
        
            
                
            
        

    
Jack Dalton Monster Hunter

Book Six

by T S Paul

[image: ]


Table of Contents

Book Six

Author Notes

Author - T S Paul

Coming Soon!


Legal Stuff

Copyright 2018 © T.S. Paul, All Rights Reserved.

Reproduction of any kind is strictly prohibited unless written permission granted by the author.

Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Editing by Laurie Holding

Formatting by Nina Morse


Dedications

Special thanks to my wife Heather who keeps me grounded and to Merlin the Cat. We are his minions.


My name is Jack Dalton and I’m a Monster Hunter!

Today I’m driving down Route 666 on my way toward Springfield, Illinois. Headquarters and Anastasia have requested that I investigate a rash of poltergeist activity in and around Lake Springfield. This will be my first otherworldly investigation since taking the job.

Ghosts are one thing that aren’t counted as paranormal by the government. Shortly after the great reveal in 1914 there were a wide variety of fakes and cons that unscrupulous types used to bilk honest folk of their hard-earned money. We have a list of confirmed species that is taught at the academy and ghosts aren’t on it. But I’m supposed to investigate, regardless. Spiritualists and mediums are illegal everywhere, due to their complicity in the Demon War. Communication with the other side is but one way that Demons can be contacted. The Germanic leader who brought the Demon Prince across was a member of one such spiritual group. Most countries thought they would “bite the head of the snake” early, and forbid any and all practices. Witches and Wizards are exempt from the ban but are supposed to limit themselves to approved activities. I can just imagine Marcella Blackmore turning herself in. Pulling out a notepad, I made a note to investigate what the approved activities actually were. It might prove interesting.

“This report is from the local sheriff, Jack. Springfield is the state capitol of Illinois. Time to show the flag and prove your worth to the Director,” Anastasia said.

I winced. “Is he reconsidering my job?”

Anastasia paused for a moment. “You have exceeded expectations, Jack. He was of the opinion the job would be too much for you. There was actually a report saying just that, waiting for his signature. The Director hates competition and the Magical Division could potentially be just that. But President Long wants it because it’s an election year, so he’s given you a free hand so far. Don’t color too far outside the lines, Jack. What his replacement will do is a complete unknown. Stay the course.”

“So ghosts?” I asked.

“Don’t exist. I’ve never come across one in all my years. But I’m just a lowly Vampire. There are more paranormals than you can shake a stick at in the world,” Anastasia replied.

I scratched my head. “Then why send me to Illinois?”

“Politics. Governor Stratton wants this cleared up in time for the next session. Paranormals aren’t very popular in the state,” Ana replied.

“May I ask why?” I asked her.

“It’s complicated. During Director Hoover’s very public fight against corruption and organized crime over the past few years, some evidence was found that implicated them. The Italian Mafia bosses are part of a group called the Strega. As far as we can tell, they are dark Witches based out of Italy. As you know, our interaction with the Witches Council is almost nonexistent. They don’t care for our laws and won’t give our representatives their location. The Strega are but the tip of the iceberg. Fae warriors have been spotted in some of the downtown areas and there are reports of Gargoyles on half the older buildings,” Ana replied.

“Those are all Magical things. Why wasn’t I called in on them?” I asked.

“Have you ever seen the list of corruption arrests for Illinois? Let me tell you, it’s huge. Add in a Magical component and it could be a disaster. The Director wants to put a patch on it in Chicago and move on. There is way too much popping up in other areas to draw his attention. He needs to appear to be making a difference. Having you shooting up most of downtown would negate that. You are better to be seen taking care of happenings locally in Springfield. In this case, Mr. Hoover’s word is final,” Anastasia said.

“What am I up against this time?” I asked.

I could hear a rustle of papers as Anastasia pulled out my assignment. While I waited I wound the telephone cord around my fingers. The twistiness of the cord was irritating. “There are several years’ worth of strange happenings, but the most recent ones are centered around Lake Springfield and Highway 666. You should investigate those first.”

“Do you know if the lake is associated with anything other than the highway?” I asked.

“The lake itself isn’t a natural formation. It was created by the state in 1930 to provide drinking water to the surrounding area. That stretch of Highway 666 has actually been renamed Interstate 55. Fifty-five is part of the reorganization plan the president requested of the military. It took far longer to get troops in place after the Demon incursion than was planned. The Generals failed to take into account lack of interconnectivity of the highway system. There is a master plan to make it possible to cross the entire country by highway in less than five days,” Ana replied.

“Five days? That would make my job unreal,” I stated. Even now with all the convivences of 1960 like televisions and highways, driving across the US was monotonous and could take weeks.

“The future is now. That’s what they’re saying about it here in Washington. Get to Illinois and stop the hauntings,” Anastasia ordered.

So that’s why I’m on the new highway fifty-five, crossing over Lake Springfield at this very moment. Looking out to my right, I could see a small lighthouse sitting on the edge of a vast lake. Roadside signs proclaimed motels such as Sabattini’s, Bedini’s, and Polands. Each boasted of having access to clean nude bathing beaches. That both intrigued and disgusted me at the same time. Whenever I sunbathed naked in either Texas or Missouri, I ended up with sand in unmentionable places. Not as fun as it sounds.

My orders from Ana were to meet a fellow FBI Agent by the name of James Randi at a place called Cozy Hot Dogs. It was, according to Ana, a local favorite and an excellent place to start my investigation.

Agent Randi stuck out like a white cat in a pile of coal. Still wearing his FBI suit in hundred-degree Illinois weather, the man looked like he was about to drop dead of heat prostration. He was surrounded by townsfolk in beachwear, shorts, or cut-offs. If eggs weren’t frying in the parking lot, it was for lack of trying. I found it amusing that the place was right next to an ice cream shop. Something cold would feel good right about now.

“Agent Dalton? I’m James Randi.” The Agent stuck his hand out to me as I climbed out of my van.

Looking Randi in the eyes, I took his hand and gave it a strong but brief squeeze. The hand, like the rest of him, was just dripping in sweat and felt clammy and moist. I resisted the urge to wipe my hand off, and patted him on the shoulder instead. It too was damp. “Let’s go over to the shade, James. You look like you’re dying in that suit of yours.”

On closer inspection, the building in front of me was actually two structures, joined by an open-air-of-sorts dining room. I pointed toward an empty table in the darkest part of the room and the local Agent followed me. “Take that jacket off and let your body cool down. Even Director Hoover will understand if you need a break from the heat.”

There had been a directive bandied about when I was up in Boston about active duty Agents looking professional at all times. I wasn’t regular FBI, and I was the head of my own Division, so my standing orders were comfort over professionalism. I wore light grey Army fatigues with a jacket over them, every day. Easy to hide my guns and lots of extra pockets for things like grenades. I only had my side arms holstered today. It was hot, but I’d had a seamstress modify my jacket with mesh underarms and cooling slits along the sides. It resembled a duck hunter’s gear, but comfort was my goal, after all.

“But…” Randi started to object.

I whipped out my credentials which listed me as a Division head. “I outrank you. You can put it back on when I leave. The Director will never know. Cool off.”

I stood and went to the hot dog window. ‘What’s a corn dog?’ I said to myself. Corn and hot dogs don’t go together, or at least they don’t in Texas. Fifty cents got me two cups of pop, a corn dog, and a paper tray of fries. So much has changed over the past ten years. A nickel could’ve gotten me half of that by itself.

“This has to be the strangest thing I’ve seen today,” I remarked to the other Agent as I held up the corn dog. “I assume this thing is fried?”

Agent Randi cocked his head to one side and looked at the thing on a stick. “They’re pretty famous around here. You have to dip it in mustard to enjoy it. Where are you from, anyway?”

The vendor had included a small cup of both ketchup and mustard, so I experimented. “Texas originally. I move around a lot. My office is the van behind me.”

“My boss got a call from Washington and told me to brief you on the ghosts around here. Do you think you can stop them?” Randi took a long drink, but his eyes never left mine.

I wasn’t ready to answer him just yet, so I asked my own questions. “What makes you think it’s a ghost?”

Randi looked around the small dining area and lowered his voice. “Things move. Sometimes it’s just a tiny bit, but we’ve got reports of bicycles flying through the air and lights flashing in the sky.”

I smiled. “You can speak up, Agent Randi. What I do isn’t a secret. These lights, have you seen them yourself?”

Randi shook his head. “Not the lights. I’ve seen things move, though. Over at the high school a whole rack of basketballs flew into the air and started bouncing into the hoops all by themselves.”

Pursing my lips, I gave him a wry look, “Are you sure?”

“Ask my wife. It happened. It was the last game of the season and the Senators were up three points. Suddenly every ball in the place was flying through the air. Scared half the town silly,” he replied.

“I assume the Senators is the name of the team?” I asked.

Agent Randi nodded yes.

“Were there lights as well as floating balls?” I asked him.

Randi leaned forward and frowned. “You don’t believe me!”

Holding up my hands I tried to calm him. “I’ve seen lots of unexplained things over the past year. I’m just trying to get all the details now. Are the hauntings only at the high school?”

Agent Randi shook his head. “No. We thought it might be isolated to the school at first. It’s built on top of a cemetery.”

The investigator in me perked up. “A cemetery?”

“Many of the locals think that Abe Lincoln is the one haunting the school. They tell stories about how he’s angry at the city and wants justice for his child. In 1850 one of his kids was buried in what was called the Hutchinson Cemetery,” Randi answered.

“I’m confused. Why did they build on top of graves and why would Lincoln want justice?” I asked.

The agent took a sip of his drink and motioned toward my fries. I nodded to him and made a motion for him to continue.

Agent Randi finished chewing and looked up at me. “They moved the bodies to Oak Ridge in the early 1900’s but there have always been rumors that they just moved the headstones. The school’s been there since 1915, so unless we tear it down, we’ll never know the truth. You did know that Lincoln got his start here?”

“Of course. History has always been my thing. It’s part of what makes me good at my job. So where else have there been hauntings?” I asked.

Randi started counting on his fingers. “Here at Cozy’s, out near the lake, one of the malt shops in town, the town library, some of the bathing beaches, and a few of the neighborhoods.”

I gripped my chin as I thought. “If it was our former president doing the haunting,” I said, “you would think he’d be at his old house and maybe the Capitol building. Those places you mentioned all seem too modern.”

Agent Randi ate more of my fries and got up for another soda. I looked out between the buildings at a group of teens playing stick ball while I thought. If a ghost was responsible for this, it couldn’t be one of the ones from the cemetery. The places he listed didn’t exist prior to 1900. Even the lake was artificial. The Park Service supervised the Lincoln home. I made a note to speak with them, if only to put that rumor to rest.

“I was thinking about what you said.” Randi sat down at the table. He set a bottle of soda down along with a fully loaded hot dog.

“What was that?” I asked.

Gesturing with his hands, Randi explained. “Basic FBI craft. Look for the common denominator. What do all the places have in common? Not Lincoln.”

“No. Our sixteenth president is not in search of revenge. I made a note to check with the Park Department, since they would know for sure if the graves were actually moved or not. But if it is a ghost, it isn’t Abe. From what you told me, all the locations have something to do with either children or families. We should concentrate on that,” I explained.

There was a sudden clatter as Agent Randi dropped his soda bottle onto the table. Looking sharply in his direction I could see he looked shocked. “What’s wrong?”

Randi shook his head. “There is no we, Agent Dalton. My boss was super clear on that one. I’m to fill you in and split. They refuse to pay me for more time than that.”

I spread my hands. “It’s the story of my life at the Bureau. Don’t worry yourself about it. Do you have the files associated with the case?”

Randi nodded. Quickly, he shoved the remainder of his hot dog into his mouth and stood up. He grabbed his coat, slipped it back on, and said, “I’ll get the box.”

Turning my chair, I watched him reach into the rear of a parked car and remove a large cardboard box. Agent Randi set it down next to my van. The Agent stared at me expectantly.

Sighing, I policed up the trash and slipped it into a receptacle. No need to make work for the kids behind the counter. At least I was able to get a full rundown this time. Usually, they just dump the information on me and run.

~~~~~~

“There’s no such thing as ghosts,” the Park Service officer replied.

I smiled and said, “No, there isn’t. But I have to follow up on every lead and this is one of them. Can you confirm they actually moved the bodies like they said they did?”

The man in the brown uniform glared at me. “You boys at the FBI don’t know how to do a lick of research, do you? It’s all on the plaque at the tomb. When the State of Illinois reconstructed everything in the 1930’s, they moved the Lincoln and Todd children’s bodies into it. Only the eldest is buried elsewhere, and that is at Arlington National Cemetery.”

“Have you seen any ghosts, ranger?” I asked.

“Question time is over. Would you like a tour of the house?” The man asked.

~~~~~~~~~

The files that Agent Randi had left me were extensive. The reports of poltergeist activity went back a bit over ten years. Like the more recent reports, the older occurrences were in some of the same spots. If it wasn’t a ghost it could be something Fae or Witch kin. Both groups like to play jokes on humans. This was the state capitol. There was supposed to be a Witches Council representative on site somewhere around here.

In the oldest part of the Capitol building, I found their office. The entrance to their chambers was near the restrooms. There were two sets. In some way, I think there should have been a sign or something. Just as Lincoln’s house is preserved, maybe these should be as well, and not just for famous poopers. Racial divide is something we try to sweep under the rug and forget in this country. The Civil Rights Act of 1925 changed everything. After the great reveal, followed by the Purge, Americans were scared. People all around them could turn into monsters. Color and race took a backseat to species. The CRA granted complete equal rights for all HUMANS and intended to put us on an equal footing with the Paranormals. Certain phrases and lines inside the Act placed restrictions upon known Paranormals like the Weres, and were instrumental in starting the camps and reservations. Humans were united, but the Paranormals were pissed.

Before I could even knock on the door a voice spoke to me. “Come in, Agent Dalton.”

I opened the door and stepped inside. The office looked like any other office that I might find in this building, save for the magic. A cup was stirring itself while lunch was being prepared by invisible hands. Bread floated to a plate while a knife sliced a chunk of corned beef. Each slice floating onto the bread with ease.

“Please have a seat. Would you like a sandwich?” The man behind the desk was wearing a three-piece suit with wide lapels. He motioned with his left hand and a plate, napkin, fork, knife, and glass appeared in front of me. Another wave of the hand and a sandwich, complete with pickle, floated itself onto my plate.

“I almost forgot,” he said. With another wave of his hand, a bottle of soda appeared and poured itself into the empty glass. “Now we can eat.”

If I hadn’t just recently been amongst Witches up in Maine, I might have needed one of those restrooms outside. This was more magic than most people ever see. I picked up the sandwich that looked way better than a corn dog, and I took a bite.

“Good?” The Witch asked.

I nodded and quickly swallowed. “It is. Good corned beef is so hard to find on the road. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. I know why you’re here and the answer is no,” he replied.

“Why no? I haven’t asked for anything yet,” I explained.

The Witch behind the desk laughed. “You don’t need to. I can read it on your face. You want us to help you catch the poltergeists haunting the town. I have to admit, though, you have serious chutzpah. Asking the Park Service if Lincoln haunts the town? Brilliant.”

“Spying on a government Agent could be construed as espionage, you know,” I stated.

The Witch laughed again. “Like your Director Hoover would even dare! He’d make you do it since it is your job to police us. How’s that going for you, Agent Dalton?”

“I’m doing ok, I think. Killed a sea monster,” I replied.

“Congratulations for that. But the answer is still no,” the Witch stated.

I shook my head. “You keep putting words in my mouth. I’m not here for that sort of help.”

“Hmm. Of that I doubt. Ghosts can be hard to catch if you don’t know the trick. If your government is willing to pay, we can work something out,” he replied.

The sandwich I’d just eaten turned to ash in my mouth. This man was actually trying to shake down the United States Government for personal gain! His arrogance was unbelievable. “You seem to know all about me, but I know nothing of you. May I know your name?”

Again, a smile. “You can call me Montgomery.”

“Thank you. My purpose here isn’t to chase ghosts. I’m completely aware that ghosts don’t exist. Only a Spiritualist is able to call a soul forth from the beyond and Witches don’t usually have those sorts of powers,” I replied.

“Aren’t you a busy little bee. Someone’s been speaking out of turn.” All friendliness was gone, and Montgomery was now all business. “What is it you want?”

I explained the occurrences and my thoughts and speculations on them. My exposure to magic in all forms was limited but I read a lot and when I was in Maine I asked questions. Fortunately for me, Marcella Blackmore answered them truthfully. So I had a baseline of what was believable or not for investigative purposes.

Monty rubbed his chin and nodded. “What you are describing fits for adolescents in a Magical community. But these are humans.”

“I’ve never met them, but don’t human Mages exist?” I asked.

Montgomery frowned and looked disgusted. “Half-breeds and genetic thieves is what they are. This council has no control over them.”

“I’m not asking you to at all. These could be signs of someone coming into their power, right?” I asked.

“Or the Fae playing tricks. They get off on that sort of thing. Are we done here?” Montgomery waved his hand and all the plates and food vanished.

“I think so, thanks for your help…” I barely got that out when the lights went off, the door opened behind me, and I felt myself being pulled through it. My interview was over.

Staring at the closed door, I plotted my next actions. Where did human Mages come from and how do I find the one plaguing the town?

~~~~~~

“Are you sure, Jack?” Anastasia asked.

“Pretty sure. The Witches Council representative didn’t actually confirm it, but he was pretty quick to kick me out of his office as soon as I mentioned human Mages. There is at least one human Mage here, and they are just now coming into their full power,” I explained to her. The only place in town I could call from, other than the Governor’s secure line, was the police station. I was sitting in the Chief’s office.

“It’s an open secret that Mages were used by the military to stop the Demon invasion,” Anastasia said. “What most don’t know is that they were human. I’m surprised you knew about it. I’ll pass your information along to the OSS and SID. They may or may not send support your way. It really isn’t the FBI’s purview. But you still have to track down those occurrences. Mage or not, this assignment came from the Director. Solve it. We’ll deal with the Mage, or whatever it is, after. Understood?” Anastasia asked.

Knowing more than my boss was a surprise. My father fought in the Demon War in Europe but many of his companions were Weres, and they told me stories of what it was like. Mages played a huge part in ending the war. I needed one more bit of information though, and for that I needed to make one more phone call. This time to Maine. Dialing the number from memory and listening to the click of the rotary dial, I wondered how she had known I would need her, and how many times I’d be doing this. “Hello? This is Agent Jack Dalton of the FBI. I need to speak to Marcella, please.”

There was a knock at the door. I looked up from the now silent phone and sighed. The chief of police must want his office back. Someday in the future I wish for those very imaginative equipment creators at the FBI to make some sort of mobile phone. It would change the way law enforcement does things forever. I doubt I’ll live to see it.

“Come,” I called out.

The door opened and Chief Herring stepped inside. “All finished?”

I smiled at him. “I am. Thanks for the use of your office. Sometimes Washington wants to know every tiny detail the very moment that I know it.”

He snorted. “Isn’t that the truth. You see where this station is? I have to report to both the mayor and the big man across the street. Have you had any progress on tracking down our spook?”

I didn’t miss the man’s pointed look or direct question. Normally the FBI refuses to comment on open investigations. However, I was on my own and didn’t want to alienate the ones who could help me find the Mage. “It’s not a ghost. Everyone I’ve talked to, including the Witches Council representative, has told me it isn’t a spirit.”

“You spoke to that jackass Montgomery?” the Chief asked.

It was my turn to laugh. “Yeah, he is a bit of an ass. He tried to shake me down, but I got the information I needed from him.”

“Well, son, that’s a first for this department. His predecessor was a woman named Raye. Never got a last name. She would at least make a few suggestions and actually helped take down a smuggling ring. This guy though… He hates humans with a passion. It makes me wonder what he did to end up here,” the chief mused.

“I’ve met a few Witches since starting this job. They come in all sizes and temperament. The best advice it to steer clear of them whenever possible. When I was in Maine…” I trailed off. I thought for a moment that the fact I was attacked by dinosaurs in a gigantic garden that has a soul and can think for itself might sound just a bit insane to the man in front of me. I changed course a bit. “There was an entire town of Witches up there. Trust me when I say if you can imagine it, they may have done it.”

“Dalton, you’re a hoot. Seriously, though, son. If it’s not Witches or Ghosts what is it? We’ve got some seriously upset people out there,” Chief Herring said.

Sometimes the truth is the best option, so I went for it. “You have a Mage in town somewhere and he’s just come into his full power.”

“A Mage? Is that some sort of new Paranormal thingy or something?” Herring asked me.

I shook my head. “No, sir. What do you know about how the Demon War here in the US ended?”

The chief leaned back in his chair with a strange look. For just a moment he looked as though he might not answer, but he stuck his tongue in his cheek. I could see he was deep in thought. “Son, I was a lowly private sitting in a three-quarter ton truck just outside of what used to be Los Angeles in 1949. The Illinois National Guard was called out to watch the perimeter, shoot stragglers, and rescue whatever the Demons left behind. It wasn’t much, let me tell you. The nightmares only stopped a few years ago for me. What does the end of the war have to do with this?”

“The Army used human magic users called Mages to stop the Horde and close the hole. I’ve been told that the trait only pops up in humans occasionally. There might be one in every million people. During the war, our country was able to find and bring together enough to make a difference. What has been happening here has all the signs of a Mage coming into power. They start early. The power leaks through as the child grows. Before they reach puberty, they would have cast several spells by accident. Depending upon their strength and class of Magic, they might not even know it was them who did it,” I explained. “Almost every report centers around places a child or family would go. The fact that there are reports of flying bicycles and trash cans tells me we’re looking for a teen. He or she might have been either in the basketball game or in the building somehow.”

Chief Herring nodded. “Well hell, son! Why didn’t the local FBI guy, Randi, figure that part out?”

Agent Randi might be great at his job, but I knew from experience that the supernatural information we are told to read during training doesn’t stick with us. Something about our brains and disbelief. My being raised partially by Werewolves helped me overcome the block. It might be why the Paranormals were able to hide for so long. “The locals aren’t trained in the same things I am. I’m sure he’s competent in his own job, but most regular FBI know very little of the Paranormal.”

“You people should talk to each other more. We’re all in this one together. So how do we find the Mage?” Chief Herring asked.

“If I was fifteen years old or so and realized I had Magic powers, where would I go? That is how I’m looking at this problem,” I replied.

“So?” Chief Herring motioned.

“The local library, the school library, the Witches Council representative, and who else? Other than Monty, do you have any Paranormals in town?” I asked.

Chief Herring tapped his finger against his lips for a moment. He looked at me and winced. “Sort of? There’s an old lady out on Lake Shore Drive who everyone says is a Witch. I’ve spoken to her a few times, but I wouldn’t know a Witch if she bit me.”

“That’s who we talk to first, then. If public opinion says that she’s a Paranormal, then that is who a kid might talk to rather than Monty across the street,” I answered.

Herring nodded and said, “Come on kid, we’ll take my car. That thing of yours attracts too much attention.”

Within a few minutes we were turning onto highway fifty-five and Henry was telling me all about Lake Springfield and all the unsolved crimes it held.

“...water levels. They got so low we started to see remnants of the old route sixty-six bridge, sunken cars, and odd metallic items. There was actually a car, some cash, a cash register, and weapons found in one spot. That case is still open, by the way. The lady we’re going to see is named Caroline Barnes. As far as I can tell she’s lived here since at least 1914. Most folks around here keep their distance from her,” Chief Herring explained to me.

The area he was taking me was close to where I’d seen the lighthouse as I was driving in. “How will she take this visit?”

“Not well. This whole area next to the highway is one of the Governor’s new proposed projects. He wants to build the state’s first Police Academy. I’ll admit we really need one. I trained half my officers myself. The rest were either former military or went over to Missouri for school. Why he wants this exact spot is beyond me but trust me when I say the old broad isn’t selling.” Chief Herring shook his head and stopped the car. “I’m not at the top of her hit parade so watch your step here, son.”

Getting out of the patrol car I looked around. The area in question was slightly elevated and overlooked the lake and the bridge. A small cottage sat at the top, surrounded by vegetation. The lighthouse I’d seen was out on a point of land jutting out into the lake.

“What’s with the lighthouse?” I asked.

Chief Herring turned away from the house, “Eh?”

“The lighthouse?” I repeated.

The Chief chuckled. “Advertising gimmick for one of the hotels. It’s not really a draw, but tourists stop and take pictures anyway. It has a light and everything. Not something you see every day.”

I gave it another glance and could see the revolving top. Stepping around the car, I joined the chief as we walked up to the cottage.

“Get ready,” Herring commented as he rang the bell.

Caroline Barnes looked nothing like the stereotypical Witch. Of course, Marcella didn’t either. Caroline was trim, fit, blond, and very young looking. If I didn’t know better, I’d have thought she was a local college student.

“Chief of police Henry Herring. Come to force me off my land at the whim of the Governor again?” The Witch commented. There was a slight burr to her voice. My trainers at the academy might say it was Scottish or possibly Welsh. It was hard to tell.

“Now, Miss Barnes, you know his plan is only hypothetical at the moment. I was only told to talk to you about the land. There are other locations being considered,” Chief Herring started to defend himself.

Caroline Barnes bristled. “Those others don’t have the highway, now, do they? They’re just a smokescreen to put me off while you steal my land out from under me. I warned you already, Henry. Try it and you’ll be eating flies for the rest of your life right out there in the lake. You need to ask yourself what happened to those engineers that made that lake. They stole from me as well!”

I glanced over my shoulder at the lake in question. It was manmade.

“Who’s your friend? Another flunky sent by the Governor?” Barnes asked.

“Caroline, this is Jack Dalton of the FBI. He’s here investigating the hauntings around town,” Herring replied.

Caroline Barnes snorted her disbelief. “Good luck with that one. FBI huh, where’d they dig you up at?”

Ignoring her question, I asked my own. “Do you know why the Witches Council representative failed to tell me about your existence here?”

The Witch frowned and her eyes narrowed. “You’re different. Montgomery only got the job here because he’s the biggest kiss-ass around and that’s really saying something in a town full of politicians. He knows better than to cross me. I doubt he has the power to do a damn thing to me.”

“He seemed pretty powerful to me. Made food appear and was able to move things around with a wave,” I replied.

“Just tricks. Every class of Witch can do that. It’s called telekinesis. I will bet you he had the food already prepared and just sent it to you. Trust me when I say he failed teleportation.” She looked at me and then over at Chief Herring. “Why’s he here for real?”

Chief Herring replied, “I told you. The hauntings.”

“Hmm. Why is the FBI so interested in Spirits?” Caroline asked.

“We’re not. I was sent here to stop the poltergeist activity and I’ve discovered that a Mage is responsible,” I explained.

The Witch nodded. She started rubbing her hands together like she was trying to warm them. Maybe a nervous habit. I watched almost enraptured as she began circling her palms together, rubbing them back and forth.

Pulling my eyes away I spoke to her. “If that’s a fireball I’m going to shoot you.”

She looked up from her hands to see my forty-five-caliber pistol aimed at her head.

Chief Herring jumped as if shocked, and looked at me with wide eyes. “Son, be careful with that thing. Caroline here didn’t mean whatever you think she said!”

I caught a brief flash of light as she reabsorbed the Magick in her hands. Caroline spread her hands to show they were empty. “See, no threat.”

“I know there’s at least one budding Mage in town. Nothing else matches the description. Their Magic’s been growing for at least ten years now. You and I both know that without training, they could level the town by complete accident,” I replied.

Chief Herring said, “Destroy the town?”

“What’s it going to be Caroline? Chief Herring didn’t mention that I represented the Magical Division of the FBI. I can and will take you in if I have to. Crowley Prison has plenty of empty rooms in it,” I threatened.

“How did you know?” Caroline asked.

“That you were training the Mage? I didn’t. Your reaction gave it all away,” I explained.

She shook her hands in the air. “Not that. The fireball. How did you know?”

“I spent a few days in upper Maine last month. Nice little town named Briarwood. The locals gave me a crash course in what Witches could and could not do. In this job, I pay close attention to all things unknown,” I explained.

Caroline shook her head. “You’re lying. We don’t discuss the craft with human authorities. It’s against the rules.”

My eyes widened at that. “It is? Marcella never told me that.”

“Marcella? Do you mean Marcella Blackmore? That Marcella?” Caroline asked.

I cocked my head to one side and answered her. “Yes, I played ambassador to her coven a month or so ago. Nice lady.”

“Well, that changes everything now, doesn’t it? If Marcella Blackmore spoke freely to you, then I may as well. I’m not surprised that Montgomery gave you the runaround. He’s been a right pain for years,” Caroline said.

“Why would he do that?” I asked.

“Because he can. He and Marcella don’t really see eye to eye. Ever since she resigned as head of the American Witches Council back in ‘18 he’s had his panties in a wad. Never you mind about that wanker. I can answer your questions now. The one you are looking for is indeed a youngster. It’s pretty unusual for humans to come into power. I’ve only know one or two in my life,” Caroline explained.

“Marcella ran the Witches Council?” I asked her.

Caroline smiled at me. “Mmm, did I say that? I must have misspoken.”

I nodded to her. She was telling me something I wasn’t explicitly supposed to know. “Will you tell us the child’s name?”

“Of course. His name is Eugene Tarbell. I noticed his aura several years ago down by the lake. You know the boy, I believe, Chief? His father is Morton Tarbell the newspaperman,” Caroline remarked, with a wry smile on her face.

Herring groaned, “The press? You’re killing me here, Caroline. Does his father know?”

“I don’t believe so. The boy came to me in secret the first time he made something move by accident. He, like every other child in this area, reads the paper and knows what ‘powers’ are when he sees them. This modern world of yours is so much easier than a century ago. I could go on for hours about dealing with lunkheads wanting me to marry them or proving their honor. So much easier to just drive away.” Caroline was starting to stray off topic and ramble.

“How powerful is he, Caroline?” I asked.

“I’m quite a good teacher, you know. If he wanted to, he could move that monstrosity you call a Capitol building and toss it into the lake. I doubt he’d do it, though. Wants to join the army, he does. Apparently, he knows quite a bit about the Demon Wars. A curse of having a literate father. In my day you were lucky if one person in twenty could read more than a sentence or two. So much easier. Was there anything else?” Caroline asked.

Chief Herring glanced in my direction and I ever so slightly shook my head. “That’s it, Caroline. I’ll pass what you said to the Governor, but I expect you’ll be seeing me again pretty soon,” he said.

“That’s fine, I can always use more frogs for me pond,” Caroline pointed toward a bubbling fountain next to the cottage. It had appeared as if by magic, and we could now hear the chirp and croak of its inhabitants.

Grabbing the chief by his shirt sleeve, I dragged him toward the car. “Interview’s over. Thank you, Miss Barnes.”

Once we were in the car and back on the road the Chief spoke up. “Would she have really turned me into a frog?”

“No idea. The Witches I know haven’t demonstrated that power to me, but I was surprised she knew my contact in the community. Marcella has more pull than even my bosses know about. What do you know about the Tarbell family?” I asked.

Springfield might feel like a small town, but in 1960 but it had more than eighty-thousand people living in it, and Chief Henry Herring didn’t know everyone. But someone from the local paper he did know. Especially an outspoken reporter like Morton Tarbell. Tarbell had been behind the movement to censure more than one local politician over tax overruns or spending. Telling the man his son had supernatural powers was going to be a blast.

“Base to Chief Herring, come in Chief.” A voice over the police radio interrupted our conversation.

The Chief grabbed the microphone, flipping the talk switch in the process, and said, “This is the chief.”

“Chief, Sergeant Sennett here, are you available to come back to base?”

“What is it Mack?” Herring asked.

“Got a fella here that says he’s with Army Intelligence. I tried to tell him he had to go through the Governor’s office, but he insists he speak to you and that FBI guy, Dalton,” Sergeant Sennett explained.

“Roger that. Tell him fifteen, twenty minutes. I’m on the other side of the lake,” Herring stated.

“Understood, out,” the sergeant replied.

Chief Herring looked over at me. “Something I should know about?”

I grimaced. “My boss warned me that they might show up. The same reports I got go to them. Unlike me, they know what an emerging Mage looks like. We can either work with him or against him. I suspect he has the power to go to the Governor and go over us if he invokes public safety.”

“Then we better get to it.” Chief Herring hit the lights and sirens and I got to have one of my childhood dreams satisfied. A screaming ride in a police car!

My van was less ostentatious and more functional. It stored all my weapons and gave me a safe place to sleep. Watching the cars pull over to the side as our car weaved in and out of traffic gave me a thrill.

Our car screamed into the parking lot and Herring switched off the siren and lights. Several officers stared our way until they saw it was the chief. “Let’s get this over with.”

Entering the station, we found a man dressed similarly to me but in pressed fatigues with all the military do-dads attached. He smiled at us and held out his credentials. “Captain Right at your service.”

I only glanced at the credentials, but Chief Herring carefully studied them. “This doesn’t say where you’re stationed out of.”

Taking his things back, the Captain replied, “I’m a floating Agent. My job is to investigate certain occurrences and recruit where needed.”

“Anything you’d like to share with us about these occurrences you speak of, Captain?” I asked.

The Army Captain smiled. His teeth were the whitest I’d seen in a while. Instantly I didn’t trust him. “Not really. Seems so far you’ve done a good enough job. I thought I’d ride with you out to the Tarbell house.”

“The hell you say! How’d you find out about that!” Chief Herring snapped.

I shook my head and turned to face the Captain. “He obviously bugged your car somehow. I was under the impression your group wasn’t supposed to actively work inside the United States.”

“The Magical Act of 1959 changed that. We are allowed to actively recruit wherever and whenever we see fit. Human Mages are as rare as hen’s teeth around here. I have a lot to offer. Are we working together or not? We are on the same team, gentlemen,” Captain Right stated.

So back into the car we went, only this time we had a backseat passenger.

“We could have taken my car, you know. These bars back here are a bit unnerving,” the Captain remarked.

Chief Herring snorted and let out a chuckle. “Son, you are not the first to say that. Watch where you slide around. Night shift used this car for drunk duty and they have a tendency to leak a bit back there.”

The Captain looked down at the floorboards and started to bend and twist.

I couldn’t help but chuckle. This Illinois cop was pretty funny.

The Tarbells lived on a nice quiet street with well-kept houses. In some ways it resembled the set of that TV show I’d watched as a kid. Otter something. I can remember wanting to Mr. Wilson to be my next-door neighbor. As we pulled up, I read the street name on the sign. It matched up perfectly to several of the early reports of flying trash cans and other disturbances. Maybe we should have looked here first.

The Chief got out of the car and said, “Let me do all the talking here. This guy hates the establishment, and his kid might not be any better.”

We both watched the police chief walk up to the door. I glanced at Captain Right. “You going to listen?”

“No. How about you?” He replied.

I shook my head and got out of the car. Chuckling, I watched as the other guy struggled with his door. “Funny thing about police cars. The doors don’t really open from the inside back there. Nobody likes catching someone twice.”

“You need to let me out, Agent Dalton. Trust me when I say that I need to be out there with you,” Captain Right replied.

“I don’t think so. This is my case. The FBI can use this kid just as much as the army can. Director Hoover directed me to see it through, and I intend to do just that,” I stated as I walked toward the house.

Captain Right muttered something to himself that sounded a bit like “stupid psychics” but I ignored him. I could see that Chief Herring wasn’t having much luck just by watching what was going on at the front door. A small man was waving his hands in the air and pointing. I heard a noise that could’ve been glass breaking and I looked up. There, climbing out the window and onto a tree branch, was a young man in a striped shirt and jeans.

“Hey kid!” I shouted out. As the words left my mouth I realized my mistake and paid for it.

Quickly forming a fireball in one hand, the teen tossed it at me and jumped toward the ground! “You’re not taking me!”

Fast on my feet, I dodged the poorly thrown ball of flame and chased after the kid. He’d hit the ground running, almost an impossibility for a non-magic person. As I ran, I could hear Herring and the older Tarbell yelling at each other about the burning yard.

Like a jackrabbit the boy jumped the fence into his backyard. To do my job I needed to be athletic, so I followed him at a slightly slower pace. Climbing instead of jumping.

Eugene waved his hands and tossed an entire set of heavy patio furniture and a grill at me. He was panicked, and his aim wasn’t the best. I dodged what I was able. “I just want to talk to you, Eugene. No jail cell. I promise that you will be able to go free afterwards.”

“I don’t believe you!” Eugene readied another fireball, this one even bigger than the previous one.

Looking around I could see the pile of furniture in front of me, the fence behind, and a small inground swimming pool. I was trying to judge the distance to the pool when the explosion knocked me off my feet and into the fence.

There was a bright flash and all I could see was bright light. My ears were ringing like the bells on Sunday.

I wasn’t dead, and the backyard wasn’t on fire. Looking toward where Eugene had been standing I could see Captain Right. He was checking the boy’s pulse. “I got tired of waiting in the car.”

Picking my way around the wreckage strewn yard, I approached the scene. “What happened?”

“He’s out. You ok?” Right asked.

“I’m fine. What was that explosion?” I asked.

“Stun grenade. Special formula. I’d brought one along just in case. Good thing I did, too. You were just about to become a crispy critter,” the Captain remarked with a smile.

“A grenade? You seriously had a live grenade on you in the car with us?” I asked.

“Not my first ballgame, Agent. The kid is fine. It all worked out,” Right replied.

By this time, the overexcited parent and Chief Herring had run through the house and were in the picture.

“Is Eugene all right? What happened?” Herring shouted at me.

“He’s out cold. The kid was tossing fireballs and one misfired,” I said with a shrug. The boy’s father was hunched over his son, calling his name and checking him over for injuries. I’m not sure why I covered for Captain Right. His use of military hardware against a civilian was almost criminal, but it was like the pot calling the kettle black. I had a whole van full of weapons. Some of them were originally military as well.

We all stood by as Eugene was revived by his father Milton. As a forethought, I had a small bucket of water from the swimming pool standing by. And a good thing too. Just as soon as the kid’s eyes opened, a fireball formed in hand.

Splash.

Down went the bucket and the now the kid’s hand was soaked. So was Mr. Tarbell.

“What’d you do that for?” The adult Tarbell exclaimed.

“Eugene had a fireball in his hand. You have to face facts here, Mr. Tarbell. Your son’s a Mage,” Chief Herring replied for me.

“Dad… They’re telling the truth,” Eugene spoke up from the ground.

“Son, you need to lie still until we get a doctor for you. Who knows what these men have done to you?” Tarbell replied.

The kid shook his head. “No. I attacked them. I didn’t want to go to prison.”

Milton Tarbell looked down at his son in shock. “Why would you go to prison?”

Looking up, he glared at the three of us. “Why would you put my son in prison?”

“I’m here to offer him a job, not sure what they want,” Captain Right replied, catching us off guard.

Chief Herring glared at the army officer but still answered. “Milton, we just wanted the activity he was causing to stop. Half the town was getting antsy about it all. Hell, there were rumors that Abe Lincoln was haunting the place. We just came to talk.”

“I don’t understand this. Why did you run then? What crime did you think you’d committed that was so bad?” Milton Tarbell asked his son.

“It was you, Dad. You told me to do it,” Eugene replied.

“Me? I never said such a thing. I taught you to respect the law, not to attack it!” Milton exclaimed.

“But what about the things you’ve said at dinner and all those articles you’ve written? You told me that Paranormals should be locked up and that people with Magic powers were a menace. I just listened to you. When I realized that I was the one causing things to move, I was scared. I was afraid you would make me leave or something. Miss Barnes down by the lake gave me some advice and a bit of training. I was gonna tell you but not until I could control it a bit. The night of the game, I ran into Clarence and his gang. They tried to take all my money and I got excited. Everyone was saying it was the ghost of Abe Lincoln, so I just went along,” Eugene explained.

“Clarence Rutherford? That boy is a menace,” Milton stated.

“That boy, as you call him, is the star quarterback of the Senators. I’ll have a chat with him. Can’t have bullies running the school, now can we?” Herring asked rhetorically.

I glanced at the chief. Football was a big deal in the Midwest. I seriously doubted that they would reprimand or arrest the athlete. But day-to-day laws and practices weren’t my concern. Unless it involved Paranormals.

“Eugene, I’ll overlook you running and then attacking us if you at least speak to the men here with me. This is Agent Dalton of the FBI and Captain Right from the US Army,” Herring said as he waved his hands in our direction.

I hadn’t forgotten Caroline Barnes’ comment about the military, and wasn’t all that surprised by the gleam in Eugene’s eyes at the mention of the army. “I really only wanted to discuss your future,” I said. “The FBI and the Magical Division, which I represent, are always looking for potential Agents. Now that we understand that the happenings around town were caused by you, I can report to Washington that there aren’t any ghosts.”

“I should’ve come forward, but I was scared. Sorry,” Eugene apologized.

“Don’t go FBI, Eugene,” Captain Right said. “Join the army. We need people just like you to fight the threats that no one ever sees. It was human Mages, not Paranormals, that really won the Demon War. We have trainers and an entire program already in place. You’re what, fifteen or sixteen?” Captain Right asked.

Eugene looked at his dad who nodded. “Sixteen. My birthday is in a couple of months.”

“Easy. We have your dad here sign a statement releasing you to us and we can start your training in a week. By this time next year, you’ll be a private in Uncle Sam’s army. Does that interest you at all?” Right asked.

“Dad, can I?” Eugene asked.

Morton Tarbell looked around at his scorched backyard and nodded. “Let’s take the Captain inside and discuss it. Come on.”

Captain Right all but smirked and even tipped his hat as he followed the two into the house.

“We do the work and he gets the boy. Not my day,” I remarked to myself.

“I wouldn’t say that, son. You did a bang-up job investigating, and you stopped the occurrences in town. Recruiting is harder than it looks. Let me tell you about finding officers sometime. Look on the bright side, you didn’t have to kill anyone this time,” Herring said.

The chief had a good point. I wasn’t sure how I would explain losing the kid, but the recruitment thing was wishful thinking on my part. Even Anastasia had said I was on my own. Still, having a Magic user on my side would make all the difference. Maybe one day. It was time to go back to the station, borrow a phone, and call it in. Another day, another monster.

<<<>>>

Captain Right watched as the two members of the Tarbell family hashed out the plan he’d given them. Planting those bugs at the local station and on the FBI had been an inspiring idea from Mr. Left. Eugene was a rare prize. Arcane was going to need talents like his in the next couple of decades.

He’d watched Agent Jack Dalton very closely during the chase. If he’d pegged to the name ‘right’ he was a better actor than anyone gave him credit. The Arcane program was blacker than black, set inside America’s military. It was based on magical humans defending regular humans. The Paranormals could take care of themselves. But Jack would still need to be watched. There were a couple of new lookalike girls that might be able to do the job. He’d have to check when he got back to base.


Author Notes

This ends Jack Dalton book six. Lots of fun still remains in the series. So much more to come. Lake Springfield is a real place. Almost everything I wrote about it actually happened. Caroline Barnes was a suspected Witch in the late 1800’s, not in Springfield, but she did live in Illinois. History is one of my favorite topics.

I like to add tidbits to all of my books as a way of explaining the background. If you Google names, places, and dates you will often find the most amazing of coincidences. Sometimes it’s like a treasure hunt to find the references.

As the year goes forward there will be more books. I’m hard at work on the next book in the Federal Witch series, as well as book three of Arcane Corps. My co-writer Freddie Kim has the next Athena Lee almost ready to go and Nathan Howe has turned in Smuggle Life book six. The future is bright.
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Author Introduction – T S Paul

I’m now into my second year as a published author. With over 25 works under my belt already my pace is relentless. Writing was never a goal of mine growing up. I really did fall into this accidentally. My wife and family knew of my love of books and urged me to try writing. It wasn’t until an author i befriended gave me a short push off a long pier that i really gave it a go. And what a go that was!

Athena Lee and Agatha Blackmore have given way to over 50 short stories. I write a lot. The future is in books and I’m in it for the long haul. Keep your eyes peeled for new and exciting things coming from me this year. Don’t forget to check the Blog every week for a new Wilson or Fergus story.

I welcome comments and questions on my blog. Follow me on Facebook  or visit my Amazon author page. I have an author page with BookBub too.

I’m excited, are you?
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The Federal Witch

Born a Witch Drafted by the FBI! - Now Available in Audio!

Conjuring Quantico - Now Available in Audio!

Magical Probi - Now Available in Audio!

Special Agent in Charge - Now Available in Audio!

Witness Enchantment

Night of the Unicorn

Invisible Elder

Blood on the Moon

Child of Darkness - TBD

A Draft of Dragons - TBD

Cat’s Night Out, Tails from the Federal Witch - Audio Available

Serpent Con

Darkness Revealed

The Standard of Honor

Shade of Honor

Coven Codex - Coming Soon

A Confluence of Covens -TBD

Conflict of Commitments -TBD

Standard of Honor -TBD

Familiar Magic

Familiar Shadows

Familiar Trials - Fledgling

Familiar Travels

The Fairy Locket

Witching Hour

The Wild Hunt

Monster Hunter

Jack Dalton Book 1

Jack Dalton Book 2

Jack Dalton Book 3

Jack Dalton Book 4

The Mongo Files

The Case of the Jamaican Karma -TBD

The Case of the Lazy Magnolia - TBD

The Case of the Rugrat Exorcist -TBD

Cookbooks From the Federal Witch Universe

Marcella’s Garden Cookbook

Fergus Favorites Cookbook

Marcella’s Summer Bounty Cookbook

Marcella’s Autumn Harvest

Read and Eat Cookbooks

Badger Hole Bar Food Cookbook

Athena Lee Chronicles

The Forgotten Engineer

Engineering Murder

Ghost Ships of Terra

Revolutionary

Insurrection

Imperial Subversion

The Martian Inheritance - Audio Now Available

Infiltration

Prelude to War

War to the Knife

Ghosts of Noodlemass Past

Athena Lee Universe

Shades of Learning

Space Cadets  - Coming Soon

Smuggle Life

Double Cross

Politics Equals Death

Cut and Run

A Grand Affair

Short Story Collections

Wilson’s War

A Colony of CATTs

Unicorns are Short

Borscht is Boring

Box Sets

The Federal Witch: The Collected Works, Book 1

Chronicles of Athena Lee Book 1-3

Chronicles of Athena Lee Book 4-6

Chronicles of Athena Lee Book 7-9 plus the prequel

Athena Lee Chronicles (10 Book Series)

Smuggle Is: Collected Works Book 1

Standalone or tie-ins

The Tide: The Multiverse Wave

The Lost Pilot

Uncommon Life

Dead in Space

Kurtherian Gambit

Alpha Class. The Etheric Academy book 1

Alpha Class - Engineering. The Etheric Academy Book 2

The Etheric Academy (2 Book Series)

Holiday Tales

Tales from the Pumpkin Patch

Night of the Living Turkeys

Reindeer Don’t Fly

Anthologies

Phoenix Galactic

The Expanding Universe Book 2

Cupid’s Bow

Mysterious Hearts

Journal with a View: July - August - September

Prime Peek I

Snapshots of Life I

Haunted Hearts I

Taking it in the Road

Silent Thanks

Non-Fiction

Get that Sh@t off your Cover!: The so-called Miracle Man speaks out

Study Guide and Timeline: The Athena Lee Chronicles
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Coming Soon!

Next stop Nashville...
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