HIS LAST DAY

Laughter filled the room. It was a cold night on the last day of the year, and all of Philip’s
friends, including his brother Freddy, agreed to celebrate the special event at the younger
brother’s place, since it was the biggest of the five.

They were all gathered in Freddy’s living room, drinking and chatting nonstop. His living
room was very cozy and big, that’'s why they decided to use his house to celebrate the
new year. The wall of this house was light coloured. The sofa in the centre of the room was
big and could seat about five people. In front of the sofa there was a wooden table where
they would have placed the drinks.

Philip, Arthur, Liam, Harry and Freddy were five friends, since college.

Philip was the oldest of the five. He was known as the most mature one, which brought
him to acquire the title of the ‘leader’ and ‘mediator’ of the group. He was a tall man, with
messy blond waves. His eyes were monolids and a very light shade of blue. Unlike the
others, he wasn’t bothered by his facial hair, which is why he never picked up a razor. He
worked as an office worker, in an agency for cars.

Arthur was the ‘deadliest’ looking of the group, despite being bald. He had striking
emerald-green eyes, and thick brown eyebrows. His jaw was sharp, and his body was
muscular. He wore typical ‘bad boy’ clothes: ripped jeans, boots, black leather jackets, and
tank tops that revealed his toned muscles.

Liam was the shortest out of them. He had straight jet-black hair with bangs that sat
straight across on his forehead. His eyes were a very dark shade of brown and he wore
glasses. His physique was slim, and unlike the others, he didn’t have much muscle. He
wore comfortable, pastel-coloured clothes.

Harry was the youngest of them. He had ginger wavy hair styled in a middle part. He had
big round eyes and always wore a smile on his face. The ‘sunshine’ of the group, you
could say. He’s very passionate about fashion, which is why he’s also considered the
‘trendy’ one. Whenever they planned a hangout, no matter the place, he always had the
most stylish outfits. He never failed to make everyone’s jaws drop.

All five were sitting on the sofa, around the wooden table, talking about past experiences,
for example when they went swimming in the lake of Fujigoko, during a trip in Japan.

Or when they went to the cinema to see Indiana Jones 4. They remembered when Harry
got Coca Cola stained all over his shirt.

“Such good memories...” said Liam.

“You're right. Remember when Arthur almost got lost in a forest in Germany? The ‘black
forest, wasn'’t it?” Continued Philip, looking at Arthur with a teasing smile.

Just then, Arthur noticed Freddy with the corner of his eye. The latter, unlike the others,
had a worried look on his face.



“Fred, is everything alright? You don’t look so well...” Arthur murmured.
“Yeah.” Freddy replied, his voice cracking a bit.

Everyone exchanged suspicious looks. Then, Arthur grabbed his arm and dragged him to
the kitchen, a determined look on his face.

“Come on, let’s make dinner to cheer you up. You like cooking, right?”
After about an hour, Freddy’s voice erupted from the kitchen.
“‘Dinner’s ready!!!l”

Arthur, while waiting for the others to arrive, grabbed the drinks and set up the table.
Known as the ‘maid’ of the group, he did the job flawlessly.

“‘Champagne, beer, sodas...Okay, everything’s set.”

He turned to Freddy and tried to hold in a laugh. He looked quite...funny. He was wearing
the silly apron he always wore when cooking. Freddy shot him a glare and he immediately
backed down. Surely, he didn’t want to get on his bad side.

They all met up in the dining room, everyone’s mouth watering at the sight and aroma of
the food.

Freddy then waited for everyone’s silence and raised a glass to toast. “Let me raise a
toast, to the memories of the past, to the year that's passed and the friends that left along
the way, to the present, and the friends that are here today.” And they all drank.

But the atmosphere wasn’t one you’d expect at a dinner with friends. It was odd, tense.

Everyone stayed silent throughout the whole episode, until, Freddy spoke up to break the
ice.

“Did you guys hear about the guy who cut off the left side of his body?... He was all right.”

“...” Silence, followed by a few fake chuckles. Freddy got embarrassed and decided to
mind his own business.

Just then, Philip started to feel slightly...weird. Nauseous. But he didn’t think much of it.
However, the symptoms persisted. After 5 minutes, he stood up and went to the bathroom.

He locked himself in and stared at his reflection. His face was pale, his lips purplish, and
his eyes were red and puffy. Suddenly, he bent down to the sink and started to throw up.

His absence didn’t go unnoticed by his friends. Liam offered to go check up on him.
“‘Hey Phil, are you okay in there?”

“So so. | just threw up. It's probably because of all that alcohol.”

“Got it. If you need anything, we're here.”

“‘Okay. Yeah, yeah.”

Liam then returned to the dining room, where the others were waiting for him, searching
for answers regarding Philip’s condition.



“He’s nauseous. Should we call an ambulance?” He asked with uncertainty.

“There’s no need...Let’s wait for a bit more to make sure it's needed. He's always like this
after drinking alcohol anyway.” Replied Harry.

10 minutes passed, and Philip was still in the bathroom. Hence, the friends decided it was
necessary to call an ambulance.

“Hello? I'd like to report my brother. He keeps throwing up. He looks horrible.” Freddy
spoke to the phone.

“‘Understood. Could you give me the address, sir?”
“Oxford street 28. Please arrive as soon as possible.”
“We’re on our way.”

Everyone waited anxiously for help to arrive, and after around 5 minutes, the sirens could
be heard around the neighbourhood. The vehicle stopped right in front of their house, and
then a few workers came out. They knocked on the front door, and Freddy rushed to open
it.

“Please come in. Philip’s in the bathroom right now, and...he’s not looking any better.
Follow me.”

The workers nodded and let Freddy lead them.

Freddy pushed the door open, and everyone was shocked at Philip’s current condition. He
looked on the verge of death and barely managed to move.

Freddy then spoke, “I'm guessing it's because of the excessive amount of alcohol...”
After a quick check up by the doctor, Philip got taken to the hospital.
On their way there, Philip weakly spoke to the worker near him.

“ Excuse me, | have something to confess. The words my brother Freddy said earlier, they
were all fake.”

“Sir, what do you mean?”

“It wasn'’t the alcohol that put me in this state, but...the rat poison in it. Yes, | think | got
poisoned. But I'm not sure by whom.”

‘Do you have any ideas on who it could be, sir? In general.”
Philip sighed, before speaking his own thoughts.

(BACK AT FREDDY’S HOUSE)

A sudden noise filled the room. Freddy’s phone was ringing.

“‘Hello? Good evening. This is the police. The ambulance that just passed by your place
reported sir Philip’s case. They found traces of... poison, in his blood. An he’s dead. Since
you’re the last people who have seen him, you're all asked to not leave the place, as we’re
coming to inspect each one of you.”

“Understood...” Freddy’s voice trailed off. Silence fell over the room for a few minutes.



“Freddy? Who was that?” Asked Harry in a worried tone.

“The police. They’re coming to investigate. The doctor’s found poison in Philip’s
blood...and we’re the main suspects.”

Before anyone else could speak another word, the bell rang. As they opened the door,
they found three stoic-looking policemen standing nonchalantly in front of them.

Presumably the leader spoke up.

“Good evening, I'm the police head, George Halton. As you may know, we’re here to
investigate.”

As soon as he finished his speech, the policemen forcefully made their way inside. Only
then Freddy noticed that behind them was a short old man, who he guessed was a priest.

They all settled in the living room, as the tension kept rising. All the suspects exchanged
worried and anxious looks.

Liam tried to alleviate the situation. “Excuse me...before we start, who is he? He doesn’t
seem to be wearing a police badge”, he asked, referring to the small catholic priest sitting
calmly on the armchair right at the corner.

“That’s Father Brown. He’s a catholic priest, and a very trusted man. He’'ll assist us in this
investigation.” replied George. “But that’s not the matter. Now, | need you all to answer my
questions truthfully.”

They all nodded, before the police head continued. “When did the victim start feeling
unwell?”

Arthur gulped, building up his courage before replying. “About..right after we started to eat”
“Interesting. Any ideas on what hour it was?”

“Not exactly, but around eight o’ clock. A few hours ago.”

“Yeah...what did you drink?” A policeman asked, while jotting down notes.

Arthur didn’t reply and instead looked at the others, as if expecting they’d respond.

Freddy, knowing the others wouldn’t dare, sighed and bravely replied, “Champagne, sir.”

‘I see. Did he have any problems with champagne before?”

The brother massaged his forehead in frustration. “No, this is his first time.”

Halton spent a few seconds staring at the ground, contemplating something. Then, he
continued, “I see. It should be pretty clear the poison was in something you all ate or
drank, and that it was one of you. Now,I'll be personally interrogating each one of you, and
try to unveil the truth.”

No one dared to object, as they all looked down nervously.

“Very well. I'd say we start with you, sir” he said addressing to Freddy. The rest may wait in
the kitchen.”



“You're the brother of the victim, right?”
“Yes. That'’s right. Philip and | have a very intense bond. I'd...never do this to him.”
“Did you recently get into any sort of quarrel?”

“Well, around a week ago. We had an argument.” He visibly began to sweat, as beads
appeared on his forehead.

‘And why?”

“Our dad, he has recently died. And he decided to give the heritage to Philip, being the
elder. | must admit | got jealous and might have started a fight with him. But I'm over it, |
swear...”

George nodded. “That’s all | needed to hear. You’re free to leave. Could you call one of
your friends first, though?”

Freddy hummed in acknowledgement and obeyed.
A few seconds later, Harry came in and sat across from the officer.
“Good evening. Could you please tell me your name and your relationship with Mr. Philip?”

Harry agreed. “Sure...my name’s Harry Stevenson, and me and Philip...we were old
classmates. We both attended the same physics class, soon we realized our interests met,
and we became friends since then. | see him as a brother now.”

“Is that so? You know, we did some research on you, and we found out you’re a fan of
gambling. With a whopping 400k in debt. Yes?”

Harry was taken aback. He just crossed his arms and looked away.

A few instants later, he seemed to recover. “That’s true. | made a mistake, but I've been
working hard to repay it all.”

‘Hmm? Sounds right. The clock is ticking though, isn’t it? You need the money fast...”
George gently tilted his head, as a smirk began to form on his face. Harry stayed silent.

“You may leave. Call over the next.”

The wait for the next suspect was quite long. The policeman started to tap his feet
impatiently on the floor. Before he could go check himself, Arthur stepped in.

“Took you quite a while, huh? What'd you keep me waiting for, sir..?”

“It's nothing serious. | apologize.” Arthur then sat down.

Halton observed him for a moment before nodding. “Do you have any family?”

“No. Not really. ’'m not even in a romantic relationship. Why is that relevant, though?-”
“‘Hush. Are you employed? If yes, what do you do?”

“'m an employee at an agency that produces paper.”

“Interesting. Is it going well?”

Arthur took a deep breath, steadying himself. “Truthfully speaking, no. My salary got cut.”



“I'm sorry to hear that. Did you know Mr. Philip had just received his father’s heritage?”

“‘Negative. | knew about the loss, but | thought the father must have split it between the
two.”

“Noted. Could you call the last one for me, please?”

Liam entered with visible tears already forming in his eyes.
“Mr Liam, you have a wife named Lorelai and two twins, right?”
“‘Uh- yes. How'd you know?-"

George let out a dry chuckle. “Research. Anyway, I'm the one asking questions. Do you
work?”

Liam nodded. “ I'm an electrician. Or at least | was...”

The policeman raised an eyebrow. “Yes? And does your wife work?”

The other man started to shake.

‘I suppose that’s a no...well, this sounds like bad news to your family, hm?”
After seeing Liam’s expression, he quickly cleared his throat.

“Ahem...l apologize. Did Philip know about this current situation of yours?”

‘I mentioned it to him, but | didn’t want to go deep into the details. Philip...he’s a very
caring man. | wouldn’t want him to spend the heritage on me. He deserves it...”

‘I understand. Did you all know Philip was the one to receive the riches?”
“Yeah...he told us when we had dinner together about a week ago.”

“...You may leave.”

About twenty minutes passed, and then they were all summoned in the living room by the
policemen. But instead of George, the small catholic priest spoke.

“Please, sit down.” It was the first time they heard his voice.

George then spoke. “Let’s just start with saying it wasn’t apparently difficult to figure out
the truth.”

The officer then waited a few seconds to let everyone adjust. “Four childhood friends, that
are about to figure out which one of them killed their own best friend. Quite dramatic, isn’t
it? Well, let’s cut to the chase. I'm not a very patient man. The killer question: Who killed sir
Philip? Initially, we had a clear suspect, but another set himself up and honestly made our
work much easier. | won’t be the one to reveal the guilty one, though. I'll give Father Brown
the honour of doing so, as he was the one to truly find the answer.”



The little priest nodded and spoke calmly. “I'm guessing there’s no need for introductions
since Mr. Halton did it for me. So, let’s get to the point.”

He paused for a second, before continuing. “Sir Arthur, how does it feel to have your whole
plan exposed? You mentioned earlier that you had no idea Philip has received all the
heritage, but Liam and the rest told the opposite. Why would you lie if you were innocent?
You wanted the heritage all for yourself, didn't you?”

Arthur froze, as he felt the others’ glares directed towards him. But Father Brown
continued. “Although, you couldn’t have had the opportunity, since if Philip died, the
heritage would’ve gone to Freddy...which is why you involved everyone in this. You knew
everyone needed it and that they wouldn’t have said no. So, you all agreed to team up
against poor Philip, your so-called ‘dear best friend’ just for the heritage? One of you
mentioned he was caring, so why not just ask for his help? If he was truly your ‘best
friend’, he would’ve helped with no doubt. But no, you just...betray him. This is...
heartbreaking.”

A police man spoke up. “But...why would they still call the ambulance, if they wanted him
dead?”

“That’s easy. They didn’t call immediately after Philip felt unwell, but made sure it was too
late to save him first. So they’d seem more innocent.”

George then stood up. “Handcuff them.” He ordered the other policemen.

It was exactly midnight, as the fireworks lit up in the sky, the time when the police cars
returned back to the station with the four guilty.



TITLE: HIS LAST DAY

Laughter filled the room. It was a cold night on the last day of the year, and all of Philip’s
friends, including his brother Freddy, agreed to celebrate the special event at the younger
brother’s place, since it was the biggest of the five.

They were all gathered in Freddy’s living room, drinking and chatting nonstop. His living
room was very cozy and big, that’'s why they decided to use his house to celebrate the
new year. The wall of this house was light colored. The sofa in the center of the room was
big and could seat about five people. In front of the sofa there was a wooden table where
they would have placed the drinks.

Philip, Arthur, Liam, Harry and Freddy were five friends, since college.

Philip was the oldest of the five. He was known as the most mature one, which brought
him to acquire the title of the ‘leader’ and ‘mediator’ of the group. He was a tall man, with
messy blond waves. His eyes were monolids and a very light shade of blue. Unlike the
others, he wasn’t bothered by his facial hair, which is why he never picked up a razor. He
worked as an office worker, in an agency for cars.

Arthur was the ‘deadliest’ looking of the group, despite being bald. He had striking emerald
green eyes, and thick brown eyebrows. His jaw was sharp, and his body was muscular. He
wore typical ‘bad boy’ clothes: ripped jeans, boots, black leather jackets, and tank tops that
revealed his toned muscles.

Liam was the shortest out of them. He had straight jet black hair with bangs that sat
straight across on his forehead. His eyes were a very dark shade of brown and he wore
glasses.

His physique was slim, and unlike the others, he didn’t have much muscle. He wore
comfortable, pastel colored clothes.

Harry was the youngest of them. He had ginger wavy hair styled in a middle part. He had
big round eyes and always wore a smile on his face. The ‘sunshine’ of the group, you
could say.

He’s very passionate about fashion, which is why he’s also considered the ‘trendy’ one.
Whenever they planned a hangout, no matter the place, he always had the most stylish
outfits. He never failed to make everyone’s jaws drop.

All five were sitting on the sofa, around the wooden table, talking about past experiences,
for example when they went swimming in the lake of Fujigoko, during a trip in Japan.

Or when they went to the cinema to see Indiana Jones 4. They remembered when Harry
got Coca Cola stained all over his shirt.

“Such good memories...” said Liam.

“You’re right. Remember when Arthur almost got lost in a forest in Germany? The ‘black
forest?, was it?” Continued Philip, looking at Arthur with a teasing smile.



Just then, Arthur noticed with the corner of his eye Freddy. The latter, unlike the others,
had a worried look on his face.

“Fred, is everything alright? You don’t look so well...” Arthur murmured.
“Yeah.” Freddy replied, his voice cracking a bit.

Everyone exchanged suspicious looks. Then, Arthur grabbed his arm and dragged him to
the kitchen, a determined look on his face.

“Come on, let's make dinner to cheer you up. You like cooking right?”
After about an hour, Freddy’s voice erupted from the kitchen.
“‘Dinner’s ready!!!”

Arthur, while waiting for the others to arrive, grabbed the drinks and set up the table.
Known as the ‘maid’ of the group, he did the job flawlessly.

“Champagne, beer, sodas...Okay, everything’s set.”

He turned to Freddy, and tried to hold in a laugh. He looked quite...funny. He was wearing
the silly apron he always wore when cooking. Freddy shot him a glare and he immediately
backed down. Surely, he didn’t want to get on his bad side.

They all met up in the dining room, everyone’s mouth watering at the sight and aroma of
the food.

Freddy then waited for everyone’s silence and raised a glass to toast. “Let me raise a
toast, to the memories of the past, to the year that's passed and the friends that left along
the way, to the present, and the friends that are here today.” And they all drank.

The atmosphere wasn’t one you’d expect at a dinner with friends. It was odd, tense.
Everyone stayed silent throughout the whole episode, until, Freddy spoke

up to break the ice.

“Did you guys hear about the guy who cut off the left side of his body?... He was all right.”

“...” Silence, followed by a few fake chuckles. Freddy got embarrassed and decided to
mind his own business.

Just then, Philip started to feel slightly...weird. Nauseous. But he didn’t think much of it.
However, the symptoms persisted. After 5 minutes, he stood up and went to the bathroom.

He locked himself in and stared at his reflection. His face was pale, his lips purple-ish, and
his eyes were red and puffy. Suddenly, he bent down to the sink and started to throw up.

His absence didn’t go unnoticed by his friends. Liam offered to go check up on him.
“‘Hey Phil, are you okay in there?”

“So so. | just threw up. It's probably because of all that alcohol.”

“Got it. If you need anything, we're here.”

“‘Okay. Yeah yeah.”



Liam then returned to the dining room, where the others were waiting for him, searching
for answers regarding Philip’s condition.

“He’s nauseous. Should we call an ambulance?” He asked with uncertainty.

“There’s no need...Let’s wait for a bit more to make sure it's needed. He’s always like this
after drinking alcohol anyway.” Replied Harry.

10 minutes passed, and Philip was still in the bathroom. Hence, the friends decided it was
necessary to call an ambulance.

“Hello? I'd like to report my brother. He keeps throwing up. He looks horrible.” Freddy
spoke to the phone.

“Understood. Could you give me the address, sir?”
“Oxford street 28. Please arrive as soon as possible.”
“We’re on our way.”

Everyone waited anxiously for help to arrive, and after around 5 minutes, the siren’s could
be heard around the neighborhood. The vehicle stopped right in front of their house, and
then a few workers came out. They knocked on the front door, and Freddy rushed to open
it.

“‘Please come in. Philip’s in the bathroom right now, and...he’s not looking any better.
Follow me.”

The workers nodded and let Freddy lead them.

Freddy pushed the door open, and everyone was shocked at Philip’s current condition. He
looked on the verge of death, and barely managed to move.

Freddy then spoke, “I'm guessing it's because of the excessive amount of alcohol...”
After a quick check up by the doctor, Philip got taken to the hospital.

On their way there, Philip weakly spoke to the worker near him.

“ Excuse me,

| have something to confess. The words my brother Freddy said earlier, they were all
fake.”

“Sir, what do you mean?”

“It wasn’t the alcohol that put me in this state, but...the rat poison in it. Yes, | think | got
poisoned. But I'm not sure by whom.”

‘Do you have any ideas on who it could be, sir? In general.”
Philip sighed, before speaking his own thoughts.

-BACK AT FREDDY’S HOUSE -

A sudden noise filled the room. Freddy’s phone was ringing.

“‘Who's this?”



“‘Hello? Good evening. This is the police. The ambulance that just passed by your place
reported sir Philip’s case. They found traces of... poison, in his blood. Since you’re the last
people who have seen him, you're all asked to not leave the place, as we’re coming to
inspect each one of you.”

“Understood...” Freddy’s voice trailed off. Silence fell over the room for a few minutes.
“Freddy? Who was that?” Asked Harry in a worried tone.

“The police. They’re coming to investigate. The doctor’s found poison in Philip’s
blood...and we’re the main suspects.”

Before anyone else could speak another word, the bell rang. As they opened the door,
they found 5 stoic-looking policemen standing nonchalantly in front of them.

Presumably the leader spoke up.

“Good evening, I’'m the police head, George Halton. As you may know, we’re here to
investigate.”

As soon as he finished his speech, the policemen forcefully made their way inside. Only
then Freddy noticed that behind them was a short old man, who he guessed was a priest.

They all settled in the living room, as the tension kept rising. All the suspects exchanged
worried and anxious looks.

Liam tried to alleviate the situation. “Excuse me...before we start, who is he? He doesn’t
seem to be wearing a police badge.”, he asked, referring to the small catholic priest sitting
calmly on the armchair right at the corner.

“That’s Father Brown. He’s a catholic priest, and a very trusted man. He'll assist us in this
investigation.” replied George. “But that’s not why we came here. Now, I’'m going to need
you all to answer my questions truthfully.”

They all nodded, before the police head continued. “When did the victim start feeling
unwell?”

Arthur gulped, building up his courage before replying. “About..right after we started to eat-
"“Interesting. Any ideas on what hour it was?”

“Not exactly, but around eight o’ clock. A few hours ago.”

“Yeah...what did you drink?” A policeman asked, while jotting down notes.

Arthur didn’t reply and instead looked at the others, as if expecting they’d respond.
Freddy, knowing the others wouldn’t dare, sighed and bravely replied, “Champagne, sir.”
“| see. Did he have any problems with champagne before?”

The brother massaged his forehead in frustration. “No, this is his first time.”

Halton spent a few seconds staring at the ground, contemplating something. Then, he
continued, “I see. It should be pretty clear the poison was in something you all ate or
drank, and that it was one of you. Now,I’ll be personally interrogating each one of you, and
try to unveil the truth.”



No one dared to object, as they all looked down nervously.

“Very well. I'd say we start with you, sir Freddy. The rest may wait in the kitchen.”
“You're the brother of the victim, right?”

“Uh huh. That’s right. Me and Philip have a very intense bond. I'd...never do this to him.”
“Did you recently get into any sort of fight?”

“Well, around a week ago. We had an argument.” He visibly began to sweat, as beads
appeared on his forehead.

“‘And why?”

“Our dad, he died recently. And he decided to give the heritage to Philip, being the older
one. | admit | got jealous, and might have started a fight with him. But I'm over it, |
swear...”

George nodded. “That’s all | needed to hear. You'’re free to leave. Could you call one of
your friends first though?”

Freddy hummed in acknowledgement and obeyed.
A few seconds later, Harry came in, and sat across from the officer.
“Good evening. Could you please tell me your name and your relationship with mr.Philip?”

Harry agreed. “Sure...my name’s Harry Stevenson, and me and Philip...we were old
classmates. We both attended the same physics class, soon we realized our interests met,
and we became friends since then. | see him as a brother now.”

“Is that so? You know, we did some research on you before, and we found out you’re a fan
of gambling. With a whopping 400k in debt. Yes?”

Harry was taken aback. He just crossed his arms and looked away.

A few instants later, he seemed to recover. “That’s true. | made a mistake, but I've been
working hard to repay it all.”

“‘Hmm? Sounds right. The clock is ticking though, isn’t it? You need the money fast...”
George gently tilted his head, as a smirk began to form on his face. Harry stayed silent.

“You may leave. Call over the next.”

The wait for the next suspect was quite long. The policeman started to tap his feet
impatiently on the floor. Before he could go check himself, Arthur stepped in.

“Took you quite a while, huh? What'd you keep me waiting for, sir..?”

“It's nothing serious. | apologize.” Arthur then sat down.

Halton observed him for a moment before nodding. “Do you have any family?”

“No. Not really. I'm not even in a romantic relationship. Why is that relevant though?-”
“Hush. Are you employed? If yes, what do you do?”

“'m an employee at an agency that produces paper.”



“Interesting. Is it going well?”
Arthur took a deep breath, steadying himself. “Truthfully speaking, no. My salary got cut.”
“I'm sorry to hear that. Did you know sir Philip had just received his father’s heritage?”

“‘Negative. | knew about the loss, but | thought the father must have split it between the
two.”

“Noted. Could you call the last one for me, please?”

Liam entered with visible tears already forming in his eyes.

After they exchanged their greetings, Halton didn’t bother to wait any longer,
“Sir Liam, you have a wife named Lorelai and two twins, right?”

“‘Uh- yes. How'd you know?-"

George let out a dry chuckle. “Research. Anyway, I'm the one asking questions. Do you
work?”

Liam nodded. “ I'm an electrician. Or at least | was...”

The policeman raised an eyebrow. “Yes? And does your wife work?”

The other man started to shake.

‘I suppose that’s a no...well, this sounds like bad news to your family, hm?”
After seeing Liam’s expression, he quickly cleared his throat.

“‘Ahem...l apologize. Did Philip know about this current situation of yours?”

‘I mentioned it to him, but I didn’t want to go deep into the details. Philip...he’s a very
caring man. | wouldn’t want him to spend the heritage on me. He deserves it...”

‘I understand. Did you all know Philip was the one to receive the riches?”
“Yeah...he told us when we had dinner together about a week ago.”
“...You may leave.”

About twenty minutes passed, and then they were all summoned in the living room by the
policemen. But instead of George, the small catholic priest spoke.

“Please, sit down.” It was the first time they had ever heard his voice.

George then spoke. “Let’s just start with saying it wasn’t apparently difficult to figure out
the truth.”

The officer then waited a few seconds to let everyone adjust. “Four childhood friends, that

are about to figure out which one of them killed their own best friend. Quite dramatic, isn’t

it? Well let’s cut to the chase. I'm not a very patient man. The killer question: Who killed sir
Philip? Initially, we had a clear suspect, but another set himself up, and honestly made our
work much easier. | won'’t be the one to reveal the guilty one though. I'll give Father Brown
the honor of doing so, as he was the one to truly find the answer.”



The little priest nodded, and spoke calmly. “I'm guessing there’s no need for introductions
since sir Halton did it for me. So let’s get to the point.”

He paused for a second, before continuing. “Sir Arthur, how does it feel to have your whole
plan exposed? You mentioned earlier that you had no idea Philip has received all the
heritage, but Liam and the rest told me the opposite. Why would you lie if you were
innocent? You wanted the heritage all for yourself, didn't you?”

Arthur froze, as he felt the others glares directed towards him. But Father Brown
continued. “Although, you couldn’t have had the opportunity, since if Philip died, the
heritage would’ve gone to Freddy...which is why you involved everyone in this. You knew
everyone needed it and that they wouldn’t have said no. So you all agreed to team up
against poor Philip, your so-called ‘dear best friend’ just for the heritage? One of you
mentioned he was caring, so why not just ask for his help? If he was truly your ‘best
friend’, he would’ve helped with no doubt. But no, you just...betray him. This is...
heartbreaking.”

A police man spoke up. “But...why would they still call the ambulance, if they wanted him
dead?”

“That’s easy. They didn’t call immediately after Philip felt unwell, but made sure it was too
late to save him first. So they’d seem more innocent.”

George then stood up. “Handcuff them.” He ordered the other 5 policemen.

It was exactly midnight, as the fireworks lit up in the sky, the time when the police cars
returned back to the station with the four guilty.



