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​The Case of the Petulant Poltergeist
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I love Kansas City. Barbecue, jazz, fountains. Neighborhoods with a small-town vibe. A downtown full of big-time companies—including some private investigation agencies with thick carpets and associates in tailored suits.

Mine isn’t one of those. My agency is a one-man operation in an office with a broken A/C and a view of the dumpster. The agency with flyers on bulletin boards in grocery stores. The one specializing in stolen bikes and cheating spouses.

On one particularly hot evening, I’m looking at the ledger of my cash flow, wondering if the bottom line for this month will be red or black. Here’s a tip. When I play budget roulette, I always bet on red.

It’s well after business hours, so I’ve got the door braced open, hoping a breeze might stumble in by accident, when someone knocks and asks, “Do you work here?”

Her voice is sultry and full of bad intentions. Unable to help myself, I look up. She’s not beautiful like in the glamour magazines, but if you gave her a second look, you’d catch yourself wondering what it would be like to take your wedding ring off for just one night. 

I stand and slip my suit jacket on in one smooth move. “Sorry for the informality. Please come in.”

When we’re both seated, I ask, “What can I do for you?”

She turns away, so I give her my “what’s said here doesn’t leave this office” speech.

That gets her to look at me, but still no answer to my question. So I try, “Trust me. I’ve heard it all before.”

“I have a ghost,” she finally says.

Okay, I hadn’t heard it all.

“Excuse me,” I say.

“I have a ghost, and I’ve got nowhere else to turn.”

“You’re asking me to get rid of your ghost?”

“Yes, can you help me?”

A hundred angles to fleece this woman flash through my head. Somehow, I ignore them. “Have you talked to your priest or minister? Asked them to bless your house or something?”

“I don’t belong to a church. I called a shaman from the Yellow Pages. He lasted about five minutes.”

At this moment, the only thing I can think of is a guy in a sheet with two holes for eyes. “Have you seen this ghost yourself?”

“No, it’s not that kind of ghost.”

“It’s not, huh?” I say. “What kind of ghost is it?”

“The kind that throws things.”

I’ve ended up at the drive-in more than once tailing a philandering spouse, so I decide I’ll show her I’m a literate man of the world. “A poltergeist.”

“Yes, that’s it.”

It’s while I’m sitting there, trying to remember if that haunted house movie I saw was based on a true story, that I realize I’m actually thinking about taking this case. I kick myself for even considering it. That doesn’t change my mind, but it gets my brain in gear. Two visits to the house: an initial visit plus another to oil squeaky hinges and suggest she keep an eye on Muffin the cat. Let’s say three days plus incidentals. Hmm. Maybe I’ll beat the odds on budget roulette this month.

“I can take a look,” I say with a straight face, “but I can’t promise anything. I’d need a fifty-dollar retainer, and I get fifty dollars a day plus expenses.”

She turns away again. “Oh. That much.”

Do I hold firm or cut her a break? I sneak a glance at my ledger to steel my resolve. “That rate is pretty typical. You can ask around if you’d like.”

“I didn’t mean to imply... I’m sure it’s fair—but you see, my husband left me, and money is a little tight right now.”

When she looks at me with those eyes, my brain shifts into neutral again. “That’s tough. If it would help, I can waive my usual retainer. How about five dollars instead?”

She gives me a smile that makes me think I’m getting the best out of the deal and takes a five-dollar bill out of her pocketbook.
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She’d taken the bus to my office, so I offer to drive her home. Fortunately, the sun’s down, and the heat has begun letting go of the day. The drive is almost pleasant.

Her house is a little two-story in a nice older neighborhood, typical of this part of town. A house a young couple can grow into. The client tells me it’s okay to park in the driveway, but I decline and park at the curb. Grabbing a flashlight out of the glove compartment first, I get out to open her door.

She’s already apologizing for the mess inside as walk across the lawn, but I’m barely paying attention. I’m watching the house. In the entryway light, I can see that the paint on the front door is in good shape, the straw doormat looks new, and the flowerpots on the stoop are getting watered. No spectral lights are shining through the windows, and no chills are running up my spine.

Unlocking the front door, the client turns on a light and invites me in.

The interior of the house is nondescript but neat. And I do mean nondescript. No mementos, no pictures of any kind, except a single watercolor. Moving closer, I recognize it’s a painting of the house, but full of color and life. This is a watercolor of a dream—what she wanted the house to be.

“How long have you lived here?” I ask so the client knows I’m working.

“About three years.”

I look around again and see nothing otherworldly. “Where does the ghost usually appear?”

“Everywhere,” she answers, then adds, “But mostly in the kitchen.”

That brief pause catches my attention.

“When did you first notice it?”

Another hesitation. “A few months ago.”

“If it’s okay with you, I’d like to check all the rooms.”

What can she do but say yes?
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After I finish upstairs, I work my way toward the kitchen at the back of the house. It’s clean as a whistle—but I get a whiff of something. Keen detective that I am, I recognize it: bleach and fresh paint.

“I like your kitchen,” I say.

“Thank you. I loved everything about it except the wall color. I recently repainted: Cornflower Yellow.”

“Nice. What’s out back?”

“There’s a screened-in porch—and the yard.”

I’m already heading for the door when I suggest, “Let’s take a look.”

The porch is a porch, and the yard is a yard. Nothing appears to have been disturbed.

“Anyplace else?” I ask while taking a second look.

I’m beginning to think she’s not going to answer, but then she tells me, “There’s a basement—I rarely go down there.”

“Ghosts sometimes hide out in places like that,” I say, making up something that suits my needs. “Is the door to the basement in the kitchen?”

––––––––
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Behind the basement door, wooden steps lead down into darkness. At the bottom, I pull the light cord to reveal an unfinished basement with cinderblock walls and a dirt floor. It’s cooler down here than I expected, but that must be the humidity. On the wall by the steps are shelves holding the usual stuff you don’t want on a dirt floor—cardboard boxes, old cans of paint, and some cleaning products.

I make a quick circuit and spot a shovel and pick leaning in the far corner behind the furnace.

When I return to the stairs, the client is standing on the bottom step, hugging herself.

I’m trying to decide if it’s a good idea to confront her with my suspicions here—away from the kitchen knives—when something flies by right in front of her nose. Too late, she ducks, and I move to stand protectively in front of her. Looking one way, I see the shelves minus one paint can. Looking the other way, I see a gallon can of Cornflower Yellow rocking to a standstill on the dirt floor.

“I don’t think you should stay here tonight,” I tell her. “I’ll set something up, but I need to use your phone.”

Viv, my sister, agrees to let the client stay with her while I figure this out.

––––––––
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The next morning, I let my other clients—all two of them—know that I’ll be hard to reach for a couple of days. Then, I drive back to the client’s house to talk to the neighbors.

Nobody on their street admits to really knowing my client or her husband. That says something, and it isn’t good, so after I finish there, I head for the nearest ER.

I’m on a first-name basis with a few doctors and nurses, but none here at East Side Memorial, forcing me to queue up at reception. A couple of lifetimes later, I reach the desk.

I slide my ID to the clerk with a fiver peeking out from underneath. When the clerk finally takes notice, he slides everything back in my direction and gives me a look I haven’t seen since my mom caught me playing hooky from school.

Pocketing the ID and bill, I plow ahead and get an entire question out before the clerk politely tells me to go soak my head for asking for patient information. But that’s okay. The nurse standing behind the clerk catches my eye and mouths, “Outside.”

Outside again, I head for the hospital’s ambulance entrance. When I get there, the nurse is waiting. She tells me an unpleasant story of hard-to-explain injuries from “accidents” at home and a fawning husband who does most of the talking. And no, as far as the nurse knows, my client hasn’t been in for a few months.

Now that I have a pretty good idea of what was going on at home, I switch gears and head for the Kansas City Main Library at 12th and McGee. I’m barely inside when I spot Beatrice McIntosh headed my way. Bea is the head librarian and a friend since back when I was on the force.

She presents a cheek to be kissed, then asks, “Do you need something, or are you just getting out of the heat?”

“I need an introductory book about ghosts,” I confess. “What they are. How to get rid of them.”

Bea looks me up and down. “We have nothing like that in the children’s picture-book section.”

“Ha, ha,” I cleverly retort, but she’s already walking towards the stacks.

Bea leads me to the restricted reference section and pulls a book off a shelf almost big enough to buckle my knees: A Treatise on Spectral Manifestations by Dr. William McGinnis.

“It’s old, but don’t let that fool you,” Bea tells me. “If it’s not in there, you won’t find it. Just don’t sleep in the same room as the book.”

I’m about to say thank you when the last thing Bea said hits me. My eyes must get big because Bea adds, “I’m serious—don’t sleep in the same room with that book.”

A little spooked—no pun intended—I drive to the one place I truly feel safe. My home away from home: The Monarch Lounge. When I get there, The Monarch is dark, cool, and empty except for a couple of regulars talking baseball back in the corner. Evie is manning the bar and gives me a smile when she sees me.

I grab a booth rather than my usual seat at the bar, ‌so Evie knows something is up and makes her way over. She’s in her mid-forties, with dark hair pulled back into a ponytail and eyes that catch every detail without giving much back.

I order a beer and ask who’s working the grill.

“Peaches,” Evie says, so I add a burger to the order.

I’m deep into Spectral Manifestations when the burger arrives. Evie puts the plate down and slips into the booth across from me.

Nodding toward the book, she asks, “What’s shakin’?”

Happy for an interruption, I tell her, “A client has asked me to get rid of a ghost.”

“No kidding! Must be serious if Bea loaned you McGinnis.”

I don’t even ask how she knows that book.

“Listen,” Evie continues, “Bea’s heart’s in the right place, but she overthinks things. If you’ve got a ghost, it’s because it doesn’t want to cross over.”

“What does that even mean?”

“It left something undone. Some wrong to right.”

Apparently, I don’t have a poker face—which, come to think of it, explains a lot about my life. Evie pats my hand and slides out of the booth. “Let me know if you need anything else.”

After I finish my burger, I call my sister’s apartment and tell my client that I’ll be there by eight. She doesn’t sound happy to be going back to her house.
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We don’t talk much during the drive over, but after we pull up in front of the house, my client says the next best thing to a confession.

“You’ve figured it out, haven’t you?”

Instead of answering, I say, “Come on. I think we have to do this in the kitchen.”

In the kitchen, she stands there, looking nervous. I don’t blame her, given what I think is coming.

“Your husband was an abusive SOB,” I say way too loudly and look around.

Nothing.

Bracing myself, I go on. “I know you murdered him a few months ago and buried him in the basement.”

In the movies, all hell would break loose right about now, but we’ve still got nothing. No dishes flying. No unearthly lights. Certainly no climactic last appearance of the ghost moaning, “Now I can rest.”

Honestly, I’m kind of disappointed.

Rather than standing there looking foolish, I shrug. “Okay. The house is clean, I guess. Now, I’m gonna take you down to the police station—”

That’s when all hell breaks loose. I’m thrown across the kitchen, sliding to a stop in the hall. Getting up, I lean into it—not wind, something worse—and force my way back to the kitchen door.

Literally everything in the kitchen is swirling around as if it’s caught in a cyclone. In the middle of it all, there’s my client, squatting down with her hands over her head, saying something. I can’t hear her over the noise, but watching her lips, I get it. She’s saying, “I’m sorry!” over and over again.

And it suddenly all makes sense. Death wasn’t a punishment for this schmuck; it was a gift. Now he can make her life hell in this life and the next.

I turn and run to the front door. Opening it, I grab the big straw doormat and return to the kitchen.

Putting the mat over my head for protection, I push my way through the swirl of flatware and broken plates. Sharp things, hard things, heavy things hit me, but I keep my feet. Making it to my client, I throw the mat over her head, drag my coat around us, and feel my way back down the hallway.

Stepping through the front door is like waking up from a nightmare. Outside, it’s just a hot, sticky evening with lightning bugs blinking and cicadas singing. Flipping my jacket down, I turn and look back. In the kitchen, the cyclone is still going. Hubby’s anger is trapped in there with him.

When I get my client back to my sister’s, I tell Viv, “Take care of her. I’ll be a couple of hours.”
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I can hear my sister’s mantel clock chiming eleven through the door when I return. Knocking, Viv answers so quickly that I know she’s been waiting. She pulls me inside, saying, “I’ll get my first aid kit.”

I must look as bad as I feel.

But before Viv can turn away, my client comes out of the bedroom.

“Give us ten minutes, Sis,” I say to Viv. If she says something back, I don’t hear it.

Following my client back into the bedroom, I close the door. She’s watching me, but not saying anything—probably trying to figure out how this conversation is going to go.

I try to gin up some of that feeling I had when I first saw her, but I’m too tired and sore. “Your house is clear—for real this time. I’ll take you home.”

Relieved, she sinks down to sit on the bed. I stay standing because Viv would kill me if I ruin her sheets.

“What happened?” my client asks me.

“I went to the hardware store and got a couple of cinder blocks, a length of chain, and a padlock. Then I went to your house and dug up your husband. If that bastard is so set on haunting something, he can do it from the bottom of the Missouri River.”
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Two weeks later, I’m sitting in my office enjoying the feeling of having the rent paid when the phone rings. It’s the bank. The client’s check has bounced.

I tell the bank’s assistant manager thanks, then put the phone down. Getting my jacket, I head for my car.

As I make the turn onto the client’s street, I can see the For Sale sign in front of her house. Lifting my foot off the gas, I coast by no faster than a walk. There’s already one of those Under Contract sign riders on top of the For Sale sign. I’m not surprised. It’s a nice house in a nice older neighborhood. A house a young couple can grow into.

I give the place a hard look. It’s obvious that it’s empty.

Muttering to myself, I put my foot on the gas. I shoulda bet on red.
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​The Case of the Lifelike Corpse
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It’s a quiet night at The Monarch Lounge. Just the regulars listening to the play-by-play coming over the radio and praying this is the game that turns the season around.

While the A’s hopes fade, I sit at my usual spot at the bar, sipping my beer and reading my newspaper—until someone shouts my name.

Thinking I recognize the voice, I bury my head deeper in the newspaper.

Not hearing a second shout, I relax, but then someone slaps me on the shoulder and says right in my ear, “I’ve been looking all over for you.”

I nearly jump out of my skin.

Alfie Bartlett, investigator for the Jackson County Coroner’s Office and notorious mooch, takes the seat next to me. “You keeping busy?”

“Listen, Alfie, I’m tapped out right now. You’ll have to buy your own.”

“I’m not here to bum a beer off you,” he replies.

That surprises me enough that I put down the paper. “Okay. What do you want?”

Alfie looks around as if the walls had ears. “Not here,” he says and nods towards a booth.

Evie’s behind the bar tonight and just shrugs at my look. With no rescue coming from that front, I pick up my beer and follow.

Sliding into the booth, I ask, “What’s up?”

Alfie leans in and whispers, “At night, someone is messing with the bodies at the morgue.”

A hundred possibilities of what that could mean pop into my head—none of which are pleasant. “What do you mean, ‘messing with the bodies?’”

“You know,” Alfie says.

“No—honestly, I don’t.”

Alfie leans in even further. “A couple of them have injection marks that weren’t there during the original autopsies. One had its Y-incision opened and sewn shut again. And they’d all been lobotomized.”

“You don’t mean while they were alive, do you?” I ask, as my stomach does a little flip.

Alfie gives me a long look before continuing. “And those are just the ones we’ve found. Who knows what else has been going on?”

Suddenly suspicious, I ask, “Why are you telling me this?”

“The coroner wants this business stopped before he notifies the DA’s office. He told me to get to the bottom of it.”

“Yeah, so? We came up through the force together. You made detective before I did. You don’t need me for this.”

“Well—you know—you’ve seen stuff.”

Now, I’m miffed. I do one case with a ghost and people think I’m Harry Price. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Alfie rocks back and throws up his hands. “Nothin’. I don’t mean nothin’. I just don’t want to go there alone at night.”

Truly surprised, I ask a little too loudly, “Go where? To the morgue?”

“Keep it down!” Alfie says, looking embarrassed.

Now it’s my turn to lean in and whisper. “You work there.”

“Yeah, but it’s creepy at night.”

“Jeez.”

“You gotta help me with this,” Alfie pleads.

“I get a fifty-dollar retainer and fifty dollars a day plus expenses.”

“Deal,” Alfie says, looking relieved.

I really should learn to keep my smart mouth shut. I said that thinking there’s no way Alfie would pay. Now I’m stuck. 

With a sigh, I say, “I’ll be at your office after work tomorrow. Have a check. No! Have the fifty in cash or I’m walking.”
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The coroner’s office is downtown in the courthouse. With the construction of that new federal building, traffic is worse than ever—even after business hours. Despite hustling to make up time, I’m late knocking on Alfie’s door.

After a couple of seconds, the door opens a crack, and Alfie peeks out. Seeing it’s me, he throws the door open and pulls me into his office.

“I was starting to think you weren’t gonna show,” he says, sounding relieved.

He might be relieved, but I’m not. Not until I have my fifty-dollar retainer in my hand.

Alfie hasn’t got it, of course. What he has is some cock-and-bull story about not being able to get to the bank. I seriously consider leaving, but my conscience reminds me that Alfie helped me out of a jam or two back in the day, so I end up with seven dollars and an IOU for the rest.

With business settled—for now—Alfie asks, “Where do you want to start?”

“The file room. Let’s see who had access to the stiffs.”

––––––––
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After Alfie pulls the files for the three known tampering cases, I make camp on a little table in the file room and give them the once-over.

Unfortunately, our perpetrator is smart. The Y-incision looks like a mob hit. The other two were vagrants waiting for someone to claim them. In other words, all the victims had been in storage for a while before the tampering was discovered. We can’t exclude any of the coroner’s staff.

Frustrated, I lean back and look for inspiration on the ceiling. Turns out it’s there, hiding among the flyspecks.

“Wouldn’t you want them fresh?” I mutter to myself.

“Did you say something?” Alfie asks me.

I ignore him. “Sure you would. Anybody would. Let’s limit the search to anyone who had access, say, within two days of their arrival at the morgue.”

We sort them by arrival time and go through the work schedules. Lo and behold, this time we’ve got a name.

“You know this guy?” I ask Alfie.

“Not well. Older guy. Sixties. He doesn’t hang out with the rest of us much, but he’s okay. From New England, by his accent.”

“Get me his address.”

Alfie digs through the file cabinets again, looking for this guy’s personnel file. After he hands me a copy of the old guy’s address, a clipboard hanging by the door catches his eye.

Walking over to it, Alfie looks and says, “He’s working tonight.”

“Well, that’s convenient,” I reply and check my watch. “It’s just eight o’clock. Let’s go talk to him.”
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Hospital Hill is just ten blocks from the courthouse along Oak Street, but it’s like a different world. Too many trees. Too much open space for a city boy. And there, sprawling across the top of the hill, General Hospital No. 1. A huge red-brick, castle-looking thing complete with gargoyles. It is kind of creepy at night.

Alfie leads the way in his car to a little parking lot near a staff entrance in the wing that houses the morgue. After we get out of our cars, I hitch up my belt and give Alfie what I hope is a confident nod.

He’s got a key that gets us through the door into a dark hallway whose only illumination is the red exit sign over our heads. We take the stairs down to a basement corridor that would be darker still, except for the harsh white light escaping around the door to the morgue. Hospital maintenance gets a gold star—the door swings open silently at my push.

There’s a corpse on one of the examination tables. Young guy, maybe half my age. He looks in great shape except for a couple of clean knife wounds in his gut and the Y-incision. Beyond the kid on the slab stands an older, gray-haired guy with his back to us, messing with something on one of the lab tables.

None of the usual autopsy instruments are in sight, so we might be in luck—if you can call it that. We might have caught the perp in the act. A body that’s already been autopsied should be in the cooler.

I’m thinking about backing out of the room and calling the cops when the older gent turns around. He’s holding what looks like a horse syringe full of a clear fluid. He doesn’t act surprised at all, which scares the hell out of me.

“Is that you, Alfie?” he asks. “Who’s your friend?”

Before we can say anything, he spins the syringe around, jabs the corpse in the temple and pushes the plunger all the way down.

I shout something like, “Hey!” Then we stand there, staring at each other. That is until the corpse sits up and opens its mouth as if it’s screaming.

Alfie backpedals a couple of steps before tripping. I hear him whack his head hard when he hits the floor. Me? I just fall on my ass.

As soon as I’m down, the old guy throws the syringe at me. As I roll out of the way, he sprints past.

I get up as quickly as I can and check the corridor. Judging by the stairwell door swinging closed, the old guy’s already out of the building.

Turning back to check on Alfie, I see the corpse is still sitting on the autopsy table, looking around like it’s scared out of its wits.

“Hey, buddy,” I say gently.

Its eyes snap to mine.

“I’m gonna check on my friend here. Okay?”

The corpse doesn’t say yes, but it doesn’t say no, either.

Alfie’s out cold with an impressive goose egg on his noggin. His breathing and pulse seem normal, though.

Looking up again, I see the corpse is still watching me. I stand up with my hands out in front of me.

“It’s okay, buddy. Can you understand me?”

The corpse nods.

Okay, I’m not sure why I was talking to the corpse in the first place, but I never expected it to respond.

Looking around, I spot a phone on the wall. Pointing at it, I tell the corpse, “I’m going to call for some help for my friend.”

The corpse doesn’t object.

“Do you want me to tell them you’re here?” I ask it.

The corpse shakes its head. It looks scared, and I can understand why. I know exactly what the cops would do to it.

“Okay. Then let me see if I can find you some clothes first.”
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It’s almost midnight when the police finish with me. On my way out of the hospital, I swing by the ER to check on Alfie. He’s awake and talking with his wife, Becca. I don’t stay more than a couple of minutes, but before I leave, I contrive to whisper in Alfie’s ear, “Say nothing about the stiff sitting up.”

Alfie gives me a funny look and nods.

Back at my car, I look around before getting in. Once inside, I check the back seat. Lying there, the corpse is watching me. It’s wearing some scrubs I found in the morgue. Under that, there’s about a mile of gauze around his chest to help hold everything together.

“I’m going to take you somewhere safe so we can talk. Is that okay, buddy?” I ask.

It hands me something about the size of a playing card. It’s too dark to read, so I get my flashlight out of the glove compartment. Turns out the card is the corpse’s toe tag.

“Patrick Murphy, huh?” I ask.

It nods.

“Well, Pat, it’s good to meet you.” Holding up the card, I ask, “You want to keep this?”

It shakes its head.
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Standing in the doorway to The Monarch, I look around—just a few regulars, and I know they’ll mind their own business. Catching Evie’s eye, I nod over my shoulder.

She somehow knows what I need. Flipping the bar flap out of the way, she walks to the kitchen door and holds it open.

I wave Pat in.

Putting an arm around his waist, I guide him through to the kitchen. Peaches is cleaning the grill and doesn’t even look up.

“Watch the bar for a bit, hon,” Evie tells her.

“You got it,” Peaches rumbles.

Evie leads us to the storeroom. From experience, I know there’s a cot waiting inside.

Once I have Pat seated on the cot, I ask it, “You okay here for a couple of minutes?”

It nods.

Outside the storeroom again, I close the door before telling Evie the whole story. When I finish, she’s looking a little pale, so I give her a minute.

After she gets her color back, she asks, “What’s your endgame here?”

Honestly, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. “Pat was mur—”

“Don’t give it a name!” Evie hisses.

“But that is its name, Evie. I’m just trying to be respectful.”

Now Evie is looking peeved, so I figure it’s best to just go on. “Pat was murdered. I thought I’d ask him who did it. You know—clear that up.”

Evie rolls her eyes before pointing at the storeroom door. “The zombie!” she says. “What are you going to do about the zombie?”

“Oh! The old guy brought him back. He must be able to undo it. I just need to ask Pat what he remembers. Twenty-four hours, and this is all over. Forty-eight, tops.”

Evie nods, and I breathe a little easier.

“Pat can’t talk because of—you know—being autopsied,” I continue. “Do you have some paper and a pencil I can borrow?”

After Evie gets those, I go into the storeroom to talk to Pat.

Within minutes, I know I’m not going to get anything. It doesn’t know the old guy at the morgue—it was dead most of the time it was around him after all—and claims it doesn’t remember much about its murder. That I don’t believe, but I can’t get it to spill. After a while, I give up.

Coming out of the storeroom this time, I trip over something. Looking down, I see a couple of blankets. I guess I’m staying here to keep an eye on Pat.

––––––––
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The next morning, I wake to the sound of someone cooking and the smell of bacon, eggs, and coffee. Opening my eyes, I see Peaches at the grill like she never left.

I’m definitely too old to be sleeping on a hard floor, but eventually I manage to get up and get the blankets folded. Next, I peek into the storeroom. Pat’s still sitting on the cot, holding the pad and pencil. I wave for it to follow and head for my usual seat at the bar.

As we pass Peaches on our way out of the kitchen, she says, “Evie wants to see you in the office.”

That can’t be good.

“Thanks,” I say. “My friend isn’t a breakfast person, but I’ll eat whatever you’ve got.”

“You got it,” Peaches rumbles.

I get Pat seated at the bar before going to see Evie.

She’s working on something and doesn’t look up when I come in. She does, however, pause long enough to point at a newspaper sitting on the corner of the desk.

“Last night’s doings at the morgue are above the fold on the first page of the Local section,” she tells me. “Doesn’t look like they’ve caught the old guy yet.”

Before I can grab the paper, Evie adds, “I called Bea. She wants you to stop by the library first thing. Go in and get her. Don’t bring the zombie inside.”

“Pat’s been well-behaved. And you know, without its—” I vaguely gesture toward my midsection, “Pat’s probably cleaner than—”

Throwing her hands up, Evie snaps, “You will not take that thing into another public building! Do you hear me?”

I nod.

“After you leave, Peaches and I will have to scrub the kitchen from top to bottom.”

“I understand,” I say contritely. 

Evie puts her hands down, and her expression softens. “You look like shit,” she tells me.

Believe it or not, that makes me feel a little better.

“There’s soap, a razor, and a garment brush in the staff bathroom. I’ll ask Peaches to take ‘your friend’ shopping in our lost and found.”

“Thanks, Evie,” I say. “Thanks for everything.”

––––––––
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With both of us looking almost human again, Pat and I head back downtown to the Kansas City Main Library. While we drive, Pat—now dressed like a bohemian college student—looks around as if it’s never seen the city before. Who knows? Maybe it hasn’t. Or maybe things look different to it now.

After we arrive at the library, I ask Pat to wait in the car while I get Bea.

As head librarian, Bea has her own office. She habitually keeps her door open, but not today. So I knock before sticking my head in.

When she sees me, Bea grabs a huge scrapbook of newspaper clippings sitting on her desk and says, “Show me.”

Back at the car, Bea puts the scrapbook down on the hood and flips it open to a page she’s marked. Leaving me to look through the newspaper clippings, Bea gets Pat out of the car and slowly circles him with a look of wonder on her face. I shrug an apology at Pat, but it seems not to mind.

There are a handful of clippings from the early 1920s chronicling a series of grave robbings in a town called Bolton, Massachusetts. The last is an obituary for a guy named Herbert West. Doesn’t mean anything to me, so I ask Bea, “Are you saying West is our guy?”

Coming over, Bea points at the associated picture. Not at West himself, but at the guy standing beside him. I lean in and squint. It’s the old guy from the morgue but forty years younger.

“Rumors claim West could chemically reanimate the











[image: ]











[image: ]


















[image: ]









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CASES FROM | |
THE WENQD S‘we

MARK SCHENEWERK





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





