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Chapter One 
 

        Sonya Brown was getting ready to go out with her occasional 
boyfriend, Mickie Harris, when her cell phone rang. Her boss, 
Chester Guthrie, was on the line. They talked for about two 
minutes before he ended the call. 
 “Who was that?” Mickie asked.  
 “Chester, he wants me to come to the office tomorrow at 
ten o’clock. He says it’s an emergency.” 
 “That damn slave driver, what does he want that can’t wait 
until Monday?” 
 “You’re still bitter at him for firing you after that detective 
told him about you and Tanya.” 
 “That guy was lying.” 
 “Why did you have to go out with her when you know that 
she was Chester’s woman?” 
 “She begged me to go with her for a drink. We never went 
to any hotel.” 
 “I still want to know why you did it? I was calling you while 
you were with her and only getting your voicemail.” 
 “That was almost two years ago and we’ve gone over it 
many times since. We don’t know why Chester wants you down at 
the store tomorrow.”  
 “Maybe he’s doing some stock taking, but I worked until 
three o’clock today and he didn’t say anything to me.” 
 “You think he could have found out.” 
 Sonya bit her lips. 
 “About what?” 
 “The apartment and the three taxis you have on the road.” 
 “I don’t think it’s that. He can’t prove that I’ve ever stolen 
any money from his hardware store.” 
 “Still want to go out again?”  



 

 

 “No, I’m sorry. I want to know what he has up his sleeves.” 
 “I told you to leave from about four years ago, but you 
wouldn’t listen.” 
 “Leave and go where? You know that if I resigned, he 
would get suspicious. I’ve been with him, since leaving high school 
almost twelve years now.” 
 Mickie patted the gun at his waist, hidden by his sports 
shirt.  Sonya also carried a gun in her handbag. It was a Smith and 
Wesson, Colt. 22. She had completed a firearms instruction 
course. She had been careful not to let any of her colleagues know 
about it. 
 “Do  you want me to get Carlos to bump him off? We made 
him take care of Judy when she got too nosy.” 
 “Are you crazy? And as to what happened to Judy, you 
know that I had nothing to do with it.” 
 Judy Binns had been one of Chester’s assistants and she 
had begun to ask some awkward questions. One day she saw 
Sonya writing receipts for customers in an irregular receipt book. 
She had threatened to go to Chester.  
 Sonya had wanted to give the girl a good beating, but 
Mickie had suggested that they used Carlos to beat her up. God, 
she hated Judy. It was like Chester had set her to watch her. 
Sometimes she would burst into her office unannounced. She was 
still in shock when she heard that Judy had been killed in a hit and 
run accident. She had refused to give Mickie any money to give 
Carlos. 



 

  

 She remembered Alton West. They had been going around 
for a year before she ended the relationship. Alton kept turning up 
at her gate at all sorts of hours, begging her for another chance. 
He had lost his job, the bank had seized his car, in fact, he was 
almost bankrupt with credit card debts of over half a million 
dollars. True, she had helped him run up the credit card debts, but 
she didn’t want any broke pocket men around her. One night, she 
had called the police on him. He got into an altercation with them 
and was shot. He died the next day in hospital. His family and 
friends had blamed her for his death, but she felt blameless. 
Nothing came out of the case. The policeman who shot him 
claimed that he fired his gun in self defense after the man stabbed 
at him with a knife. She felt that after eight years, it was time to 
put the whole episode behind her.  
 “We don’t know what he’s up to. I think we should wait.” 
 “What if that detective is spying on us and reporting to 
Chester?” 
 “What could he report? The money from the apartment is 
sent straight to my bank account and remember that you manage 
my taxis.”  

“Suppose he finds out about us?” 
“He doesn’t know that I’ve stopped seeing Skippy.”  

 “I’m tired of this kind of life. We have to be hiding just 
because of one man.” 
 “You’ve just got to be patient. Things will work themselves 
out.” 
 “It’s like all his employees are slaves. He doesn’t trust any 
of them. That’s why he fast into their business so much. I’m glad 
I’m no longer working for him.” 
 Sonya came and hugged Mickie. She could feel his 
frustration. Maybe after tomorrow she would know what to do 
about Chester. 
 “Let’s go down to Randy Chin’s bar and have a few drinks. 
It might make you feel better.” 
 “Okay, but I just feel like going with you tomorrow and let 
him know about us.” 



 

 

 She wondered what Mickie was talking about. They had 
too many break ups over the five years they had known each 
other. She certainly didn’t want anymore relationships with him. 
She would soon tell him that they should let their relationship 
remain as employer and employee. That would put him down a 
peg or two, but she didn’t care. 
 “I’ll lock up the house and we can go.” 

*** 
 That morning, Sonya left for her work place at nine o’clock. 
Being a Sunday there was hardly any traffic on the roads. As she 
drove down, she thought of calling Mickie. He had dropped her 
home last night before leaving for his flat. As she neared the 
entrance to the store on Barnes Avenue in Constant Spring 
Gardens, she was shocked to see yellow tape and policemen. 
             A car had crashed into the gate! It was Chester’s BMW! The 
front doors were open and police photographers were snapping  
away. A small crowd had gathered. She stopped her car on the 
other side of the road, flung open the car door and rushed out. 
She dashed across the road. Other police vehicles with their sirens 
flashing were coming on to the scene. 
 “Miss, move away from the yellow tape, you’re disturbing 
our work,” a young policewoman shouted at her.  
 Policemen were all over, taking photos of the scene. 
 “It’s my boss’ car. What happened to him? Is he injured? 
Was he shot? I saw blood in his car.” 
 “Miss, move away from the tape,” an inspector growled at 
her. 
 Sonya did as the inspector ordered. 
             She saw a security guard and called him over. She couldn’t 
remember his name, their employer changed them so often. 
 “Just as I came on duty, Miss and Mister Chester drove up, 
I heard the gunshots. By the time I turned around, the car sped 
around the corner and disappeared.” 
 “How long ago it happened? Is Chester badly injured?” 
 “About  a hour ago, Miss. It’s in his head he got most of the 
bullets. He looked dead to me.” 



 

  

 “You know what colour car it was?” 
 “It was a white car. Everything happened so fast that I 
didn’t even have time to see what kind of car it was .” 
 Mickey drove a silver colored Nissan Tida. She drove a 
Suzuki Swift Hatchback. 
 The guard left and went to stand with a group of 
onlookers. 
 Sonya took out her cell phone and called Mickie again, but 
all she got was his voice mail. She decided to wait around and see 
what   was happening. Within a half hour most of the staff 
members were there. Chester’s wife, Delta and other family 
members were also there. Some of them, including Delta and 
some employees were crying. Watching them Sonya had to hold 
herself, not to join them in shedding tears too. She got on her cell 
phone to other staffers whose numbers she had and let them 
know what had happened.  Some of them lived far away.  
 Everybody left after the police finished what they were 
doing. Sonya returned home and tried to call Mickie but all she got 
was his voice mail. She wondered if she had mislaid her gun, but 
she searched all the places she would have put it, but to no avail. 
 Two hours later Delta, called her, Chester had been 
pronounced dead at hospital. 
   A few mintes later, her cell phone rang again. She picked 
it up and pressed the call button. 
 It was Kirk Palmer one of Mickie’s friends. 
           “Sonya, I have to talk to you. We can’t do it over the phone. 
Can I come up and see you?” 
 “What for, Kirk?” 
 “It’s about Mickie.” 
 “What about him?” 
 “I can’t talk now.” 
 “Okay, so come up then.” 
    *** 
 Sonya was in tears. 

        “I can’t believe it. Saturday night we were down at Randy 
Chin’s 



 

 

sports bar. Now you’re telling me that you dropped him at the 
airport this morning and he’s bound for Montego Bay.” 
 “I heard that Chester was shot dead this morning. Do you 
think he had something to do with it?” Kirk asked. 
 Kirk was a former employee of Chester’s Hardware, but he 
had left three years ago. 
 Sonya started drying her tears.  
 She didn’t know what Mickie running away to Montego 
Bay meant. She went for her laptop. 
 Mickie had cleaned out one of the bank accounts. That was 
the one on which she had made him a signing officer. How he had  
managed to get into the account without her permission was a 
mystery to her. He must have used one of his tech savvy friends to 
do it. Nevertheless, the bank had a lot of explaining to do, she 
thought. She checked her investment accounts, these were intact 
and so was her main bank account. She looked at Kirk. 
 “At least he hasn’t left the island,” Kirk remarked. 
 “He must be planning to do that, or why would he go down 
there?” 
 “What should I do? I can’t go to the police.” 
 “Why not? All you have to do is to come clean to them.” 

“Kirk, you wouldn’t understand. I have to find Mickie or 
else I’ll be in big trouble.” 

*** 
           The next day Sonya went to work. The whole office was in 
turmoil over Chester’s death. Delta came in and took control of 
everything. Sonya was petrified lest any fingers got pointed at her 
for causing Chester’s death when she didn’t know a thing about it. 
She was gravely worried about Mickie and the loss of her gun. As 
she sat at her desk in the accounting office that morning she 
wondered what could have happened to it. She should report the 
loss to the police. 
            At lunch time she drove up to Manor Park and had lunch at 
Oscar Chin’s restaurant. When she returned, she saw two police 
cars parked in the customer’s parking lot. She became petrified 
and wondered what they wanted. 



 

  

          One of the security guards pointed to the two police cars and  
told her that detectives were inside questioning the staff. As she 
went to her office, she wondered what they were going to ask her. 
          Surprisingly the detectives only talked to Delta. They were 
locked up in the board room with her for about half hour. They 
then left. Sonya heaved a sigh of relief. It would give her enough 
time to find out where Mickie was. 
           She left work that evening still in a trance. She drove up to  
her sister, Marsha’s house in Barbican. Her eldest and youngest 
sisters were in the United States. Marsha was the one she 
followed. She had a half brother but he was dead. Her parents 
were both dead. Her father, in a drunken stupor, fell down a gully 
in Red Hills, one night and broke his neck. Her mother never 
recovered from his tragic passing and died two years later. 

*** 
             “My God, so what are you going to do, Sonya?” Marsha 
asked. 
             They were in her living room talking. 
              Marsha was married to a senior banker. He was employed 
to one of the biggest banks on the island. They had two children, a 
boy and a girl. 

“What I fear is that he could have used my gun to kill 
Chester,” she told her sister. 

“I always told you that I never liked that  guy.” 
“I never knew that he would behave that way,” Sonya 

remarked. She knew that she wasn’t telling Marsha the truth. 
“Does Mickie’s parents know about him?” 
“I think that all they know is that he went down to 

Montego Bay to do some business.” 
Sonya left Marsha’s house that evening feeling as if the 

whole world was closing in on her. It had begun to rain so she 
took her time on the road. 



 

 

When she reached home, she tried calling Mickie again. All 
she got was his voice mail. She began to wonder if he had skipped 
the island. It was raining even heavier now. She was glad that 
there were no leaks in the roof of her small flat in Molynes 
Gardens. 

She went to the office that morning, still petrified at what 
the police and Delta might find out about her. 

Delta appointed her sister’s husband as the new manager. 
Sonya thought that he looked to be in his mid forties. Delta said 
that he previously worked as a security manager at a hotel on the 
North Coast. His name was Norman Minott. He held a staff 
meeting that morning where Delta introduced him to the staff. 
After that it was back to work. 

By the end of the week the staff was beginning to settle 
down. She heard nothing about the funeral arrangements for 
Chester. She knew that it was early and the autopsy hadn’t been 
performed as yet. On Sunday she was feeling more relaxed. She 
still hadn’t heard from Mickie. She suspected that his parents 
were worried about him too. 
             On Monday a brash young detective visited the office. 

He and Mister Minott were in the board room for about 
forty five minutes before the latter told her that the policeman 
wanted to talk to her. 

She felt that this young policeman couldn’t be more than 
twenty five years of age. She was surprised that such a young man 
could be a corporal already. It showed that he was smart, so she 
had better not underestimate him. 

He introduced himself as Corporal Dwayne Duggan. 
She gave him her name and address. She told him that she 

was a senior accounting clerk with the organization. 
“How long have you been working at Chester’s hardware?” 
“Over ten years.” 
“Do you have any idea why he wanted you to come to the 

office on a Sunday morning?” 
Sonya hesitated before replying. If she told him that she 

didn’t know he might feel that she was lying. 



 

  

“Some new stocks had come in and he wanted me to help 
him to check them off.” 

“He and you alone?” 
“No, Hal Johnson and Merris Dehaney were going to be 

there.” 
Hal and Merris both worked as cashiers at the hardware. 
“Do you own a gun, Miss Brown?” 
It was like a bomb had been dropped on her. She felt her 

pulse racing. 
She looked him squarely in the eyes before she denied 

owning a gun. 
He left but told her that he would be back with some 

further questions. 
Over lunch with her colleagues, Layne Howard and Nina 

Holmes, she refrained from saying anything about her interview 
with the policeman. 

They were at Joyce’s restaurant, a short distance from 
where they worked. Layne was a cashier while Nina was a counter 
clerk. 

“I heard that Chester will be buried next month,” Nina told 
them. 

“And up to now the police haven’t found out who killed 
him,” Layne remarked. 

“Well, I’m sure it wasn’t I,” Nina declared. 
“Chester, as all of us knew, had a lot of enemies,”Sonya 

stated. 
              She was of course referring to the threats she knew he had 
received from at least three other hardware merchants. They had 
warned him about undercutting their prices. 



 

 

Chapter Two 
 

When they were back at work, Sonya was in deep thoughts 
as she did her work. She knew that she had better keep away 
from the police. She had never gone to jail, but had several close 
brushes with the law. 
 When she reached home that evening she didn’t 
immediately start looking after dinner but sat thinking. 

She remembered as a young teenager, seeing her mother  
rushing out of the house and running down the road. One of her 
husband’s sisters, Elaine, had just stabbed another woman. She 
later learned that they were fighting after the woman accused 
Elaine of trying to steal her husband. The woman had cursed 
Elaine, and told her to leave her man alone. Elaine had retaliated 
by stabbing her in her right shoulder. 
             She remembered an incident that happened when she was 
still in high school. Her father was a marijuana farmer. One day a 
man accused him of stealing his marijuana and nearly severed his 
left hand. 
          She had few female friends as far as she could remember. 
She kept mostly male friends. She found women to be too difficult 
to deal with. Some of them could never keep a secret and if you 
had a lover along with your real man they would be the one 
revealing your secrets. She doubted if she would ever get married. 
She didn’t see herself being tied down with a husband and babies. 

Both at primary and high school, some of her female   
teachers had been afraid of her and had reported her to the 
principal for the simplest thing. As a result, she was repeatedly 
punished. She took her punishment in stride. While other children 
cried their eyes out she had no tears. No matter what the 
punishment was, she never shed a single tear. As a result, even 
her mother and other family members said that she was wicked. 
             She had beaten up several girls and a few boys in primary 



 

  

school. She still remembered the names of the two girls she had 
beaten up in high school and the reasons she had done so. The 
fights had been over boys. Hugh Allman and she had been friends 
since Grade nine. Maxine Gray came to fight her for Hugh. She had 
given that girl a sound beating. 
 Marge Rodgers came to fight her over Fabian Davis. That 
girl, had also received a good beating. After that she changed 
boyfriends regularly and no girl came to fight her. 

She remembered an incident with her sister, Marsha. 
Shortly 

after leaving high school, Masha moved to Montego Bay to work 
in the hotel sector. Two years later she got a call from her. She 
and two sisters were in conflict over a guy. The two girls were 
planning to beat her up. She had gone down there to help out 
Marsha. 
           She was not at all impressed with Odel Ford. He was short, 
ugly and walked with a slight limp as a result of a motor vehicle 
accident in his youth. She thought that men must be short down 
there for women to be fighting over Odel. She wouldn’t be caught 
dead with a man with any form of disability. 
           However, Marsha told her that he had just passed some big 
banking examinations and was now driving a Pajero. He was one 
of the top guys at his bank and was earning top dollars. He had 
just paid down on a house in a new development just outside 
Montego Bay. 

She had worn thick leather slippers that day. She had used 
it 

to beat the two sisters. They had fled the scene after she started 
raining down blows on them. 

She had scoffed at reports a month later that the two girls  
were planning to sue her. 

*** 
           Friday night she attended a wake at Chester’s house in   



 

 

Havendale. This was really a get together by his friends to 
celebrate his life and times. As far as she knew the set up and 
funeral were someway off as the autopsy on his body had not yet 
been done. 
            She got involved in several domino games. She only drank 
soup and kept away from any strong drinks. As far as she observed 
all the staffers were there as well as several hardware merchants. 
There were whispers around as to who had killed Chester but she 
kept her mouth shut. She went into the house, greeted Delta, her 
three daughters and son and other relatives and friends of Chester 
some of whom she knew. 

*** 
That Monday when she reached home, she thought about 

Mickie again. Marsha had advised her to report the loss of her 
gun. In a way she missed her brother, Calvin. Calvin was an 
outside child. Her father was a teen when Calvin’s teenaged 
mother got pregnant for him. By the time he was seventeen years 
of age, Calvin was already a gunman, credited with several 
murders, kidnappings among other crimes. Three years  ago, he 
had been cut down in a hail of police bullets. 

If Calvin was around, she wouldn’t have to worry. Mickie 
would never dare take any steps with her. Calvin was always 
warning him to treat her right. 

She went to bed, still worried about her missing gun. She 
wondered if the tears she was shedding was as a result of her 
getting softer. 
              Wednesday night she was watching some boxing on 
television when a car drove up to her gate and stopped. She 
wondered who it could be. Then there was a knock on the gate. 
She went outside. It was Mickie! 

“What are you doing here, an were you all this time?” 
“Can I come inside? I don’t want anybody to hear what I’m 

going to say to you.” 
“We don’t have any secrets that anybody can’t hear about. 

I want to know where my gun is and why did you go into my 
account?” 



 

  

She knew he had his gun on him. She decided to let him 
inside. She didn’t want any of the neighbors hearing anything they 
said to each other. 

Immediately they were inside the house, she asked. 
           “What are you doing in Montego Bay?” 

“I was down there on business. I heard about Chester’s 
murder.” 

“Did you take away my gun? Why did you go into my 
account?” 

He was sitting in a couch opposite her. She felt like running 
into the kitchen and grabbing one of her knives or machetes to 
arm herself. She looked at the ice pick on a side table beside her. 

“What happen to your gun?” 
“You know what happened to it. When I woke up on 
Sunday 

morning, it was missing. The next thing I knew is that my boss is 
shot dead.” 

“And you believe that I was the one who killed him?” 
“Of course, you killed him. So why did you run away to 

Montego Bay?” 
           “I didn’t kill Chester. Maybe it was you who did it and is now 
trying to pin the blame on me.” 
         Suddenly she drew the ice pick and rush at him. He sprang up 
and whipped out his gun. 

“Stab me with that ice pick and I’ll be the last person you 
stab.” 
            He came forward and twisted her wrist and took away the 
ice 
pick. 

“You dirty fucker. You took away my gun, killed Chester 
and 

is probably trying to put the blame on me.” 
“I didn’t kill Chester. Listen, I told Carlos to try and scare 
him.  

I was only trying to protect you. I don’t know if he was the one 
who did it.” 



 

 

            “Did I tell you that I needed any protection? So where is 
Carlos now? How much did you pay him?” 

“You’re going to do the paying. It was you, he was 
protecting.” 

“I didn’t hire him to do anything. I hope you didn’t go 
calling my name to him. I didn’t tell you that I wanted anybody to 
do anything to Chester.” 
          “You were just going to let him continue running your life 
forever?” 
           “I was getting on with my life. Listen, as I said, don’t try to 
get me mixed up in Chester’s murder. I’m innocent, I don’t know 
anything about his killing. As far as I’m concerned, you’re in this 
alone. All I want is my gun. You can have the money, you stole 
from my account. But everything is over between us.” 
 She remembered the bank giving her some stupid 
explanation as to how he managed to get into her account. She 
had written a letter to the manager of that particular branch and 
was awaiting a reply. 
             “So that’s how you want it? Look on the amount of things 
I’ve done for you and you just want to walk out on me like that.” 
             “What do you want me to do? Imagine after you dropped 
me home Saturday night, you disappeared with my gun and 
cleaned out one of my accounts.” 
           Mickie looked at her. 
           “I’m going, but I’m warning you against putting out any hits 
on me.” 

Sonya had to laugh. 
           “You’re completely useless to me. Why would I put out a hit 
on you?” 

He stood up. 
           “I don’t have your gun, but I’ll see you around. I might just 
tell Carlos where you live.”  

“What! You wouldn’t dare.” 
               But her words seemed to have fallen on deaf ears as he 
simply walked out of the house and drove away. 



 

  

              She went back to watching television. She realized that she 
should have ended her on again off again relationship with him a 
long time ago. Several other guys had been after her and she 
wondered why she had stuck with him. He was a good lover, but 
maybe it was because he knew how to handle anybody she 
employed. 
                She felt hungry and went for a snack. As she had her 
supper she wondered what Mickie could have done with her gun. 
After he dropped her home, they had a few drinks before she 
ushered him out of the house. She wondered if he had put 
something in her  drink. She had to find the gun. She was fearful 
that it could turn up as the weapon that was used to kill Chester. 



 

 

 
Chapter Three 

 
          Friday,  she was in deep sleep sometime after midnight when 
her cell phone started ringing. Mickie was on the line. 
           She felt like not answering, but he would only call again. She 
pressed the call button. 
            “Sonya, I’m leaving Jamaica for good. I need some money to 
take care of some things.” 
          “So what has that got to do with me?” 
          “Once I leave Jamaica, you’ll never see or hear from me 
again.” 
           “How do I know that you won’t try to blackmail me? How do 
I know that it wasn’t my gun that was used to kill Chester?” 

“Where are you thinking of going?” 
               She wasn’t aware of him travelling to any foreign 
countries before. 

“I’m going to the United States of course, where else?” 
She declined from asking him if he had a visa. 
“I’m going back to bed.” 

             She pressed the call button and ended the call. 
He called her back. 
“I want some money to take care of some things before I 

leave.” 
          “Go to hell.” 
          “You wouldn’t want me to go to Delta about your secret 
receipt books.” 

“What! You wouldn’t dare.” 
“Try me, you wouldn’t want her to know how you got the 

money to buy the taxis you have on the road and the apartment 
you have renting out in Old Harbor.” 

“You, dirty traitor, so you’d sell me out to Delta? What is 
she going to give you?” 

“I don’t want anything from her. I need some money from 
you to take care of some things. I told you that already.” 



 

  

“I’ll see what I can do. All I tell you is not to go to Delta 
with any stories about me.” 

“I won’t if you help me out.” 
He ended the call abruptly. 

             Sonya was taken aback that he had ended the call so 
suddenly. She was afraid of Delta finding out anything about her. 
Whether she liked it or not, she had to give Mickie the money to 
keep him quiet.  

She lay in bed thinking. How was she sure that even if he 
was abroad, he wouldn’t try to blackmail her?  

She thought about Judy. She had never wanted the girl 
dead. All she had wanted Carlos to do was to warn her off. She 
was horrified when she heard about the hit and run accident in 
which Judy had been killed. She had chased Mickie away from her 
when he came to tell her about Judy. She didn’t feel responsible 
for anything that had happened to her. She didn’t know how 
Carlos had gotten paid as she had refused Mickie’s request for 
money to pay him. 

Come to think of it maybe the money Mickie wanted from 
her was to pay Carlos for Chester’s murder. But she didn’t care, 
what he did with the money after she gave it to him.  

She didn’t want anything to do with Carlos. That guy was 
just too trigger happy for her liking. He had been thrown out of 
the police force and more than one security company because of 
how cold blooded he was. 

Sunday night she didn’t know when she dropped off to 
sleep. She woke up in bright sunshine and realized that she had 
overslept. As she went out to the driveway, she noticed an object, 
lying in some roses. It was a gun! She rushed inside for a rag. She 
picked it up and took it inside. It was her gun, she was sure of 
that. She took out her file with the gun papers, like the permit and 
compared the serial number with that on the gun. It was her gun, 
all right. 
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