The Midnight Murder 
by Derek

Detective Joe Smith was driving home from work. He had stayed at the station working on a case. It was late and the darkness had been penetrating his brain until the point where he had to slap himself to stay awake. 

He was falling asleep again when he turned a corner and was jolted awake by red and blue flashing lights piercing the darkness. He immediately recognized it to be the lights on a police car. The lights were coming from a driveway by a small run-down house. The detective decided to stop by and see what was going on. When he opened the door, he saw his old partner Bill Phillips.

"Hey Bill!" called Detective Smith.
"How are you doing, Joe?" replied Phillips.
"Good. I was driving home when I saw the lights," said Smith. "What’s going on?"
"Well, either we have a horrible accident or a horrible murder case!" answered Detective Phillips.
"Wow! A murder! You don't see many of those around here. May I question any witnesses you have? I might be able to help you out," said Joe.

"Be my guest. We only have one witness and we’re not sure if we should believe her or not. Her story seems legitimate. She is inside finishing her questions."

The detective walked through the old screen door, the kind that slams really hard when it shuts, and into the small split-level house. He walked up the steps and immediately saw a bloody body, lying with a knife in its back, on the gray carpet. Detective Smith walked by the body and sat on the couch until the police finished questioning the witness in the kitchen. Finally the police were done and he walked into the kitchen. 

"Hello, I'm Detective Joe Smith," he told her.
" I'm Jody Andersen," said the witness, rather shakily.
"May I ask you a few questions?" asked Joe.
"Sure," she replied.
"First, how did this happen?" asked Joe.
"Well, we were out on a date. Afterwards I brought him back here."
"Wait. So he was your boyfriend?" interrupted Smith.
"Yes. We have been dating for almost five months," Jody answered.
"What's his name?" asked Detective Smith.
"Tim Jonson," replied Jody
"Okay. You may continue."

"Well, he had a few beers on the date and was getting drunk. When we came back to my house he insisted that he have more. I only had one in the refrigerator and when he finished it, he still wanted more. I told him, 'Tim, I don't have any more and besides, you've already had too many!' but he wouldn't listen. He kept insisting that I get him another. Finally I yelled 'I DON'T HAVE ANY MORE!' He became very angry and pulled out the knife. He said, 'Woman, I’m the boss of this relationship and if you don't do like I tell you, you’ll be sorry!' I started to run for the door. He chased after me, but was too drunk to run correctly and he tripped on his feet . . . and. . . and I'm sorry, I can't go on," she said as the tears poured down her face.

Detective Smith said, "Ma'am, the police are going to have to take you to the station until you are proven to be innocent or guilty."

He left the room while a police officer was coming in to take her to the station. Smith walked out of the house with one last glance at the body. He found his friend Bill Phillips.

"So, you figure it out?" asked Bill.
"Yes. I knew it right away. The witness is guilty of murder! You can take the fingerprints on the knife to the station to back my conclusions up." 
"How do you know?"
How does he know?

