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Meeting with the Black-Clad Spirit

It was almost midnight.

Lightning flashed. Clouds thundered loudly, and a torrential downpour began.

Outside the old fort, the deserted road was shivering with cold. The night's rain had spread a mist-like fog around the old fort's structure.

This fort was the oldest and most mysterious fort in the city of Lakeshore. A dense darkness prevailed on all four sides of the fort. Only on its top floor was a single window lit, which looked very mysterious in the rain and fog.

It was rumored about the room on the top floor of the fort where the light was burning that it was haunted, and on dark winter nights when it rained and lightning crackled, the deep, deep sounds of a woman breathing could be heard from there.

In this room was the largest and oldest library of Pakistan's Crime Branch. The room's ceiling had become old. The plaster on the walls was falling off in places. Here, in large wooden cabinets, was the record of all the mysterious murders that had occurred in history to date, and besides kings, princesses, and famous people, those who were killed by poison or some other secret method.

Inspector Adrian was sitting at a black round table in the lamplight in this haunted room, studying a file from an old case in which seven princesses had been killed one by one, but the killer had never been found. Inspector Adrian was between forty and fifty years old.

A needle-gas heater was burning in the fireplace, so the room wasn't too cold. The room's atmosphere was lightly warm. Inspector Adrian was a famous and experienced detective and spy of the country; he had tracked down and handed over to the law the culprits of several famous cases of murder, theft, robbery, and abduction. Adrian was a very intelligent and dutiful spy. These days, he was obsessed with one idea: to track down those cases of murder in history where the killers and criminals had never been found.

So, every day he would come to the fort in his small black motor car at night and sit in this room for a long time, diligently studying the files of murders and other crimes that had happened in history. This old library of the Crime Branch had a considerable record of history's major crimes and murders. When Inspector Adrian, while studying a murder file, saw that the killer hadn't been found, a desire arose in his heart...

That if he had been in that era, he would have arrested the killer and handed him over to the law, even if he were in the depths of the earth. But he was helpless; he could read the files of the great murders and haram deeds done in history, but he couldn't go back to the old times of history to investigate or trace a historical murder.

Here, a strange, mysterious desire was born in Inspector Adrian's heart: if only he could go back to the old times of history just once and solve the mystery of the murder that remained unsolved. But such a thing was impossible. The world had advanced greatly in science, but no computer or machine had yet been invented that could send humans back to the old times of history.

Inspector Adrian had also heard the rumor that an evil spirit lived in this library of the Crime Branch in the old city fort, and on dark, stormy nights when there was torrential rain, the sound of its deep, deep breathing could be heard.

Inspector Adrian had investigated the most horrific murders and had risked his life to arrest killers and present them in court. He was a very brave and fearless spy, and his courage and bravery were famous throughout the country.

So, Adrian decided one day in his heart that he would try to meet the evil spirit of the old fort and ask it for help in going back to the old times of history to investigate crimes and murders. Because he knew well that spirits are free and can go anywhere, every day, in every era. That's why this evening, when the cold wind started blowing and dark clouds gathered, he left his bungalow in his car and came to the library on the top floor of the old fort, took out an old file. He turned on the fireplace switch. He sat down at the black round table near the fireplace, opened the file, and began studying the case of the murder of the seven princesses.

These seven princesses were the daughters of the King of England five hundred years ago, and they were killed one by one within three months. Each princess was killed in the same way. Each princess's corpse had its neck torn out. The jugular vein was cut, and half the neck looked as if chewed and eaten by a wolf. The file stated that the royal spy of the court had convinced the king that this was the work of a man-eating beast. The king ordered all the wild beasts in the country to be killed, but the princesses kept getting murdered. But no trace of the killer was found. When all seven of the king's princesses had been killed, this series stopped.

Inspector Adrian was thinking that if this was the work of a man-eating beast...

Why did it only kill the princesses? Why didn't it attack any other man or woman? Had the king's royal spy not considered this point?

Once again, a desire arose in Inspector Adrian's heart: if he had been present in the king's court, the killer of the princesses could not have escaped his grasp. Because Adrian was sure that this was the work of some mysterious man of that time who was an extremely cruel killer and, for some unknown reason, was only killing princesses. The reason for this was not mentioned anywhere in the case file.

Suddenly, lightning flashed. This mysterious, haunted room of the old fort library lit up. Outside the window, a clap of thunder echoed, and the room seemed to shake once. Inside, the sound of torrential rain was coming. Inspector Adrian closed the file, lit his pipe, and came to stand near the window. Lights were burning on the distant road, and their light looked dim in the rain and cold fog.

Inspector Adrian raised the collar of his overcoat and looked at the time on his wristwatch.

There were fifteen minutes left until midnight.

He had heard that on stormy winter nights, exactly at midnight, the sound of the evil spirit taking deep breaths comes from the fort. Outside...

Lightning flashed, and through the windowpane, the branches of the trees outside could be seen lashing violently in the stormy winds. Suddenly, there was a sound of the door creaking, and Inspector Adrian's assistant spy, Lucas, entered the room.

Lucas had been working with Inspector Adrian for five or six years. He was very eager to become a spy, but he was slow-witted, a bumbler, and absent-minded, yet he was an interesting person and sometimes, even in his foolishness, would point out a very profound point to his master, Adrian. He was also a duke, but outwardly, he was a very brave simpleton. His habit was that while talking, he would mix Urdu, English, and Punjabi words. He was very innocent at heart and always wanted to purify his country's atmosphere from thieves, robbers, and criminals forever.

Lucas had entered the room fearfully. Because he also knew that this room of the fort was haunted. But when he saw his master Adrian standing by the window, lost in deep thought and smoking his pipe, he started whistling as if he had no fear of any spirit, although his heart was pounding at the thought that the woman's spirit that lived in this room might suddenly appear and strangle him. He came near the gas heater to warm his hands and, clearing his throat, said.

"Sir! Any connection found?"

Inspector Adrian took a puff of his pipe and looked at the ceiling.
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