
“Hey, Adams!” 
The gentleman turned around, and saw the detective walking his way. 
“Hello, Detective Williamson.” 
“Please, no need to be so formal.  Call me Neil.” 
“Alright then, Neil.  You may call me Randolph, if you so wish.” 
“Can I call you Randy, then?” 
“....Please don’t.” 

--- 
They had chosen a fairly quiet place to talk about the case, a small cafe on the edge of a 

quiet cul-de-sac that didn’t get many visitors.  In fact, most residents of the town didn’t even 
know it existed, which was a shame, because the food and drink they served there was 
arguably the best in the country.  It was the tamest urban legend on that side of town. 

“So where’s your daughter today?”, Neil asked, looking around the street. 
“Well, she needed a new dress, and the tailor owed me a favor, so she’s with him today.” 
“Isn’t that a bit dangerous?” 
“No, no, the tailor is a friend of mine, actually.  We’ve known each other for years.  He 

wouldn’t refuse a favor from an old friend.” 
“Agh, now I feel bad.  Maybe we should put a rain check on this...” 
“As anxious as I am to get back to Catherine, you said that this case was of the utmost 

importance, and if we wait, another incident may occur.  And besides...” He opened the door, 
and a pleasant tinkle rang out. 

“I already got us a table.” 
The inside of the cafe seemed standard, with hardwood-looking wall, a counter for you to 

order, and a few tables in the back.  The counter had several small sandwiches and pastries 
behind the polished glass, each one looking more delicious than the next.  The smell of tea and 
coffee was noticeable, but not aggravating to the senses.  The room was small, but that only 
added to its charm.  The man behind the counter nodded at them as they came in. 

“Hello, Randolph.  I saved your table for you.” 
He nodded in response. 
“Thank you, sir.” 
“No problem.” 
They went and got their food and drink, a coffee and sub for Neil and a tea for Adams, 

and they walked over to the booth that had been saved for them -simple, but comfortable, facing 
the door- and gentleman and detective sat down next to each other.  They sat in companionable 
silence for a few moments, each enjoying what they had bought, but then it was time for them to 
get down to business. 

“So, which angle would you like for me to look at this case from?” 
“Well, you are the one responsible for giving us all those anonymous tips.  Thanks for 

that, by the way.  I was figuring that you’d be able to clear up some things.” 
“It’s no problem.  And I only happened to be in the right place at the right time.” 
“Once, maybe, but there’s no way you were in ‘the right place’ five times in a row.  Admit 

it, you were investigating on your own because you don’t take the police seriously.” 
“I wouldn’t say that.” 



“Relax, your secret’s safe with me.  As a member of the force, I can say that we don’t 
always know what we’re doing.” 

“Really?” 
“Yeah, without your tips, we would have been up the creek without a paddle.  You really 

saved our bacon.” 
“Why, thank you, I suppose.  But enough about that.  Now, let’s explore this case a bit 

further, shall we?” 


