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“And remember, a smile a day keeps your enemies away,” Sandy said cheerfully.

“And cut,” the director said.

Sandy Meyers, host of Channel 22’s variety show “That’s News” had just finished another episode.  The show ran every weekday afternoon for an hour.  It was live on the East Coast but on the West Coast, where it was filmed in Crescent City, California, it aired three hours later.  Sandy was an attractive woman in her mid-thirties with straight blonde hair going down to just above her shoulders.  She dressed well and always seemed classy.  She had been doing the show for four years now and the ratings were very good, as Sandy’s pay raises would show.  TV audiences knew and liked her sunny personality, but what she was like in person was a different story.  As soon as the show ended, Sandy’s demeanor changed instantly from bright and chirpy to tired and grouchy.

“Well another one’s done, thank heavens,” she said, getting up.

She walked to the snack stand.

“Where the hell are the bagels?  Don’t I always eat a bagel after every show?” Sandy demanded in an agitated tone.

She asked someone walking by, “Were there bagels here?”

“No, I never saw any,” he replied.

“Damnit,” she growled, pouring herself a cup of coffee.  “What idiot is responsible for this?  I’ll find him and fire him.”

Her assistant came up to her.

“Sandy, do you have a few minutes?  Some people outside want to see you,” she asked, hurriedly.

“Oh, Jesus, I guess so.  It’s not like I’ve got anything better to do,” Sandy replied grouchily.

She went outside and her assistant, Kathy, stayed behind.  A Mexican family and a couple teenagers were outside waiting.  They all lit up as soon as they saw her.

“Look, it’s Sandy!” a little Mexican girl exclaimed.

“Hi,” Sandy said, faking a smile.

“Can we get a picture with you?” the Mexican girl’s mother begged.

“I don’t know.  I’m really not looking my best,” Sandy said.

“Nonsense, you look better than any of us,” the woman said and handed her camera to one of the teenagers.

Sandy couldn’t protest as the Mexican family crowded around her and smiled.  The teenager took the picture.

“I’m gonna get it framed,” the mother said happily.

“Can we have your autograph?” the teenager who took the picture asked as she handed the camera back to the lady.

“Yeah, her autograph!” the little Mexican girl exclaimed.

“I don’t have much time,” Sandy complained, showing no enthusiasm for the request.

“Please!” the little girl begged persistently.

Sandy didn’t want the girl to cry and throw a fit so she caved in and said, “Okay.”

“Here, make it out to Jackie and Mark,” the teenage girl said, handing Sandy a pen and paper from her purse.

Sandy did as instructed, holding the paper to the wall to get a good writing surface.

“Do you have an extra sheet of paper?” the Mexican mother asked the teenager.

“Sure,” the girl said and took out another piece of paper.

“To the Gonzales family,” the mother said and Sandy signed theirs next.

She handed the pen back and went back inside without saying another word to them.

“Bye!” some of them called and reluctantly went away.

“You take care of them?” Kathy asked.

“Yes.  You should keep the trash away from the studio though.  I don’t have time to be signing a million autographs,” Sandy grunted.

Her assistant was about to tell her not to call them trash but then thought Sandy might fire her for telling her what to do.

“I’ll be in my dressing room resting,” Sandy started to tell Kathy.

“You can’t.  You have a meeting in fifteen minutes.  Remember?” Kathy stated.

“Oh curses,” Sandy said.

She walked through the studio.  She picked up her half-empty cup of coffee and walked to the meeting room.  It was dark and no one was in there.  She turned on the lights and sat in one of the chairs.  A few minutes later, the producer and director arrived.  They had an hour long meeting, including a couple other staff members.

Sandy was glad when it was over.  She then went to her dressing room and rested.

She decided to leave.  Before going home, she stopped at a bar.  It was one she frequented often.  She liked it because it was out of the way and usually no one bothered her.  No one gave her a second glance as she walked in.  She walked up to the bar and sat at one of the stools.

“What’ll it be?” the bartended asked her.

“Rum and Coke,” she answered.

“Coming right up,” the bartender said.

As she was drinking, she sensed someone staring at her.  She turned around.  No one seemed to be looking at her.  A minute later, she again got the feeling someone was staring at her.  She looked around the bar.  If someone had been staring at her, they were now looking away.  The feeling had made her uneasy.

“Is something wrong?” the bartender asked, noticing her nervously surveying the room.

“No.  I guess I’m just paranoid tonight,” Sandy replied, not wanting to worry him over nothing.

“Aren’t we all?” the bartender said and went back to washing some glasses.  

Sandy finished quickly, left a meager tip, and went out to her car.  A homeless, black lady came up to her.  She looked dirty and had on old, ripped clothes and was carrying a large sack.

“Miss, can you spare a dollar?” she begged, desperately.

“Get lost,” Sandy snapped.

“Oh, have a heart.  I’m really thirsty.  Please,” the lady persisted.

“Look.  I don’t work my ass off to give handouts to some dirty street trash like you.  Good bye!” Sandy yelled and opened her car door.

“Oh yeah!  Who do you think you are?  Fuck you!” the lady yelled, clearly offended.

“If you could afford a TV, you stupid wretch, you’d know who I am,” Sandy yelled nastily as she got in.  

She drove away quickly.  The lady gave her the finger as she was pulling out.  Sandy paid no attention to that gesture.  During the ride home, she began to think the car behind her was following her.  It had made all the turns she did.

“What’s wrong with me tonight?” Sandy said aloud, wanting to believe it was just her imagination.  

Sandy passed a convenience store and at the last minute decided to pull in.  If the guy was following her, she wanted to throw him off her trail.  Though he might confront her in the parking lot, she thought after she made the turn.  The person behind her had to brake hard, but he didn’t follow her into the store parking lot.  She just shrugged off her suspicions.  Sandy parked and got out of the car.  The parking lot was very brightly lit but there was only one other car parked in the lot.  The lights still made Sandy feel safe.  A bell over the door rang as she entered.  She looked around, deciding what to buy.  She settled on some gum and a cup of coffee.  She usually didn’t get coffee from places like this but wanted to have a purpose for coming in.  She then walked to the register.  A lady with a beehive hairdo and rimmed glasses was there having her items rung up.  She barely looked at Sandy, took her bag, and left.

“Good evening, did you find everything you’re looking for?” the clerk asked.

“Can I have some cigarettes?” Sandy said, feeling in the mood to smoke.

She used to smoke and had quit a few years ago.  Just in the past few months, she started again, but she kept it secret from the people who thought she stopped.  The car behind her had made her nervous and smoking relaxed her.

“Sure,” the clerk said and picked a pack of cigarettes from their place behind the counter.

Sandy quickly opened her wallet and got her money ready.  She had let some coins fall out in her haste.

“Sorry, I’m really nervous,” Sandy said apologetically.

“Why?” the clerk asked, looking sympathetic.

“Just a false alarm.  I thought I was being followed,” Sandy told him, while collecting the coins.

“You’re okay, though?” the clerk asked.

“Yeah,” Sandy replied.

The clerk shrugged and didn’t pursue the issue.

“That’s eight-twenty three,” he said, ringing up her order.

“Do you take fifties?  My only other bills are a five and a one,” Sandy asked after inspecting her bills.

“Yeah, that’s okay,” the clerk said and took the bill from Sandy.

Sandy laid her wallet open on the counter while waiting for her change.

The clerk must have noticed the name on her driver’s license because he asked, “Hey, you’re Sandy from TV, aren’t you?”

“Yes, do you watch the show?” Sandy asked, faking a smile.

“Sometimes.  It’s pretty good.  Hey my girlfriend really likes you.  Would you mind signing your autograph?” the clerk asked.

“I’m sorry but I really don’t have the time.  I’m in a rush,” Sandy lied, sounding a little annoyed.

The clerk looked disappointed.  Sandy didn’t care at all if he was.

“Oh, sorry.  Well have a nice night,” he said and shoved the change at her.

Sandy grabbed it, put her wallet away, and walked out of the store with her things.  She walked quickly to her car and sped away.  Shortly after starting to drive again, she noticed a car that looked very similar to the one she tried to get away from pull up behind her.  She thought it might even be the same car, but she wasn’t sure.  She hadn’t checked the license plate.  She tried to see who was behind the wheel but they were in shadow.  She could only tell they were wearing a baseball hat.  Anyhow, she got really nervous and drove home ten miles above the speed limit.  No cops passed her.

She wondered if the person behind her was in the bar earlier staring at her.  But then she thought that was farfetched.  The car also turned onto the street she lived on.  Either she was being followed or it was some coincidence.  Sandy thought about driving past her house and going somewhere else, but didn’t.  She had to be brave.  When she pulled into her driveway, the car kept driving.  She sighed with relief.  Still, she ran to her front door and got in as fast as she could.  She locked and bolted the door behind her.

The next day, Sandy didn’t show up for work.  The producer was going nuts.  “Where is she?  We’re scheduled to air in less than an hour,” he wondered aloud in an irritated tone.

“Have you seen Sandy?” he asked Kathy, who was walking by.

“No, I haven’t,” Kathy replied.  

“This isn’t like her.  She’s usually very professional,” he said, looking around in case he spotted her.

“Maybe she’s stuck in traffic,” Kathy offered consolingly.  She hoped that was all it was.

“Must be some traffic,” the producer stated, not believing that was the answer.

“There’s been times when cars have barely moved due to a bad accident or whatever.  Maybe this is one of them,” Kathy offered.

“I hope so,” the producer said and walked away.

Sandy still hadn’t shown up fifteen minutes before air time.  Some people had tried her house but no one had answered.

“Do you know Sandy’s number off hand?” the producer asked, running into Kathy again.  

“Roy and Jane called her.  They didn’t get an answer,” Kathy replied.

“Great, we’re going to have to cancel,” the producer said, seeming disappointed.  He ran to tell people to play an old show.

Sandy didn’t show up all day.  Kathy was worried.  She figured she’d stop by her house on her way home to see what happened.  This had never happened in over four years of the show running.  During the drive, Kathy got a sinking feeling something bad had happened.  But she pushed it out of her mind and told herself there must be some logical explanation that wasn’t tragic.  When she got there, Sandy’s car was in the driveway and the lights in her house were all out.  Kathy got out and knocked on the front door.  No one answered.

“Where could she be?” Kathy asked herself.

She tried ringing the doorbell.  She waited a few moments and still no one answered.  Kathy tried to listen very carefully, hoping to hear a TV, radio, or some sign someone was inside.  She couldn’t hear anything so she tried the doorbell again.  After a couple more tries, Kathy gave up.  She wished she had a key or knew if Sandy hid a spare anywhere.  But she didn’t so there was nothing else she could do at the moment.  She left concerned.

A comforting thought that Sandy had been picked up by a friend or someone and gone somewhere entered her mind.  She hoped that was it.

Kathy showed up for work the next to day hoping to see Sandy.  But she was disappointed.  There was still no sign of her and no answer at her house.  Kathy didn’t think Sandy would quit without giving notice.  And she didn’t want to believe anything bad like a kidnapping.

That night, Kathy got some disturbing news.  She had turned on her TV to the news and sat down to watch it.  The anchorwoman was talking about a recent murder.  Kathy shrieked when she heard the name Sandy Meyers being mentioned as the victim.

She called someone who worked on the show.

“Did you hear the news about Sandy?” she asked.

He had heard.

After the news sank in a while, tears started to come to Kathy’s eyes.  Crying was rare for her, but the news had upset her.  Even though Sandy was bossy and fickle, Kathy didn’t think she deserved anything like that.  Kathy still thought she had a pretty good job.  She wondered if the show would be cancelled and she would have to start looking for another.  Unless they kept the show going, but with someone else as a host.

Kathy wiped the tears away from her eyes.  Now she felt guilty for criticizing Sandy behind her back.  She had complained to her friends often how impossible to deal with Sandy was.  But how was she to know Sandy was going to be stabbed to death?

The next day, everyone at work was solemn.  Many people thought she was a bitch, but they still felt bad.  The producer was scrambling to figure out what to do.  But he assured everyone they still had jobs for the time being.  Kathy wanted to hire a detective to figure out who did it.  The news hadn’t listed any suspects.  The director said that would be a good idea.  Kathy looked in the phone book under private investigators.  There were the regular phone listings and separate ads.  One ad caught her eye.  It was a quarter page with a picture of a hat and handcuffs.  The name said Rex Mathers.  The ad looked good to her and she didn’t know the difference between the area detectives anyway.  Other detectives had quarter page ads but she had a good feeling about Rex.  She liked the name as well.  There were two numbers listed in the ad. She dialed the first number she saw.

Rex Mathers, P.I., answered the phone.  

“Hi, is a detective available to work on a case?” Kathy asked.

“Yes, I’m not working on anything at the moment,” Rex replied.

“Great.  This is Kathy Merrick from Ernest Productions.  We’re looking into the murder of our TV star, Sandy Meyers.” Kathy said.

“Oh, I heard about that.  I watched her show once in a while, too,” Rex said.  “Well, I’d be happy to look into it.  Are you the best person to interview about a suspect list?”

“Yeah, I could help.  I’ve been her assistant for years and know everyone on the set,” Kathy said.

“Great.  Then can you come by later today?” Rex asked.

“Sure,” Kathy said.

“Do you need directions?” Rex asked, eager to help.

“I’m looking at your phone book ad.  It says 132 Spruce Street,” Kathy said.

“Yep.  Do you know how to get there?” Rex asked.

“I know Spruce Street, but not the section with such low numbers.  Though I should be able to find it,” Kathy said.

“It’s a two-story building.  I’m on the second floor.  My name’s on the door,” Rex told her.

“Thanks.  As long as I can get off work, I’ll be over right away,” Kathy said.

“I’ll be waiting,” Rex said.

Kathy hung up and went to find the producer or director.  She found the producer and asked if she could go see Rex right then.

“Of course.  Sandy’s not here.  There’s no show to work on right now,” he said.

Kathy thanked him and hurried out of the building.

Kathy drove over to his office.  It was dingy and in a bad part of town.  The scenery had gotten progressively dumpier since she turned onto Spruce Street ten minutes before.  Kathy almost passed the building.  She saw a big 132 in black letters on the building to her left out of the corner of her eye.  Not seeing a parking lot, she parallel parked on the street.  Traffic in this section was light and she was able to cross the street immediately.  As she entered the building, she expected to see other offices.  It looked like they were all empty, though.  On the second floor too.  ‘He must be the only one left in the building’ she thought.  She knocked on the door which read Rex Mathers, P.I.

A man called, “Come on in.  It’s open.”

Kathy entered to find a young looking man sitting in a chair behind a large, clean desk.  He had about a week’s beard and looked laid back.

“Hi, I called you about looking into the murder of Sandy Meyers,” Kathy said politely.

“Yes.  You’re her assistant, Kathy Merrick?” Rex asked.

“Yes,” Kathy replied.

“I’m Rex Mathers.  Please, sit down,” Rex said, motioning to a chair in his office.

“Thank you,” Kathy replied taking a seat.  “So first of all, how much do you charge?”

“It’s two hundred and fifty dollars a day or a thousand a week if it takes that long.  I prefer to be paid by check.  If it takes a while, you can pay at the end of each week,” Rex said.

“The studio will be paying you.  And I hope the case won’t take too long,” Kathy said.

“I hope so, too.  So how long were you Sandy’s assistant?” Rex asked.

“Since a couple months after the show started.  She didn’t have an assistant originally, but requested one,” Kathy told him.

“And when did the show start?” Rex asked.

“Four years ago on April 12,” Kathy informed him.

“How did you hear of the job?” Rex inquired.

“I saw an ad in the paper,” Kathy said.

“Did a lot of people try out for the job?” Rex asked.

“I think so.  I used to be a nanny and have experience doing errands and things like that.  So that’s probably why I got hired,” Kathy said.

“So, can you think of anyone who wanted her dead?” Rex inquired.

“Well, she’s had lots of fights with people on the set.  I don’t know if any of them were bad enough to mean murder,” Kathy said.

“Well, let’s start with who she had fights with,” Rex said.

“Oh, the camera operator, the make-up girl, the intern,” she started to say.

“Did she have any friends or family in the area?” Rex asked.

“She never talked about her personal life.  Once I told her to bring some friends or family members to my house for dinner.  She didn’t.  And she insulted my cooking and barely touched it,” Kathy told him.

“Was that the only time she was at your house?” Rex questioned.

“No.  She was there a couple of times.  For little parties.  Once on New Year’s Eve,” Kathy said.

“So on the night she was killed, what happened at work during the day?” Rex asked.

“It was a regular show which finished filming at 3 p.m.  Some people were outside wanting autographs from Sandy so I asked her if she would mind,” Kathy replied.

“Do you know who the people were?” Rex asked.

“No.  There was a woman with her two kids and two teenagers.  A boy and a girl,” Kathy said.

“Did Sandy give them autographs?” Rex asked.

“I’m pretty sure.  I didn’t go out with her to watch,” Kathy said.

Kathy decided not to tell Rex she called the people trash.

“What happened after that?” Rex asked.

“Um, she wanted to lie down.  She has a couch in her dressing room.  But I reminded her she had a meeting,” Kathy told him.

“What kind of a meeting?” Rex asked.

“Oh, just about the show topics, I think.  I’m not allowed to sit in on them.  She went and it lasted about an hour.  Then she went to her dressing room, and two hours later, I saw her leave,” Kathy stated.

“Had she been resting?” Rex asked.

“I don’t know.  I didn’t get to ask,” Kathy replied.

“And that was the last time you saw her?” Rex asked.

“Yes,” Kathy said simply.

“When did you first know she was dead?” Rex asked.

“I heard it on the news last night.  I went over to her house two days ago because she didn’t show up for work.  I was worried.  No one answered the doorbell,” Kathy said.

“So you think she was already dead then?” Rex asked.

“I didn’t think that at the time, but she must have been,” Kathy said.

“So she was last at work this past Monday?” Rex said.

“Yep,” Kathy said.

“Do you know who found her?” Rex asked.

“It must have been the police.  Yes, I remember the news saying she was found by cops.  Everyone at work was worried when she missed a second day, so I guess someone asked the cops to check out her house,” Kathy said.

“It was unusual for Sandy to miss work?” Rex asked.

“Yes, everyone said she was professional,” Kathy replied.

“So do you know what’s going to happen to the job and your show?” Rex asked.

“The producer told everyone he wants to keep them employed.  As long as we show up for work, he’ll pay us for a while.  Even if there’s no show to work on.  I don’t know if he’s going to replace her or not.  He might,” Kathy said.

“Do you know who will replace her?” Rex asked.

“No, I guess the studio would have to hold auditions like they did originally,” Kathy said.

“And you’d be the assistant of the new host?” Rex asked.

“The producer said he’d keep me as long as I wanted to stay.  If he does decide to find a new host, that is,” Kathy said.

“Was the show very popular?” Rex asked.

“Yes, the ratings were very good,” Kathy said.

Rex asked her some more questions, until he felt he had enough background information.

“Okay, I think I can start investigating now,” Rex said.  “Thanks for your help.”

“Oh thank you.  I hope you find the killer,” Kathy said.  “Do you know where you’re going to start investigating?”

“Well I think it would be best to start at your studio.  Talking to the other people she worked with seems like the best place to start,” Rex said.

“Okay, we’re all there by ten.  There’s a gate, but you should have no problem getting in.  I’ll tell them you’re coming,” Kathy said.

“Thanks,” Rex said.  “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Kathy left the office and went back to her car.  Rex called the police and got some information from them.  The time of death was estimated to be around nine at night on Monday the 22nd of September and she was stabbed multiple times.  Kathy drove back to work to tell how the interview went.  She had a good feeling about asking a detective to solve the case.  She hoped he would be able to.
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The next morning, Rex drove to the studio.  The building the show was filmed in and a few others were enclosed by a gate, reading Ernest Productions.  It reminded Rex of a Hollywood lot, though they were over two hours from Hollywood.

The entrance was blocked off by a moving arm which was raised and lowered by a man in a booth who checked in everybody.  Rex hoped he wouldn’t have trouble getting through.  The guard seemed to know the people in front of him.  He waved and raised the arm immediately.

When Rex pulled up, the guard looked distrustful.

“Do you have a pass?” he asked sternly.

“I was hired by Kathy Merrick of ‘That’s News’.  I’m a detective here to question a few people about Sandy,” Rex stated.

The guard looked like he didn’t believe him.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Rex Mathers,” Rex told him.

“Hold on,” the guard said and picked up a phone inside the booth.  He had a conversation with someone but spoke too softly for Rex to hear.

Rex tapped his fingers against the steering wheel while waiting.  Through the rearview mirror, it looked like the person behind Rex was getting impatient.  He hoped he wouldn’t have to hold him up too long.

The guard finally put the phone down and said, “Okay,  you’re clear.  The studio’s in the back on the left.  Don’t   park in any reserved spots.”  

“Okay, thanks,” Rex said and drove past the arm which had just been raised.

The lot had five buildings.  Three on the left and two on the right.  Rex drove to the back and found an empty spot against a stone wall.  He got out and walked to what he thought was the entrance.  The door was locked however.  Rex knocked but no one answered.  So he walked to the path between the ‘That’s News’ building and the building in front of it.

He saw some stairs leading up about half a story with a door at the top.  He tried that door and found success.

He was in a small waiting room which had a blue carpet and blue cloth chairs.  Two doors led off to other parts of the building.  A secretary with a headset was behind a desk.  She looked up at him and said, “Yes, can I help you?”

Rex took out his badge and showed it to her.

“I’m Rex Mathers.  Kathy Merrick hired me to investigate Sandy’s death,” Rex said.

“Yes, she told me you were coming.  Please have a seat while I get her,” the girl said.

Rex took a seat.  No one else was in the waiting area but him and the secretary.  Rex heard the secretary calling for Kathy, waiting a minute, and then speaking to her.

“She’s on her way,” the secretary informed him when she stopped speaking to Kathy.

Rex nodded.  A couple minutes later, Kathy walked through one of the doors.

“Hi, Rex.  I’m glad you’re here,” she said.

Rex stood up.  Kathy had held out her hand and Rex shook it.

“You can follow me,” Kathy said and led Rex back through the door.  “I’ll show you around and introduce you to some of the people who worked with Sandy.”

They had been walking down a hall.  Kathy then led him through a door which opened onto a large soundstage.  Rex recognized one of the sets used on Sandy’s show.

“This is where we film,” Kathy said.

Kathy noticed the producer standing a little distance away.

“That’s our producer, Ray Tarry,” she said and pointed.  “I’m sure you’ll want to talk to him.  Let’s go over.”

Rex followed Kathy over to the producer.  He saw them coming and shifted his position.

“Hi, Ray.  This is Rex Mathers, the detective I found.  Rex this is Mr. Tarry,” Kathy said happily.

The producer held out his hand and Rex shook it.

“Hi.  Mr. Mathers.  Look I know you probably want to question me.  But can it wait awhile?  I’m about to meet with someone,” Mr. Tarry said.

“Sure.  I’ll have plenty to do in the meantime,” Rex answered.

“Good.  You can come by my office.  Give me at least an hour.  It’s room 225.  Kathy can show you if you can’t find it,” Ray Tarry said.

“I’ll do that,” Rex said.

Ray smiled and walked off.

“Don’t worry.  He makes me wait a lot too when I want to speak with him,” Kathy said when he was out of hearing distance.

“It’s alright,” Rex said.

“So that’s Cassandra, Sandy’s make-up girl,” Kathy said and pointed to a girl standing by some mirrors.  Under the mirrors was a shelf that was full of make-up, perfume, and brushes.  Two stools were nearby.

Kathy then pointed some other people like Alan Jenson, the director, and Roy, the intern.

“I’ll let you get to work, I guess,” Kathy said as she and Rex departed company for a while.

He interviewed the make-up girl, Cassandra, first.

“I didn’t like her but I wouldn’t have killed her,” Cassandra said.

“Did you fight often?” Rex asked.

“Yeah.  I can’t stand people like her.  On the air, she was so sweet and chirpy.  But as soon as the cameras stopped rolling she was a loud, grouchy bitch.” Cassandra explained.

“Do you know anyone who might want her dead?” Rex asked.

“My guess would be a fan who she yelled at.  Some people are shocked when they find out what she’s really like in person,” Cassandra stated.

“She yelled at fans?” Rex asked, making sure he heard right.

“Oh yeah.  If she’s in a bad mood, she doesn’t hide it from her fans.  She once told me what a pain they were asking for autographs and pictures,” Cassandra said.

“How long have you been doing Sandy’s make-up?” Rex inquired.

“Since about a month after she started doing the show,” Cassandra said.

“Do you know who did her make-up before you?” Rex asked.

“No, but you should check with the producer.  He’d remember,” Cassandra told him.

“Was she happy with the way you did her make-up?” Rex asked.

“Usually.  But a couple times, she said I made her look like a streetwalker and made me take some of it off,” Cassandra answered.

“Did anything unusual happen Monday before she left?” Rex asked.

“No, it was just like every other day.  At least from what I noticed,” Cassandra said.

“What were you doing Monday night?” Rex asked.

“Babysitting for my sister.  She has a four year old girl and a three year old boy,” Cassandra told him.

“OK, thanks for your help,” Rex said and left her.

He questioned the intern next.

“How long have you been working here?” Rex asked.

“For four months,” the intern replied.

“How did you get along with Sandy?” Rex asked.

“We ignored each other.  Or she ignored me.  And back when I first started she screamed at me,” the intern said.

“Why?” Rex questioned.

“Because I got decaf coffee instead of regular,” the intern said.

“She didn’t like decaf?” Rex asked.

“No.  She said she’d probably doze off if she didn’t have caffeine every morning,” the intern replied.

“Did she scream a lot?” Rex asked.

“Yes sir.  Almost everything would set her off.  I would never have guessed it from her on air personality,” the intern replied.

“You watched the show before you started working here?” Rex asked.

“Oh yeah.  I thought it would be a nice place to work with pleasant people.  If I had known what she was really like, I wouldn’t have taken the job.  But now it’s too late,” the intern said.

“Did anything unusual happen the last day she was at work?” Rex asked.

“No.  She was complaining about some stuff as always, but nothing strange,” the intern replied.

“What were you doing that Monday night?” Rex asked.

“I was studying,” the intern said.

“You’re going to school, too?” Rex asked.

“Part-time and here full time.  I have a class which meets Tuesday and Thursday evenings and another one on Saturday,” the intern told him.

“What do you hope to do with your education?” Rex asked.

“Probably be a reporter for the real news.  I’d like to go on location for pieces,” the intern said.

“On TV?” Rex asked.

“Why not, though I’d settle for the paper,” the intern told him.

“Do you know much about Sandy’s life outside work?” Rex asked.

“No.  There’s no way she would have associated with lowly me,” the intern answered.

“Well good luck with school.  I don’t need to ask any more,” Rex said and started walking away.

“Bye, sir,” the intern said and walked in the other direction.

Rex walked up to Joe, the camera-man, who was inspecting his camera.

“Hi, do you have a few minutes?” Rex asked as he approached.

“You’re the detective the studio hired, right?” Joe asked.

“Yes.  My name’s Rex Mathers,” Rex said.

“Joe Haley,” Joe said and held out his hand.

Rex shook it.

“So ask away,” Joe said.

“How long have you been working here?” Rex asked.

“I’ve been with the show since it started,” Joe replied.

“Was that your first job?” Rex asked, noticing Joe looked pretty young.

“Well second show I’ve worked on.  I’ve been with Ernest Productions since I graduated USC,” Joe said.

“You were in the cinema school?” Rex asked.

“Yeah, almost didn’t get in.  They’re pretty selective,” Joe replied.

“I know.  So what was your previous show?” Rex asked.

“It was a short-lived talk show.  It lasted less than a year.  ‘The Sara Broman Hour’, it was called,” Joe said.

“I’ve never seen it,” Rex said.

“You and millions of other people,” Joe remarked.

“So what was your impression of Sandy when you met her?” Rex asked.

“She seemed ambitious and confident.  But let me tell you, I think she got meaner after the show started.  She was very proud and had many demands,” Joe said.

“Like what?” Rex inquired.

“She told me not to make eye contact with her.  Or even look at her eyes.  Or else she’d be too conscious of the camera,” Joe said.

“Was she nervous at first being in front of a camera?” Rex asked.

“It didn’t seem like it.  She was a born professional.  In the beginning, I told her to just pretend it was a home movie to calm her down.  She said ‘Yeah right.  I’m performing for millions across the nation’,” Joe told Rex.

“Kathy told me she had some fights with you.  Could you tell me about some of them?” Rex asked.

“Well, when she saw the show, sometimes she got mad.  She hated the angle I shot her at or didn’t like the way I positioned her in the screen,” Joe said.

“Did you think you made a mistake or it was just her being difficult?” Rex asked.

“Her being difficult.  I know better than she did what looks most balanced, artistically,” Joe said.

“So did she say anything to you the day she was killed?  Something that might be a clue?” Rex asked.

“Well I know she was going to Mike’s Bar after work.  She went there a lot, I know,” Joe said.

“Mike’s Bar is the name of it?” Rex asked.

“Yeah.  It’s on Handy Street about twenty minutes from here,” Joe said.

“I might go there.  So anything else?” Rex asked.

“Well after every show she has a bagel.  There weren’t any that day and she got pissed.  She wanted to fire whoever didn’t put them out,” Joe said.

“Who does usually put them out?” Rex asked.

“Randy, our caterer.  He was out sick that day though.  I guess no one remembered to bring them,” Joe said.

“Did Sandy interact with Randy that much?” Rex asked.

“Not really.  I’m not even sure if she knew his name,” Joe said.

“So where did you go after work?” Rex asked.

“Out to the movies with my wife,” Joe replied.

“What movie?” Rex asked.

“None Too Late,” Joe told him.

“Sandy left alone?” Rex asked.

“She left the building alone.  I saw her go.  I couldn’t say if she met anyone outside,” Joe said.

“So do you think anyone here at work would have killed her?” Rex asked.

“I don’t think so.  They could just find a different job if she was that bad.  I don’t know much about her personal life, but I bet it was someone she wronged,” Joe said.

“Like an ex-boyfriend?” Rex asked.

“Yeah, or maybe even just a fan she was really rude to,” Joe said.

“Have you seen her being rude to fans?” Rex asked.

“A couple times, yeah,” Joe replied.

“So any plans if the show ends?” Rex asked.

“The company will probably find some other show to put me on.  Twice a year they come out with new shows,” Joe answered.

“Okay, well thanks for talking to me,” Rex said.

“No problem.  Good luck with your investigation,” Joe said and went back to looking at his camera.  Rex walked away.

Rex saw the director standing by himself.  He walked over.

“Mr. Jenson?” Rex asked.

“Please.  Call me Alan,” the director said amicably.

“Okay, Alan.  Do you have a few minutes to answer some questions?” Rex asked.

“Sure,” Alan replied.  “Do you want to go someplace quiet or just talk here?”

“Here’s fine, I guess,” Rex said.  “So have you been with the show since the beginning?”

“Yes,” Alan replied.

“How did you get along with Sandy?” Rex asked.

“So-so.  I don’t think she liked speaking with me that much,” Alan replied.

“Was she rude with you?” Rex asked.

“Well she didn’t flat out insult me.  But she always looked like she didn’t want to talk.  In the beginning, I tried to get the crew to socialize more.  We had a couple parties,” Alan said.

“How was Sandy during those?” Rex asked.

“A little quiet.  At one she rushed out early, saying she just got a call about something important.  I suspect she just made up the excuse though,” Alan replied.

“How was her work?” Rex asked.

“Very good.  She almost never missed a day.  That’s why we were so surprised when she didn’t show up the other day.  But she was like two different personalities.  You probably know how nice she was on air.  But the moment I said ‘Cut’ her whole demeanor changed.  She could have won an Academy Award,” Alan replied.

“Did you ask her to be so upbeat on camera?” Rex asked.

“Yeah, kind of.  We wanted a personality that could attract viewers.  We told her when we hired her we wanted someone who could smile a lot and seem really cheery,” Alan said.

“Was she ever cheery off the air?” Rex asked.

“Not in front of me.  I don’t know about her free time off of work.  But I’ve heard around that she wasn’t very nice around town,” Alan replied.

“Did it bother you that she acted so differently?” Rex asked.

“Maybe a little.  But she didn’t travel much.  Most of America still thought of her as Sunny Sandy from TV,” Alan said.

“Was Sunny Sandy a nickname?” Rex asked.

“I’ve seen the expression printed,” Alan said.

“So did anything strange happen the last day she was at work?” Rex asked.

“No, we had our usual meeting.  The producer and a couple other members of the staff,” Alan said.

“What was the meeting about?” Rex asked.

“About show ideas for next week and this week’s plans.  Sometimes Sandy went on location to do a story and we had one scheduled for yesterday,” Alan said.

“Were the on-location pieces live?” Rex asked.

“No, they never took up the whole time.  We filmed them either in the morning or night.  Sometimes on weekends.  Then we played them during the show,” Alan said.

“Did Sandy put on her nice act when she was on location?” Rex asked.

“Of course.  Some people commented to me that they didn’t know how she could turn it on and off so easily,” Alan explained.

“So where were you Monday night?” Rex asked.

“I was watching my nephew’s baseball game.  He plays for his junior high team,” Alan said.

“Do you have kids?” Rex asked.

“My wife is expecting.  It’ll be our first,” Alan said.

“Congratulations.  Do you know if it’s a boy or a girl?” Rex asked.

“A girl,” Alan said.

“Was your wife with you at the game?” Rex asked.

“No, she was at home.  She likes to take it easy being the baby is due in two months,” Alan told him.

“So I was talking to somebody who said Sandy went to a bar after work,” Rex started.

“Oh yeah.  I remember she was telling me that.  Mike’s Bar.  She always went there,” Alan said.

“Did anyone go with her?” Rex asked.

“Not this past Monday.  She preferred keeping work separate from her personal life,” Alan said.

“Do you know if she drank a lot?” Rex asked.

“Well, she never let if affect her work if she did,” Alan said.

“Do you think anyone here at work would have killed her?” Rex asked.

“If they did, I can’t imagine they would still be coming in like they were totally innocent.  I would have said I was going on vacation,” Alan said.

“I heard she fought with some people on the set, though,” Rex said.

“She did.  She thought she was the most talented and most important person here.  Everyone else was just a drone.  Especially people like Cassandra who did her make-up,” Alan said.

“She even thought she was better than people like you and the producer?” Rex asked.

“Yes, I think so.  She said the show would be nothing without her,” Alan replied.

Rex bumped into Kathy while walking.

“Kathy, I’m glad I found you.  I wanted to ask where to find your caterer, Randy,” Rex said.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you about him.  Do you think it’s important?” Kathy asked.

“Well Joe, the camera-man, said Randy wasn’t here the day of her murder.  But I want to see what he knows about Sandy,” Rex said.

“I don’t think they knew each other that well, but if you follow me, I’ll walk you to the kitchen.  He doesn’t hang around the set that much.  Basically only to put the food out,” Kathy said while leading Rex into the back of the building.

Rex was led into a large, clean restaurant-style kitchen.  It was empty.

“Randy, are you here?” Kathy called.

Someone came out of a door in the back.  He looked tired.

“Yeah, what do you want?” he demanded.

“Randy, this is Rex Mathers.  He’s a detective I hired to look into Sandy’s death.  Can he have a few minutes with you?” Kathy asked politely.

“Sure, I haven’t got anything better to do,” Randy snapped sarcastically.

Kathy shrugged and excused herself.

“Hi.  I was told you weren’t here the day Sandy was killed,” Rex started.

“So what?  I was home sick.  Is that a fucking crime?” Randy growled.

Rex was taken aback slightly by Randy’s attitude.  But he continued, “No.  I just want to ask a few things.”

“Then ask.  I’m not getting any younger standing here,” Randy said rudely.

“How long have you worked here?” Rex asked.

“I’ve been with the show since it started,” Randy answered.

“Do you do all the cooking yourself?” Rex asked.

“Some of it.  Some of the food comes pre-cooked and I just heat it,” Randy said gruffly.

“Do you spend most of your day here in the kitchen?” Rex asked.

“Of course.  I don’t want to watch that stupid show being taped,” Randy said.

“You don’t like your job?” Rex asked.

“I like cooking.  Not serving people or being bothered by them,” Randy replied.

“Did people on the set bother you?” Rex asked.

“They left me alone and I left them alone,” Randy said.

“Did you choose the menu or did people tell you what they wanted?” Rex asked.

“Didn’t I just tell you they left me alone?” Randy growled.

“So you chose what food to put out?” Rex asked, making sure he got the facts straight.

“Bravo!  What intuition!” Randy said.

Rex sighed.  He was getting a little tired of Randy’s hostile attitude.

“So Joe Haley told me you put out bagels for Sandy and the others every day.  And she always had them.  Is that true?” Rex asked.

“Yes,” Randy stated simply.

“Did you talk to Sandy?” Rex asked.

“No, I don’t mess with bitches like her,” Randy snapped.

“Was she bitchy to you?” Rex asked.

“Well let me put it this way.  She was introduced to me when the show started.  More than once later on she referred me to as ‘Hey you!’ when she wanted to speak with me,” Randy said.

“So she didn’t remember your name,” Rex said.

“No,” Randy replied.

“Did she ever complain about the food?” Rex asked.

“A couple times.  I just ignored her guff,” Randy said.

“Do you know of anyone who might want her dead?” Rex questioned.

“Probably anyone who’s ever met her,” Randy said and rolled his eyes.

“Seriously.  Can you name any specific people who might hate her more than others?” Rex asked.

“I don’t know.  Will you leave me the fuck alone already?  I’m just glad she’s not around any more to torture me,” Randy said.

“Pardon?” Rex asked, surprised that Randy would say that to a detective.

“She was a bitch.  Look I’m no killer.  But the way she went around bitching and yelling at everyone, she invited something like that to happen to her,” Randy said.

“So you were out sick that day.  You stayed home?” Rex asked.
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