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THE GREAT FACEBOOK FRIEND DETECTIVE STORY

By Ian Kinney



It was late Thursday night, and Mikey Priceless, 29 year old father of two, had just

finished his shift at the local grocery store. The streets were filled with darkness as

he began his short walk home. The cold February air sent a chill down his spine.

Suddenly, he heard the unmistakable sound of footprints approaching from behind

him. He turned; but it was too late. His lifeless body was discovered in a nearby

alley the next morning. He had been chopped up by an axe.

It was Friday afternoon. Jasmine Gluesticks, 28 year old interior decorator, had just

returned home from a successful shopping trip to the mall. She struggled to make it

to her front door while carrying her numerous bags. She reached the door and

began to fumble for her keys; but then she noticed that the door was already

slightly ajar. She slowly pushed it open; and thwack. Her remains were discovered

later that night by her boyfriend. She, too, had been chopped up by an axe.

It was Saturday morning. Jen Ruby, 30 year old peace advocate, walked into her

favorite coffeehouse and ordered a latte. She then went outback to use the

restroom. A few moments later, a horrible scream was heard. Fellow customers

quickly ran to investigate, only to discover yet another dead body that had just

been chopped up by an axe. And a set of bloody footprints leading out the side

door.

Welcome to the town of Young Lewis Falls. In case you still haven't picked up on

the situation, allow me to break it down for you: there is some mystery dude out

there killing people with an axe. My name is Ian Kinney. I'm a wannabe comedy

writer. I post awesome shit on Facebook...

And this is The Great Facebook Friend Detective Story.

*******************************



ONE

So I woke up Sunday morning, around noon, feeling awesome. I've always loved

Sundays. I don't have to do anything on Sunday. I don't have to go to work. I don't

have to run errands. I don't even have to get out of my pajamas if I don't want to.

Sundays are the shit. This Sunday was gonna be a good one too. I had plans to sit

back, kick it with my cat, smoke a little pot, watch some Netflix, order a pizza, and

chill. It was gonna be a stellar day. Or so I thought.

Instead, everything went to hell almost immediately when I began to look for my

cell phone; and I couldn't find it. It wasn't on the charger. It wasn't hooked up to

my laptop. It wasn't in any of the pockets from my previous night's outfit. It was

nowhere to be found at all. I began freaking out. That phone was everything to me.

It had all of my comedy writing on it, including a bunch of awesome shit that I still

had yet to post on Facebook. Plus, I had just recently boughten it a shiny new

rainbow case. I checked everywhere in my house that I thought it could possibly

be. Still nothing. I had been out late the night before with my good friend, Rob

Zachary. My first thought was that my phone had been left behind in Rob's car.

However, with no easy way of contacting him to check; I decided to throw on

some clothes and head over to his place.

I got to Rob's apartment, and I pounded on the door for about fifteen minutes until

he sluggishly answered.

"Dude, what do you want? I was fucking sleeping."

"Sorry, bro. But I can't find my phone. I was thinking maybe I left it in your car

last night."

"You're an asshole. Let me get my keys."

Rob and I walked out to his car and searched it thoroughly; but we found no phone.

Rob let me use his phone to call mine, but it went directly to voicemail.

"Dude, what the hell? Where could it be?"

"You probably left it somewhere last night. We were all over Young Lewis Falls

though, so good luck finding it."

"Damn, man, you're right. You gotta help me retrace our steps."

"Dude, screw that. It's Sunday, and the season finale of "Sherlock" is on later. I'm

not doing shit."

"Dude, c'mon, I wanna watch that show too, but this'll be like our own episode of

"Sherlock". It's 'The Case of the Missing Cell Phone'. And you're my Watson. I

need you."

"Why am I your Watson? If anything, you'd be my Watson."

"Dude, whatever, we're both Sherlock then. Let's just go find my phone so we can



make it back in time to watch the show."

"Fuck it. Fine."

"Awesome. I knew I could count on you. So where should we start?"

"I say we start by getting some coffee."

"Dude, we didn't get coffee last night."

"Yeah, I know, but I want some coffee. And maybe a donut. Let's go to Amy

Gates' Coffees and Cakes."

"No, dude, c'mon. That place is all the way across town. Near the Jazzy Price

Bank."

"Dude, do you want my help or not?"

"Fine."



TWO

Meanwhile, at Amy Gates' Coffees and Cakes, all the way across town, near the

Jazzy Price Bank; Detectives Steve LaBomba and Sean Thermos were still

collecting evidence from the previous day's murder.

"I just don't get it, Steve. Three axe murders in three days. This last one on a

Saturday morning in a crowded restaurant. So far, no clear link between the

victims. How does this even happen?"

"I don't know, Sean. But we gotta figure it out. This isn't the sort of thing that

occurs in Young Lewis Falls. Fortunately, the news has yet to break, but once word

of an axe killer gets out to the public; we'll have panic on our hands."

"But what do we do?"

"We're good cops, Sean. We just keep searching. There's gotta be a clue here

somewhere."

The coffeehouse had reopened for business and was already crowded with clueless

customers. Just then, two uniformed policemen walked through the front door and

approached the two detectives near the rear of the establishment.

"Detectives LaBomba and Thermos? I'm Officer Timmy O'Leaf, and this is Officer

Brendan Scwalp. Commissioner Cannoli sent us over to help out with the

investigation."

"What? Why? First, he tries making us hand off this case to the task force, and now

he thinks we need help!"

"Relax, Sean. Maybe we could use their help. I have a feeling something big is



going on here. We just may need all the help we can get."

Suddenly, there was a flash of light.

"Officers, your first task: get that damn photographer out of here!"

The two cops began to roughly escort the young journalist to the front door.

"Wait, Krisp Hazelnut, reporter for the Young Lewis Falls News, what's going on

in town? Are the recent killings related? Do you have any suspects?"

"Shut up, and get out of here."

Officer Scwalp threw the reporter's camera to the ground, and Officer O'Leaf

kicked it out the door. The two cops then rejoined the two detectives towards the

rear of the establishment.



THREE

Krisp Hazelnut picked up his broken camera, got into his car, and pulled out of

Amy Gate's Coffees and Cakes. Moments later, Rob and I pulled in.

"Dude, what's with all the cop cars?"

"Well, it is a donut place."

"Haha true."

"You coming in?"

"No, grab me a coffee though."

"Word."

Rob headed inside, and I sat in my car with the windows down. I started thinking

about my phone. This would've been the perfect time for me to play with it. Man, I

really missed that thing. For a minute, I even thought I could hear a phone ringing.

Actually, wait, I was sure I could hear a phone ringing. I turned down my radio.

There was definitely a phone ringing. I got out of my car and followed the

direction of the sound. It was coming from the bushes on the side of the

coffeehouse. I was just narrowing in on it when the ringing stopped. I figured the

call had gone to voicemail or something, but I kept searching for it.

Meanwhile, inside, Rob saw a bunch of cops towards the back of the donut shop;

but again, he just laughed to himself and didn't think much of it. He placed his

order and was waiting for it to be prepared. Then, suddenly, he heard somebody

shout his name.

"Yo, Robby!"

He looked in the direction of the yell. It didn't take him long to spot where it was



coming from. His good friend, Gene Cowbella, was seated at a table by the

window, enjoying some coffee and reading the paper. Rob grabbed his order and

walked over.

"Hey, douche bag. What's going on?"

"Nothing. Just drinking this here coffee. Yum. What are you up to?"

"Meh, I'm here with Ian. He lost his phone last night. We're about to go on an epic

search to try and find it."

"Oh, nice. That sounds kinda fun."

"Yeah, fuck that. I'd much rather spend my Sunday just laying on my couch."

"Well, if it makes you feel any better; my day isn't gonna to be too hot either. It's

the three-year anniversary of my first date with Bianca. So, I have to take her out

to dinner later."

"Wow, that sounds absolutely horrible, bro. You have to go out to a nice dinner

with your beautiful wife. Tough life you got there."

"Haha. Yeah, you're right. Your day's probably gonna be worse."

"Well, let's go get it started. I'll see you later, man."

"See ya, Robby."

Rob came back outside, coffees in hand, and immediately saw me on my knees

looking through shrubbery.

"Dude, what are you doing?"

"I just heard a phone ringing in these bushes."

"What? Dude, are you sure you weren't just imagining it? Ya know, because you're

weird, and you, like, miss your phone or whatever?"

Just then, it started ringing again. I quickly found it, pulled it from the plant life,

and proudly displayed it to Rob.

"Oh, holy shit. It's a phone. Well, are you gonna answer it?"

I figured why not and put the phone to my ear.

"Hello?"

"Hello, my axe maniac. I must say, I am very pleased with your work so far. I can

not wait to see what you have in store for your next target."

"Uhhh, hold up, bro. I gotta stop ya. This isn't the owner of this phone. I just found

it in some bushes and..."

The line went dead. I looked at the phone. The screen displayed a number but no

name.

"What happened?"

"I don't know. It was some guy. I'm pretty sure he called me an Animaniac. Then I

think he said something about that store, Target. And then he just hung up."

"An Animaniac? Like those dudes from that old cartoon in the 90s? Man, I loved

that show."



"I know, right? That was weird. Anyways, you got your coffee, now are you ready

to start trying to find my phone?"

"Wait, dude, I have an amazing idea: why don't you just keep that phone, and we

go home."

"What? No, bro. I'm not just gonna steal some random dude's phone. I need my

phone. It has all that awesome shit that I post to Facebook on it. Plus, I just bought

it that shiny new rainbow case."

"Fine. Whatever. Where should we look first?"

"Well, I know I had my phone when we were at The Famous Friends Club last

night, because I distinctly remember that hot Lisa chick programming her number

in. So I say we start there."

"Alright. Let's do it. But, umm, dude, really, what are you gonna do with the phone

you just found?"

"Oh yeah, good question. I guess let's just hold on to it. Once we find my phone,

maybe we can try to track down the owner of this one."

"Dude, seriously? We better not fucking miss 'Sherlock'."

"Dude, we're not gonna miss 'Sherlock'!"



FOUR

Rob and I drove off just as Detectives LaBomba and Thermos walked out of the

coffeehouse. They had instructed Officers O'Leaf and Scwalp to stay behind and

continue searching for evidence. They walked towards their car.

"Steve, it just doesn't make any sense. How didn't somebody see something? This

guy's running around the middle of town with an axe for Christ's sake."

"Take it easy, Sean. Don't lose your cool. You're right though, we are in the middle

of town..."

The detective paused and looked around. Then smiled.

"And I bet that Jazzy Price Bank across the street has some security cameras."

"What are you thinking, Steve?"

"I'm thinking we get those tapes; and then we have Jeff Sherbet from our tech

department take a look at the footage. That guy's good. We'll have him see if

anything or anyone stands out before and after the events that took place here

yesterday morning."

"Sounds like a plan to me. I just wanna find the bastard who's doing this and stop

him before he kills another member of our town."



"I know, Sean. I know."

The two detective ran across the street to the bank.

Officers O'Leaf and Scwalp watched through the coffee shop window.

"What do you think they're up to?"

"I dunno, but we better find out. You heard what Commissioner Cannoli said; he

wants to know every move they make."



FIVE

Rob and I made our way over to The Famous Friends Club. It was known as the

most happening place in all of Young Lewis Falls. It was owned and operated by

Ryan Rich. He was basically a celebrity in these parts and arguably the most

powerful man in town. Every night, his club would be filled with famous stars that

he was friends with, hence it's name. Rob and I had only spent about an hour there

last night, but in that time I had managed to chat up a pretty waitress named Lisa

Magazine. She was apparently new in town and had just started working there last

week. As much as I hoped to find my phone at the club; I was also looking forward

to seeing her again.

We arrived and headed inside. Given the fact it was Sunday and still somewhat

early; the club was basically empty. However, we quickly spotted Nicky

Rigamarole, the bartender, setting things up behind the bar.

"Hey, Nicky."

"Oh, hey, guys. Doing a little daytime drinking? I like it. So, what'll it be?"

"Oh no, nothing for us, man. We were actually just stopping by to see if anyone

found a cell phone here last night. I haven't been able to find mine all morning."

"Well, no one said anything to me, but I can check with Mr. Rich."

"Thanks, man. I'd appreciate it. It was in a shiny new rainbow case."

"Alright, stay here, I'll be right back."

Nicky Rigamarole walked upstairs to Ryan Rich's office. Just then, I heard a

familiar voice.

"Wow, you couldn't even go one day without coming back to see me?"

I turned to see Lisa Magazine standing behind me with a mischievous grin. She

was accompanied by a fellow waitress.

"Yeah, well, what can I say? You're incredibly beautiful."



She smiled.

I smiled.

"Ahem.."

"Sorry, dude. Lisa, you remember Rob Zachary from last night."

"Oh yeah. Hey. And this is my coworker, Sarah Brownies."

"Yo."

"Nice to meet you."

"So like, seriously though, what are you guys doing here? It seems kinda early for

a Sunday."

"Well, I somehow managed to misplace my phone last night. I usually wouldn't

mind so much, but I really don't want to lose your number."

"Haha, sure."

"So yeah, you didn't happen to come across a phone in here, did you?"

"No. I'm sorry."

Nicky Rigamarole came walking back downstairs followed by none other than Mr.

Ryan Rich himself. He approached me smiling.

"Well, if it isn't the great Facebook comedy writer, Ian Kinney."

"Oh geez, Mr. Rich, you didn't have to stop what you were doing and come down

here just for me."

"Are you kidding? When Nicky said you were here looking for your phone; I had

to come down and say hi. I'm a huge fan of yours. I love the stuff you post on

Facebook. You are a really funny guy."

"Wow, man. Thanks so much. But, umm, how do you even know who I am? Plus,

I mean, are we even Facebook friends with each other?"

"Ha, no, actually we're not. Sorry, I can understand why you may be confused.

You see, I used to date Katie Messy. I believe you two know each other. Anyways,

she'd always show me the stuff you'd post. And I absolutely loved it. You're very

talented."

"Oh yeah, I know Katie Messy. She owns that small animal hospital, Katie Messy's

Messy Kitties. I bring my cat there for his check-ups. But, yeah, man, it's so cool

that you like the stuff I post. And thanks for saying I'm talented. That really means

a lot coming from someone who's friends with actual famous people."

"You're very, very welcome. Unfortunately though, I gotta tell ya; no one reported

finding a phone here last night. So, I don't think I can be of any help to you as far

as that goes."

"Damn. Well, this is only the first spot we've checked. I guess that would've been

way too easy. But thanks anyways. And thanks again for finding me funny."

"No problem, guys. If there's anything else I can do; just let me know. I'm a friend

to all; famous or not."
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