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A stylized, cartoon illustration of a light blue trash bin that has transformed into a monster. The bin's lid is open like a mouth, revealing sharp, jagged teeth on both the top and bottom edges. The word WASTE is written on the front, and crumpled bits of paper lie on the ground around it against a dark background.]











Case Log #1 – The Secretary


Geoffrey Robertson swivelled around in his leather desk chair to address the two-headed figure that was standing in front of his desk. The tall man was wearing a large dark jacket, a black suit with two collars and ties, polished shoes, two deerstalker hats, two mufflers and two pairs of spectacles. His two faces were nipped from the cold weather that seemed to have encompassed an iron grip over the entirety of the Robertson Brothers’ Weird Detective Agency in London. Geoffrey cleared his throat.


“Can I help you, sir?”


The two-headed man shivered slightly, his moustache puckering up.


“Hi’ve been h’informed that there is a vacancy for the position of secretary at this ’ere detective agency,” he said pompously, “h’I should like to h’occupy that vacancy.”


Geoffrey put his fingers together, leaned back in his seat and examined the man. He thought the two-headed man looked particularly intellectual. Geoffrey straightened up again and addressed the two-headed man again in a business-like fashion.


“May I examine your qualifications?”


The two-headed man took a thick envelope from inside his jacket and presented it to him. Geoffrey opened the pages inside, scanned them and then looked back up at the man to read out his personal details:


“Name: Bernie Harrison, Age: 46, 5′ 14″ tall, Class: Weird Person, Graduate of the Omniconglomorate University with 87% in secretarial study…” he trailed off.


“Well?” said Bernie, his two heads both looking nervously at each other. Geoffrey smiled with contentment.


“Hmmmm…your weird person qualifications are quite exceptional. I think that you would be a great secretary. You’re hired!”


Bernie’s two heads beamed ecstatically.


“’Hank you kindly sir! Hi’ll start straight h’away, h’if you like.”


Geoffrey stood up and escorted the man to the door of his office. He led Bernie down the short corridor to an office with a placard on it saying: ‘RECEPTION’; next to the front-door entrance to the detective agency.


“Everything you need is in here. There are a number of resolved case files which need re-organising, you can start with those.”


Bernie walked inside and Geoffrey closed the door behind him. Geoffrey walked back along the corridor, past the living waste paper bins with razor-sharp teeth, to the case-study department. Geoffrey entered to find his brother levitating in the air, almost three feet above the desk. Suddenly, he fell onto the floor at his elder brother’s feet. Geoffrey frowned at him.


“Leonard, stop messing around and get on with studying these cases!” he said sternly.


Leonard got to his feet.


“Sorry, Geoffrey,” he said, brushing the dust off his white shirt and navy trousers. “I’m still finding it hard to perfect my levitation take-off.”


“You shouldn’t abuse your weird powers by being silly,” Geoffrey tutted.


He looked around the untidy room. Papers were scattered across the floor along with photographs, broken pencils, stones and breadcrumbs. Leonard’s skeletal dog was having an afternoon snooze on the windowsill that looked out onto the London skyline. The whiteboard behind Leonard’s desk tabled all of the Robertson Brothers’ Weird Detective Agency’s current cases in red. Geoffrey looked down at the various columns.


“What about the sighting of a Tyrannosaurus Rex on Brookes Street in Kensington?” He asked.


Leonard looked up from the pile of papers on his desk that he was reading through.


“The nine-year-old boy who made that sighting made a mistake. The T-Rex he saw isn’t a monster; he’s the boyfriend of Abigail Lerner, our correspondent to the Metropolitan Police. Abigail assured me that her secret boyfriend was a very nice and well-brought-up guy.”


Geoffrey sighed. He was quite depressed with the lack of challenging cases they had had in the past few months. Then something struck him. It was like a light bulb switching on inside his head.


Geoffrey thought back to some days before when an elderly woman with wispy, powder-snow hair had turned up on the doorstep of the agency. She had had a soft sweet voice. Her name was Matilda and she had requested that the agency pay her a visit to her house in Coventry… something about her cat.


Geoffrey could barely remember. His memory was like a sieve. Matilda had asked the agency to come round to her house on the 14th of November at two o’clock. Today was the 14th of November. Geoffrey glanced up at the inverted clock on the wall and gasped. The clock had a very evil expression on its face, even more so than usual. It was grinning in a very disturbing fashion. Not only that but the inverted clock’s time registered at one-twenty.


Geoffrey dashed out of the room in a panic, Leonard following quickly.


“Where are you going?”


Geoffrey was pulling his jacket on, over his navy pinstriped suit, grabbing his car keys and running out of the door.


“We haven’t much time. We’ve got to be at that woman’s house by two. Quickly, bring the case book!”


As they ran down the corridor, Leonard and Geoffrey heard one of their colleagues having a shower. A booming, Churchillian voice crackled from inside the shower-head, “If the British Empire lasts a thousand years, men will still say this was their finest shower!”


The two brothers dashed outside to their Land Rover and both jumped inside. Geoffrey turned the key in the ignition and the Land Rover sprouted four thick, scaly legs from where the wheels should have been. And so the Robertson Brothers were galloping off on another case.
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A cartoon illustration of a monstrous, spider-like librarian in a dark, cobweb-filled library. The creature has the head of a cranky elderly woman with pink glasses and white hair, but the body of a large purple spider with eight hairy legs wearing white sneakers. She is aggressively slamming a red book onto a desk, while bookshelves and a Shh! QUIET sign are visible in the background.]
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