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Standing in the doorway of Ms. Racheal Cohen’s apartment, Marshall Drummond tried to shake off the disturbing morning. He needed to concentrate. Searching the apartment to uncover how Ms. Cohen ended up in her predicament outweighed the rest.

With a careful turn, he surveyed the one-bedroom space. Small with a sink, counter, and icebox tucked in one corner, a shallow closet against one wall, and a narrow door leading to a tiny bedroom. Clean and organized. Drummond had no doubt that the cabinets above the counter would reveal the contents neat, straight, and possibly alphabetized.

No bathroom. Poor lady had to handle matters in a shared room elsewhere on the floor. The apartment had a rug of striped concentric circles, and the walls had several paintings. None of it fancy or expensive.

Might as well start with the obvious.

He strode to the circular rug and pulled it back. Nothing but wood slats underneath. It would’ve been nice and easy if he had found a witch’s casting circle, but everything about this case promised to be the opposite.

Things had started while walking back to his office from a good diner breakfast. Drummond had his Fedora pulled low against an unexpected rainstorm. Well, unexpected to him. The three people under a large umbrella outside his building had come prepared. Even more unexpected — when he reached them, he discovered the owner of Moe’s Books, Mr. Rosen, standing with an old gentleman wearing a Jewish skullcap and a white fringed garment under a black vest. Between the men, Miriam Rosen smiled.

Despite Mr. Rosen’s disapproval, his daughter had spent months using any excuse to escape his watchful eye so that she could visit Drummond. Dates of dancing, eating, a movie, a play, and of course, many hours exploring the surfaces of Drummond’s physique. Mr. Rosen had been clear that Miriam could never be with Drummond long term. Drummond was a goy — a non-Jew — and that ended any future for them.

“I don’t care,” she had told Drummond once after a rigorous bit of physicality. “If you had seen Germany, you’d know. Better to enjoy what life you have now.”

Ms. Cohen’s apartment showed a woman who appreciated life through order. She filled it with books and figurines. Each in its place. Nothing pointed to her being a witch, though. If he had not seen her, he would have assumed she was a normal person with a penchant for literature.

But he had seen her.

The elderly gentleman standing in the rain with Miriam and Mr. Rosen had been introduced as Rabbi ben Scholl. He had come to Winston-Salem five years ago to oversee the building of the city’s first and only synagogue. In the process, he fell in love with North Carolina and its tiny Jewish community. He decided to stay.

“What’s this about?” Drummond asked.

The Rabbi glanced along the street before bending closer. “A witch,” he whispered.

He lived in a two-story house one block up from the synagogue — a short drive in the Rabbi’s Model T. Nice, quiet neighborhood yet still connected to a wide road that led back into the heart of Winston-Salem. Plenty of men with skullcaps and fringe walked in the diminishing rain.

Once inside, Miriam excused herself to make coffee, and at that moment, Drummond wondered why she had come along. Not that he minded — any excuse to see her was welcome — but he considered her role might be as insurance. They may have feared he would refuse to help. He tried to be understanding. After all, just because Germany was the enemy didn’t mean every American would welcome the Jews.

The Rabbi invited Drummond into his study. A heavy wood desk dominated the room. Two stiff-backed chairs sat aside endless books stacked in piles against overflowing bookshelves.

“My people have a strange relationship with magic,” the Rabbi said, wasting no time as they sat.

Drummond had seen it before. Many clients couldn’t discuss these difficult matters unless protected by walls they knew. For most, the act of hiring a paranormal detective meant their world had been shattered. Suddenly ghosts, witches, magic, and such were real. These clients sought familiar ground before they could talk. For the Rabbi, it appeared to be his study.

The Rabbi continued, “We are a practical people. We study and debate the Torah. We live quiet lives in this wonderful land. We try to avoid trouble. On the other hand, in the Torah, we find men like Moses. With help from above, Moses predicted the future, parted a vast sea, and led his tribe through a punishing desert. Magic flowed through him. So, you see, we believe in magic of a sort. But there is a small group within us that believes we all should wield magic.”

Miriam entered with three steaming cups on a silver tray. “You’re just getting to believing in magic?”

“Miriam!” Mr. Rosen scowled.

“It’s okay,” the Rabbi said. “I do tend to ramble, but I wanted Mr. Drummond to understand how we see what we see.”

To divert attention from Miriam while also keeping these men on track, Drummond said, “I take it you have a witch problem.”

Licking his lips, pulling in small hairs from his thick beard, the Rabbi thrust a single finger in the air. “Ms. Rachael Cohen. A good, Jewish girl. Helps those around her. Follows the Torah. Stays within the community.”

Drummond ignored the pointed glare from Mr. Rosen. His daughter, however, clanked a coffee mug on the table.

Before she could voice her opinions, the Rabbi continued, “Last night, Ms. Cohen’s neighbor called for me. Mr. Davison heard strange noises coming through the walls. When I showed up, I found … well, you’ll see. If you will follow, you should meet Ms. Cohen.”

The men headed toward the basement door. When Miriam stayed behind, Drummond glanced back. “You’re not coming?”

She shook her head. “I’m not welcome.”

He wanted to say something kind but knew Mr. Rosen heard everything. Any small gesture of caring would be picked up, and Drummond might cause Miriam more trouble. He opted for a simple nod.

As he searched Ms. Cohen’s apartment, he wondered if perhaps Mr. Rosen had been right. Not in excluding his daughter — that custom, which carried over into many religions, lacked creditability and imagination. Rather, Drummond considered that dating Miriam, no matter how strong their feelings, might only bring the young lady suffering. At best, their relationship would end bittersweet.

But what if their time together sullied her reputation? He knew little of the Jewish people, yet he had seen many cultures mistreat their most-prized sex. Then again, Miriam knew what she wanted, what she risked, and what her community demanded. She chose to spend time with Drummond, anyway. Who was he to deny her?

In Ms. Cohen’s kitchen, things proved to be as orderly as expected. In fact, the only disruption was the cracked soup bowl in the sink — the remnants of chili stained the sides — and the spoon that didn’t match the other cutlery. Drummond looked for signs of struggle. Nothing. That was information itself. The lack of witchcraft evidence, the abundance of nothing — Drummond concluded rather than a witch, Ms. Cohen was the victim of a witch. Especially considering the woman he had met in the Rabbi’s cellar.

Dark and damp place, that cellar had a concrete floor outlined by a brick foundation. Low ceiling, musty smell. Dim light from the rainy day peeked through a small rectangular window near the top.

Hunched over in the cramped space, the Rabbi led Drummond toward the back corner. Long before he saw Ms. Cohen, he heard metal clinking. A heavy chain connected to a bolt in the wall leashed the young woman by a leather strap around her neck. Drummond held back any shock.

“Please,” the Rabbi said with a bashful squint. “We don’t know what to do. That’s why you’re here. To help us. To help her.”

Walking closer, Drummond caught a sour odor like ammonia. When he finally saw Ms. Cohen, he understood. She was barely human.

Bent over and hooting grunts like an ape, her eyes blazed at him with a mix of hope and hatred. Between the shadows and shafts of gray light, he noticed a greenish tinge to her skin. It had a flaky texture like a peeling sunburn. Saliva dribbled from her half-open mouth, and razor-sharp teeth daggered beneath her lips. Blood dotted her bottom lip where her teeth continually dug in.

“She’s getting worse,” Mr. Rosen said. “When the Rabbi called me over, she looked more normal. She smelled better, too.”

The Rabbi said, “You are the best in the city with this sort of matter, yes?”

“Who told you that?” Drummond asked.

“Miriam.” Mr. Rosen gave Drummond an accusing glare. “She overheard the Rabbi and I talking and said you might handle these things. We asked around, and you’ve built a reputation with those who know.”

Drummond winced. A reputation would be good for gaining business, bad for dealing with business. Last thing he needed was a bunch of witches targeting him because he got too good at his job.

Then again, as he finished his search of Ms. Cohen’s apartment, he wondered if he was any good at all. He hadn’t found a single thing that could be called helpful, let alone a clue. Labelling Ms. Cohen a victim simply shifted the burden outside the apartment.

However, outside did include the neighbors. The Rabbi had said that a neighbor called worried over strange noises through the walls. Remembering his old beat cop days, Drummond decided to take the methodical route. Interview all the neighbors on the floor until he found the right one.

On one side, he met a woman with a baby, a toddler, and a hangover. She said nothing useful and plenty rude. On the other side, nobody answered. But the apartment across the hall won the prize.

Mr. Joshua Davison, a portly fellow who worked at the corner bakery, said he had heard odd noises from Ms. Cohen’s apartment. “So loud, in fact, I couldn’t believe it didn’t bother the whole floor, in fact.”

“And you called the Rabbi?”

He shrugged. “Who else should I have called?”

“The police.”

“I heard no crime committed
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