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John Harm sat in his office. His feet were resting atop his desk as he leaned back in his chair. He had a fedora hat upon his head. He was holding a glass filled with whiskey in his hand. He took a drink. He pulled out and lit a cigarette. He stared at the closed door of the office. He nodded his head. He just had this feeling, today would be the start of a truly epic case.

John Harm was a private detective. He was a man that lived for the thrill of the investigation. He didn’t know exactly why he felt this way, but he just knew, as he sat there in his chair at his desk, that some truly monumental mystery was going to present itself, with unexpected twists and turns, where nothing was what it seemed, where up was down and left was right, a mosaic of investigative artistry, the case of his life, the most interesting investigation of his career.

As said, John Harm was a private detective. Now, historically, private detectives have always referred to themselves as P.I., but John Harm had what he thought would be a brilliant marketing ploy to promote his business. It was a simple brilliance, he felt, of just listing it as, “John Harm, P.D.”. He knew that when people felt the need for a private detective, this would set him apart from the rest, and they were bound to appreciate the individuality of the choice of a name and the calls would just flood in, and business would shoot through the roof, simply by his choice of referring to himself as John Harm, P.D.

Um, that didn’t exactly happen, though.

Yes, John Harm was indeed inundated with a flood of phone calls due to his choice of a name for his detective business. But, they were phone calls from the nearby enclaves of Johnarma and Joharmin, of people trying to contact their police departments. There were many phone calls that played out, almost word for word, like this example. “Hello, is this the police?”...“No, I’m not the police. I’m who the police call when the police need the police.”...“Well, why don’t the police just call the actual police, then?”...“When police is what the police need, the police that the police need, is the police that is me.”...“But I thought you said you weren’t the police.”...“I’m the police, police, for the police, who polices when the police can’t police the way the people need the police to police. I’m John Harm, P.D., at your service.”...“You’re really freaking me out here. That’s it, I’m calling the police.”...

Um, John Harm was known to be wrong on occasion.

But, this day here, he just knew with everything in him, he would be taking the first steps upon a grand odyssey.

John Harm just sat there, staring at the door, sipping from his glass, waiting for the mystery to begin unfolding. “Come on, baby. It’s showtime.” John Harm arrogantly proclaimed.

Then...

John Harm’s cell phone rang. It was the phone he used for both personal and business matters. John Harm nodded his head, knowing the epic case was about to begin. He picked up his cell phone, which was sitting atop the desk, and gave his customary greeting, “Hello, John Harm, P.D. here, at your service.”

A young girl’s voice on the other end of the line responded, “Samoas”.

“Um, Samoas?” John Harm said, not understanding.

“Samoas. Samoas. Samoas.” The girl’s voice repeated the word quickly three times.

“Samoas, Samoas, Samoas.” John Harm responded with confusion.

“So then, you’ll take three orders of Samoas. Thank you so much for supporting your local Girl Scout troop 139. You have a wonderful day.” the girl on the phone announced.

“Hey, wait a second here, I never ordered any Samoas.” John Harm protested.

The girl spoke again but with a more ominous tone, “Mr. Harm, a word of warning, if I might. Beware the Ides of March. Good day.” The call ended.

John Harm just stared at the phone with a curious look, then placed it back on the desk, thinking, ‘That was a little odd. But, what could she have meant when she said Beware the Ides of March? A word of warning, she said it was.’ On the surface, John Harm figured that shouldn’t be a problem, seeing as how, he had no immediate plans to travel back to ancient Rome, to the time of Julius Caesar. But, upon further consideration, he had a feeling that wasn’t what she meant, that it was referring to something else. ‘But what?’ he wondered to himself.

Was the call somehow significant? Or was it just some Girl Scout selling cookies who had found a way into their parents’ liquor cabinet?

‘Yeah, a call from a mysterious stranger who happened to be a drunk Girl Scout selling Samoas. I think I’m onto something here. This case is even more complex than I expected.’ John Harm nodded his head again and drank again from his glass.

Look, OK, fine. John Harm knew that was stupid but he was really grasping at straws to come up with anything to support his intuition that some momentous case would present itself this day.

John Harm sat there in his chair, with his feet upon his desk, smoking a cigarette. He kept drinking until he finished what was in his glass, and smoked his cigarette until it was done. He took his feet down from his desk and put his cigarette out in the ashtray, then refilled his glass and sat back in his chair, once again putting his feet up, on the desk.

He sat there in his chair, sipping from his glass. After a while, he pulled out and lit another cigarette. The cell phone rang. He picked it up and answered it, “Hello, John Harm, P.D., at your service.”

A man’s voice responded on the other end of the line, “Oh, yes indeed, indeed, that you are, Mr. Harm. You are about to be thrust into a situation and circumstances you cannot now possibly understand. Keep your chin up, Mr. Harm, and keep your wits about you. They have to be stopped, Mr. Harm. Their enterprise cannot be allowed to continue.”

“Um, the Girl Scouts?” John Harm ventured.

The man was silent a moment then replied, “No, I am not referring to the Girl Scouts, Mr. Harm. I call regarding an evil, global, shadow conspiracy which I wish to hire you to investigate. I am not at liberty to reveal any of the details of the situation. They could certainly be listening, and watching. Know this, Mr. Harm, they may already be watching you, as well. Your services have been procured. If you venture to an out of business pub called ‘Magilly’s Pub’, in the alley behind it, you will find a green, broken, rusting, metal cabinet with one of its doors missing. The metal cabinet will also be filled with leaves. Hidden within the leaves, you will find a metal box. The key for the box will be beneath the top shelf of the cabinet, attached and covered by black tape. Inside the box, you will find $50,000 in cash. That is to be your initial payment for your services. The remainder will be delivered to you if needed during the case, and more upon completion of the case, once the enterprise has been brought down.”

“Um, question. You said they might be listening, and if they are, didn’t you sort of just tell them where the $50,000 is, and won’t they just go and steal it?” John Harm theorized.

There was a somewhat lengthy pause, and then the man on the phone stammered, “Um, ah...Oh shit. Sorry, Mr. Harm, I have to run out for a minute. Forget the directions I gave to you regarding where to find the $50,000. I will arrange to have a trusted associate deliver it to you. Good day.”

The call ended. John Harm put the phone back on the desk and pulled out and lit a cigarette. He sat there with a content look, smoking and drinking. It appeared John Harm’s intuition was correct. There can be no mistaking that this was certainly the start of the epic case he knew would present itself.

The stranger on the phone had refused to give any details about any of the specifics, but the case was to involve unraveling an evil, global, shadow conspiracy. This certainly was an intriguing development. But, how would John Harm go about beginning to unravel the mystery when given nothing to go on?

He deliberated on what his first move should be. Eventually, he decided. He was going to pay a visit to local Girl Scout troop 139.

OK, look, I know that’s an admittedly odd way to start the investigation but at the moment, it was all he had to go on until further contact was made. Besides, he hadn’t actually received the $50,000, yet, and was running very low on funds, and the Girl Scout cabin was within walking distance. So, you know, he could save bus fare, until he actually had the money in hand. And, for some reason he couldn’t explain, he felt this odd hunch that there would be something there that would be pertinent to his investigation. The Girl Scout he had spoken with, who called right before the mysterious man called to offer him the case, had made a very ominous comment, so maybe there was something about it that could be relevant. It seemed like a long shot, but maybe the visit would turn out to be an unexpected trove of useful information.

Hey, who knows?

John Harm worked in mysterious ways.

John Harm set out for the headquarters of Girl Scout troop 139. He decided he would explore the area using an alias because if the Girl Scouts were actually playing a sinister role in the conspiracy, announcing himself as a private detective really wouldn’t make much sense. Also, even if their role within the proceedings was not villainous, being a grown man, complete stranger, exploring around the Girl Scout headquarters, would probably appear somewhat suspicious and get him arrested.

But, were these Girl Scouts altruistic or were they, in fact, sinister? John Harm was going to find out the answer to that question.

John Harm decided he would present himself as a Cub Scout leader. He decided to say he was Hirschuch Hiffelimbulatum, head of local Cub Scout troop 222, and that he was there to arrange the logistics of the annual, summer, local, scout mixer.

OK, there was a plan. I wonder how it might possibly go...

Um, should maybe mention that John Harm had no clue if there even was such a thing as an annual scout mixer. Also, should maybe point out that John Harm didn’t, in any way, know if there was a cub scout troop in the area with a number, even remotely close to the number 222. One more thing to mention, which I’m pretty sure wouldn’t have to be mentioned to anyone other than John Harm, but, if by some miracle, there did so happen to be such a thing as a scout mixer and also, so happened to be a cub scout den numbered 222 located anywhere within the area, that den leader probably wouldn’t have the name Hirschuch Hiffelimbulatum.

But, that was the plan of attack John Harm was going with...

Go, John, go!!!...

How in hell could this not go well?

John Harm reached the den of the Girl Scout troop.

Um, when he did, he wondered to himself if the main meeting place for Girl Scouts was even technically referred to as a den? I mean, referring to it as a den, could be seen as logical for cub scouts, as in, a cub would be a baby bear. But these were Girl Scouts, what the hell would that even be? He knew the younger sect of the Girl Scouts were called Brownies. But, a brownie den? That really didn’t seem it would make any sense at all. The local brownie oven? Um, but that would make it sound like they were members of a satanic cult, which, for all John Harm knew, they very well were.

John Harm opened the screen door of the Girl Scout troop 139’s main headquarters. Sitting behind a desk was a stocky woman who was looking through some papers. She took notice of John Harm standing there and raised her head, asking, “Yes, may I help you?”

The moment of action had arrived. “Yes, why, hello there, my name is Hirschuch Hiffelimbulatum and I am the den leader of the local Cub Scout den 222 and I was wondering if I might speak with you about the upcoming scout mixer involving my Cub Scout den and your Girl Scout brownie oven?”

The Girl Scout leader looked at John Harm, for a pause. “I’m sorry, you have me a little confused. Um, you see, there is no local Cub Scout den 222 in the area. There actually isn’t a Cub Scout leader named Hirschuch Hiffelimbulatum anywhere in the country, and there actually is no such thing as a scout mixer, and I’m not even about to attempt to guess what you could mean by my brownie oven. So, please now, what exactly is the nature of why you are here?”

0-4. You know, normally, one would say that was a very poor performance but this game wasn’t over yet, it was about to go into sudden death, extra innings, and Hirschuch Hiffelimbulatum was about to hit a homerun.

“Yes, I’m sorry, please, forgive me, you were supposed to receive word of our arrival, but our receptionist is not the most reliable. You see, we are Cub Scout troop 222, but from Finland, and we recently were relocated to this area and, to be honest, I never took the time to look into whether scout mixers were common in this country, but I assure you that in Finland, they are indeed a frequent occurrence. And as for there being no Cub Scout leaders within the country with the name Hirschuch Hiffelimbulatum, why, I imagine that would indeed be true up until a few days ago, for that is when, I and my troop arrived.”

John Harm stood at the plate as the pitcher began the wind up.

“I see. Um, and so, what then exactly is a brownie oven?” the woman inquired, puzzled.

“Why, an oven for making brownies that all the scouts can enjoy at the scout mixer.” John Harm took a massive swing.

“Oh, I see, then. Well, that certainly does clarify matters.” the Girl Scout leader said, accepting the explanation. “No, I had not yet received word of your arrival, so forgive me. I am the leader of this Girl Scout troop and my name is Ms. Henly. Welcome to the country, Mr. Hiffelimbulatum.”

He did it! He did it! Grand Slam! John Harm wins the pennant!

“Oh, no apologies necessary, I assure you, but, now that I am here, I was wondering if we might discuss matters.” John Harm suggested, beginning his secret investigation.

“By all means, what would you like to know?”

“Well, tell me, what types of activities does your troop engage in?” John Harm asked.

“Oh, the usual Girl Scout fare, you know the Girl Scout motto, to be a Go getter, Innovator, Risk taker, Leader. That is the spirit of a G-I-R-L scout.” Ms. Henly chuckled with self-satisfaction.

“Yes, of course, I see. Go getter, Innovator, Risk taker, Leader. Well, those qualities could indeed present themselves in numerous ways. But, does your particular troop have any unique focus, such as, say, I don’t know, extortion? That would certainly seem in line with those qualities.” John Harm probed.

Ms. Henly was taken aback. “Um, no, that’s really not the Girl Scout way, Mr. Hiffelimbulatum.”

“Maybe another activity that would fit those characteristics. Maybe racketeering?” John Harm ventured.

“Um, really, no.” Ms. Henly just looked at John Harm, with consternation.

John Harm continued his interrogation, “I imagine cleanliness is a priority for your troop, so, how about money laundering?”

“Um, Mr. Hiffelimbulatum, what exactly is this all about?” Ms. Henly questioned with unease.

“Hmm, curious response. Might that be because there is something nefarious you are trying to hide, and money laundering is this troop’s specialty?” John Harm grilled Ms. Henly.

“Um, no, heavens no. I assure you, Mr. Hiffelimbulatum, that is not the way that local Girl Scout troop 139 conducts itself.” Ms. Henly replied with indignation.

“Really? Well then, does your local troop follow any sort of symbol?” John Harm asked.

“Why, indeed, the Girl Scout logo.” Ms. Henly answered.

“Which would be a pentagram, wouldn’t it, Ms. Henly?” John Harm alleged.

“What?” Ms. Henly looked at John Harm, with appalled astonishment. “Oh, dear God, no.”

“And, so then, you are honestly going to attempt to tell me that a normal campfire at Girl Scout troop 139 does not involve all the scouts dancing around a bonfire, chanting to the devil, followed by a human sacrifice. There would be a bit of risk in doing that, wouldn’t there, Ms. Henly?” John Harm challenged.

Ms. Henly looked at John Harm, absolutely aghast. “What are you possibly talking about? I find your line of questioning to be highly suspect and I do not in any way believe you are who you say you are or that you are even a scout leader, at all. And I demand that you leave here at once or I am calling the police.”

Oh crap, John Harm just got stripped of the pennant for stupidity on steroids.

John Harm fumbled about to think of a response, “Um, well, yes, well, I will contact you at a later point regarding the scout mixer. Thank you so much for your time.”

There then entered, into the cabin, a young girl dressed in typical Girl Scout attire. Ms. Henly signaled to her. “Come over here, I don’t want you around this strange man, whoever he is.” The young girl walked over and stood behind Ms. Henly and looked at John Harm then whispered in the ear of Ms. Henly. Ms. Henly responded to the little girl, “I see. How interesting, interesting, indeed.” Ms. Henly looked at John Harm, with a cutting stare. “It appears, I was unable to fully see through your ruse, to see your true identity. How clever of you, but did you actually think I wouldn’t figure out what you were up to? Oh, how foolish of you to venture into our lair unprepared. I know who you are, Mr. John Harm. And I’m afraid there is a matter, I must really now settle, once and for all.”

“Um, what do you mean?” John Harm asked, caught off guard.

Ms. Henly’s face sharpened into a scowl. “You owe this Girl Scout troop for three boxes of Samoas! Did you really think you could somehow get out of your debt by coming here with such a cockamamie story?”

“Hey, hey, hey, I never bought the three boxes of Samoas.” John Harm protested.

“Well, my scout leader assistant here, informs me that you did. Now where’s the money?” Ms. Henly demanded.

John Harm looked at the young girl and pointed his finger at her. “Look, kid, I never said I would buy the damn Samoas.”

“I distinctly recall you saying you wanted three boxes of Samoas.” the little girl replied.

“No, I never said I wanted three boxes of Samoas, I just repeated the word Samoas three times because that’s what you did and I was trying to figure out what you were talking about.” John Harm countered.

The little girl recounted, “You said Samoas, Samoas, Samoas. That was you placing your order. You started by saying just Samoas, meaning you were ordering just one box, but then you changed it to Samoas, Samoas, Samoas.”

“Hey, I only said the word Samoas because you said the word Samoas. What, if you said American Samoa, is it your contention, I would be on the hook for the damn island?” John Harm replied incredulously.

“You indeed did order three boxes of Samoas and you would be wise to now pay for them.” the little girl suggested.

“Look, you little bitch, I never ordered the fuckin’ Samoas.” John Harm barked.

With the little girl behind her, Ms. Henly assumed a protective stance. “You know, I really don’t take kindly to someone speaking to one of my girls that way.”

“Like I give a flying fuck. I’m not paying for the fuckin’ cookies.” John Harm growled in response.

The little girl, standing behind Ms. Henly, looked at John Harm, with a serious stare of grave importance. “Mr. Harm, you really are going to have to pay for the cookies or else the authorities will become involved. Please, Mr. Harm, think of the big picture and support local Girl Scout troop 139 so that resolution can be brought to the mission you are currently engaged in, which, I am certain you will agree is of far more importance than the price of a few boxes of cookies.”

John Harm looked at the girl, with a peculiar stare as she just continued to look back at him, with her serious expression. “Um, ah, very well, then, ah, how much is it then?”

“Fifteen dollars.” Ms. Henly stated.

“Ah, OK, here you go.” John Harm handed the money to Ms. Henly.

Ms. Henly returned to a friendly, gracious demeanor, “Thank you, Mr. Harm, for supporting local Girl Scout troop 139. Let me go and get you a receipt.”

Ms. Henly left to a back room, at which point the little girl looked at John Harm and spoke with urgency, “Be strong within the darkness and always know what it is you see. For that is the only way, you might bring resolution to your task and bring light to the shadows.”

“I see. But, what does that mean, exactly? What is it you know?” John Harm asked with interest.

“I can say no more than I already have. It is not safe for me to do so and, already, I have said more than I should have. Also, there is nothing more that could be useful that I could tell you. The rest is up to you, Mr. Harm. But, be careful.” the little girl declared, then turned and exited to the back room.

You know, personally, if you asked me, I would say that John Harm handled that expertly and that his unparalleled detective skills were prominently on display. Because, sure, he hadn’t actually planned or carried out the exchange particularly well, and venturing to the Girl Scout troop, at first thought, would have seemed a foolish venture. But, it had led to his almost being arrested, cursing out a young girl, and, instead of saving bus fare, spending much more money by paying for three boxes of Samoas, he didn’t actually receive, and, he had a cryptic message spoken to him that he could make absolutely no sense of whatsoever.

So, you know, there was that.

But, it seemed that, surprisingly, John Harm’s hunch was right and the Girl Scout who had called him, actually knew something of the situation, though, like the man on the phone, she wouldn’t, in any way, clarify what that something was. Should he try and press her for more details? Um, no, she already had expressed fear and declared that she had nothing more that was useful to convey. Even if she did know more than she was saying and could provide valuable information, the idea of badgering a little Girl Scout and possibly putting her life in danger, really didn’t seem like a particularly cool thing to do. So, no, even though it seemed obvious she had more information, John Harm knew he had to pursue other avenues.

John Harm figured that, since he had no other possible leads, his next, and really only possible step was to return to his office and await contact from the person who had called, starting the case. Once contacted, he would find out when the trusted associate would arrive with the money. So, that was what John Harm decided to do.

John Harm sat within his office, his feet were resting upon his desk. He was smoking a cigarette and occasionally sipping from a glass of whiskey. The night continued on, John Harm drinking whiskey and smoking cigarettes. The phone rang. John Harm picked it up from the desk and answered it, “John Harm, P.D., at your service.”

The voice on the other end of the line said, “Ah, yes, as I stated earlier, that you, indeed are.” It was the same man who had called before.

“Oh, I must say, I’m glad you called. I have indeed begun the investigation but actually making progress on the investigation is rather difficult to do with no leads to follow and without the requisite funds necessary to conduct, said investigation.” John Harm complained.

“Mr. Harm, as I made clear when we first talked, these are dangerous times and, I personally am unable to reveal more than I already have.” the man on the phone conveyed.

John Harm’s voice took on a forceful tone, “I don’t think you’re following me here. What I am trying to tell you is that the expenses I am incurring while conducting this case are going through the roof, and I do remember a particular person promising me 50,000 dollars. If those funds are not provided, there is no way I can possibly continue with the case. So, kindly tell me, when can I expect the delivery of the money?”

“You really should answer the door, Mr. Harm.” the voice said, then the call ended.

There was then a knock at the door. John Harm looked at the door, with a curious look and placed his cell phone back on the desk. He took a drink from his glass then got up and walked over and opened the door.

It was a woman, an actually quite attractive woman with long, black hair, smoking a cigarette that was attached to a cigarette holder. The woman spoke with a somewhat anxious voice, “Hello there, I was wondering if you might help me. Are you John Harm?”

“Why, yes, I am. I guess you would be the person I am supposed to meet with.”

“Oh, Mr. Harm. I am here to tell you that the squirrel and the owl are driving their winnebago to the countryside.” the woman proclaimed.

John Harm looked at the woman, befuddled. “OK. Um, you should know, I don’t actually drive, so I would question if I would be the person best suited to give them lessons.”

The woman looked at John Harm, with confusion. “Mr. Harm, you must listen to me very closely. The truffle with thirteen legs is in a race against the banjo.”

“Uhum. If I had to predict, it being a race, I think I would put my money on the participant with thirteen legs, rather than the other, who has none. But, not entirely sure I’m following you here.” John Harm hypothesized.

The woman looked at John Harm, with a mounting apprehension. “Um, but, Mr. Harm, certainly, you know what I mean when I say, the Shishelfish went to the park with the gurblehoofer.”

John Harm looked at the woman, bewildered. “Actually, no, I’m sorry, I have no idea what you mean.”

The woman’s face was swept over by dread. “Oh, my God, what have I done? You’re not John Harm!” The woman turned and quickly ran away.

John Harm called out after her, “Wait, come back, please. I need money.”

John Harm sat at the desk, in his office. He was sipping from a glass of whiskey and smoking a cigarette. What was left in his pack was dwindling. What was left in his bottle of whiskey was nearing the end.

Who was the woman that had been at his door? Was she the trusted associate that was supposed to meet him? If so, why hadn’t she delivered the promised funds? Was she actually someone else? But, if she was a different person, how was it, the person on the phone knew she was at the door at exactly that moment? And who was the person on the phone? And what were even the particulars of the case he was supposedly engaged in?

John Harm took a long drag from his cigarette then a long drink from his glass. He shook his head, confounded, trying to figure it all out but coming up with nothing. It was, admittedly, entirely confusing and every attempt to answer any of the questions, seemed to only create more questions. But, of all the questions, there was one that stood out, above all the others, that John Harm really wanted to understand. ‘What the fuck was that woman, possibly talking about?’ John Harm took another drag then put his cigarette out in the ashtray. He turned off the small lamp on his desk, then sat back in his chair, putting his feet up, on his desk. He lowered the brim of his hat down to cover his eyes. There would be no answers this night. It was time to get some sleep. Tomorrow was a new day and John Harm was determined to figure out what was going on here.

John Harm sat at his desk, his feet were resting atop it. A new day’s sun was shining in on him, through the window. He was smoking his final cigarette and drinking from his glass of whiskey, the final remnants of the bottle. After finishing what was in the glass, he would be out of liquor. After finishing that final cigarette, he would be out of cigarettes. He hadn’t eaten in three days. He was out of money. Things were looking grim.

I think it would be safe to say the case wasn’t exactly progressing the way John Harm would like it to. And, he was thinking the original call may have just been a practical joke, this theory, in no way dispelled by the woman showing up at his door, the moment after the man again called, and talking about Shishelfish and Gurblehoofers. Was this all just some sort of scam? Would he find himself appearing on some show on Comedy Central involving prank calls? If so, I can tell you right now, John Harm wasn’t laughing. He decided that if a new case was to present itself, he would just grab it and walk away from whatever was going on here. John Harm concluded, it had all been a waste of time. He needed another case, a real case.

His cell phone rang.

Well, what do you know, maybe a real case was about to begin.

John Harm answered the phone,”John Harm, P.D., at your service.” 

The voice that responded was the same voice from the previous calls. “Mr. Harm, I must say, you have me at a loss. Are you, or are you not on board with the case?”

John Harm exhaled with disappointment and took a drink from his glass. “I most definitely am on board but I have to wonder if you, yourself are actually on board?”

“I assure you, Mr. Harm, I am indeed on board, so I think the relevant question is, are you on board?” the man returned.

“Oh, I am indeed on board, but are you actually on board? That is, if there even is a board to be on.” John Harm challenged.

“I assure you, there is a board to be on, and I have already informed you, I am on board, but are you, in fact, on board?” the man questioned.

“Look, so far as scams and practical jokes go, let me tell you that you are an absolute amateur at them.” John Harm snapped.

“I assure you, Mr. Harm, this is not a joke.” the man declared with a grave tone.

John Harm fired back, “Well that’s a good thing because it’s really, not at all funny. So, if this is actually a legitimate job, and not some prank, I suggest you stop this runaround and just cut to the chase, otherwise, our dealings are finished.”

“Well, Mr. Harm, my confusion stems from why you did not obtain the funds from my trusted associate that visited you. After your conversation with her, she was baffled that you didn’t even give her the required indication that you were, in fact John Harm. Mr. Harm, these are dangerous times and a perilous situation, so do you actually think she would be so careless as to give you the funds, when she could not even verify your identity? I mean, you did not, at any point, respond correctly to any of her comments. As said, Mr. Harm, these developments have left me confused.” the man explained.

John Harm drank the final bit from his glass and set it down on the desk. “Yeah, well the developments left me completely confused. I couldn’t understand a damn word she was saying. Not a word of it made any sense.”

“Oh, Mr. Harm, you are disappointing me. She was speaking in code. I thought I made it abundantly clear that that was what she would be doing.” the man snapped with annoyance.

With aggravation, John Harm asked, “What the hell are you talking about? You never said anything about your associate speaking in code.”

“I very well, um, wait.” There was a pause of silence. “Oh shit. I forgot to mention that. Ah, hang around your office, she’ll be there in about a half an hour. When she gets there, the response to what she says will be, ‘The preposterous rhinoceros gee geed with the giggly geese’.”

“OK, I’m willing to play along here, but there’s something I require if our dealings are to continue.” John Harm announced, trying to determine if these calls were, in any way legitimate.

“What would that be, Mr. Harm?” the man asked.

“Have her bring a bottle of whiskey, a pack of cigarettes and a pizza.” John Harm demanded.

“That can be arranged, Mr. Harm. Just wait in the office for her arrival. It’s, well, going to be somewhat over half an hour as she runs the errands you requested, though.” the man responded.

“I’m a patient man. I can wait. But let me tell you right now, if she shows up without the whiskey, cigarettes, and pizza, the deal is off.” John Harm pronounced with a stern tone.

There was a brief silence. “What kind of pizza?” the man asked.

“Just cheese.” John Harm replied.

“Menthol cigarettes or regular?” the man inquired.

“I really don’t fuckin’ care.” John Harm snarled.

“Very well. She will be arriving within the hour, good day.” The call was ended, and John Harm placed the phone back atop his desk, then sat back in his chair.

It could very rightly be said that the last phone call, in no way alleviated his concerns that the entire case was bogus, considering he was instructed to respond to the person who would arrive at his door by saying, the preposterous rhinoceros gee geed with the giggly geese.

Um?...

But, if the case actually was legit, he would be getting liquor, cigarettes, and a pizza, so he was more than willing to play it out and find out if things were on the up and up, or if it was all just a hoax. John Harm sat in his chair and stared at the door with anticipation. After a while, there was a knock at the door. John Harm got up and opened the door. It was the woman from the night before. She was holding a pizza box and a bag. John Harm greeted her, “Hello, again, I was told you would be coming.”

“Yes. But first, I need to make certain. Are you actually the real John Harm?” the woman asked.

“That I am. John Harm, P.D., at your service.” John Harm declared.

“So then, you should know how to respond to this. When the coffingle wingles with the dingle, one must know there will be a price for the shingle.” the woman somewhat anxiously, um, rhymed numerous words with coffingle.

John Harm nodded his head. “Indeed. The preposterous rhinoceros gee geed with the giggly geese.”

The woman sighed with relief. “Oh wonderful. I have the supplies you requested and your initial payment.” The woman handed John Harm the bag she was carrying.

John Harm opened the bag and looked inside. There was a liter of Jack Daniels, and a pack of cigarettes. Both of them sitting atop a very large pile of one hundred dollar bills. Apparently, the case was actually legit. “Thank you. Please, come in.” John Harm invited. “Any information you can share with me regarding the details of the case, would be most helpful. Come, sit down, I’ll pour you a drink, and have some pizza with me.”

“Thank you, I would like a slice and I could really use a drink.” the woman accepted.

John Harm and the woman sat at a table within the office. John Harm was smoking a cigarette. The woman was smoking a cigarette, using one of those cigarette holders to do so, as she had done the previous time he had encountered her. They each had a glass of whiskey in front of them, as well as a plate in front of them, upon each of which was a slice of pizza.

John Harm took a sip of whiskey from his glass.“So then, the man on the phone was beyond vague about what the nature of the case was. Anything at all you can tell me to provide any direction about how I am to proceed, would be most helpful.”

“Oh, I wish I could. You must understand, Mr. Harm, there are forces at work, manipulating other forces, as the head of a shadow conspiracy, from sources we, ourselves do not yet understand. You must realize that you have signed on to a very dangerous case, and I implore you that you must always take care and watch your step.” the woman ominously warned.

“Well, why can’t you just tell me who the players are, wouldn’t that be easier?” John Harm queried.

The woman responded with frustration, “I cannot tell you, Mr. Harm, because, I, myself do not even know for sure and we do not want to point you in any particular direction, for we do not even know what direction that should be and, even worse, if it was the wrong direction, it could lead to the true forces running things discovering your identity and then we would all be done for.”

“But, I need something to go on, it’s very difficult to be able to unravel a mystery, when you do not even know what the mystery you are trying to solve even is, I’m sure you would admit.”

“Yes, of course.” The woman pulled out a pen and paper from her purse, which had been hanging from around her shoulder, and wrote on the paper, talking while she wrote, “There is a diner, in the town of Hattiesburg, in the state of Mississippi, called Mabel’s Diner. Use the money you were given, for transportation. I am writing the directions and any other pertinent details of the trip down for you. Go there and you will be contacted by another of our associates who will be able to provide you with more information. But, be careful, Mr. Harm, I’m sure you do not yet know the gravity of the situation. I would have just written the information down and brought it with me, but that might have been a fatal error for myself and our other associate, and even possibly, for our organization as a whole if I was apprehended. As the case goes on and you learn more, you will better understand what you are now involved in. Until then, just be careful, and trust no one, unless you are able to verify their identity. Nothing is what it seems and the stakes are too high for you to slip up. Good luck, Mr. Harm.”

“Understood. I think I’m starting to see what this case is all about.” John Harm took a large drink from his glass. “Um, actually, no, I still have absolutely no idea what this case is about. But, don’t worry, John Harm is on the case, so the case is as good as solved.”

“Thank you, Mr. Harm, thank you.” the woman responded with relief and gratitude.

John Harm boarded a flight for Mississippi. That sentence was one, John Harm had very much hoped he could make it through life without it being accurate. Oh well. The case was too important, and if he had to go to Hattiesburg, Mississippi to get his answers, then that was what he had to do.

The plane touched down at the nearby airport, and John Harm hailed a cab to Hattiesburg. Upon arriving in town, John Harm saw that Hattiesburg, Mississippi was, well, exactly what you would expect Hattiesburg, Mississippi to be like.

He got out of the cab at Mabel’s Diner, an eatery, apparently key on nostalgia, for it appeared to be stuck in a time warp where it still believed it was the 1950’s. But, it was time to meet his contact and get some answers and solve this case.

Um, even though he had no clue who the contact he was meeting, even was, not so much as their sex. And, yeah, he had been instructed to only deal with the associate, and to trust no one else.

Um, John?

John Harm entered the diner and scanned the surroundings. There were only four other patrons, each one sitting alone at a table. There was also a burly man behind the counter who appeared to be acting as cashier, waiter and cook. One of the other patrons had to be his contact but he had no idea which one it would be. He let out a couple fake coughs, hoping he could draw their attention to him and whoever it was would announce themselves, but all remained immersed in what it was they were doing.

John Harm wanted to sit someplace where he would be visible to the other patrons, so he ordered a cheese omelet and french fries, and took a seat at a table in the middle of the diner. He sat there, awaiting someone to notice him, but everyone remained engaged in their activities. There was a woman drinking coffee and reading a book. Another woman was having a meal and reading a newspaper. There was a man with a burger and fries he was eating while also typing away on a smartphone, and another man with an untouched plate of food who was looking through a stack of papers, mumbling to himself, appearing quite anxious and agitated. What none of the four were doing, was seeing John Harm and introducing themselves as the contact he was supposed to meet.

He considered the possibility that the secretive nature of the case meant that his contact wouldn’t just announce themselves, out in the open, like that, that they would only do so covertly, for fear that someone might be watching. That actually made sense, so John Harm decided that what he should do was to engage each of the patrons in a seemingly innocent conversation so his contact could then reveal their true identity.

He looked at the patrons. The man who was agitated and mumbling to himself seemed like he might be a likely prospect. Maybe he knew the meeting was to take place and that’s why he was anxious. John Harm got up and took a new seat at the table next to the table where the man was sitting, and tried to see if he could ascertain what the man was saying. He couldn’t make out what the man was mumbling to himself but the man was, indeed, very distressed. There was one word that kept coming up, that John Harm could make out, and the man would utter it with ever increasing bother. That word was, “Telltale”. Every time the man would say it, he would do so with a hushed grimace on his face, as if he didn’t want to say it out loud but was so overcome with reaction to the word, that he couldn’t help himself.

John Harm continued listening in to the man’s deliberations. The man reached a point of total exasperation, where three times in a row, he repeated the word, “Telltale”, each time, more worked up than the one before.

John Harm felt it was time to make his move, so he loudly shouted out, “Telltale!” with indignation, slamming his fist down on the table as he did.

The anxious man froze and looked at John Harm, with alarm. “Wait. Are you, are you Telltale?”

“No, that I am not. I am not Telltale. But, I may be someone else, if you know what I mean.” John Harm responded, 

“What the hell do you mean?” the man asked with confusion.

“I may, possibly, be someone you were supposed to meet here today, if you see what I’m saying?” John Harm emphasized.

“What could you possibly be saying?” the man asked, perplexed, shaking his head.

“I’m just saying that you and me meeting, I think it was meant to be.” John Harm pronounced with a wink.

“Are you gay or something? This is Mississippi, you do realize?” the man pointed out.

“No, I’m not gay, I’m referring to our business dealings.” John Harm stressed.

“What damn business dealings are you talking about?” the man asked, getting angry.

“You tell me.” John Harm responded with a mysterious tone.

The man looked at John Harm, with bewilderment. “Look, are you completely insane? I have no idea what you could possibly be talking about. And why did you shout out Telltale? Are you honestly telling me you don’t work for them?”

John Harm shrugged, looking at the man. “Um, no, I don’t even know what Telltale is. I just said it to get your attention.”

“Why, though?” the man asked, bewildered.

“So we could conduct the business that we were both instructed to come to the diner to discuss, if you can,” John Harm emphasized the next words, “read between the lines.”

The man shook his head  and stood up. “OK, look, you obviously are completely crazy, I’m leaving.”

“Not going to give a tip?” John Harm commented, hoping this was actually his contact and everything he had done up to this point was just to conceal his identity, and he would now reveal to John Harm the next step he should follow in the investigation.

The man took out a couple dollars from his wallet and put it on the table then looked at John Harm, with a severe look. “There. And you want a tip for yourself, stay away from Telltale, and get some mental help, you loony.” The man walked from the table, opened the door and exited the diner.

OK, so apparently that wasn’t his contact
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