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OF THE MANY THINGS MARSHALL DRUMMOND HAD LEARNED since becoming the private detective of the bizarre for Winston-Salem, one stood out to be as important as the golden rule — never trust a witch. When negotiating, when partnering, and especially when fighting, a witch only ever held one allegiance — herself. So, when Drummond entered his office one autumn afternoon and found a young, beautiful witch patiently waiting for his arrival, warnings flashed throughout his brain.

“It’s one-thirty,” she said with a thick Carolina accent. “You always take such a leisurely lunch?”

Removing his Fedora and long coat, Drummond said, “I’ve only been back on my feet a couple weeks. Just trying to appreciate walking again.”

His previous case had mangled his right leg and stuck him on crutches for two months. Catalina, his beautiful gal, played nurse for about a week, but she had to get back to working at Raymond’s Diner. Her two boys and her abuela relied on her to earn income. Plus, she tried to be careful about her relationship with Drummond becoming too obvious — the sensibilities of modern man had come a long way, but too many people would frown upon a white man and a Mexican woman together. Even in 1932.

“Tell me, what could I possibly do for a witch?” Drummond eased behind his old desk. Casually, he slipped his hand underneath to rest upon the grip of his .38 sitting in the gun tray and aimed directly at his guest.

She raised an amused eyebrow. “My, my. What gives me away?”

The small earring studs that, when looked at closely, resembled pentagrams. The large handbag overflowing with horded clutter. The black nails and the smell of burnt leaves. Most of all, Drummond had come to know the unique look in a witch’s eye — as if the world had told her a secret she could barely contain blabbing to everybody she met.

“Nothing really,” he said. “Just a good guess, I suppose. Question still stands — what is it that brings you to my door?”

“I should think that’s obvious.”

“Sorry. I don’t work for witches.”

“That’s because you are a smart lad. Handsome, too.” As she spoke, she rummaged through her large bag. A moment later, she plunked a heavy book onto the desk. “You’ll need that book.”

Keeping his eyes on the witch, he said, “And why is that?”

“Well, do you believe in prognostication?”

“Ever since I started dealing with witches and ghosts, I’ve learned not to discount anything too fast. I take it, then, that you can see the future.”

She shook her head with a deep smile. “But I’ve tried. People tend to think it’s an easy thing to do. Beginner magic. But that’s far from the truth. The universe does not like to give up her secrets. And even if you succeed at peeking into tomorrow, there are so many variables that can change the outcome. All you ever truly glimpse is one possible future.”

“And you saw something involving me? Something that required you to bring me this book?”

Gathering her things together, the witch stood. “I know you’ll not believe a word I say, but the truth is the truth. Not all witches are bent on causing harm. Some of us just want to be left alone to study our spells and live our lives. Now, far be it from me to meddle in the affairs of others, but I find myself in a predicament which I hope this book will help prevent. You see, while practicing my prognostication, I saw a horrible time ahead. It was a fleeting glimpse — no more — but it was enough to frighten me. It was enough to make me take the trip all the way here and give you that book. I can’t tell you how any of it will work out, but I promise you this — later today, you will be starting a new case, and it will bring you up against a horrible and powerful adversary. It is my hope that my little gift to you will tip the scales.”

Still keeping his eyes on her, he drummed his fingers on the desk. “That book is going to help me live through a tough fight?”

“Oh, I don’t make such claims. I don’t even care if you live or die. I only know that if I don’t interfere, the outcome will be far worse for all of us. For me, in particular. This person you are up against is not entirely sane, and the result of allowing such a person to continue their madness — well, in this case, it may cause certain troubles for the witch community.” She shouldered her bag and headed toward the door.

“Hold on. I don’t even have your name.”

She paused in the doorway. “Now why would I ever give you that kind of power over me?”

“What if I need to speak with you? I’ve got to have something to call you. Unless you want me yelling Hey witch all around town.”

“I don’t hope to ever see you again.” She chuckled. “Then again, our paths may cross more than I’d like. Shoot, I guess you need some kind of name. You can call me Miss Fox.”

“Ah, going for the pretentious alias.”

“Pretentious yet still dangerous. Watch what you say.” She clicked her nails against the doorframe as she left the office.

Drummond finally looked down at the book. Wrongness pulsed out of it. The cover had a flaking texture — cowhide that had seen too much sun — and tiny beads of various colors lined the edges like encrusted jewels. The title had been written in a fanciful hand, but Drummond could not read the language — a hint of Korean or possibly Japanese, but there were too many sudden swirls in the script to be either. Probably some language long forgotten by all but the witches.

He walked over to his bookshelf and pulled out Moby Dick. Inside, he kept a flask of whiskey at the ready. After taking a swig, he returned the flask and the book before sitting at his desk again. And perhaps it would have ended there. Perhaps the warnings from Miss Fox would have proven false, and Drummond could have moved on with his life. But the first of two terrible things happened — his phone rang.

Before Drummond could offer any form of greeting, Leroy Parker’s static-filled voice said, “We got a problem.”

Leroy had helped Drummond on a few cases. The old black man spent most of his time reading up on anything to do with the supernatural. He was the closest thing Drummond had to an official expert, and considering Leroy’s high intelligence, he was all Drummond had ever needed.

The worry in the man’s voice prickled Drummond’s skin. Coupled with the fact that Leroy did not have a phone in his house, that he lived far from any convenience, that he had to have gone out of his way to make this call, turned the whiskey in Drummond’s stomach into a whiskey sour. “What’s happened?”

“I got jumped last night. In my own damn home.”

“You okay?”

“What kind of stupid question is that? ‘Course I’m not okay. You think I’d want to leave my house and drive all the way to the store so I could make a call to talk to you if everything was okay?”

Even though Drummond knew Leroy could not see him, he fought back the grin rising on his lips — cantankerous as ever. “Sorry. You need anything from me?”

“You think I’m calling you just to let you know that something happened to me? Dang fool. What’s the matter with you? I’m the one that got popped on the head. Why are you acting like an idiot?”

Drummond sat straighter in his chair as the situation started to click into place. Leroy lived in the woods far off near Mocksville. Nobody would just happen upon his place and decide to rob the old man. Whoever did this had targeted Leroy, and Leroy only had one thing of value — his library of witchcraft.

“What did they take?” Drummond asked.

That direct question calmed Leroy. He always appreciated honest and logical thinking. “A book. Only one. But it’s a bad one.”

Drummond’s eyes shifted to the book on his desk. “It wouldn’t happen to be covered in rotting leather and have cheap, fake gems around it.”

“How did you know that?”

“You better get over to my office.”

 

 

An hour later, Leroy sat next to Drummond and stared at the book. For several minutes, neither man said a word. After several minutes more, Drummond guessed Leroy might take a while, so he poured them both a glass of whiskey and leaned back in his chair.

Without taking his eyes off the book, Leroy reached over and picked up his glass. He sipped the whiskey, set the glass back, and leaned closer to inspect the spine of the book. “She just came in here and dropped this off?”

“Told me she could see the future. I was wondering if this book is meant to help me or hurt me.”

For the first time since arriving in the office, Leroy looked up from the book. “She’s a witch. You really have to wonder?”

“It’s your book. You tell me? What’s it for?”

Leroy sipped more of his whiskey before finally easing back in the chair. “This book was a grimoire belonging to a witch coven. They’re no longer around — a few members died and the rest dispersed to join other covens.”

“A grimoire? That’s like their spell book, right?”

“Spell book, rulebook, everything book — all that’s important to keeping a coven running.”

Drummond pursed his lips. “How come you have it?”

“There was a bookshop on East 10th Street about five years ago. Phil, the owner, he had just gotten into the stock market around ‘28. Crash destroyed him. Took the store out, too. But back before all that, I’d frequent the place. They often had very rare and unique texts.”

“And this bookshop, operating in the open in downtown Winston-Salem, just happens to be selling grimoires?”

“Phil had no idea what he was selling. More than the Crash, his incompetence is probably why the

































































































































































































































































































































































































































OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
THE QFDLOOD

i) %ﬂDSHﬂLL @DU/’\MOHD
| CASE CFILf

e = 3
3 S &
] £
§
: .






