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Roses 
“By believing in flowers, often we give them life.” Edmond Rostand 
 
 She surveyed the room. A simple office, yet it was embellished with paintings of a rich 

man on every wall. White chalk was slowly drawn around the body before it was sent to be 

examined by a group of professionals to be recognized, leaving a white outline of a body. Keira 

stared at it, the outline almost looked almost as if had been waving to her, and she smiled back as 

if a dead man could see her. As her male counterparts started their investigation by looking for 

witnesses, Keira had driven straight to the scene of the crime. The office didn’t feel like a crime 

scene, but at the same time that’s how most crime scenes felt these days. Keira was oblivious to 

the feeling, she had gotten used to it overtime; she was walking right behind the angel of death. 

She always expects these kinds of cases to be given to her. 

 The scene looked just like the others, the victim on the bloodied floor, supposedly 

stabbed to death. But that didn’t interest Keira, there wasn’t any rush of adrenaline that her 

mentors said there would be when investigating a crime scene; there is no rush of adrenaline 

when you die, as there is simply no life in death, yet a certain detail in the past few scenes 

changed this. A single wilted white rose, tainted by the deep red of blood, lay atop each body. 

Keira, despite her experience, wasn’t sure of why a murderer would leave such a meaningless 

object that would just give the investigators more clues. The blood only confirmed their 

suspicions that their victim was stabbed to death, and the wilting rose meant that the murder 

would’ve taken place six hours or so before the body was found. Keira dismissed the detail 

saying to her team that it was just a ‘red-herring’ to throw them off. Anything could throw them 

off at this point. The investigation had been going on for awhile now, five murder cases, each 

incident had taken place twenty days apart, of which all Keira were assigned to.  



 
 

2 

 Keira squatted down beside the chalk and picked up the rose that had been left behind. It 

was white, like the others, but this one only had droplets of red, which was a lot less compared to 

the past roses. She got up and walked to her boss who had been sitting on the victim’s desk and 

reading a few case papers. As she approached her boss looked up and she stopped, making sure 

she wasn’t too close to the desk. “What is it, Ms. Mallory?” her boss asked, adjusting his thin 

silver framed glasses that rested on the tip of his nose. She placed the rose on the desk so that the 

petals were facing him. He sighed and closed the file of papers he was reading from. “Ms. 

Mallory, if you’re going to waste my time on evidence we already have then we can put you on a 

different case.” Keira shook her head in place of a reply. 

 “Sir, the rose is different this time.”  

 Her boss threw his hands up in frustration, “So what? Every flower is different, don’t 

they teach you that in primary school? Now get back to investigating something actually worth 

investigating or else I’ll call some other detectives who are actually fit for the case, got it?” Keira 

nodded and swallowed, feeling as if she raised a white handkerchief up and waved it.  

 She still did as told, taking the rose from the desk and placing it back in the middle of the 

white chalk. Brushing off her skirt, she walked out of the office and into the hallway. Keira 

walked forward, not sure of where she was headed but sure that she wanted to get out of that 

room. She glanced behind her, taking a good look at the office, then turned back to see where she 

was going only to bump into a torso. “Watch it!” shouted the figure. Keira looked up to see his 

face, he was one of her co-workers, and just to her luck, he was probably the most immature and 

close-minded out of all of them, seeing as he thought feminism was just a myth.  

 “I’m sorry,” she replied, rolling her eyes. He scoffed and continued walking towards the 

office. Taking a deep breath, Keira headed for the nearest room to her left, which was the 
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“break” room. The business hadn’t been too successful these days, hence them having to degrade 

from a spacious break room to a small room where they kept the two essential things in an office 

worker’s life. Coffee and paper. The room was laid out so that the paper and printer were at the 

back of the room, where coffee had the least chance of spilling on them. Keira’s eyes bounced 

around the room as she stood in the doorway, before finally landing on the counter where all the 

coffee supplies where kept. Lay atop the counter right next to the coffee maker was a very small 

bottle with a cork of which caught her eye. Keira picked it up; the sides of the bottle were stained 

a light brown color. Holding it next to her ear, Keira shook the bottle. The sound of liquid filled 

her eardrums as she quickly opened the bottle, careful not to spill any of the substance on her 

hands, and sniffed it. Closing the bottle and stuffing it in her pocket, she smirked and strutted her 

way back to the office, where her boss and co-worker stared at her enter as her heels loudly 

clacked against the hardwood flooring. 

 “Ms. Mallory,” said her boss in a annoyed tone, “I’m having a discussion here if you 

couldn’t tell, so don’t interrupt.” Keira pouted, letting his sarcasm rest just underneath her skin.  

 “Excuse me, sir, but I need to investigate this room.” 

 “We’re having a discussion,” repeated the co-worker. Her boss shrugged. 

 “Do what you must, but be quick about it,” he said, snarkily, and turned his attention 

back to her co-worker as she stepped into the room. She squatted next to the outline once more. 

After staring at it for quite some time, she took out her notebook and wrote two things. Number 

one, that the rose only had droplets compared to the blood soaked roses in the other scenes; and 

number two, that the poison had most likely used in coffee considering where it was found. She 

put her notebook back in her pocket and took out a flashlight. Keira picked up the rose a shone 
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the bright light on it, as if she was expecting to find more details or hints in the petals, but she 

was desperate. They hadn’t gotten any leads on the culprit, until now. 

 As she moved her flashlight over each and every single gap and crevice between the 

petals, it seemed as though something glinted back at her. Keira bit her bottom lip and opened 

the petals up, revealing a small purple tinted ceramic shard. She took it out of the flower, 

handling it with care, and switched off her flashlight. She flipped it around in her hand, with one 

side of it having the letters L.M. imprinted in gold foil. Standing up, she made her way back to 

the desk, where now her boss and co-worker were laughing about some joke about women. 

Neither of them looked at her as she approached, so she slammed the shard on the table.  

 “Aw, honey did one of your earrings fall out?” joked her co-worker, who was the only 

one still laughing. Her boss picked up the shard and shone his own flashlight on it.  

 “L.M, huh,” her boss read aloud, “That could meaning anything. We can’t-” 

 “Louis Mallory,” interrupted Keira, crossing her arms, “My father.” Her boss and 

coworker started, slightly confused, slightly in awe. She continued, picking up the shard from her 

bosses’ hand, “I gave him a mug, this exact color with the exact same lettering, the year before 

he left my mother and I. He loved coffee, and after I gave this to him, it was the only mug he 

ever used.” She then took out the poison and placed it on the desk. “This bottle of poison was 

found near the coffee machine, half empty. It was most likely used in the coffee, which is odd 

considering the cause of death for the other white rose victims. Stabbing.” She paused, walked 

over to the chalk outline and picked up the rose before returning to the desk. “The blood droplets 

are evidence of this. If he had ingested poison that would’ve meant he had to cough it back out. 

Meaning that the murderer would’ve have to have known that this was his mug in order to kill 

him. And he sure didn’t have office friends.” 
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 She smirked, watching their faces alternate from being impressed to frightened. “Have 

you figured it out yet? Cause I have.” 

 

 

 


