It was an early morning and the street lights were still on. The town was covered in a thick, icy fog, so that you could barely see the next house standing on the corner. A bird, flying from one tree to another, broke the silence. It was about seven o’clock. A bakery store was about to open and a sweet smell of baking bread was in the air. Another day is about to begin. A black car was approaching. It was going slowly down the street. A sleepy driver was trying to wake himself up by drinking coffee from a red mug. It wasn’t really helping because his eyes were still half open and he kept yawning. Another man was sting at the back seat. Peter Gates was a wealthy man. He was medium build, had short brown hair. He was in his fifties…

