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Author’s Note

 


This collection of crime stories includes scenes,
images, and language that might be considered graphic and
unsettling, and is not suitable for immature readers. The title
novella is a prequel to my Ryan DeMarco Mystery Series; its action
takes place eight years prior to the action of the first novel in
that series, Two Days Gone.

 


The story “Snap” originally appeared in the Ellery
Queen Mystery Magazine.

 


If you enjoy these stories, please let others know
about them.
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Incident on Ten-Right Road




Case # 20-N-09AC-20-2009/08/12

Victim: Meghan Malinda Fletcher, 19, Caucasian

 


Investigator: Sgt. Ryan DeMarco, Pennsylvania State
Police Troop D, Mercer County PA

 


The following case notes and interview transcripts
(with additional notes recorded immediately post-interview, or
sometimes post my transcription of the interview) have been
prepared for my own personal reference. Pertinent pauses and sounds
have been indicated in the transcript. No other use of this
document is authorized without my written consent.

On the afternoon of August 13th, after conducting an
initial investigation into the incident occurring in the early
morning hours of August 12th at 201 Ten-Right Road in French Creek
Township, Mercer County, Pennsylvania, French Creek Township Chief
of Police Lloyd Melvin contacted the State Police to request
assistance from their evidence recovery team. Not long afterward,
he indicated to Troop D Station Commander Lukovich that a full
homicide investigation was not something his three-man department
could handle effectively. Commander Lukovich assigned the case to
me. The following narrative was reconstructed from a verbal summary
provided to me by Chief Melvin.

On the evening of August 11th, from approximately
7:20 p.m.-12:40 a.m., Meghan Fletcher (19) and Tad (Theodore)
Blyler (25), both residents of Mercer County, were observed by
several individuals at the Taco King Grille on Route 22 one
half-mile south of Hubbard, Ohio. They had dinner in a booth in the
restaurant section, then moved to the barroom where they danced and
played pool until leaving for home.

According to bartender Shirley Eppinger (48),
Fletcher consumed two cans of Diet 7-Up while in the barroom area;
Blyler consumed eight shots of Jack Daniels. The restaurant receipt
shows an additional soft drink for Ms. Fletcher, two draft beers
for Blyler. Blyler later denied to Chief Melvin that he had shared
any of his whiskey with Fletcher, but admitted that “she might have
sneaked a sip or two” when he wasn’t looking.

Two other customers (Laitshaw and Pizzuti, on
separate Individuals Questioned Contact list) stated that Fletcher
and Blyler argued prior to leaving the establishment for the
evening. The argument started in the pool table area, but was
continued outside after first Fletcher, then Blyler exited the
building. The argument apparently concerned Fletcher conversing
with her former boyfriend, Alex Gessler (21). Gessler and Fletcher
ended their relationship shortly after his graduation from West
Middlesex High School; Fletcher and Blyler started dating that same
summer. However, according to Melissa (Missy) Cochran (19), who
identified herself to Chief Melvin as Fletcher’s best friend,
Fletcher continued to “hook up with” Gessler on the sly whenever he
was home from Denison College, which was approximately once a month
and over school holidays.

At the time of her death, Ms. Fletcher was a
part-time student at Mercer County Community College, and worked
approximately 25 hours per week at the local 7-Eleven convenience
store.

Cochran also stated that Blyler was “jealous as hell”
and “would have dropped Alex on the spot” had he known about the
continuing relationship between Gessler and Fletcher. Blyler is a
former Amish, having left the community after rumspringa; he has
lived on his own for the past three years. He is employed as a
carpenter with Bryce Construction.

Eppinger stated, and was corroborated by Laitshaw and
Pizzuti, that after the argument outside the establishment, which
lasted for approximately 10 minutes, Blyler returned to pay the bar
tab. He and Fletcher then drove away in his pickup truck. The time
was approximately 12:40 a.m. Eppinger stated that Blyler did not
appear drunk but “he did look mad enough at somebody to do some
damage.”

At approximately 1:11 a.m., Blyler’s truck was seen
pulling into the driveway at 201 Ten-Right Road by Richard Mark
Hickman (63), resident of 100 Ten-Right Road, the only neighbor of
Meghan Fletcher and her mother Junie (36). The houses face each
other across opposite sides of the road. Ten-Right Road is a gravel
lane approximately 100 yards off old Route 68 in French Creek
Township; it dead-ends at a small gravel parking lot at the
entrance to State Game Lands #42.

Hickman is a retired science teacher at French Creek
Area High School, from which Fletcher and Cochran graduated. He
stated to Chief Melvin that he was in his side yard watching the
Perseid meteor shower through a pair of astronomical binoculars
mounted on a tripod when Blyler dropped Fletcher off at her home,
and that she climbed out of his truck “in a hurry,” then ran up
onto the porch, appeared to fish a key out of a hanging basket
containing a spider plant, unlocked the front door, returned the
key to the basket, and entered the house. Blyler’s pickup truck
then “tore off with a godawful squeal of tires.” The time was
“precisely 1:11,” according to Hickman. Shortly after that, he
said, the lights went out in the Fletcher home. He continued to
watch for meteors for another half-hour or so, then went inside to
bed. He heard no other anomalous or suspicious sounds that night,
and slept until approximately 8:00 a.m. the following morning.

Junie Fletcher, mother of the victim, later stated to
Chief Melvin that she was in bed but awake when her daughter
arrived home. She did not rise out of bed or speak to her daughter
but took note of the time, which corroborates her neighbor’s
statement: 1:11 a.m.

Junie Fletcher stated that she rose from bed at 5:05
that morning, washed and dressed for the morning shift at the
Belmont Diner on route 19, a brisk 20-minute walk from her home. At
approximately 5:25 she scribbled a note for her daughter and left
it under the saltshaker on the kitchen counter: Meg—I’m running
late and its raining so I’m taken the truck. Besides your grounded.
One day for every minute late just like I said would happen. C u
around 2. Love you!!! According to Chief Melvin, the rain
started at approximately 4:00 a.m. that morning and “kept
drizzling” until approximately 6:30 a.m.

At approximately 11:20 that same morning, Missy
Cochran, after placing several unanswered calls and texts to Meghan
Fletcher, drove to the Fletcher residence. Aware of Junie’s work
schedule, Cochran was not surprised when her knocks on the front
door went unanswered. She then retrieved the door key from the
hanging basket, unlocked the door, returned the key to the basket,
and went inside.

When questioned by Chief Melvin as to why she went to
the Fletcher home that morning, Cochran stated that she was eager
“and a little worried” to find out how Fletcher’s date had gone,
and that Fletcher had not responded to Cochran’s texts and calls
earlier that morning. She suggested that Fletcher had been drinking
the previous night, an assumption based on “the way she sounded”
when she telephoned Cochran “a half-hour or so after midnight” and
asked if Cochran could come to Taco King and pick her up. “But I
could hear him (Blyler) telling her no, damn it, that he was taking
her home. And pretty soon she told me to forget about it and hung
up.”

As noted above, Cochran entered the Fletcher home at
approximately 11:20 a.m. Saturday morning. When Meghan did not
respond to her friend’s calls, Cochran proceeded to Meghan’s
bedroom and opened the door. She found the deceased lying on her
stomach, wearing only a pair of black thong panties, her left leg
hanging off the bed between the bed and the wall. Her throat had
been slit from just below her left ear to the jawbone below her
right ear, which, along with the blood pattern as observed by Chief
Melvin and the evidence recovery team, suggests that the assailant
approached from Meghan’s left as she was sleeping on her back, and
that upon awakening she attempted to roll away to her right, which
caused the knife to sever the left carotid artery but to exit prior
to completing a full arc.

Cochran’s telephone call to 911 was logged in at
11:37 that morning. When asked by Chief Melvin why she allowed 17
minutes to pass before placing the call, Cochran responded, “I
think I passed out for a little bit.”

No weapon was found on the premises. No sign of
forced entry. Junie Fletcher reported that nothing appeared to be
missing or out of place in her daughter’s bedroom.

Awaiting forensics reports on Blyler’s truck and the
Fletcher home. Follow-up interviews to proceed immediately. August
13, 5:54 p.m.

 


Notes:


	
That key in the hanging basket is concerning. How
many people knew it was there?



	
Start the interviews with Missy, who might be the
person who best knew the victim and her other associates. Why did
Missy wait so long to call 9-1-1?



	
Record all interviews. And make sure ambient noise,
especially wind, is minimal or else the recording will be
worthless.



	
Add Meghan’s boss and coworkers at 7-Eleven to list
of potential interview subjects.






 


Interview with Melissa Cochran

 


DeMarco: This interview with Melissa Cochran,
also known as Missy, is taking place on August 13th, 7:03 p.m., in
the dining room of the Cochran home at 316 East Venango Street.
Missy’s mother, Mrs. Cochran—

Patti Cochran: Please. I’m Patti.

DeMarco: Missy’s mother, Patti Cochran, is
also present, though she will not be taking part in this interview.
If an interview with Mrs. Cochran is needed, it will be conducted
separately.

Patti: There’s nothing I can tell you about
what happened except what Missy told me. What I can say is that she
was home here all night long. She never once left the house.

DeMarco: Thank you. We’ll, uh—

Patti: I will swear on a stack of bibles that
she never left the house.

DeMarco: That won’t be necessary. If we could
keep it to just your daughter and me from here on in?

Patti: Absolutely. Can I get you some coffee
or anything?

DeMarco: I’m good. Thank you.

Patti: Okay then. Do you mind if I get
some?

DeMarco: That’s fine. But if you could
just…not talk during the interview?

Patti: Not another word. I just wanted to make
that one thing clear. She was home. All night.

DeMarco: Thank you. (short pause) How
are you, Missy?

Missy Cochran: I’m all right, I guess.
Considering that my best friend has been butchered.

(long pause)

DeMarco: Let’s start with the phone call you
received from Meghan Friday night. When she called you from the
Taco King.

Missy: Okay. What do you want to know?

DeMarco: What was the purpose of the call?

Missy: She asked me to come pick her up. She
said Tad was being an asshole again.

DeMarco: In what way?

Missy: Same as always. He gets loud and crude.
I guess he told her she needed a good punch in the face. I wouldn’t
have wanted him to take me home after that either.

DeMarco: Yet she ended up going home with him
after all.

Missy: Unfortunately.

DeMarco: Did she explain to you why he was
upset with her that night?

Missy: All she said was that Alex was there,
which I knew he was going to be, except that he was being a pussy
and wouldn’t stand up for her. Two losers, she called them. But
then I could hear Tad telling her to hang up and go get in the
truck.

DeMarco: Did you hear anything else?

Missy: It kind of sounded like maybe he
grabbed the phone out of her hand.

DeMarco: You heard the sounds of a
struggle?

Missy: Yeah but it didn’t last long. I called
her back right away but it went to voicemail. And then a couple
minutes later she sent me a text saying she was fine.

Patti Cochran: Show him the text, why don’t
you.

Missy: You want to see it?

DeMarco: I was going to ask.

Missy: Sure, no problem.

(pause)

DeMarco: Thank you. Would you mind reading it
out loud for the recording?

Missy: The text says, ‘I’m fine, don’t worry.
Headed home with loser #1. Ttyl.’

DeMarco: Loser #1 being…?

Missy: Tad, I assumed. She’d never called Alex
a loser before. Not to me anyway.

(pause)

DeMarco: So the next morning, you called and
texted her several times?

Missy: Well yeah, I wanted to find out what
all had happened that night. But she wouldn’t pick up. Eventually I
started getting worried about her and went over to her place.

DeMarco: According to Chief Melvin, you let
yourself into the house?

Missy: Yep. With the key in the hanging
basket.

DeMarco: You had used that key before?

Missy: Lots of times. I mean, sometimes I
would get there a few minutes before Meggie got home from class or
work, and I’d just let myself in. Her and Junie knew about it, of
course. They didn’t care.

(pause)

DeMarco: I would like to talk now about your
initial discovery of the body. Are you okay with that?

Missy: I don’t like it, but I can do it, I
guess. If it helps you catch the guy.

DeMarco: You let yourself into the house, then
opened the bedroom door and—

Missy: I called out once or twice from the
living room first.

DeMarco: But when she didn’t respond, you went
to her bedroom.

Missy: Her door was closed, which was unusual.
It was almost never closed that I know of. Both her and Junie sleep
with their bedroom doors open. Always have.

DeMarco: So you opened the door and…

Missy: I saw her on the bed. And I saw the
blood everywhere.

DeMarco: Can you tell me more specifically
what you saw?

Missy: She was laying facedown on her bed,
wearing nothing but her panties. And there was blood all underneath
her and even up against the wall.

DeMarco: Did you see this from the threshold,
or were you inside the room at that time?

Missy: I might have taken a couple steps
inside. I’m not all that sure. Everything went sort of weird when I
saw her like that.

DeMarco: Weird in what way?

Missy: All dreamy like, I guess. Like a
nightmare.

DeMarco: But you did eventually approach the
bed.

Missy: It was like, that’s not even real. I
mean, the blood was darker than I thought it should have been. I
figured she was playing some kind of sick joke on me. But the smell
was… Do you know how blood smells? All thick and funny?

DeMarco: Like a handful of old copper
pennies.

Missy: Exactly!

DeMarco: And then what did you do?

Missy: Yeah…well…I guess I touched her. Felt
how cold and still she was. Like I said to the other guy, it’s all
pretty blurry.

DeMarco: You said that to Chief Melvin?

Missy: Yeah, the first guy. The sheriff or
whatever he is.

DeMarco: And when did you call 911?

Missy: It felt like right away. But apparently
there’s 17 minutes missing somewhere. All I can figure is I must
have passed out.

Patti Cochran: She hates the sight of blood.
Always has.

DeMarco: Did you try to roll her over, take a
closer look?

Missy: I just told you I passed out, didn’t
I?

Patti Cochran: Just answer the man’s
questions, Missy!

Missy: Sorry.

DeMarco: When you passed out, how, and where,
did you fall?

Missy: Now how would I know that if I was
passed out?

Patti: Missy!

Missy: Well how would I? This is gruesome! I
don’t even like talking about this. What do you think it was like
being there?

DeMarco: Where were you when you regained
consciousness?

Missy: On the floor beside the bed.

DeMarco: And then what did you do?

Missy: I got up onto my knees and looked at
her again.

DeMarco: Looked at her how?

Missy: Just looked at her. Like I still
couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

DeMarco: Did you touch her in any way?

Missy: No. I don’t think so. I really don’t
know, but I don’t think I did.

DeMarco: And then what?

Missy: You know how it gets when something
happens that you just totally don’t believe could happen? How it
gets all slow and heavy-like?

DeMarco: I do.

Missy: So, second by second? I don’t know what
I did. I do remember taking out my phone and dialing 911. And then
just kind of sitting down on the floor again until the sirens
started. I guess that’s when I got up and went out and stood on the
porch.

DeMarco: You don’t remember how you got the
blood on your hands and on your T-shirt?

Patti: She probably fell onto the bed when she
passed out.

DeMarco: Mrs. Cochran. Please.

Patti: But it makes sense, though, doesn’t it?
She saw the blood, got all woozy and fell on top of Meghan, felt
herself sliding off the bed and tried to grab hold of something to
stop herself, and that’s how she got the blood on her.

Missy: That sounds exactly like what happened.
Besides, there wasn’t that much of it on me. That Melvin guy told
me the blood was dried solid under Meggie, and that’s how he knew I
hadn’t done it. He said it looked to him like I got a little on my
hands and then wiped my hands on my shirt.

Patti: He made her take off the shirt so he
could have it. Gave her one of Meggie’s to put on. Which kind of
freaked her out, of course, having to put on her dead friend’s
T-shirt like that.

DeMarco: Mrs. Cochran, if you would just allow
me to conduct the interview without interruptions….

Patti: Well I know my daughter, and you
couldn’t pay her a million dollars to hurt anybody, let alone her
best friend!

DeMarco: Mrs. Cochran. I have agreed to let
you to sit here with us as a courtesy. But your daughter is over
18. I am not required to have a parent present. So I’m going to ask
you to move to the kitchen or to the living room so that we can get
through this interview without any more interruptions.

Patti: You’re going to chase me out of my own
dining room?

DeMarco: My other option is to escort Missy to
the barracks and question her there.

Missy: Just leave, Mom. I’m a big girl. I
don’t need you watching over me.

Patti: I can’t believe I’m being ordered
around in my own house.

Scraping sounds. A couple of banging noises from the
kitchen.

DeMarco: Let’s go back to you regaining
consciousness in the bedroom, Missy. Can you remember seeing
anything unusual or out of place?

Missy: Other than my best friend’s dead body,
you mean?

DeMarco: Yes, other than that.

Missy: Like what, for instance?

DeMarco: Anything out of the ordinary.

Missy: Give me a hint. What am I supposed to
have seen? (pause) Oh, I get it. The knife. No, I did not
see a knife.

DeMarco: You’re certain of that?

Missy: I know what a knife looks like. There
wasn’t one there. Period.

DeMarco: When did you become aware of the
blood on your hands and shirt?

Missy (after a long pause): When the
paramedic guy asked if I was cut somewhere.

DeMarco: And then what did you do?

Missy: I was shocked to see it, I guess. I
think I probably tried to clean my hands on my shirt. Or because my
hands felt sticky, I don’t really know.

DeMarco: Is there anything else at all that
you remember about your time in the bedroom? Anything else you did
while you were in there?

Missy: I have no idea what that would be. I
came to, I saw her, I called 911. I heard the sirens and went out
onto the porch. Didn’t somebody tell you that’s where I was when
they showed up?

Several seconds of silence.

Patti (from the kitchen): Are you
finished in there?

DeMarco: Missy, what can you tell me about Tad
Blyler?

Missy: He’s an asshole. What else do you want
to know?

DeMarco: Could you be a little more
specific?

Missy: He’s loud and vulgar mostly. Uses the
c-word all the time, which I despise.

DeMarco: And yet Meghan was dating him.

Missy: People hook up, you know? I mean, who
she really loved was Alex. Always did, ever since 10th grade. And a
part of her always hoped they would end up together.

DeMarco: Why weren’t they together?

Missy: Because he was going off to college and
she still had her senior year to do. And she knew she was never
going to be able to go to college, not to Denison anyway. Not with
her grades or her mother’s income. So where would that put them?
Him with a degree or two, her with nothing. It just seemed the
right thing to do to cut him loose.

DeMarco: So it was her idea?

Missy: She figured if she didn’t do it then,
he’d do it later.

DeMarco: Yet they kept seeing each other.

Missy: Like I said, she never stopped loving
him.

DeMarco: So how does Tad Blyler fit into all
this?

Missy: Meg knew that Alex was having his fun
at college. And she was okay with that. But she had needs too. I
don’t know why people think boys have a right to play around and
girls don’t.

DeMarco: So she was just playing around with
Tad? Did he know that?

Missy: Tad Blyler isn’t….

DeMarco: Isn’t what, Missy?

Missy: I mean he’s not bad to look at, I’ll
give him that. He’s big and strong, even handsome in a rough kind
of way. Plus, according to Meg he has all the right equipment and
knows how to use it.

Patti (from the kitchen): Missy! For
God’s sake!

Missy: Grow up, mother! But anyway, yeah,
truth to tell, Tad’s got a vacancy or two upstairs.

DeMarco: Meaning what?

Missy: He’s got a hair-trigger temper, for one
thing. And he’s moody as shit. He misses the Amish way, he hates
the Amish way, they’re all a bunch of hypocrites, we’re all
a bunch of heathens…. Day to day you never know what it is he
believes.

DeMarco: That doesn’t explain to me why Meghan
was involved with him. Just the opposite, in fact.

Missy (after a pause): I think her
father was a lot like Tad is. Moody, you know? Unpredictable.
Except that his problem wasn’t with the Amish, it was with booze
and fentanyl.

DeMarco: He was an addict?

Missy: You’d have to ask Junie about that. He
took off whenever Meg was little. Personally, I think there might
have been some other nasty stuff behind it all. The way he
disappeared, I mean.

DeMarco: Nasty how?

Missy: With him and Meghan.

DeMarco: Sexual abuse?

Missy: All I’m saying is, she thought it might
have happened. Thought she had a kind of memory of it. I mean, one
day he’s there, next day he’s gone. And anytime she’d ask her
mother about it, Junie would say, ‘He’s dead to us. Don’t ever
mention him again.’

DeMarco: So…if I’m understanding you
correctly, you’re saying that Meghan was attracted to Tad Blyler
because he reminded her of her father.

Missy: She knew Tad was an asshole, make no
mistake about that. She felt drawn to him, but at the same time she
wanted rid of him. Personally I think that’s why she took him to
Taco King Friday night.

DeMarco: I need for you to explain that to
me.

Missy: It’s why she took him to Taco King when
she knew Alex was going to be there.

DeMarco: She was engineering a
confrontation?

Missy: Seems that way to me.

DeMarco: Did you discuss that with her?

Missy: Not in so many words. We were best
friends and all, but still. It just wasn’t like her to spill her
guts to anybody. You always kinda had to read between the lines
with her.

DeMarco: Can you remember what was said
on the subject?

Missy: I said something like, ‘Aren’t you
afraid of what will happen when the two of them run into each
other?’ And she just laughed and said, ‘Whatever happens,
happens.’

DeMarco: In your opinion, what did she want to
happen?

Missy: Taco King isn’t the kind of place Tad
would normally take her. I mean it’s not the Hilton or anything,
but it’s still a couple of steps above the kind of place he usually
goes. I think she wanted him to feel out of place, surrounded by
people he didn’t know. And maybe, just maybe, she wanted somebody
to beat the shit out of him when he started bad-mouthing people the
way he always does. It would give her a reason to dump him
finally.

DeMarco: Somebody like Alex?

Silence for three seconds.

DeMarco: The tape recorder can’t hear nods,
Missy.

Missy: Yes, somebody like Alex. I think she
wanted to force him to stand up for her. To show whether he really
cared about her or not.

DeMarco: Interesting relationship.

Half a minute of silence.

Missy: Are we done then?

DeMarco: What kind of relationship did Meghan
and her mother have with their neighbor?

Missy: With Mr. Dick?

DeMarco: Mr. Hickman. I’m not familiar with a
Mr. Dick.

Missy: They’re the same guy. That’s what we
called him in high school. Behind his back, of course.

DeMarco: Because his first name is
Richard?

Missy: If you say so.

DeMarco: Is there another reason?

Missy: Why else would you call somebody Mr.
Dick?

DeMarco: Okay. So what I need from you, Missy,
is to explain things. It’s not my job to guess or speculate. It’s
my job, right now, to record everything you know that might be
relevant to the death of your best friend.

Missy: You think that Mr. Dick, I mean Mr.
Hickman, is relevant?

DeMarco: Based on what we know right now, he
might have been the last person to see Meghan alive.

Missy: Geez, I never thought about that.
(pause) We called him Mr. Dick because he was always, you
know, trying to get students into his little room. Girl
students.

DeMarco: What do you mean by ‘little
room’?”

Missy: It was this little room in the back of
the lab.

Patti (from the kitchen): It used to be
a darkroom! Back before digital cameras.

Missy: Yeah, and after that it was used mostly
for storage. Stuff for the lab.

DeMarco: And Mr. Hickman would take female
students in there alone?

Missy: Of course alone.

DeMarco: During class?

Missy: No, he wasn’t that obvious about it.
During study periods, after school, whenever he wasn’t teaching a
class.

DeMarco: And these were the rumors you
heard?

Missy: It was common knowledge more than
rumors.

DeMarco: He would take them in there for
sex?

Missy: For screwing? I never heard that he
screwed anybody in there. But I heard he got a lot of hand jobs.
Maybe even blowjobs, for all I know.

DeMarco: Female students went in there
willingly?

Missy: I can think of three that I know
personally who did. Including Meghan.

DeMarco: She told you this?

Missy: More than once.

DeMarco: What exactly did she tell you?

Missy: That she gave him a hand job.

DeMarco: Why would she do that?

Missy: Why did any of them do it? For money or
grades. With her it was grades.

Silence.

Missy: Look, she had this idea that if she
could get on the Principal’s list, she could get a scholarship
somewhere. Maybe even where Alex was going. But that idea only
lasted a couple of months. She was getting a D in Algebra and
nothing higher than a C+ in most everything else. Chemistry and Art
were the only A’s she got that semester. An A-, actually. You
couldn’t get an A in chemistry unless you blew him.

DeMarco: Apparently the administration had no
idea this was going on?

Patti (from kitchen): Everybody knew
it! He’d been doing it for years!

A long silence.

Missy: Now are we done?

DeMarco: For the time being, yes. For tonight
anyway, we’re done.

Missy: Oh, wait a minute. You know about his
retirement, right? Why he stopped teaching?

DeMarco: Tell me.

Missy: So, as the story goes, some ninth
grader’s mother got wind of what was going on. She told Hickman to
quit his job or she was calling the police on him. And after that,
he never came back to school.

DeMarco: Do you know who this mother is?

Missy: No idea.

DeMarco: How about you, Mrs. Cochran?

Patti (from the kitchen): Wish like
hell I did! I’d pin a medal on her.

Missy: I doubt if it stopped him, though. I
know for a fact it didn’t stop him from watching Meghan get
undressed. He lives right across from her, you know.

DeMarco: Do you have any more details than
that?

Missy: He’s got this telescopy thing he
watches her with. I mean watched, I guess. He takes it outside
almost every night, even in the winter.

DeMarco: This is according to Meghan?

Missy: I saw it happen! We’d spend nights at
each other’s place sometimes. A lot, in fact. You could see when
those black thingies, the things you look through, I can’t think of
what you call them.

DeMarco: Lenses?

Missy: Right. You could see a reflection in
the lenses sometimes when he turned them toward her house. She used
to tease him by undressing in front of him. I mean she’d keep the
sheer curtains closed, but with the light on in the room so he’d
still get an eyeful.

Patti (from the kitchen): You both did
it, and you know it!

Missy: I always kept my panties on, though.
She’d strip right down to nothing. Then we’d put the music on and
dance in front of the curtain.

Patti: You girls got as much of a thrill out
of it as he did!

Missy: That’s not true! It’s not. It was funny
is all. Thinking about him over there whacking off when all he
could see of us was the silhouettes.

DeMarco (after a pause): I believe I
have enough for tonight. Thank you for your cooperation.

Patti (from kitchen): Now don’t
you go home thinking about young girls. You can come out
here and have some coffee with me, if you want.

Missy: Mother, for God’s sake!

End of interview.

 


Notes:


	
I was still sufficiently troubled by Missy’s time
lapse between finding Meghan and calling 911 that I asked for a DNA
sample. Plus the lab will need to know who was in Meghan’s bedroom
and who wasn’t. Missy readily agreed to the sampling. At the
insistence of Patti Cochran, a sample was collected from her as
well.



	
Missy seemed a little too eager to paint Tad Blyler
as a jerk. Could she have been jealous of him? Or…could she have
been interested in him romantically, and jealous of Meghan?



	
It might be productive to interview the two other
female students whom Missy alleges to have had sexual contact with
Mr. Hickman, if Missy will impart that information. But I will
first try to corroborate the allegations from a more mature
source.






 


Interview with Regis Madura

 


DeMarco: This interview with Mr. Regis Madura,
principal of French Creek Area High School, is taking place in his
office in the high school building on August 14th at 9:14 a.m.
Thank you for meeting with me this morning, sir.

Madura: Call me Rege, please. I’m always happy
to accommodate law enforcement. I’m assuming this has something to
do with our former student, Ms. Fletcher? I pulled her records,
just in case you want to see them.

DeMarco: I’ll take a look before I go, thank
you.

Madura: I’m appalled by the possibility that
somebody from our community might be responsible for this
tragedy.

DeMarco: It affects everybody, I’m sure.

Madura: And especially in a place like this.
We’re a very rural school district, as you know. Mostly lower,
lower middle-class. People in the city, I imagine they become
inured of this kind of thing. But this is a shock for us. It’s
going to send ripples through our community for a long, long time.
(pause) So what can I tell you about her? I remember Meghan
as a very likable young woman. And a pretty good athlete.

DeMarco: Actually I wanted to ask you about
Mr. Hickman, your science teacher.

Madura: Oh God. No. You are not here to tell
me that he had something to do with this. Please say you’re
not.

DeMarco: Were you aware of the rumors that he
was…being intimate with students in exchange for grades and/or
money?

Long silence.

Madura: The thing about French Creek is,
people around here take care of each other. I mean if something
happens, something real, people are very quick to jump in and do
what they can to help out. But at the same time, when there’s no
actual proof of any wrongdoing, we do our best to give the benefit
of the doubt. Rural people are tough and self-reliant. Very private
folk. To them there are two Golden Rules: Treat other people the
way you want to be treated yourself. And two: Don’t stick your nose
where it doesn’t belong.
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