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The Investigation Starts

I went down to the hotel lobby and purchased a newspaper at the desk. My crew: Arthur my pilot; James my assistant, and Chet my bodyguard, all remained in the penthouse. Twiggs, the desk clerk, made sure I took some of the hotel’s fresh donuts with me back to my suite. I was surprised to see the notorious Phil Dirt and two older, well-dressed men standing at the front desk. Phil came up to me as I was making my way to the elevator with the donuts. 

“Mr. Dasher, we are glad to see you,” Phil said.

“Phil Dirt! I am surprised you are not behind bars. So, what are you doing here?”

“We are here on business, Meet my colleagues. This is Dr. Mizeer Otto, a psychiatrist from Bonn. My other friend is Dr. Nigel Crenner from the U.K. He is a professor at Edinburgh,”

“Oh, that sounds great, Phil, you are finally getting the psychological help that you need. I see that they do not trust you to run loose by yourself. They are smart men,” I replied.

“Really, Mr. Dasher, don’t be so crude. No, it’s not me that needs help, Mr. Dasher. We have been hired to solve an international problem. 

“You are the international problem, Phil, so they have the right man. Just turn yourself in and the problem will be solved.”  

“Very funny, Mr. Dasher, but I didn’t think you would understand.”

I turned to go to the elevator with my donuts, when I was met with my crew, 

Oh, Phil, you have met my crew have you not? Chet, my bodyguard, James my assistant, and Arthur my pilot.”

“Sadly.” He replied.

“Is everything okay, Boss?” Chet asked.

“Yes, I was just bringing everyone some donuts, when I ran across Phil Dirt. You remember him, don’t you?”

“Yes, international dirt bag, and over-all trouble maker, Phil Dirt. He should be behind bars. What’ he doing loose?” Chet asked.

“I’m not sure, but I’m not on any case that involves him right now. The police will catch up with him, soon enough. I have a feeling they already know he’s here.”

“You really are misinformed about me, Mr. Chet. I work for international peace.” Phil said. His two companions circled us. Chet pulled his sports jacket back revealing his forty-five caliber in his shoulder holster, causing all three to back off. 

“Come on, let’s go back to our suite, and leave Phil Dirt and his friends to themselves.” I said and we went back up to our penthouse suite.

My crew and I relaxed with our donuts and chatted discussing previous cases. We were in our comfortable Geneva, Switzerland headquarters. I previously bought the entire upper floor from the hotel for the penthouse suite. It serves as an office and living quarters for my crew and me. It was the third of August, nine A.M. when the phone rang. It was Twiggs at the desk in the lobby.

“Mr. Dasher, there is a man here at the desk who would like to speak with you concerning hiring you for an investigation. Would you like to speak with him? I can send him up, or you may want to speak with him over the phone. Which do you prefer?”

“Well, Twiggs, I normally get my clients through my home office in Clarion, Pennsylvania. That has been my advertised contact number. Oh, wait a minute; James posted my international number a few days ago. Yes, I will talk with him first on the phone. I will see if its worth my while, so yes, put him on the phone, please.”

“Hello, Dasher here. How may I help you?”

“Yes, sir, you may. My name is Hudson Hollow. I need some help with a problem with where I live.”

“Sir, I don’t do home improvements and I don’t deal with real estate. You have the wrong person.”

“It’s not like that, sir. I have someone in my house who won’t go away.”

“Well, just call the police.”

“I can’t. This person is dead.”

“Call the police and they will get the coroner.” I replied.

“They won’t come.”

“Why won’t they come?”

“The dead person is a ghost.”

“Call ghost busters or a psychic, you don’t need me. I don’t investigate the paranormal at all. I stick with reality. I don’t have any suggestions as to who can help you, either, maybe a priest. Good-bye.”

“Well, they won’t come over, because of what I am.”

“What are you?”

“I’m a wizard of black magic.”

“Really? Okay, then, it was nice talking to you.”

“Wait, don’t hang up. I have money. What would you charge to investigate my house?”

“Nothing, I don’t investigate hauntings!”

“Well, it’s like I am being stalked. I can walk into a room and there is this semi-transparent person floating there.”

“Sounds like you need glasses.”

“You can investigate it in your spare time if you like. My entire family is being intruded upon.”
“How long have you lived there?”
“All my life. My parents owned the house before me.”

“Okay, you should be used to it. Thank you for calling.”

“Wait! Do it in your spare time, at your convenience. Just name your price.”

“Like I said, I don’t investigate the paranormal. Now, have a good day!” 

“I need to know that there is someone on my side, sir. No one will help me.”

“Get one of your witch friends.”

“Our magic seems powerless against them.”

“Hmm and why is that?”

“I don’t know, maybe because they are non-dimensional and nameless.”

“Okay, I’m glad to know that, so it was nice talking with you...”

“I’ll pay one hundred thousand dollars.”

“Now, you have my attention. So, what do you expect to get with your one hundred thousand dollar investigation?”

“Well, for one, peace of mind.” 

“And?”

“I really need to know who this is. There may be more than one ghost. Spells are not effective against the unknown. Non-specific spells are usually not effective. So, maybe if I knew who I was dealing with, I could do something about getting rid of it or them.”

“I don’t know. The money sounds good, but I don’t know if I can help you.”

“Just the assurance that the world’s most prominent investigator is there  looking into the case is worth a lot to me. I know Zeb Dasher’s reputation, and if anyone can come up with the answer, it is you.” 

“So, I gather that at one hundred thousand dollars, you need some assurance of real help. Well, then, come up to my penthouse suite and we will get you to sign a contract.”

“Oh, that would be great, Mr. Dasher. I’m on the way.”

“Give the phone back to Twiggs.”

“Sir, may I help you?” Twiggs asked.

“Send Mr. Hollow up, accompanied by an attendant please.”

“Will do,” Twiggs hung up the phone, and motioned a man in waiting to escort Mr. Hollow to my room.

In a few minutes, the two arrived at my door. The attendant went back down to the front desk, leaving Mr. Hollow with me. First, let me describe this man. He was probably in his late forties, about six feet tall, but skinny as a rail. His skin was so pale; it was almost as white as a sheet of typing paper. He wore black from head to toe, and his clothing looked like they belonged to a previous century. He even wore black leather gloves. His dark hair was greying at the temples, and he wore it almost shoulder length. He spoke with a decidedly British accent, but gave the impression that he was American in origin. Judging from the expensive shoe that he wore, I knew he could probably afford to pay my one-hundred thousand dollar fee. He stepped into the living room of my suite where my crew was sitting. They all stopped and looked in silence at the strange figure coming in with me. Indeed, there was something different about this man, something very different. I motioned for him to sit down in one of the chairs. I sat down opposite him. James brought in a contract mounted on a clipboard, with a pen stuck in the clip. He handed it to me.

“Well, Mr. Hudson Hollow, tell me more about your problem.” I said once we settled in.

“Tea, anyone?” James asked.

“No, I never drink the stuff, Thank you, just the same,” Mr. Hollow replied.

“Something else, then sir?”

“Nothing else. You don’t have it anyway.”

James sat back down on the sofa with Chet and Arthur.

“As I was saying, Mr. Hollow, tell me about your situation. Start with where you live.”

“Oh, I’d be thrilled to do so,” he said, nervously clearing his throat.

“Say on, sir,” I prompted.

“No one wants to listen to me. I live in what you call a castle, in Warwickshire. It is quite large for just my family, so we live only in part of it. It has been the home for my family for centuries. I have no intention of giving it up for anyone, especially ghosts who have intruded on us for some reason.”

“Well, you were fixing to be kicked out of here if you had said that you lived in Oz, Mr. Hollow. Ghosts, then is it? More than one, sir?” I asked, being skeptical. 

“To be honest, I only get glimpses of whatever or whoever it is.”

“Fair enough, go on, sir.”

“Well, it wasn’t always this way, and it appears to be maybe getting worse as time goes along. The appearances occur more often than in the past.”

“What do these appearances look like?”

“I only get faint outlines, sometimes they almost glow in the dark. Whoever it is, doesn’t stay in one place very long so that I can get a good look. My family has repeatedly seen the same thing. We want it or them, gone. Do you understand, Mr. Dasher?”

“I can understand that. I wouldn’t want to be bothered by anything like that either. I just have never had any dealings with the supernatural in any of my investigations. This will be a learning process for me, if it is indeed supernatural. It will take considerable convincing for me to start believing in the supernatural, like witchcraft. I’m really not comfortable doing this case, even for one hundred thousand dollars.”

“I’ve tried to get actual paranormal investigators there, but they either turn me down or don’t stay after looking my place over.”

“You won’t have to worry about that with me and my crew. Once you pay our fifty-percent down, and sign the contract, we don’t back down. We have faced some ominous dangers in the past. We aren’t some weak-kneed paranormal collegiate, we are the real deal, sir.”

“Yes, I know. You are world famous for your investigations.”

“So, how many rooms are in your place of residence?”

“Fifty or so. We don’t live in all of them. We just live in about a dozen rooms, total. The rest of the place is locked and shut off from our residence.”

“Any idea of whether the rest of the building, the castle, is haunted?”

“Sometimes we hear things. We’ve heard solders marching in the courtyard when there is actually no one there. Sometimes screams can be heard echoing in the halls on the other side of the castle. We don’t go in there. It stays locked and boarded up. I guess that probably hasn’t prevented our home invasion.”

“Your family, Mr. Hollow, tell me about them.”

“Well, there’s my beautiful wife, Esmeralda. I call her Esme. We have been married for a long time, Mr. Dasher. Then, we have two wonderful children. My son’s name is Hector. He follows in my footsteps in the field of magic, but not as much as I. He will get better, though, the more he learns. My daughter’s name is Halo. She is different. She is not much interested in magic or much of anything else. She does like the new cell phones that they have recently improved. She talks to some of her school friends on it every day. We are hoping that she will come around  more to our way of thinking as time goes on.”

“So, there are four in the family?”

“Yes, we have had a hard time getting and keeping hired house workers, like maids and men-servants. I guess that industry is not what it used to be.”

“I will be going to your place in Warwickshire, my crew and I, to interview your family. We will also do an assessment of your living quarters. Nothing personal, of course, as it will be a necessary as part of the investigation.”

“An assessment?”

“Yes, of course. We need to have a good idea of what we are dealing with. We want no surprises half way into the investigation. Trust me; I am thorough in my investigations. I leave nothing undone or still questionable.”

“Well, that is reassuring. It will be the only way to get answers, I suppose.”

“I need a free hand in my investigation. It is the only way to get cases finalized to a sound conclusion, Mr. Hollow. Facts are facts only if verified with solid proof.”

“That sounds wonderful, Mr. Dasher.”

“Here’s the contract, then, for you.” I handed him the clipboard which he promptly signed and handed back to me. I signed and dated the contract, also. 

“I will arrange with my bank to have the initial payment transferred directly into your account. We will have to meet at my bank, at your convenience, and have that done. I don’t carry that kind of money on me.”

“No one does. Shall I meet you at your bank in Warwickshire?”

“No, my bank is in London. Tomorrow, at let’s say, ten o’clock in the morning? Here, I’ll write the address of my bank on a note for you. I know the address because I’ve been there many times. We go to London quite often.” He pulled out a pen, and small piece of paper, wrote the address on it and handed it to me.  I noted the old, withered look of his crooked fingers as he wrote.

“There you go,” he said. 

“Thanks, before you go, Mr. Hollow. Is there any way that your practice of black magic would be related to the hauntings? Is it harmful?”

“No, I don’t think so. Here. I have one of my magic wands with me. Take it. You will see that it is harmless.” He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled
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