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The weekly pub quiz was over, and they’d won, as they did most weeks. Some weeks it 

seemed the hardest part was coming up with a good team name. They’d considered “Send 

Project Blue Back to the Amazon.” Another candidate was “Jeffrey Epstein Was Well Hung,” but 

the difference in meaning between “hung” and “hanged,” and whether it mattered, led them to 

stick with the tried and true: “Three No Trump.” 

They were a good team. Someone had to have listened to popular music from the past 

thirty years, and Simon was their someone. Vikram batted cleanup when it came to sports 

questions. He knew American sports, and he knew world sports, though there weren’t many 

questions about Cricket or Rugby Union in this quiz. Natalie was the intellectual magpie. She 

knew Teddy Roosevelt’s Secretary of State (John Hay, then Elihu Root), that there was an answer 

song to the Shangri-La’s “Leader of the Pack” (“Leader of the Laundromat,” by the Detergents), 

and that the muscle cramp called the charley horse was named after a pitcher who won fifty-nine 

games in a single season named Old Hoss Radbourn. 

They still had drinks to finish. Actually, Natalie had a full pint to finish. Simon had ice 

left from a margarita; he sucked the melting from it, every so often, to be sociable. Vikram had 

nursed one Miller Lite, all he ever consumed on a week night, and was busy complaining about 

law school. The other two hoped it was a passing phase, as they didn’t have enough lawyer jokes 

to last for three years. 

“Law school teaches you to think like a lawyer! Try this on for size.” Vikram said it as a 

challenge to both, but stared at Natalie as he did. Ever since he’d hit on her, and she’d told him 

that she considered him “a friend” he’d become passive-aggressive in the way he related to her. 

“A man decides, as a prank, to pretend to shoot a gun in his apartment.” 
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 “Why?” Simon asked. 

 “It’s hypothetical! Anyway, he has unloaded the gun. What he doesn’t know is that his 

roommate has reloaded it. So, when he shoots at the wall, a bullet goes through it. Meanwhile, in 

the next apartment, a man is hanging himself, trying to commit suicide. He’s just kicked the chair 

out from under himself, when the bullet snips the rope.” 

 “Saving him from being hanged, so what’s the … ” 

 “No! He falls, and breaks his neck! What do you think? You have to think like a lawyer.” 

 “If I have to think like a lawyer,” said Natalie, “I think I’ll have another beer. Besides,” 

she added, waving over the waiter, “I’ve got a better one. You want locked room mysteries where 

people are left hanging, I know a real one. 

 “It happened on campus last year, you may have read about it. A student found hanging in 

a dorm.” 

 “Suicide?” Said Vikram, as Simon said: “Didn’t somebody kill him?” 

 “Good, so neither of you recall the details?” They shook their heads. “Okay, here’s the 

background. My sister was assigned by the Pima County Attorney’s office, so I heard about it 

from her. 

 “There was a freshman living in the dorm, named Garcia, whose roommate had a 

girlfriend in their room. The kid was sitting in the hall, studying, until the roommate finished. 

About eight-thirty, he heard arguing at the other end of the hall. He saw a student he recognized 

as Corbett Wong arguing with two men he didn’t know. It sounded like Corbett owed them 

money. He had the impression it may have been a drug deal, but couldn’t make it out. The men 

left, Corbett came down the hall, and entered his room, about thirty feet from where Garcia was 

sitting. 
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 “No one entered or left the hall until twenty or thirty minutes later, when the two men, 

joined by a friend, came down the hallway, knocked at Corbett’s door, and then finding it 

unlocked, entered. They immediately began shouting, and Garcia heard one of them yell ‘Call 

nine-one-one!’ 

 “He jumped up, and ran down the hall. The noise drew other students from their rooms. 

What they all saw was that while one of the men was calling 911, the other two were loosening a 

belt from around Corbett’s neck. He had attached the belt to one of the supports of a closet shelf, 

and was slumped, the belt pulled taut. Oh, and his pants and underwear were down.” 

 “Autoerotic asphyxia?” 

 “The men told the police – according to my sister – that the Corbett owed them money. 

They claimed he borrowed it for reasons they left vague. That around fifteen or twenty minutes 

after two of them had argued with him in the hall, just as Garcia reported, he’d called and said if 

they came over, he’d settle things.” 

 “What the hell?” Vikram said. “This makes no sense. He calls them, and then decides to 

beat off while he waits? Or was he trying to kill himself because he didn’t have the money?” 

 “Or did they kill him?” said Simon.  

 “No money was found. The medical examiner had a bit of trouble deciding the cause of 

death. Strangulation, for sure, but was it from falling on the belt, or did he have help? There were 

signs he'd been strangled, but Garcia never saw anyone enter or leave the room. And there was a 

call from his phone to one of the men about ten minutes before he was found. The time from 

when they entered the room until Gracia and the other witnesses got there was too short for them 

to have killed him; he had to have already been dead when Garcia saw them arrive.” 

 “Could someone have killed him and climbed out the window?” 
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 “Good thought, but no. The window was rusted shut. And that was the night we had that 

rare snow storm. There were no tracks under the window, even if a killer had been lucky 

enou8gh to climb out without anyone passing by.” 

 “So, it’s a classic locked room, and it has to be suicide.” 

 “There was,” said Natalie, “one other ‘suggestive’” she winked “bit of evidence. Tucked 

under the bed was a sex doll, the kind you blow up, life-sized.” 

 “Proving Corbett was one kinky mother!” Simon shook his head. “Unless you are going 

to claim the doll killed him.” 

 “I did suggest to my sister she check it for DNA. The result was as I suspected. One of 

the men – they were brothers, by the way – Terry Martinez, cracked. He didn’t mind confessing 

to killing Corbett, but he didn’t want his mother hearing he owned a sex doll.” 

 “Wait a minute! It was another guy’s doll? But even if it was, Corbett was strangled. If 

you said he was poisoned, and there was poison on the doll, it would make sense. But how can 

you get a doll to strangle someone?” 

 “You can’t. It was Terry who strangled him. But all three were in on it. 

 “While Corbett arguing with two of the brothers, Terry was waiting in his room. When 

Corbett came in, Terry strangled him, and staged the fake suicide. He used Corbett’s phone to 

call his brothers. When they showed up a few minutes later the third man was the doll, wearing a 

long coat. Remember, it was cold and snowing that night. As soon as they went into the room 

Terry put on the coat, and stuffed the doll under the bed. By the time the witnesses came running, 

he was calling 911.” 
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 “Cute story!” said Vikram. “Meanwhile, what about my challenge?” 

 “Oh, that,” said Natalie, just before guzzling the last two inches of her beer. “That’s 

simple. The gun manufacturer was responsible.” 

 “How do you figure?” 

 “Easy! You said to think like a lawyer. You always sue the one with the most money They 

may not teach you that in law school, but as soon as you join a firm, they’ll straighten you out.” 

 

 

 


