                                     Report on Ronnie
The following afternoon I interviewed Ronnie concerning the events of the day before. Ronnie was still a little groggy.
“You admit that you were at the party on the evening of Sept. 3 to the morning of September 4rth?” I asked.
“Yes.”
“About 2 a.m. Saturday morning you were sitting at a table with Calvin, Lucy, and Madeleine.”
“Yes.”
“At that time Madeleine got up to use the washroom in Calvin’s apartment. She was on her way back to your table when you stood up and knocked her to the ground.”
“I guess. I stood up to give her a hug. I was hoping we would hook up, you know. I guess I was too drunk and fell down. I knocked her down with me. Then I couldn’t get back up.”
“What happened after that?
“Madeleine was pushing me and screaming. I was struggling to get up. Some people grabbed me and pulled me off of Madeleine. Somebody yelled to call the police because I had stabbed Madeleine. A couple of guys grabbed me and pinned me to the ground. The police came and brought me to jail.”
“That’s all you remember?”
“Yeah. It is mostly a blur.”
“Do you recognize this?” Detective Sargent Johnny Walker shows Ronnie a picture of a folding knife. The blade is open and there is blood and hair on the blade.
“Yeah. It’s the knife I use at work.”
“Why do you need a knife at work?”
“I use it to open boxes, cut string, stuff like that.”
“Don’t they usually use box cutters for that?”
“They are too flimsy. You need to keep buying new blades. I sharpen this knife every night. It will last me a lifetime.”
“But this is your knife?”
“Yes.”
“And you used it to cut Madeleine’s neck at the party?”
“What? No. I didn’t even have the knife then.”
I sat back in my chair, confused. “Who had it then?”
“I gave it to Lucy to use. We were cutting ribbon and tying balloons to some picnic tables for the party. Calvin asked me to go get more beer because he thought we might run out. I left the knife on the picnic table for Lucy to use. When I got back, I put the beer in the fridge. Lucy had finished tying the balloons to the tables. The knife wasn’t on the table. I figured she put it in her pocket and I would get it back later. We started to party. I forgot I had given it to her.”
“So you are saying that Lucy had the knife when Madeleine’s neck was cut?”
Ronnie thinks for a minute. “I am saying I don’t know who had it. Maybe Lucy had it. It may have been left on the table and somebody else picked it up. I do not know. I just know I fell on top of Madeleine but I didn’t cut her neck because I didn’t have my knife at that point in time.”
“You are a smoker, right? You were smoking at the party?”
“Yes.”
“Did Madeleine smoke too?”
“No. I offered her one but she said she was trying to quit.”
“So she didn’t flick cigarette ashes in your hair?”
“No way. If she had I would have gone berserk on her. No. We were getting along great until I fell on top of her and couldn’t get up. That ruined everything.”
“You were very drunk?”
“Drunker than I thought. When I couldn’t get up off of her I knew I’d had too much.”
“Maybe Lucy gave you back your knife and you don’t remember?”
“It’s possible, I guess. But I remember getting up to give Madeleine a hug and I had no intention of hurting her. I wanted to get laid, not stab her.”
“Maybe she refused your advances.”
“No. Of that I am sure. I was waiting for her to get roaring drunk before making my move. She was a little reluctant to drink much at first, but she came around.”
“So you feel the entire evening was amicable. It was ruined when you fell on her and couldn’t get up. And someone else took advantage of that moment to cut Madeleine’s neck. But who?”
“I don’t know. I don’t know most of those people. They live in the building like Madeleine. The only one I know well is Lucy. Maybe somebody who had a grudge against Madeleine, picked up my knife and used it to cut her neck. It was dark, people were drunk, tired from working all day and distracted.”
“There is only one problem with that theory. After you and Madeleine fell to the ground, only Lucy, Calvin and another fellow named Percy were nearby.”
“Well, I can’t tell you who did it. I can tell you it wasn’t me.”
The forensic reports to follow soon.
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