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I’m calling out in misery 

My baby, she’s long been gone 

Nobody else can replace her  

 

I ain’t got nobody coming home with me 

I ain’t got nobody coming home with me 

Now I’m alone and weak on my knees  

 

I lie awake at night 

Dreaming of the one once I lost 

Thinkin’ maybe one day she’ll come         

back home 

 

escAping misery 



I ain’t got nobody coming  home with me 

I ain’t got nobody coming home with me  

Now I’m alone and week on my knees 

 

She consumes my every thought 

I think maybe I’m going crazy  

Darling, is it really you? 

 

Someone is now home with me 

Someone is now home with me  

No longer calling out in misery 

 

I’m pulling myself from the stone cold floor 

Its been a long time since she left 

Now that she’s close, I’ll never let go. 
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Above in the sky,  
Sits the brightly blazing sun 
sending light to earth.  
Pure and white snow falls 
Landing softly on pine trees 
A group of birds fly. 
Providing shelter, 
For the little chirping birds 
The fawn oak tree rests. 
Paving over creeks 
Slowly dark grey concrete pours  
Blocking the tall tree  
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chicAgo times 

“C’mon you’re really not going to take the 
case?” Maxwell questioned 

“We’ve done all the we can, theres hardly 
any evidence. We hit a dead end.” The chief 
of the police station explained tiredly, hav-
ing already repeated himself 5 times during 
the short interaction.  

“Then let me help! Do you really want the 
person that did this to walk free?” 

“Go home kid.” 

Maxwell walked swiftly to the door. Glancing 
back at the gray haired man before leaving. 
Outside, he met up with his roommate Oli-
ver who was standing next to a black metal 
bench.  

“So, Anything?” Oliver asked eagerly 

“Nothing.” Maxwell said flatly 



�������ƐŽme would say they were an odd duo. 
Oliver being short, stout, and unintelli-
gent, while Maxwell is tall, scrawny and a 
particularly bright man. Maxwell always 
had a liking for true crime and getting a 
job for the Chicago Times newspaper only 
furthered it. Frequently, he would stay up 
all night solving and educating himself on 
the newest case so he could produce the 
best report possible. When Maxwell pre-
sented his findings to the police, they 
would laugh at him. Only to find out Max-
well was right days later, unless it was 
another cold case, which the officers put 
in minimal effort to solve.   

     Maxwell and Oliver met for the first time 
about 6 months ago.  A look of disappoint-
ment had started to grow on Oliver’s face 
as the two men watched the local news 
broadcast on the small television enclosed 
behind glass. Yet another case was labeled 
‘unsolved’. Conveniently though, both Max-
well and Oliver were desperate for a new 
place to live. Reluctantly, they agreed to be-
come roommates.   

    As maxwell and Oliver walked down the 
busy streets of Chicago, they made their 



 way to the crime scene that the police re-
fused to investigate further. A man in an ex-
pensive black coat rushed past them, knock-
ing into Oliver as the man hurried away. Oli-
ver turned to get a better look at the man 
but instead spotted caution tape. He mo-
tioned to Maxwell and the two headed to-
wards the scene.   

     A few medics were gathered, talking 
amongst themselves as they zipped the 
victim into a body bag.  

“Excuse me,” Maxwell inquired. “Do you know 
what happened to the victim?”  

     After heaving the victim into the ambu-
lance, one of the medics turned to face Max-
well. “We will need an autopsy report to know 
for sure, but we think she suffered blunt force 
trauma to the head and there was a deep cut 
made to her neck. Must've used a very sharp 
object; looks like a single slash.”  

“Thats interesting,” Oliver said. “Any sign of 
hesitation?”    

 

“Nope, not that we know of.” The medic said 
dismissively before walking away.    



      Maxwell took pictures of the crime 
scene, which was one of the many privi-
leges his job granted him.  

       The two roommates went their sep-
arate ways. Maxwell went to develop the 
pictures as Oliver strolled home. After 
the pictures were finished developing, 
Maxwell noticed a man outside the 
building who appeared to be looking di-
rectly at him. The man looked oddly fa-
miliar but Maxwell couldn’t seem to re-
member him.   



Another murder on 88th 
street  

      Maxwell awoke to the sound of thunder 
crashing as the small, cheap window rattled 
from the strong wind outside. Maxwell was 
the only one present in the old apartment 
he and his mother called home. The only 
reason they were allowed to stay there be-
ing his mother had picked up a job at the 
corner store below.    

     Maxwell groaned and rolled over to his 
other side. Lifting his head slightly, he noticed 
that Penelope, the cat he took in about a year 
ago was not perched at the foot of his bed like 
usual. The bond that the two shared seemed 
to only grow stronger as the time passed. Pe-
nelope never likes to stray far.    

     The bed, messy with second hand plaid 
sheets and blankets, creaked as Maxwell 
dragged himself out of bed.  Still stretching 
and rubbing his eyes, the scrawny boy saun-
tered out of his bedroom in search of Penelo-
pe. He didn’t spend much time looking as  



there were only two other dull rooms deco-
rated sparsely with things left by the previ-
ous owner. Panic set in as Maxwell began to 
entertain the possibility that Penelope could 
have ran away. The boy threw on the same 
clothes he wore the day before, slung his 
backpack onto his shoulder and walked out 
the door. Shutting it behind him.    

�����������The flickering streetlights provided little 
light on the run-down road. The street was 
empty, only the sound of distant sirens and 
Maxwell’s feet splashing into the puddles 
could be heard. He passed an abundance of 
litter and dirty houses with boarded up win-
dows on the way to his favorite spot. Despite 
the eerie feeling the abandoned building gave 
off, Maxwell spent a lot of time there due to 
the sense of peace he felt there.   
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 ������Maxwell climbed up the fire escape and 
stepped onto the roof. As he was trying to 
take out his flashlight from his backpack, 
Maxwell heard a clank of metal and the shuf-
fling of feet. He frantically moved the flash-
light across the roof, looking for the source of 
the noise.  

     In one of the corners , Maxwell spotted 
Penelope, who was grooming her gray, fluffy 
fur. He sat down next to her on the cold con-
crete while he watched the police as they pa-
trolled below.  A lot of sketchy things happen 
in the neighborhood, so police drive through 
often. Maxwell began to ponder how Penelo-
pe could have gotten up there. She would’ve 
had to be carried, Maxwell thought. He 
brushed off the thought before scooping up 
Penelope and placing her in his bag, being 
careful to leave a space unzipped so she 
could poke her head out.   

     Maxwell climbed back down the fire escape 
and started walking, unsure of his destination. 
Rain drops started to pelt his jacket one by 
one and soaking him down to his skin, Max-
well quickly ducked into the nearest alleyway. 
Sitting down next to an empty green dump-
ster, he unzipped his backpack for Penelope, 
who curled up next to her owner.  



      Maxwell waited in the alleyway with Pe-
nelope until the rain stopped. They slowly 
walked home as the sun began to rose. The 
corner store was now open and Samuel, the 
owner, was working his morning shift when 
Maxwell entered the building.   

³Morning” Samuel greeted with a small 
wave.   

Maxwell hurried up the staircase and 
rounded the corner. He stopped in front of 
his apartment. The door had been left ajar 
and a red substance occupied the door 
handle and welcome mat.  

     Maxwell stared at the wall for a few 
minutes before a damp, crumbled news-
paper caught his eye. The brown-haired 
boy opened the newspaper to reveal a 
bold title that read Another murder on 

88th street.  
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