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Introduction
 
These short stories are inspired by actual tragic events.  
 
In “The Bridge,” Sean McClanahan, still a homicide detective, pays a terrible price when he encounters a potential suicide victim threatening to jump into the black, cold waters of the Monongahela River.  
 
In “Bittersweet Lullaby,” Sean, now a pub owner and private eye, is drawn into a heart-breaking crime that he solves in the cleverest of ways.  
 
Despite having the highest solve percentage in Pittsburgh's Major Crimes Unit history, Sean McClanahan retired early as a homicide detective to take over his family's historic Irish pub. He is now one of Pittsburgh’s most distinguished private eyes. 
 
“Wicked Is the Whiskey,” the first Sean McClanahan mystery novel, is coming soon!
 
Tom Purcell
Author and Nationally Syndicated Columnist
Tom@TomPurcell.com
 
 



The Bridge
A Sean McClanahan Mystery Short
 
By Tom Purcell
 
The police scanner spat at me as I pulled into my driveway: A man was threatening to jump off of the Homestead Grays Bridge.
I opened my window and set the magnetic emergency light onto the roof. My wife, Lauren, peeled back the drapes and looked at me through the living room window. She’d made us a fine meal. We’d planned to talk things out — her way of giving me one more chance to make things right.
I waved to her. She didn’t wave back. I turned on the siren, dropped the transmission into drive and gunned it. 
My house was less than a mile from the bridge. I knew I could be there faster than our patrol units.  
I saw the jumper’s vehicle, a Yellow Cab, parked over the curb at the center point of the bridge. Its flashers were on, the driver’s side door was open and the motor was running.
He stood on a small concrete ledge on the outside of the railing. Both of his arms held onto the steel railing behind him as he faced the cold, black water of the Monongahela River.
I walked near him and leaned my elbows on the steel railing, a spectacular railing crafted in the 1930s by ironworkers motivated by craftsmanship and pride.  
 “Good evening,” I said.
He turned a quarter step to his right and grimaced.
“Whatta you want, cop?”
He was a big man, well over 300 pounds. His scruffy black hair was beginning to gray. He wreaked of alcohol, which didn’t surprise me. Bridge jumpers are often drunk.
“Why don’t you come over to this side of the railing so we can talk?”
“Why don’t you try that cop line on someone dumb enough to buy it?”
I walked back to the car and opened the passenger side door. I opened the glove compartment and pulled out a three-week old pack of Marlboro Lights and some matches. I knew I should have tossed them out when I quit.
“Cigarette?” I asked, as I returned to the railing.
“I look like I’m in the mood for a cigarette, ya jagoff?” he said, turning to me.
I shrugged.
“What is your name?” I asked.
“What is this? A date?”
“My name is Sean. Detective Sean McClanahan.”
“Well, my name is Santa. Yellow Cab driver Santa Claus.”
I smiled. As far as bridge jumpers go, he was awfully colorful.
“You don’t want to do this. Think of your family.”
“My family?”
He laughed loudly.
“Hey, cop, my family never thinks about me. My wife will laugh with delight once they fish my body from the Mon.”
He was my seventh suicide. I dealt with five successfully. I talked two to come in off building ledges. I talked one into surrendering his shotgun moments before our snipers were about to take him out. One had injected fentanyl-laced heroin into her arm — but I got to her with a dose of Narcan, an opiate antidote, before the drugs could do her in. 
My first suicide was a bridge jumper. I was a rookie cop. He was a high school kid, heartbroken that his girlfriend had broken up with him. It was a freezing February night. He admitted downing a half bottle of Jack Daniels. He stood on the railing of the Birmingham Bridge, shivering. I talked to him for an hour before he realized he didn’t want to die. But as he turned to me to step off the railing — as I reached to grab his arms — he slipped and fell. I’ll never forget him looking up at me as his body plunged into the black water. 
I lit a cigarette, took a long drag, then flicked the match over the side of the bridge. It glowed for a spell before getting lost in the darkness.
“My wife and I are going through some rough times, too,” I said. 
The strategy with suicides is to get a conversation going. Sometimes potential jumpers want to be talked out of killing themselves. Other times, they are determined to complete the act. Either way, my job is to infuse doubt about the choice they are about to make. The hope is to either talk them down or look for an opportunity to grab them and pull them to safety. 
“What am I?” asked the cab driver. “Your marriage counselor?”
“Did you and your wife get into an argument?”
He laughed.
“I’m the only one arguing — arguing for her to stay. She left me today.” 
He turned toward me. Tears were forming in his eyes — and doubt.
“Where did she go?”
“I don’t know. She said she didn’t love me no more. She said I disgusted her. She was gone when I got home.”
He was sobbing now. I thought about Lauren — she was surely disgusted with me, too. I couldn’t blame her.
I’d just solved a big case a few hours earlier, one that involved a 10-year-old boy named Leon Staley. His body was cut to pieces, then scattered all over the North Side. His arms were tossed into the river. His legs were tossed into a trash bin. His genitals were stuffed into his mouth.
Lauren had been unusually patient with me about this case. She saw the news stories — she saw the pictures — and she pined for that boy. She knew how crucial the first 72 hours are after a murder. She knew all too well how hard I worked to snare every killer, to take him off the streets, to make the world a better place.
Yeah, that was it. Make the world a better place. After 10 years of detective work, I had the highest  solve percentage in the history of Pittsburgh’s Major Crimes Unit, and a wife who had given me one last chance — one more opportunity to make our lives right and put her ahead of a job that was eating me alive.
I caught that child murderer — nailed him just a few hours before I stood on that bridge. I called her right away and told her the whole story. This kid Leon was a sweet natured boy. He lived on the North Side with his mom, a widow, and every day after she went to work, he made sandwiches to give to the street people living around his neighborhood. He loaded up the basket on the front of his bike and went on his daily run.
Two days earlier, he approached a man named Willie Norton, a 58 year-old vagabond who had kicked around the North Side for years. He gave Norton a sandwich and the two got to talking. Norton offered the kid $10 if the kid would perform a sex act. The poor kid panicked. As he ran to jump on his bike, he kicked over Norton’s radio and it broke into several pieces. Norton went mad and strangled the kid. To cover up his crime, he cut the kid apart — tried to make his work appear to be that of some crazed pedophile.
I put the evidence together. Norton confessed to every detail — to details only the killer could know. 
It was one for the textbooks and we broke out the champagne at the station. But I had a better place to go. I had a woman waiting for me at home. A woman who wanted to know every detail from start to finish.
“Our wives can be hard on us,” I said to the jumper. “They don’t know what we go through. They don’t understand how much we care for them. It’s not your fault she left you.”
I flicked what was left of my cigarette over the railing and watched the orange tip fall slowly into the water 110 feet below. He watched it, too. I pulled out another cigarette, lit it and offered it to him. This time he turned and took it. 
“What’s her name?”
“What?”
“What is your wife’s name?”
“Claire.”
“She got family? Friends?”
“She has a sister.”
“Where does her sister live?”
“McKeesport.”
“What’s her sister’s name?”
“Lisa. Lisa Scott.”
I walked over to my car and grabbed my cell. I Googled Lisa Scott and found her number on whitepages.com. I called the number. 
The phone rang several times before it was picked up.
“Hello?” I heard a cranky woman answer. 
“I’m looking for Claire.”
“She’s sleeping.”
“This is a police emergency. Wake her up.”
“What kind emergency?”
“Her husband is in trouble. Wake her up now!”
A few minutes later, Claire answered.
“Hello?” she asked, irritated.
“Is this Claire?”
“Yes.”
“This is Detective Sean McClanahan, Claire. I’m standing on the Homestead Grays Bridge. Your husband is on the ledge threatening to jump.”
“Who? What?”
I cupped the phone.
“Hey, what’s your name?” I called to the jumper.
“Billy.”
“Your husband, Billy,” I continued. “He’s despondent over you leaving him. He’s going to kill himself.”
“You wake my ass up in the middle of the night for that!”
She slammed the phone down. I got a dial tone.
“What’s she saying?” asked Billy. 
I held up my index finger while I pretended she was still on the line.
“Yes,” I said into the phone. “He loves you very much, too, and he wants you to come back.”
I nodded, pretending she was talking to me.
“Settle down, ma’am,” I continued. “Please don’t cry. Yes, I’ll get him.”
I set the phone on the trunk of the car and walked toward him.
“What’d she say?” he asked.
“She’s crying, Billy. She wants to talk to you. She said she loves you very much and could never live without you.”
“My old lady never said nothin’ like that.”
“You better hurry, Billy.”
I reached my hands toward him to help pull him over the railing.
He looked at me closely. He didn’t trust me, but he wanted to believe me — he wanted her to love him and want him back.
“Hurry!” I said.
He flicked his cigarette into the Mon, then turned slowly giving me his free hand as he used the other to hold onto the railing. I grabbed it and pulled all 300-plus pounds of him over the railing. We both fell hard onto the pavement. He got up and jogged toward my car. I got up and followed. He picked up the phone and put it to his ear.
“Hello?  Baby?  I love you, baby.”
But the line was dead. He turned toward me.
“I knew you was a lying sack of shit as soon as I set eyes on you!”
He tried to run back to the railing, but I tackled him. I rolled him onto his stomach, cuffed him and dragged him to the curb. He was breathing hard now and unable to get onto his feet. 
“How can you lie to a man like that?” he asked, sobbing.
I turned toward the railing and pulled out a cigarette. I lit it and took a long drag. She probably had wood burning in the fireplace, a bottle of cabernet waiting to be opened.
But she was gone now. I was certain of that.
I took another drag and looked down at the black, barren water, my only satisfaction being the taste of hot nicotine and my latest victory protecting and serving the public.
 



Bittersweet Lullaby
A Sean McClanahan Mystery Short
 
By Tom Purcell
 
Sit down and enjoy your Guinness and I’ll tell you how I resolved the most difficult case of my career. 
It dates back to early January. You remember the cold spell that settled over the city then? Well, it was hurting business here at the pub. Even our diehard regulars stayed home. 
That’s when Maureen — my pub manager, bartender, waitress, cook, bookkeeper, bouncer and best friend — came to me with an idea. She’d been talking to our whiskey vendor about sponsoring a talent contest — the cold weather offered an excellent opportunity for the vendor to promote its hot toddy recipe.
The concept was to invite amateur singers to compete for the opportunity to perform live on Steel Town Sports television during intermission at a Penguins game. Three judges from a local record label would determine whether or not the performer was good enough to be signed to a contract.
As the caretaker of my family’s historic pub, I was reluctant to stage such a competition at first.
McClanahan's isn't just any Irish pub, but a Pittsburgh institution. The worn oak booth you’re sitting in was handmade by my grandfather in 1929 just before the stock market crash. Union meetings were held here, numbers booked and funds raised to help the widows of men taken in coal mine and steel mill accidents. And God only knows how many Pittsburghers owe their existence to the Irish aphrodisiacs — Jameson and Guinness — that their parents imbibed here. 
But with the harsh cold weather killing business, Maureen persuaded me to give it a try one Sunday night. It was an instant hit. The first contest drew in performers from all over the city and filled the pub to half capacity — amateurs with incredible talent.
Take one fellow, Rollie Pollie. By day, he’s a 350-pound postal carrier, but by night he does an Elvis impersonation that would make you think the King was here in the flesh.
Another standout is Antonio Calabro, a retired construction worker. He sings Frank Sinatra tunes with such strength and clarity, you’d think the old crooner had returned from the dead. 
One of my favorites is Terry Donovan, a graduate student at Pitt. He does a Jerry Seinfeld impersonation that has the room in stitches.
Well, the following Sunday was well below zero, but the pub was packed. A line of performers wrapped around the side of the building waiting for their chance. I went out to offer them some hot tea and coffee. That’s when I met Sandy Smith.
She stood there with her two little girls, all three of them shivering. There’s no way I could let them suffer. I ushered all three of them through the back door and seated them in my booth across from the hearth. I threw some extra logs onto the fire.
“I’m Sean McClanahan,” I said, walking back over to the table.
“I’m Sandy,” she said, smiling. “Sandy Smith. These are my twin daughters, Matilda and Madeline. They’re five.” 
She took the girls’ coats and caps off. They were beautiful little girls, both with long blond hair and big blue eyes. When she took her own cap and coat off, I saw where the girls got their beauty. Sandy’s long blond hair danced over her small shoulders. Her black sweater hugged her gentle curves and illuminated her porcelain teeth and ocean-blue eyes. No doubt about it, Sandy Smith was a knockout.
I got all three some vegetable soup and hot cocoa and it warmed my heart to see them devour that meal. After they ate, Sandy began tuning her guitar, while her girls worked on a coloring book. She told me that the girls’ dad was supposed to watch them that night, but never came home. She said she needed to get back so the girls could finish their homework. 
Rather than make her wait her turn, I walked her onto the stage and introduced her.
“Our next performer has two beautiful young girls who need to get back home, so we’re going to let her perform right away.”
The crowd gave a generous applause as she sat on the stool. She dropped her pick. As she reached down to pick it up she bumped her head on the mic. She adjusted the mic, then began to talk. 
“This song is called ‘Young Wife,’ a song I wrote myself.”
It’s hard for me to describe what happened when she began to sing. Her voice was low and steady, but powerful — as though all the pain she’d ever known in her life had been welded onto her vocal chords. 
I don’t remember her lyrics exactly, but they were about a 17-year-old girl who grew up in a coal mining town. The girl’s daddy drank and her momma was poor. But the girl had talent. She dreamed of being a performer. She was an A student with a scholarship to Julliard, but she fell hard for a smooth talker. She got pregnant the first time she was with him. She gave birth to beautiful twin girls and her duty was to them now.
When she finished singing, she didn’t get the standard applause — the gracious kind that mediocre performers always got. It was so quiet in the pub, I wondered if anyone was going to clap. But then it came. A clap here and a clap there, and then it grew into a burst of thunder so loud I thought the ceiling might collapse.
The crowd pleaded for another song and Sandy obliged.
“I call this song ‘Street Angel, House Devil,’” she said in her soft, hearty voice. Then she began strumming and singing. That song was about a man who was the nicest man in the world — until his heroin ran out and he tried to dampen his pain with cheap whiskey. It was about his violent ways and jealous rages. How he beat his wife and sometimes ran off with their two daughters to spite her.
When she finished, I didn’t know if the audience was going to cry or applaud. Suddenly, a thunderclap broke out again. It resounded long and hard. Everyone in the pub felt the pain in her performance — and praised her ability to turn her pain into such beauty.
Sandy smiled and bowed and nearly tripped as she left the stage. She buttoned up her girls and thanked me. I walked them to her car and helped buckle the girls into the back seat. 
Sandy looked up to me. Her eyes were burning so bright, I thought she was going to explode. She hugged me and kissed me on the cheek, and then got into the car — a beat up old Toyota — and drove off. 
She came back the next Sunday and the Sunday after that. It became routine for me to let her in the back door with the girls, so they didn’t have to wait in line in the cold. I’d let her sing two or three songs and send the pub into a frenzy. Then I’d walk her to her car afterwards and get my kiss on the cheek.
The following Sunday I met her husband. 
He waited at her car. He had greasy blond hair and hadn’t shaved in a few days. He held a near-empty fifth of whiskey in his right hand, while leaning against the car to keep himself upright.
“This where you been goin’?” he said, then drained the last of his bottle.
“Cody,” she said, fire in her eyes. “You’re drunk. Just leave.”
The girls hugged Sandy’s legs. 
“Who’s this?” he said, pointing to me. “Your new boyfriend? Or maybe your girlfriend?”
He laughed as though that was the funniest thing he ever said.
I felt the anger well up inside of me. He had a good four inches on me — a big man of 6’3 or more — but he had no idea how much danger he was in. I moved toward him.
“Sean, no, please,” she said, putting her arm out to stop me. 
He moved quickly. He swung the bottle against the side of Sandy’s head and she went down hard. He moved closer to kick her but I slammed him in the nose with a hard left that sent him sprawling, then grabbed the back of his head with my right hand and bounced it off the hood of the car, causing him to fall onto his back.
The girls dove onto their mother, crying. I knelt by her. I felt the bump on her temple. Blood was everywhere.  
“It’s OK, Sean,” she said. “It’s OK.” 
Her husband got up and stumbled off laughing, blood running pouring from his nose.
“There’s more of that waiting for you back home,” he said.
Sandy refused to go to the hospital, so we treated her cuts back at the pub. I offered to let her and the girls to stay in my apartment above the pub, but she declined. I offered to have a talk with her husband, but she refused that, too.
She returned the following Sunday. Despite the bandage on the side of her head, I didn’t say a word about what happened the week before. She sat in the booth by the hearth shuffling through a manila folder. She was so consumed with her music, she didn’t see me approaching. As she got up from the booth we collided. Her music sheets scattered all over the floor.
I felt awful and helped her pick the sheets up. As I did, I could see she’d written music bars on regular notebook paper using a pencil. Every line was written with the care of a master musician. 
I remember the names of some of the songs. One was titled “Drunken Daddy.” Another was titled “Diner Waitress Blues.” I think another was “No Matter Your Dad, Momma Will Always Love You.” There were several others, but I couldn’t remember all of them. It took her 15 minutes to get them back in order. 
Over the next few weeks, Sandy introduced more songs — each more moving and beautiful than the one before it. She sang of a mother worried about her girls’ future, terrified their lives would be as hard as hers. She sang of holding onto dreams despite poverty, fear and doubt. 
We had to turn patrons away on the final night of the contest. Sandy wore a black silk dress. She wore makeup for the first time, and now she was off-the-charts gorgeous — a real star in the making. She even dressed the twins in matching outfits. 
When I introduced her, the pub went wild, then got deadly quiet. We all thought she’d perform one of the songs she had practiced, but not Sandy. No, she started off with a new song. It was called “Birthday Love.” It was about two little girls who loved their daddy unconditionally, despite his drug abuse and drinking. Every year he promised them a special gift for their birthday. Every year they waited and he never showed. 
As you can guess by now, the applause was longer and deeper than ever. Sandy won the pub contest hands down. All of us eagerly awaited her Steel Sports TV performance — we all hoped and prayed the judges in attendance would grant her a recording contract that would send her on her way.
It was the next day that she called me, frantic. She’d gotten into a fight with her husband. He ran off with the girls. She went looking for them everywhere and came to me to help find them.
Why come to me, a pub owner, for help?
Because I am a private eye. In a past life, I’d been a distinguished homicide detective for Pittsburgh’s Major Crimes Unit. During my 11 years there, I achieved the highest solve percentage of any homicide detective in the city’s history.  
Why’d I resign to take over my family’s pub? I’ll give you the short version.
My Uncle Mick offered me the pub to help me get through a tragic time — one that claimed the life of my wife, Lauren, who died when an arsonist I’d put away years before made good on his threats. He burned down our house while Lauren was asleep — while I was working late, as usual.   
When I found him, it took everything I had not to put a bullet between his eyes. I quit as soon as he was in custody, then promptly went to pieces, drinking hard daily to numb the pain and guilt that hangs over me still. It was only through the grace of God, and the support of my family and friends that I made it through that dark spell.   
In any event, Sandy knew I was a private eye, and I was more than happy to help her.
She lived in a run-down trailer park 12 miles south of the city. I sat across from her in her small kitchen. Unlike the rest of the trailer park — surrounded by abandoned appliances, cars and other assorted junk — the inside of Sandy’s trailer was tasteful and well kept.  
“How long have they been gone?” I said.
“He left sometime last night. They were gone when I woke this morning.”
“He’s done this often?” 
“Yes, many times.”
“Where did he take the girls in the past?”
“His mother’s. She always covers for him.”
“You call her?”
“She says she doesn’t know where he is.”
“He have a job?”
“No.”
“Any friends or places he might be?”
“He’s a regular at Bobby’s Tavern. I stopped in there, but nobody would talk to me.”
“You call the police?”
“Yes, but they know us all too well. They said he’ll bring the girls back when his drunk wears off — that I should call back if he isn’t back with the girls within 48 hours.”
I went to Cody’s mother’s house, a modest ranch home in an old mining town 20 miles south of Pittsburgh. No one was home. The door was unlocked. I let myself in. There was no sign that he or the girls had been there. But when I played the answering machine, I heard his voice.
“Ma, I got the girls down here at Bobby’s and my buddy Jimmy here has a little cabin. We’re gonna head up there for a little while.”
I Googled “Bobby’s Tavern” on my phone, located the address and drove there. I walked into that dark, smoky dump and shouted “Hey, Jimmy.” One fellow turned around. He was small and drunk. Two free drinks was all that it took to get directions to his cabin. 
It was located an hour up Rt. 40 in the mountains just beyond Uniontown. I put the truck into four-wheel drive and headed up a snow-covered back road. I drove a ways before I finally saw the cabin. I pulled in front and got out.
I could hear a television playing inside. I knocked. No one answered. I turned the knob and the door opened. The gas burner on the stove was set to high, probably the only source of heat. There were coloring books and crayons on the floor, a couple of dolls. Crushed beer cans were scattered about the room. That’s when I began to worry. 
I walked outside and looked across the property. There was a small woodshed 50 feet away — with one set of footprints in the snow leading to it. 
I found Cody behind the shed, the back of his head blown off. His eyebrows and hair were covered with frost, his clothing frozen solid. Blood was splattered across the shed. A shotgun lay by his side next to an empty bottle of whiskey, a syringe and seven torn stamp bags that had contained heroin. 
But where were the girls?
I jogged back to the cabin, looking for small footprints in the snow. I saw several matted prints in front of the shed next to tire tracks — probably from the girls and their father exiting the car and walking into the cabin? 
Where was the car?
I followed the tire tracks down the road toward a pond. I saw something shiny in the center of the pond. As I walked toward it, my heart sank. My walk turned into a jog, then an all-out sprint.
I was 50 feet away when I saw the bumper of the car sticking just above the surface of the partially frozen water. As I got closer I saw the tip of a license plate. 
I took off my coat and pants and boots and dove into the ice-cold water. I held my breath and dove down to the passenger side window and looked inside.
Madeline and Matilda were strapped into their seatbelts in the back seat. Their eyes were open, their skin was pale blue.
I pulled myself out of the pond, got down on my knees and began to cry.
The police found a note in Cody Smith’s pocket. It had been written and printed on an old computer in the cabin. He wrote that he’d been high and drunk and forgot to put the car’s emergency brake on. He loaded the girls in to go to the store, but went back into the cabin to retrieve his wallet. When he came out, the beat-up Toyota was rolling down the road toward the pond — it popped into gear on its own. He tried to save the girls, but the water was cold. He couldn’t get to them in time. He said he was so distraught, he was going to shoot up the last of his heroin and take his own life. He apologized to Sandy and his mother and asked God’s forgiveness. 
As you can imagine, Sandy had no desire to go to sing on television the following Saturday. She had to arrange the funeral. We took up a collection at the pub to cover all the burial costs and the turnout at the viewing was sizable.
Everyone who ever performed on Talent Night came to pay respects. And as we looked down at those beautiful twin girls, lying in side-by-side coffins, there was not a dry eye in the place.
After the funeral, we had a reception at the pub. Sandy was quiet all week long. But we all knew what needed to be done. Sandy had to perform. She had to do it for her girls. We finally persuaded her to do so. 
The next Saturday at the pub, we turned on Steel Town Sports. The broadcaster told the story of Sandy winning the Talent Night contest at the pub and we cheered. When he talked about the tragedy of Madeline and Matilda, the sold-out crowd grew deadly silent. 
As Sandy walked onto the stage, she looked radiant. She was dressed to the nines again and in a gown that would make Shania Twain look like a rag doll. Sandy approached the mic gently. All she said was this: “I call this song ‘Bittersweet Lullaby.’ It is dedicated to my daughters, Madeline and Matilda.”
The song told of two little girls who, through no fault of their own, were born into an abusive marriage. She said that despite the awful tragedy that took them, the only thing that keeps her going is her belief that they finally had found peace in a better place, a peace that she was never able to give them.
When she finished the song, our patrons went wild — but her song hit me harder than anyone.
Sandy came to the pub after her performance. She sat across from me in my favorite booth. It was still cold outside, but I didn’t light a fire. I didn’t feel like doing much of anything.
“The record label gave me a contract,” she said, excitedly. “They want to record several of my songs. They want to schedule concert appearances all over the region.”
She expected me to congratulate her, but I didn’t.
“I have such a mix of emotions rifling through me, Sean,” she said. “I miss my girls desperately. How is it that the worst thing in the world could happen to me the same week the best thing in the world could happen?”
“I think you know,” I said. “How could you kill those beautiful little girls?”
The happiness drained out of her face.  
“I figure you found your husband high and drunk passed out behind the shed. You shot him with his own gun. You were careful to conceal your footsteps in the snow by walking in his. Then you doused his clothes with pond water. That was easy enough.
But the girls? What did you tell them? What does a mother say before she straps her daughters into a car, puts the transmission in drive and watches them drown a slow death in ice-cold pond water?”
She began crying — a deep agonizing cry that made me pity her. 
She confessed to the murders. She told the police she did it to save her girls from this terrible world. 
I will never understand how anyone could hurt Madeline and Matilda, but I’ll let God be Sandy’s judge. 
How did I know Sandy was the killer, you ask? 
It goes back to the Sunday night when I knocked her music sheets onto the floor. 
Like I said, I didn’t remember the names of all the songs I saw scattered there, but the night she performed on television it hit me like a bolt of lightning. 
“Bittersweet Lullaby” was one of the titles on the floor.
She wrote it before she murdered her daughters. 
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