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MARSHALL DRUMMOND TIPPED BACK HIS FEDORA with a pencil and tried to contain his exasperation.  “Look, pal, the harder you make this on me, the harder it’s gonna fall on you.”

The man in the interrogation room looked like a classic ghost — pale white and wearing nothing but a sheet.  He gripped his bald head with both hands as if trying to hold his skull together.  “I swear, I don’t know.”

“All I’m asking for is your name.”

The man wasn’t even looking at Drummond.  Instead, he stared at the wood table.

“How about where you’re from?  You know that?”

The man shook his head.  “Nothing.  I don’t know where I am — heck, I don’t even know what day it is, what month, or what year.”

Drummond scratched his chin.  “You’re telling me you don’t know that it’s 1937.”

“Is it?”  The man’s shoulders shuddered and tears dribbled down his face.

“Aw, come on.  Don’t start crying.”  But Drummond knew that once a suspect started with the tears, it would be a long night of wailing before anything useful could be gained.  Then again, he wasn’t even sure if this guy should be called a suspect.

Only an hour earlier, the evening had looked like it would be a short one — a quiet, Winston-Salem night.  Thanksgiving had ended a day ago and winter had yet to kick in.  The private investigator business had been quiet lately, though usually Christmas brought along a few cases. Drummond planned to close up early, knock back a few drinks at Tommy’s Bar, and maybe strike up a chat with the new waitress, Penny.

But then Detective Cooper called.  Baldy had walked into the police station wearing a toga and a dazed look in his eyes, and he claimed that somebody had stolen his mind.  Normally, Cooper would have called in the wacky wagon and had this guy sent away to the local asylum.  But he knew Drummond handled the stranger cases, and it was a slow night.  Besides, they had been partners back when Drummond walked the streets as a beat cop, and he figured it’d be good to see his old pal.  At least, that was what he had said.

Drummond didn’t buy all that his old pal was selling, but he also knew what a horrible place the asylum would be.  He figured ol’ Cooper had been spooked by something he didn’t want even the asylum to know about.  Besides, it wouldn’t hurt to give this bald man a few minutes before condemning the guy to such conditions.  Except after spending five of those minutes, he had yet to get as much as the man’s name.

“Heckuva racket we’re in.” Cooper said as he walked in with a mug of coffee.  “Peter Lorre here say anything?”

The bald man perked up.  “Is that my name?  Am I Peter Lorre?”

“No,” Drummond said.  “Tell you what.  Let’s skip over who you are for right now, and why don’t you tell me what happened.  How come you were found walking around like, well, like this?”

Stroking the sheet that clothed him, the bald man looked even more lost.  “I swear, I don’t know anything.  I woke up in a room, the door was open, and I couldn’t remember anything, so I ran.”

“Okay, that’s a start.  Where was this room?”

“A big house, but I ran and I don’t know where I was. I just kept running until I saw the police lamp outside.  That’s it. That’s all I know.”

Drummond leaned in closer and in a low voice, he said, “You’ve got to tell me something.  If you don’t, Cooper’s going to throw you in an asylum.  Trust me, pal, you do not want to go there.”

From across the room, Cooper said, “Hey, did you tell him about the glowing man?”

Drummond bore his eyes onto the bald man.  “What’s he talking about?  Tell me about the glowing man.”

“I-I can’t.  If I tell you, you’ll definitely lock me up.  You’ll think I’m crazy.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that.  I’ve seen more crazy things in my life than you can even dream up.  Now, tell me.”

The bald man appeared to weigh his options and quickly realized he had none.  “Okay,” he said.  “First, it wasn’t a man.  It was a woman.  After running around for a while and before I found the police station, I ended up in the park. And there she was.  This woman stood near a tree.  She was glowing like a greenish kind of color.  I thought I was dreaming.  She said she’d been looking for me and it was time to go back.  I didn’t know what the heck was going on, but I knew I didn’t want to go anywhere with her.  So, I ran again.  Then I ended up here.”

“That’s it?”

“Isn’t that enough?  She was glowing green, for Pete’s sake.”

Drummond tapped his lips with his pencil.  “What was she wearing?”

“Huh?”

“Her clothes.  What did they look like?”

“I don’t know.  Like a long robe-type thing.”

“Anything else?”

The bald man’s face brightened.  “Yeah.  She was drawing in the air.”

“Drawing?”

He swooped his hands around in the air.  “Like this.  Over and over.”

Drummond nodded and stepped out of the room.  Cooper followed.

“What do ya think?” Cooper leaned against the wall.  “He’s nuts right.  I shouldn’t have bothered you.”

“He’s not nuts.  At least, not because of this.”

“Wait.  There really is a glowing green woman?”

Drummond shrugged.  “Maybe.  Do you really want to know?”

“Not on your life.  I hate this stuff.  I’m happy to hand it all over to you.”

“Gee, thanks.”

“Heckuva racket.” Cooper chuckled, then sipped his coffee.  “So, what now?”

“Put him in the drunk tank for the night.  I’ll go look into this.”

From behind the door, they heard a muffled cry.  “Detectives!”

Drummond threw open the door to find the bald man cowering in the back corner.  Cooper came in with a baton at the ready.  The bald man’s eyes widened and he covered his head with his hands.  The sheet he had been holding up dropped and Drummond saw an arcane symbol carved in the man’s stomach.

The man blubbered tears.  “Don’t hurt me.”

“Nobody’s going to hurt you,” Drummond said, but the man continued to panic.

With a sharp cry, the bald man spread his arms wide against the wall.  Sweat covered his body.  Blood dribble from the strange symbol.

“What the hell is this?” Cooper said.

Drummond kept his eyes on the bald man.  “Stuff you don’t want to see.”

As if in answer, the bald man let loose one final cry.  Then the skin around the symbol imploded as if a cannonball had struck him in the belly.  A big hole broke through.  Blood splashed out his back and the bald man collapsed in a heap.

“W-What the h-hell?” Cooper stumbled out into the hall.

A voice from further down called back, “Hey, Cooper.  I got another one of those bald togas roaming the streets for you.”

“Crap,” Drummond said.  This was going to be a long night.  He stepped out of the room and as he walked by Cooper, he said, “Get that mess cleaned up before anybody sees it.  I’ll take of this.”

It all sounded good, but he had no clue how he would take care of anything.  He snatched the latest case sheet from the front desk.  The officer on duty protested but by then Cooper had recovered enough to yell down the hall that Drummond had his permission.

The sheet detailed a disturbing the peace complaint.  Apparently, this bald man in a bedsheet had been stumbling around the southern districts just outside the city.  Nice area of town but more than Drummond could afford.

He drove out to Queen Street — a peaceful tree-lined neighborhood with tiny houses and plenty of kids.  The address on the sheet turned out to be an empty house with a For Sale sign stuck out front.  Since no other sightings had been reported before Drummond left the police station, he decided to check out the empty house.  There was a chance Baldy had slipped inside.

Footprints on the dusty porch confirmed Drummond’s suspicion.  The front door stood ajar, so Drummond entered.  From the right pocket of his trench coat, he pulled out a .38, and from his left pocket, he brought out his ward.  A witch who owed him one had made the ward from a smoky-white crystal.  It supposedly protected against minor magic, but when she delivered it, she gave him a curious wink.  Damn thing will probably never work.  He had yet to see it in action and hoped this wouldn’t be the time to discover he had been hoodwinked.  Yet he still did as she had instructed — kissed the front of it to enact its magic — and after returning it to his pocket, he had to admit, he found comfort in feeling its weight bounce against his side.

The house was a typical affair — staircase right from the entrance leading to a second floor, living room off to the side, long hall leading back to a kitchen and bathroom, brown walls and hardwood floors.  All quite compact and functional.  On the walls, a few rectangles of darker brown showed where the previous occupants had hung pictures of one kind or another.

Drummond followed the footprints back into the kitchen.  The bald man cowered on the floor in the opening where an icebox would be placed.  Heavier than the first man, this one also had a thick, dark brow.  His bottom lip protruded giving him a persistently angry expression.  The sheet he wore covered his waist and below, but he made no effort to hide the symbol on his stomach.

He gazed up at Drummond.  “What’s going on?  Who are you?”

Lowering his weapon yet keeping it at the ready, Drummond said, “I’m Marshall Drummond.  I’m a private investigator, and I’m trying to figure out what happened to you.  Do you remember anything?”

The man scrunched up his features as he thought.  “I don
















































































































































OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
SIURI C}fﬁ‘f

o .
2 i
e kT
N \
Ll Y
{ R Iy
A i
> Y
i~ - i
= N
RN e

QHE GIMITESIE
@fﬂLfD § HARSHALL DRUMMOID

CASE gLt






