had a normal youth with normal parents, normal 
friends, normal school. A boy as normal as any kids. It was just his intelligence and his 
very good marks. SO WHY ? WHY did he choose to create a pharmaceutical business? 
He could have createdin firm in the car industry or a bank ! But no, he had decided to 
create the most powerful pharmaceutical business. It was so annoying! The young man 
put all his competitors to their knees without any problem. With his perfect smile, his 
arrogant looks he stole your investments right in front of you! I couldn’t stand him! I just 
couldn’t! It was too much for me! On top of that, five months ago, my son became friend 
with Anderson's son, Edward. Edward used my son. He extorted money from him, and 
then he let him down. My son who was so unhappy to be treated like this committed suicide 
two weeks later. After that, my wife said it was my fault that this all happened, and she left 
me. This Anderson ruined my life.  

 
Chapter 2 - Daniel Anderson 

 
"I'm the best. I will become the richest man in the world, and I'll probably build the biggest 
company in the world!" 
I sat down in my armchair, and I saw the pile of paper on my desk. I let out a sigh. 
Somebody knocked. 
"Come in" I said. 
My secretary opened the door and said : "Warren Brown, the CEO of a competitor, wants 
to see you." 
"Is he here now?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Okay. Ask him to come in". 
"At your service" 
The man entered. He sat on a chair, in front of me. He spoke : 
"Hi. My name is Warren Brown. I'm the CEO of International Medicines, abbreviated IM. 
You must know my company." 
"Yes, of course," I answered, "You were the best pharmaceutical company, a few years 
ago..." 
The man stood up. He drew a gun. I barely had the time to see his gun. He had already 
aimed his gun to me. I heard a thud, and all became dark. 

 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 3 - Warren Brown 
 
And there you go. It was done. Daniel Anderson was dead. I went out of the office and 
went down the stairs. Once on the ground floor, I went out of the building. A few minutes 
later, I heard an alarm. But I was already far away.  
I had to disappear now into the wild. Once home, I grabbed my computer, and took a plane 
ticket to Japan, under the name of James Davies. 
A day later, I left New York to Tokyo. Warren Brown had ceased to exist. He had made 
way to James Davies. 

 
Chapter 4 - Elisabeth Brown 
For 25 minutes, I had heard my phone ringing and for 25 minutes, I had looked for enough 
bravery to get up and answer it. After 28 minutes exactly, I resolved to leave the sofa, and 
cross the living room. After having had a bit too much to drink during a party the ground 
was littered with confetti, bottles of alcohol, plastic glasses … and so many other things. 
As usual, I remembered nothing about yesterday evening. I even didn’t know at what time 
I went to bed. And as usual, I had a headache and was feeling sick because of a hangover. 
The sun light showed me the way to my phone, which was always ringing. Now, I could 
see who woke me up on a Saturday morning. It was Jack, a friend and a colleague. I swore 
I would kill him.  
   “I’m sleeping.” I told him on the phone and I put it down. 
But this annoying Jack called again, again and again and the phone piercing ring tone was 
destroying my ears and my brain.  
   “What!?” 
   “It’s about time too! Isa, we need you for ...” began Jack but I stopped him  
   “It is Saturday morning. If it’s a job, call the duty team. Bye.” 
   “Wait a minute! It’s more serious than you think: it’s a murder. And the family wants us 
to begin the investigation right now.” 
“So, tell them that contrary to the murderer, the inspector is on weekend. If it’s too hard for 
you, I can tell them myself.” 
“ Isa … The boss is coming here, one moment.” 
“Miss BROWN ! “ said another voice on the phone 
“Mr. Big Boss Carry. I was talking to Jack so I must ask you to give him his phone back.” 
“Miss Brown, if you are not the crime scene in 15 minutes, I’ll locate your phone and I’ll 
come myself to pick you up to come here. Am I clear ?  
“ Very well, Mr. Big Boss. So, where are you ?” 
  
  
After some time in a taxi, I arrived at a skyscraper. I was sure I knew this place and the 
name of Anderson Industry left me as cold as a frozen bath without any reason. There 
were a few journalists and a lot of police cars.  
When I entered the building I saw many people sleeping. Then going upstairs, I arrived in 
a beautiful and smart waiting room. 
“Isa !” called a voice behind me. It was one more time Jack. He was wearing a suit to go 
on the crime scene and not put his DNA on it. 
“Jack, where is the corpse ?” I asked him. 
“Hello too. How am I? I can say I’m tired, but fine. And you ?” 
“Fine, thanks. Where is the corpse ?” 
“There, in the victim’s office. Are you really sure you’re fine?  You look terrible.” 
“Ok, stop it. We’re Saturday morning, I’m exhausted and I have a terrible headache so 
shut up, to speak politely. Ok ? The faster we do the job, the faster I’ll go to bed. So let’s 
go. Where is Carry ?” 



“He is back at the police station to dress up.” 
“Who is the victim ?” 
“Mr. Daniel ANDERSON, 27 years old, married to Jennie Anderson but no children, and 
very rich. He had a pharmaceutical business, “Anderson’s Industry”, the biggest drug 
company for the last 5 years. A lot of companies went bankrupt because of him.”  I was 
listening to Jack’s summary while putting on my suit.” 
“So, he had many enemies.” 
“Yes. It’s the cleaning lady who discovered Mr. Anderson’s body.” 
“Ok. Ask security for the surveillance videos of the last week.” I told him just as I finished 
putting my suit. 
 As we were coming in the victim’s office, Marta, the coroner, called us to report on the first 
findings about the murder. 
« Good morning, Elisabeth, Jack. Jack, did you brief her about the victim’s information? » 
« Yes, I did.»  
“Perfect. So … Mr. Anderson is dead due to a bullet in the head. There was just one shot, 
so the murderer knew how to shoot. He didn’t shoot Mr. Anderson at point-black range. I 
think he was a few meters in front of his (or her) victim when he shot. The victim’s body 
doesn’t show any defense injuries, so no fighting...” 
“So, we can conclude that the victim knew his murderer and thought he or she was a friend 
or a person who wouldn’t kill him…” I began but Jack cut me short. 
“We can’t conclude anything because so many situations can explain it, even if your 
reasoning is good.” 
“Kill joy. I thought I progressed. So, Martha, when was Anderson killed? “I asked our 
coroner 
“I suppose it was between 10.00 and 11.00 PM.” 
“OK. Jack, go ask Luck and Lea if they found anything like prints or hairs. Remember, they 
are the forensic team’s chiefs.” 
“I remember them, thank you. And with a “please” it’ll better.” 
“OK, I’ll remember it next time. Martha, anything to add to your first report?” 
“No, something is strange. Sorry.” 
“OK, Jack. So did they find something?” 
“Not yet. We must question the cleaning lady, and the guards.” 
“And Anderson’s circle. Call his family: they must be at the police station and ready to be 
questioned.” 
After the office inspection to find maybe something which could help us understand and 
solve the murder and discover the murderer’s identity, we went to speak to the cleaning 
lady. 
“Good morning, Miss  ...” began Jack. 
“McCauley” she answered. 
“OK, so when did you arrive in the building? Did you see someone who was strange or 
anything else? “ 
“ I arrived here at 6.30 AM and I didn’t see anybody, sorry. But I imagine you know I called 
emergency when I saw all the guards sleeping at their post, I discovered Mr. Anderson 
later.” 
“Yes, we know. In the past, did you hear or see any quarrels between Anderson and 
someone?” 
“No, I didn’t, sorry. I work just from 6.30 to 8.00 at Mr. Anderson’s floor and I have been 
working here only for one month. I don’t remember the visit of an angry person. Sorry, but 
I can’t help you more.” 
“OK, it isn’t a problem. Thank you for your answers.” 
“Good bye and good luck for the investigation.” 
“Thank you, good bye.” 



Just then, she went to repeat her deposition to a policeman. 
“Why didn’t you ask her more questions?” Jack asked me, a little surprised. 
“You asked her all the questions. I didn’t need more. Oh yes, I got a message from Lea: 
they didn’t find anything. The murderer is a professional. And she added guards and the 
surveillance video guard didn’t see anyone because they forgot all about the week! It’s 
incredible! We just know that they breathed a soporific gas. We have nothing left to do 
here. In fact, no, I need to see something.” I explained to Jack before going to the elevator 
to go to the first floor and to see if there is a door at the back of the building. 
When I arrived at the spot, I was glad with what I saw. I realized there was nobody here 
and it was dilapidated: the murderer could have passed here without being seen. But I 
didn’t see any traces of his or her passage either. 
“Isa, wait for me! You’re too fast for me!” I heard Jack saying behind me “So, did you 
discover what you expected?” 
“I just took elevator. But yes, I did. I’m sure, the murderer passed here last night but there 
aren’t any prints. Maybe, he went in front of a surveillance camera. When we go back to 
the police station, you’ll call the city hall to have the surveillance videos, PLEASE.” 
“Ok, because it was a very kind way of asking! I ‘m going to call Carry to explain to him the 
beginning of our investigation, do you want to add something before the first report?” 
“No, I don’t. Can we go to the police station now or must we question someone else? Or 
check something?” 
“Yes, we can.” 
“Perfect so let’s go.” 
  
During the trip, nobody talked: I tried to sleep (without any success) and Jack drove quietly. 
But if the quiet was a burden, it let me think and try to remember why the name of Anderson 
sounded so familiar.  
When we arrived, Mr. Big Boss was heading straight to us. 
“Miss BROWN and Mr. O’Conell, come here, I must talk to you about the investigation of 
Anderson’s murder. Do you have any idea of the murderer’s identity?” 
“No, we don’t, not yet. But what ‘s happening?” asked Jack. 
“Anderson was the CEO of one of the biggest pharmaceutical industry in the world. There 
are a lot of journalists. Be careful and don’t say a word about the investigation to anybody. 
Right? It’s very important. If you make any mistakes, the investigation will be given to the 
FBI. So be very careful. It’s the murder of your life! … It’s a little bit strange, said like that. 
… So, do you understand?” answered Carry. 
“Yes, we do.” said Jack politely. 
“OK …” I grumbled, while busy thinking. 
“Perfect, I let you carry on your investigation. Good luck! And don’t forget: be careful and 
let me be in charge of the journalists!” said Carry moving away. 
When we’re coming in the police station, a young and pretty woman ran to us.  
“I’m Jennie Anderson, Daniel’s wife. Are you the inspector in charge with this investigation? 
Do you know who the murderer is?” she said very fast. 
“No, we don’t, sorry. But we do all we can. Sit down, we’ll question you one by one but 
wait a minute. Who are you all?” I answered her the most politely I could.  
“I’m Daniel’s brother, Mike Anderson. I’m 24 years old.” said a young man to the left of 
Miss I’mBeautiful. 
“And me, I have been Mike’s girlfriend for 1 year. I’m Maura Kenn. Nice to meet you.” 
“Miss Hearn. I’m the steward of Mr. Anderson’s house.” 
“OK, perfect. Marco, did you receive the images of the video surveillance?” 
“No, I didn't. I am waiting for them.” 
“OK, so, Miss Anderson, we’ll begin with you, then, it’ll be you, Mike, after you, Maura, and 
finally you, Miss Hearn. Please, Miss Anderson, follow me.” 



“OK.” they said. 
After a few seconds, Miss I’mBeautiful and I arrived in the interrogation room. We sat down 
and I began to ask her a few questions. 
“What were you doing when your husband was killed and where were you?” 
“Was he killed during the night?” 
“Yes, he was and we think it was between 10.00 to 11.00 PM.” 
“So, I was sleeping in my bed. And of course there wasn’t anybody with me, normal, I’m 
married!” 
“Right, do you know if your husband had enemies?” 
“Yes, I do. Of course, he had enemies: he had one of the most powerful drug company in 
the world and a lot of other companies went bankrupt because of him.” 
“Who will inherit?” 
“Me. Why?” 
“All his money?” 
“Yes.” 
“OK, you can go. Ask Mike to come in.” 
“Right. And please find the murderer of my husband soon.” 
After one minute alone, Mike came in the room. 
“Hello again, sit down.” 
“OK, what do you want to know?” 
“Your alibi and  if you know if your brother had enemies, if you’re jealous of Jennie because 
she inherits of all your brother’s money, and if you worked with your brother in the 
pharmaceutical industry.” 
“Ok, first, I was watching a movie with Maura in our bedroom from 9.00 to 11.00 PM and 
then we went sleeping. Next, yes, I think he had a lot of enemies due the pharmaceutical 
company and he was a little rude and arrogant, so there were not a lot of people who liked 
him. Then, I didn’t know it was Jennie who inherits the money but I think it’s normal, she’s 
his wife. And finally, no I didn’t work with my brother, I’m lawyer.” 
“Why did he refuse to hire you? all big industries need lawyers and you’re his brother?” 
“You know, he paid my studies after the death of our parents and I used the money which 
he send me to buy  ... drugs. So, he stopped helping me financially even if he was a 
millionaire. And yesterday, we quarreled about it and other things …” 
“Other things?” 
“My life, my job, my future … As for him all I did, do and will do was bad but he refused to 
help me and to hire me.” 
“Right. And which movies did you watch yesterday?” 
“Titanic, I think.” 
“Think?” 
“Yes, with the death of Daniel, all became vague in my head.” 
“Thanks, you can go. And tell your girlfriend to come here, I must ask her some questions.” 
“OK, but before going, I must be clear: with my brother, we were not best friends but I didn’t 
kill him.” He said as he was leaving. 
A few minutes later, Maura was coming in the interrogation room. She seemed more 
nervous than earlier. 
“Sit down. So what were you doing when Anderson was murdered? Where, when and with 
who?” I asked her  
“With Mike, we were watching a movie together in our room in Anderson’s house.” 
“At what time did you watch your movie?” 
“I don’t know exactly, but I think it was … from 9.00 to midnight.” 
“Which movie did you watch?” 
“It was Avengers.” 
“OK, Avengers. Why do you protect him or is it him who protects you?” 



“What are you saying? I don’t protect him and he doesn’t too! You’re crazy!” 
“No, I’m not mad. He said you were watching Titanic last evening and you 
said Avengers when Anderson was murdered. On top of that, he said you watched from 
9.00 to 11.00 PM and you said it was from 9.00 to midnight. How can you explain it?” 
“It’s just hours…” 
“Mr. Anderson was killed between 10.00 and 11.00 PM, so yes it’s important. Why did you 
lie?” 
“I don’t know! I don’t know. Mike and Daniel quarreled on Thursday at 11.00 AM. I don’t 
know exactly about what it was but I think it was about money and future as always. For 
me it was nothing, but … when Mike told me … to be quiet and to say we were together 
yesterday all the night, I don’t know … But I’m sure he didn’t kill his brother, he can’t do a 
thing as horrible as that!” 
“Thank you for telling us! Mr. ThePoliceMan, inform your colleagues: Mike Anderson is 
officially in police custody and we must search the victim’s house and Mike Anderson’s 
house.”  
“OK, Miss, follow me please.” said the handsome policeman. 
After an indignation cry of Maura, Miss Hearn came in the room and sat in front of me 
without being asked to. She was determinated. 
“I know things which can help you.” Before she began I asked her some routine questions. 
“Perfect, so we are listening to you. We can protect you if you need.” 
“I don’t need your protection, I can defend myself but thanks. So, Daniel and Maura fell in 
love and they had a secret relationship. But, a week ago, Mike found out. He forgave Maura 
because he loves her so much, but his brother …” 
“Thank you for this important information. But do you think Mike could murder his own 
brother?” 
“Honestly? I don’t know… Mike is a good guy but … he takes drugs and illicit things and 
he has a disreputable reputation.” 
“OK, just to know, what were you doing at the time of the murder?” 
“I was sleeping and nobody was with me.” 
“Thank you for your testimony. Good bye.” 
“Good bye too, Miss. And have a nice day.” 
Now that the suspects had all been questioned, I was going to do a report to my team and 
my boss, before, of course questioning again Mike. But something still bothered me with 
the name of Daniel Anderson.  
My brother Luke.  
Before Luke’s depression, he was very friendly with Anderson. I didn’t really understand, 
but I remember it was because of him that my brother was depressed when he was a  
teenager. And at the end of his depression, Luke committed a suicide. The worst for me 
was I had never been there for him because I had been travelling around the world for two 
years. But I think it was harder for my parents. They didn’t really get over it. Their couple 
didn’t resist and they divorced a year later.  
So, my whole family could be suspected because we had all wanted to kill to get a revenge 
for Luke. But my mother and I didn’t kill him because me… I would know it if I had kill 
someone! And my mother because she was travelling in Africa with friends. 
But my father … when we think about it, he lost so much because of Anderson: his son, 
forever, his wife, his business and a lot of money. 
“Isa? So what did they say?” was saying Jack on my right.  
“What did they say? Oh yes! I was thinking, sorry. So Miss Hearn and Miss Anderson said 
they were sleeping but …” and I explained to my team what all the suspects had said and 
what I thought. 
“So, who is our main suspect? Mike?” asked Jack to me. 
“Yes. Marco, now, did you receive the surveillance videos?” 



“Yes, I did but I haven’t started to watch them yet.” 
 “OK, Watch it and call me if you find something interesting. Diane and Jack, search all 
you can about our suspect. While you are doing it, I’ll interrogate Mike.” 
“Do you want us to look for information about the victim?” 
“No, don’t. I’ll do it myself. 
“OK, if as you like it.” 
When I came back in the interrogating room, Mike was already there. 
“So, I won’t be long. You’re our main suspect: you lied to me about your alibi. You quarreled 
with Daniel so many times about so many subjects. Did you kill Daniel Anderson?” I told 
him with the hope that he’ll say “Yes, I did.” Because if he said so it meant it wasn’t my 
father. 
“No, I didn’t! I swear!” 
“So where were you last night ?” 
“I’m so sorry, but I can’t tell you …” 
“So, you’ll spend 30 years in prison.” 
“No, of course, because I’m innocent …” 
“So, where were you?” 
“I was … at an illegal meeting with … drug dealers and their boss.” 
“And of course, we can’t check it. We have just to believe you. Do you have a gun?” 
“No, I don’t but my brother had one.” 
“OK …” I began but Diane came in the room, breathless, and cut me off: 
“Isa, you must come now!” 
“I’m coming, I’m coming… What’s happening?” 
“It’s the surveillance video. On the yesterday image, we can see Mike coming in the 
building and quarreling with the victim at 10.00 PM in the victim’s office and he has the 
same gun as the one which killed Anderson…” 
“When did the ballistic send their report?” 
“It was 5 minutes ago and the city hall send it too, but the surveillance camera hadn’t 
worked for 2 weeks. And we don’t have the end of the surveillance video.” 
“Why are you telling me  now about the ballistic and city hall’s surveillance?” 
“Because you were questioning Mike!” 
“OK, thanks. Good job. Ask a checking about the weapon at Mike’s house.” 
Back in the room, I show the extract of surveillance video to Mike. 
“I want explanations.” 
“Yes, it’s me but it wasn’t yesterday, it was on Thursday.” 
“Thursday?! Sorry, but nobody can help you to confirm a thing as crazy as that. First, 
because the staff doesn’t remember anything about last week and second, it’s impossible.” 
“What… I don’t understand …”  
“Explain to me.” 
“Yes … I wanted to kill him, but when I was in front of him and I explained him all the 
problems of our relation.I wasn’t able to murder him. I wanted to but … he was my brother. 
I wanted to scare him so I shot one of the three armchairs which were in front of his desk.” 
“Do you know there were only 2 armchairs in the office and there isn’t any bullet in it?” 
“Yes, I do but yesterday, he said he threw the armchair in the waste collection centre. I 
didn’t understand why he did that to protect me and why he didn’t complain but he 
explained it to me: he was sorry for all of that and…” 
“Your story is very touching, but even if I believe you’re not the murderer, all evidence 
suggests that you are the murderer and now with this I’m sure the prosecutor is going to 
find you guilty, and I can’t do anything.” 
“But … I swear …” 
“Sorry and good luck.” 



I stood up and left the room in a stunned silence. I was about to declare that the 
investigation was closed when a woman called me and began to ask me questions about 
the investigation of the Daniel Anderson’s murder. 
"Stop !" I shouted because she didn’t stop talking, "Who are you?" 
"I'm Kate Marson, a journalist. Can you explain your investigation, you're Elizabeth Brown, 
the inspector." 
And I began telling her about the investigation, the suspects ... because, I didn’t remember 
Carry's warning. 
"Be careful and don't explain your investigation..." But it was too late ! Kate Marson knew 
already all about it. 
The next day, every front page was Anderson's murder and the investigation. Before I 
finished reading the article on my newspaper, someone called me on my phone. 
"Hel..." I begin but... 
"I TOLD YOU THIS MURDER IS MORE INTERESTING THAN AN USUAL MURDER AND 
THE PRESS WILL BE INTERESTED! DID I TELL YOU OR NOT !" shouted Carry. 
"Yes, you did, I'm sorry, you don't im..." 
"Yes, YOU CAN BE SORRY, yes !" I'M SORRY BECAUSE, YOU'RE NOT ON THE CASE 
ANYMORE! GOODBYE! 
"But..." I wanted to explain but Carry cut the communication just before. 
"Sh*t" I think. 
After a few breathing exercices, trying to convince myself that it was good news I could 
investigate my father on my own. First, I had to begin to examine the file again, then, I 
would go and question my dad, search his flat, and finally it was a good program ! So first, 
examing the file. Fortunately, I had recorded the file on my laptop. I began to examine the 
surveillance video, when I noticed a huge clue ! The weather : on Saturday, it was sunny, 
but Friday, not ! And on the video, it's cloudy ! So it was Friday. And when Mike came in 
Daniel's office, it is a secretary who opened the door. But we didn't meet a secretary in the 
building with the guards ! I must find who she is ! A little identity research and I found out 
that her name was Jane Carrel and she lived at 211A Baker Street ! Let's go ! 
An hour later, I arrived in front of her house. It looked inhabited, but I rang, we never know. 
It was a young girl who opened the door. 
"Hello little girl, I must see your mother, Jane Carrel, is she here ?" 
"Yes, she is but she doesn't want to meet anyone." 
"Don't worry, miss..." 
"Ok, come in I'm going to call her. “Mother." said the little girl. 
When her mother came down the stairs, I could see her. But when she saw me, she took 
a step back. 
"Hello, I'm inspector Brown, and I came here to ask you some questions. Sit down, please. 
You know Mr. Anderson was murdered, and I want to know why we didn't find you asleep 
with the guards on the crime scene. Can you explain it to me ?" 
"The man said that if I talk he would shoot me." 
"You can talk and when you’re done, you'll go with your family, to the police station. The 
nearest is here, ok?" 
"Ok, I came out of Anderson's office I saw all guards on the floor and I smelt a strange 
smell so I ran  the fastest in my life to the door, and I left the hall, the man threatened to 
kill me and my daughter if I talk. And then I heard a shot." 
"Do you know who he was?" 
"Yes, I do. It was a security guard, but I don't know his name." 
"So he isn't Mike Anderson." 
"No, but Mike came on Thursday with a gun." 
"I know. Is it him ?" I say while I show her a photo of my father. 
"Yes, it is. And you look a bit like him." 



"Normal. It's my father. Go to the police station. 
On that, I left the house and went to my car to drive to the flat of the murderer. 
On my arrival, I ran to the right floor and ring his door but he wasn’t here. A neighbor came 
on the landing because I did too much noise. 
"Are you looking for Mr. Brown ?" 
"Yes I am. Police, I must talk to him about Anderson's murder. 
"Well, just come in, the evening of the murder, I saw him going out with a gun and some 
blood on his clothes but he paid me not to talk. Last time I saw him was yesterday morning 
at 9.00am, when he came out of the building with a bowl of whitepowder in one hand..." 
"Ok, thank you for all, goodbye !" 
After this precious information, I decided to break down the door. When I  entered the flat, 
I find on the table a letter, a gun, clothes stained with blood, and a box. 
A box of cyanide. 
In this letter, he was writing that he was guilty of killing Anderson and how he did it and 
that he would commit suicide to meet his son again. He said it was him who created the 
soporific gas and he created it in his bedroom. It was the truth because when I went to the 
bedroom, I found a little laboratory. 
I decided to send a message with a photo to Carry to free Mike from prison, but before, I 
search everything and after two hours of work I found something : a payment receipt of a 
plane ticket. The ticket belonged to a man named William Davies, but I understood that 
my father used an alias when he took his tickets. And some clothes, his passport and 
identity card were missing. He didn’t  commit suicide. He fled! 
I sent all the evidence to Carry before going to my car to drive to the airport where he had 
taken his plane tickets. I wanted to know where he went. 
I drove fast and when I arrived I ran straight to the information desk. 
I asked the woman about my father’s plane ticket. 
"Excuse me, could you help me, please. I'm from the police. I'm investigating a murder. I 
would like some information about this ticket. Is it William Davies who is on this ticket ? 
Also where is he travelling to ?" 
"Yes, of course. Let me check." 
After a moment. 
"That's right, William Davies, but wait a minute. There are two passengers with this name. 
One bought a ticket to Tokyo, and the other has a flight to Miami..." 
"Could you check the CCTV camera please, one for gate 12 to Tokyo and the other to gate 
26 to Miami. I will be able to recognize the man. 
"Thanks to the camera videos, I discovered that my father was on the flight to Tokyo. So I 
decided to buy a ticket for the next flight. I quickly drove back home to prepare my suitcase 
and go back to the airport. 
I boarded on the number 355 plane, direction Japan, and settled down for a a twelve-hour 
flight. 

 

 
Chapter 5 : Elisabeth BROWN 

 
After 12 hours, I got off the plane a little bit tired but proud of having a plan. 
After leaving the airport, I took a car to go to a hotel. By the car window, I saw the beautiful 
city of Tokyo. Everything was tidy and nice, and there were so many different people and 
cultures but all seemed perfect together.  
When I arrived at my hotel, I put down my small suitcase and went out to find a police 
station. It was very hard because even if people were nice and polite, they didn't 
understand what I said and I didn't understand where to go, so ...  But after a few hours, I 
found a police station. Before going in, I prepared myself psychologically and ... 



"Help me, help me! Please ! My father disappeared ! Please, help me! We were just going 
out of the airport when ..." 
"Calm down, calm down Miss, calm down! Tell me your story slowly." said a nice 
policeman. 
And I told them that I was a young English lady whose name was Béatrice Prior and my 
father was Andrew Prior. I told them he disappeared when we went out of the airport. And, 
they believed me. I also explained that I was an inspector and they agreed to help me. 
So the next three days, I watched surveillance videos. And on the fourth day, I found my 
father in a poor district. I left to my friend the policeman a paper with the address where I 
was going and the truth about my father and me. 
To get there, I took a taxi and since I paid so much to the cabby, he drove, no he flew to 
the district ! 
Once there, I asked people if they had met my father but they didn't understand me... so I 
looked for him myself. 
And when I was to the point to give up, I saw him in a dark narrow street. I went to him, 
and when I was a few meters from him, he saw me. 
But he didn't try to run. He stayed there. And began to talk to me. 
"Hello, Sweetheart, ..." 
"Don't call me that!" 
"So, did you discover Anderson's murderer ?" 
"Why ?" 
" To get a revenge. He stole everything from me! Everything I had: my family, my 
business... And he was so arrogant... I think nobody will cry for him." 
"Yes, his family. You stole him from them. A brother or a husband. You're no better than 
him!" 
"Maybe, but I'm feeling better ..." 
"How can you say that? You killed a person! You're a psychopath!" 
"Yes, it's true but I did it to avenge my son and me." 
"Luke wouldn't have wanted you to kill somebody for him !" 
"You don't understand ..." 
"Yes” I was about to speak but in one second, three police cars surrounded us and some 
policemen came out with guns and moved to arrest my father. 
"Good bye." was the last sentence I heard from my father. 
Now, I just know that he is in prison. I have not seen him since his trial in which I gave 
evidence against him. 
But today, I live my life as an inspector and believe in the future. 

 

THE END 

 


