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The Last Hot Time

by John M. Ford

When Danny Holman leaves the cornfields of lowa for the bright lights of
the City, he expects hislife to change. He jus can't guess how much and
how fast. A violent incident on the road brings Danny the favor of aman
known only as Mr. Patrise, who gives Danny ajob, a home, and a new
identity.

The City isadfferent world from the one Danny (now cdled Doc) knew,
and literally so. The long-vanished lands of the Elves have again opened
doors into our reality. Humans cannot cross these threshol ds, but the Elves
con.

Mr. Patrise is a power inthe Levee, the shadowy, lawless region between
the two worlds, where elf and human gangsters skirmish with sorcery and
submachine guns and where anything can be sold, smuggled, or stolen. But
the nature of that power—over his people, the City, and the unpredictable
new forces of magic—is a mystery. The more Doc |earns about the City and
his responsbilitiesin it, the more he wonders if he'sin far over his head.

Still, the work is exciting. As are the atractions of the Levee. And dark-
haired Ginevra Benci, another of Mr. Patrise's employees, confronts Doc
with something he's never known before—and may not want to know.



Moreisgoing on in the Levee than nightlife and dreet warfare. Power is
gathering: a power rooted in terror, madness, and death. To fight it will
require Doc to face what he fears most. To defeat it will take something
more than courage.

Thisisawaork of fiction. All the characters and events portrayedin this
novel are ether fictitious or are used fictitioudly.
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September

The Triumph TR3 was running sweet tonight; Danny Holman had been
fiddling with it for aweek graght, but he'd tinkered with it near nonstop for
the eight months he'd owned it without any really definite reaults. But now



he wasdoing—well, nearly sixty—through the September night, all alone on
1-80, awire-whed ed golden bat out of hell.

Danny saw alighted truck sop about eighty milesinto Illinois. He was
pretty sure he could get to Chicago on the gas he had, but the truck sop was
the first place he'd seen open snce dark. No sense getting caught short. Not
after what it had taken to get this far. He pulled the TR3 onto aramp with
heavy weeds to either side.

The gation looked like it had been huge, once. There were at |east adozen
pump idands out of service, lots of cracked concrete and dead light poles,
and some hollow buildings. A big brick shell still had adark MOTEL sign.
There wereten tables in the restaurant, and room for forty more. A big red-
|ettered sign by the counter said IF YOU ARE UNDER 21 DO NOT AK
FOR BEER. WE PUNISH CRIMINALS. Who's we? he thought, but no one
gave him a problem with his cheeseburger and berryade. There was another
sign that read WE HAVE COFFEE, with HAVE on a separate card. Bdow
that it ssid PRICE NEGOTIABLE.

A skeletal old man filled the Triumph's tank, then wiped the windshield
and headlights. "Coin' home?' he said, with alook a the luggage in the little
car's passenger seat.

"No," Danny said, without thinking about it.

"Well," the man said, "then it an't too late to go home."

"| spose 0." Danny didn't want to start astring of lies with the guy, and
he supposed that anything he said would have about the same effect.

"If you need directions..." The old man nodded toward a cardboard box,
between arack of oil cans and the end pump. A card said THE ONLY MAP
Y OU NEED. The box was full of Gideon Bibles, black and green, probably
from the motel. Damny'd seen the same box in lowa, hdf a dozen different
times and places. He paid the atendant and drove on.

The road was empty. Every half hour or so he dowed down for areflector
barricade marking off a patch of crumbled pavement or collapsed
embankment or a mass of burnt-out vehiclestoo big to remove. There was a
little fingernail of moon, making foggy gray shadows on the concrete, but
mostly the night was black on black, with afew lone stars on the horizon,
barns or one-crassroad towns. A couple of thetowns had dgns, the old
white-on-green reflective ones. He didn't turn off/Towns like that had shot at
him in the county ambulance with the lights going. The odds wouldn't be
any better now.

Maybe, Danny thought, Illinois was different.

Nope. It would be different where he was going.



He flipped on the radio and garted scanning with the knob. There was
noise with long dead spots between, no change there. Hegot a ripple of
piano music and an unintelligible voice, but it dipped away.

Then rhythms came up clear, and avoice Danny knew: one of the WGN
night people. Danny smiled. This was the sound that had kept him sane, in
his room, with the earphones stuffed in tight and muffled with gauze so that
no one else would hear. He coud ride the beam all the way now.

A record came on. The car hummed and Danny did too.

None of you knows what to do

Y ou better move it 'cause I'm coming through
Everybody's say in' that the kid's insane

I'm doin' ninety miles an hour

In the breakdown lane

As the road rose up to meet the car, Danny saw an edge of orange light on
the distant horizon. It reminded him of a night fire cdl, las summer, when a
barn and dlos had gone up a county over. It had taken a couple of hours to
cover twenty miles, to find a road somebody hadn't blasted or blocked for
some weird locd reason. When they got there, the VFD had given up trying
to put the fire out and was just holding it back from the farmhouse.

One of the firemen led Danny and his partner to a covered pickup. In the
back were a woman wobbling between numb silence and screaming fits, two
little kids who just wanted to watch the fire, and ateenage boy with second-
degree burns on his hands and arms who ddn't want to be treated and redly
didn't want pain meds. After a while Danny understood the boy needed
something to fight, and the pain was dl he had. If he lost that, he might jugt
break down.

Some of the VFD guys had burns and smoke, s0 the paramedics went to
work on them. Danny's partner asked the fireman he was bandaging where
the farmer was.

The man twisted his face around, and then said, "When we sad there was
nothin' we could do for hisbarn, he just up and wdked into it. Captain tried
to knock him down with the stream, but hejust kept goin'. | mean, we tried,
but—"

Up ahead of us wallsand wire

We're gonnatake 'em like a house afire
Everybody's sayin' that the kid'sinsane
I'm doin' ninety miles an hour



In the breakdown lane

Wolves are gettin' hungry, let ‘em off the chain
Doin' ninety miles an hour

In the breakdown lane

Danny fiddled with the radio again, trying to get some news about the
glow ahead. The orange light was too big to be aburning house, or even a
whole town. What the heck could it be?

Headlights flashed in the rear-view. Therewas a big car back there,
gaining on him. Danny thought about giving the guy arun for his nickel, but
he was dready getting enough crosswind to make the Triumph wobble, and
besdes, the car behind had asked permission. He dropped agear and dipped
into the right lane.

The car pulled up. Danny took alook. He saw headlightslike chrome
buckets, a hood like acoffin, bow-wave fenders over white-sided tires, and
running boards six feet long: a car straight out of a James Cagney movie.

The near front window was down, and a face showed in it, lit by green
dashboard glow. Danny saw weirdly sharp, foxlike features, long white hair.

Ané€lf. A red, honest to ... whatever elf.

The elf raised twolong thin fingers and the car rdled on. Danny tapped
his hands on the wheel, feding a charge right downin hisgut. Elves. Fag
cars with power to burn. Next sop Chicago.

Just ahead the road made a tight right, notched through alow hill; the big
car's headlights spilled across the blasted rock face. Danny dropped back a
little farther; this wasn't necessarily a divided highway anymore, and—

Halfway through the curve, the Triumph'slights picked up the other car,
dead ahead in Danny's lane: it was another high-wheeled box like the first
car had been, it was blood red, and itslights were out.

Just as the two big cars in front of Danny were side by side, white fire
spa from the side of the red one. Danny heard the guns above the wind, like
saw blades going through pine. The red car spun its wheels and shot away
through the darkness toward the aty glow beyond. The dark car bucked and
wavered, but somehow ket to the road until it was clear of the rock face
then it bumped over the left-hand shoulder and came to a stop on the
roadside, tilted nose-up, headlights aimed at the treetops.

Danny braked hard, pulled off the road to the right, and sopped. He
opened the door, |ooked around: no more traffic. His working suff wasin a
red roll bag behind the seats; he dung it and sprinted across the highway.



Crazy patterns of holes were punched across the side of the car and
starred the dark windows. Damny heard agroan from somewhere in the rear.
He grabbed the door handle, got it open. A soft light came on inside.

The rear space was as big as anormal car'swhole interior. Therewas a
sofa-sized rear seat, and against the front wall, just below aglass divider,
were folded jump seas and a wooden cabinet holding cut-glass bottles. One
flask was smashed, and Danny smelled whiskey.

A woman was sprawled on the backseat. She wore a sapphire-blue gown
and a short white jacket. There wasblood all over them, and on her short,
white-blond hair. Her head resed in the lap of a small man in adark auit
with wide peaked lapels, asilver shirt, and a shiny black tie. A broad-
brimmed hat hid his face. Damy zipped the kit open.

"Cloud," the man said.

Danny felt amovement past his |eft ear. He jerked, got something in his
hand, turned. There was a white-fleshed, thin man— the elf he had seen in
the dashboard li ght—just beside him, in a blue leather cycle jacket and a
long dark scarf. The elf was holding a short-barreled pump shotgun. Its
muzzle was what had flicked past Danmny's ear.

Danny had automatically grabbed a pair of angled shears, to cut access to
the wounds. Its metal was warming in hishand. It looked pretty lame
compared to the df's gun. Asif that weren't bad enough, the bent metal
made Danny think of Robin, and he'd come up hereto not do that anymore.

The suited man looked up. He was black, with a sharp chin and nose,
large dark eyes. He said, "You have excd lent reflexes, young man. Do you
know how to use that equipment?"

"That's why | brought it," Danny said, camly enough. He'd heard ‘Ain't
you awful young for a paramedic? of ten enough that it didn't sting any
longer, not much.

"You'l seeto the lady." He spdke without an accent, but with an odd
rhythm. He put the woman's head down, very gently, and moved to the jump
seat opposite. The df hadn't moved.

Danny shoved his brain back into TraumaMode. Airway first. The
woman sucked in a breath, and the dark well of blood in her flank sucked
and bubbled. Through the lung. Bad. "Excuse me," he sad, stuck a penlight
between his teeth and bent down to check beneath her. No exit wound. One
holeto sed: less bad for the moment. An ER would have to worry about
where the bullet was.

A couple of long ripswith the shears got the white jacket out of the way.
Danny ripped open a pressure bandage, peeled the blue satin away from the
hole. There was nothing between the thin dick fabric and her kin. The pad



went on and he leaned on the sucker. He tore off some tape one-handed and
seded it down. She heaved another breath, coughed, but the bad noises
stopped.

Danny took inventory. The scalp wound looked minor, abullet creaseor a
flying sliver; it was clotting okay, not apriority. There was a nasty clip out
of her upper left arm. He could see bone.

The door by the patient's head opened. A big man in ablack bush jacket
leaned in. There was a Colt .45 in his hand; it looked small there. "L ooks
clear, sir." Hisvoice had some Irishinit. "Ruthins. Mighty hunters. Fah."
He turned his head and gat. "Norma Jean?"'

The small man said, "The young man seems to be doing wdl by her."

"The young man could use ahand,” Danny said, fedling the sweat on his
hands and face. " Can one of you guys hold her shoulder? Really firm, and
don't let go if she screams.”

The big man leaned into the car. "Reducin' the fracture?"

"That'stheidea."

The man nodded and put his hands on the woman's upper arm. Danny
pulled, denching histeeth against the sound of graing bone, but the woman
didn't yell, just grunted. He gat the dressng and splint in place. "That's it.
Thanks."

"Think nothin' of it."

"Her name's Norma Jean?'

"Around here," the small man said, "names are something one keeps to
onesdf. We call people things." He indicated the big man and the elf in turn.
"This is Lincoln McCain. And Cloudhunter Who Keeps His Ssters
Counsd, though Cloudhunter will do. | am called Mr. Patrise." He spelled it.

"Danny Holman."

"Yourea... medicd student?'

"I'm a paramedic.”

"That means you have alicense."

"Yeah. Can | show it to you some other time, please? She needs a
hospital .”

"Yes. And yes."

The big man, McCain, said, "Cook County's closest."

"Not secure,” Cloudhunter the elf said. His voice sounded like the wind in
high grass.

"I'm afraid that's right," Patrise said. "It's always at awkward times that
one is reminded of one's weaknesses."

McCain said, "Michael Reese,-then."



"Fine." Parise said to Danny, "l assume you're used to working in a
vehicle? The car rides smoothly, and it'll get better as we get closer to the
city."

"City?' Danmny said. "No, wait, my car's out there, and my stuff.”

Mr. Patrise said, "Nothing you absolutely need in the next few hours." He
did not seem to be asking.

"l can't leave my car here!"

"Yes, you can. | personally guarantee its safety, and that of all your
belongings. They will be brought to you by morning. Anything you need
before then will be provided, and by that | mean anything. Y ou will find me-
aproperly grateful man." Parise looked past Cloudhunter, out the car door.
"Beddes ... you haven't been to the L evee before.”

"You're from the Levee?' Danny said, too quick. It was a stupid question,
with an df in the car. "Uh—no, never."

McCain said, "Y our car may not work once it hitsthe redline, then."

"What about yours?"

"Ah, we're dual-fuel,” McCain said. "Don't worry. She looks likeanice
machine. Shell be cared for."

Mr. Patrise said, "Cloud, I'll ride in front. Y ou gay here." Cloudhunter
nodded, pulled down the jJump seat, and shut the door.

McCain moved asideto let Patrise get out, then leaned in agan. He
pointed to some buttons on the backsea bar. "This one keepsthe light on.
Lighter here if you smoke. Help yoursdf to what'sleft of the stock; there's
cold beer below." He picked up the broken decanter, flung it away into the
dark. He shut the door.

The car garted. It bumped a few times, then found the road; the ride was
very, very snooth. Danny wiped some of the blood from Norma Jean's scdp
wound; it redly wasn't too bad. He put a small dressing on, deciding to leave
cutting her hair to the hospital team. In thedim light he could hardly tell
Betadine from blood.

He looked up. Cloudhunter Who Keeps His Sisters' Counse was sitting
absol utely still, the shotgun across his knees. Only his slvery eyes moved,
shifting like mercury. Danny couldn't see a thing through the tinted
windows, not even into the front seat; he had heard that elves had night
vision, or some kind of special vison.

"Mr. Cloudhunter—"

"Notitles," the df said. " Cloudhunter is fine. Cloud if we get to be
friends."

" Cloudhunter, could you put that thing away?"*



"The Ruthins might try again." Theelf's voice was softer now, more like
human. "Not much use put away."

"Yeah, | guess."

The eyes shifted again. "The Urthas like to plot," he said, still more softly.
"Urthagwaed's clever and likes to be seen so. Long Lankin, or |ceberg Jack,
Glassisle, Rhiannon—any coud find a nice human lad, good with the
kingsfail... have him finish whatever needed finishing."

Danny didn't say anything. Assuming he understood what the df was
saying, there was no point in arguing with it.

Norma Jean groaned, stirred. She gurgled out a half scream. "Easy, now,
easy, Norma Jean," Danny said, and put ahand on her shoulder, pressed just
slightly. She sghed as the pain defocused. The bl ue dress had covered her
breasts maybe halfway, before Danny had started cutting.

"Isshein pain?' It was Patrise's voice through an intercom grille.

"l don't think she's really conscious. But—isthere a blanket back here?"

"Drawer under the seat.”

As Danny gat Norma Jean covered, Patrise said, "Can you give her
something?"

"Y ou mean for pain? I've got aspirin and benzocai ne cream. No good
here."

There was apause. The woman's head trembl ed.

Mr. Patrise said, "l'd liketo see your license now." A little drawer slid out
of the dividing panel. "I'm not questioning your ability."

Danny gat out hiswalet. "Y ou want my driver's license, too?"

"That would be dl right."

He put the cards through. "Ah," Patrise said. "Do you see this birthdate,
Lincoln?’

"Okay!" Danny said. "Okay, so I'm still nineteen, all right? The stuff's all
real and the car'sredly mine. It'sonly afew weeks to my birthday—"

"It certanly is," Patrise sad. "October thirty-first. All Hdlow'sEve."

Cloudhunter's head turned.

Mr. Patrise said, "Hdlowseve. Holman, Hallownight. That's afine dias.
Doc Hallownight, | think." He laughed. It was a pleasant sound. "There are
already several Docson the Levee, there dways are. Oddly enough, few of
them ever have MDs." He laughed again, and Danny found himself wanting
to laugh too.

After about fifteen minutes, Danny could see the glow of the burning sky
through the dark windows. They were apparently traveling a high speed,
seventy at least, but the car seemed bardy to be moving. Danny looked &
his watch. Theliquid-crysta display read FEAR. Danny blinked, angled his



wrist to cach the light. 2:28 AM. No wonder he was seeng things. He'd
been driving for nearly nine hours straight before dl this.

He said, "How long till we get to the hospital ?*

McCain's voice sad, "Ten minutes."

"Can | have my IDs back now?"'

"Mr. Patriseis rather tired."

Danny's watch said 2:30, and then RAGE, and then 2:31.

At 2:40 they drove into a brightly lighted garage. An ambulance was
parked neaby. Cloudhunter opened the door. A moment later, Norma Jean
was on a gurney and Danny was giving the ED team the lowdown: "We
have awoman, early twenties, two gunshot wounds to the | eft flank and
upper left arm, punctured left lung ..."

Somebody, probably aresdent, nodded to Danny by way of
acknowledgment and the team closed him out. Nathing new about that. He
| ooked around for Mr. Patrise and the ather men, but they had disappeared.
He wandered out into the waiting room.

It had the usud litter of old magazines, empty cardboard cups, and
smokers debris, and an unmanned counter of ancient varnished wood. The
room smelled both musty and of disinfectant. Ashe started to feed changeto
the drinks dispenser, awoman's voice said, "Dont do that. Evenif you are
near a hospital."

A muscular, dark-haired woman in surgica scrubs, stethoscope draped
around her neck, was standing in adoorway. "Y ou're Doc Hallownight?"

"Daniel—uh, yeah."

"Lucy Estevez. I'm the lucky bozo in charge of the Knife and Gun Club
tonight. It was pretty quiet until you got here." She held out a hand and
Danny shook it. "Come on back and have some actud coffee. It's probably
just as toxic asthe machine stuff, but a least it's free."

They went back to anurses' gation, facing arow of adozen curtained
cubicles, about half of them with signs of occupancy. Dr. Estevez poured
coffee from a heavily staned pot into two mugs beari ng the names of drug
companies; one was advertisng an antihypertensive, the other a stool
softener.

It was real coffee, asstrong as he'd ever tasted it. It made Danny's chest
burn and his head ¢and up and cheer. "Thanks."

"McCan sad you were a paramedic.”

"V eah.”

"Hey, relax." Shetold him a story about a motorcycle decapitation, down
to the last splintered vertebra and drop of O-negative. He tdd her one about



a disk-harrow accident. He'd had the conversation before, at Adair County.
He relaxed. He knew this place.

Dr. Estevez got a bottle of peroxide and atowel to take the blood of f
Danny's denim jacket. She fingered his blue chambray shirt. "I think this
one'shadit. Mind accepting aleaner?"

"Sure." He was given a blue scrub shirt, found a bathroom to change in. In
the mirror, there was more blood on him than he'd realized. He rinsed his
chest and dipped the shirt over his head. It was samped STOLEN FROM
MICHAEL REESE HOSPITAL.

When he came out, Dr. Estevez was emerging from a cubide. "The young
lady ought to make it," she said. "Y ou do good work."

Danny nodded.

"I mean tha. Youdid it dl dark?"

"There was light in the back seat."

"I mean, you didn't use any magic."

"Huh?"'

"Never mind. Y ou'refrom the country?’

"Duz it show smuch?' hedrawled.

"When you came in, you said, 'We've got awoman.' One of the local
people would have sad, 'white female." "

Danny thought hard about that. Things were going to be different here.
People were going to be different, in more ways than one.

Dr. Estevez sad, "l don't suppose you're looking for ajdb. We can dways
use another van jockey."

"Well, actualy, | just got here, and ... | guess a job sounds pretty good.”

"The pay'sfair, but | guarantee the hours stink worse than anything you're
used to. And you know the New Paradigm?’

"No."

"There are never enough of us, 0 if you bring somebody in and don't
have another cdl right away, you can get drafted as an ED assistant. OR too,
sometimes. And you do know which end of the baby to grab?"

"Did it for real once."

"Good enough. Anyway, it's al the fun of being a firg-year trauma
resdent, without ever getting to be a doctor."

"Wedid dl that & home. We didn't have aname for it."

McCain gopeared from somewhere in the back of the ward. "Mr. Patrise
wants to see you, Doc."

"Offer'sopen,” Dr. Estevez said, and went into one of the cubicles.



McCain led Danny to another cubicle. Cloudhunter was waiting outside,
holding a hand insde his coat. Danny had no doubt there was aweapon
tucked away there. The df opened the curtain and Danny went in.

Patrise was dtting up on abed, his shirt off. His chest and arms were very
thin, and hisdark brown skin had the blue-gray cast of heart disease. EKG
wires ran to a monitor; Danny saw a slightly abnormal rhythm, probably
valvular trouble.

On Patrise's right chest was a black bruise the size of Danny's palm.

"You didn't tell meyou'd been hurt."

"A ricochet. My coat stopped it." Patrise tilted his head back. His face was
delicate, even-featured, thin-lipped. His hair was black and combed stra ght
back from his forenead, caught in asilver dip at the back of his neck. "Some
firg night in the big city, eh, Hallow? What's the time?"

Danny looked cautioudy at his watch. It showed just numbers. "Three-
ten."

"Little lae to show you the bright lights, then. But you're gill going
strong. That's good. Night people are at an advantage on the Levee.
Lincoln."

McCain looked in. He had a broad, rocklike face, all planes and crevices.
His eyes were sharp blue. When he looked at Danny they seemed friendly
enough; Danny didn't want to see unfriendly on McCain.

Patrise sad, "We'l go by the dub; Doc can shake some hands."

McCain nodded and left. Patrise said, "They always treat your dothes like
something dangerous. Find my shirt."

It was on ahanger nearby. The labd said TURNBULL & ASSER. Ashe
helped Patrise put it on, he realized that it was g1k. He had never in his life
seen aman's silk shirt.

Patrise fingered the rip in the shirt above the bruise on his chest, touched
one of the EKG wires glued to hisskin. "Shut that gadget off. | don't want
them thinking I've died. Too many peope haveideas aready."

Danny switched off the monitor. Patrise peeled the dectrodes off,
buttoned his shirt.

"Mr. Patrise, the doctor on duty offered me ajob here."

"I'm not surprised. Lucy can see competence amile off. I'm sorry to
disappoint her. Don't worry, Lincoln will make the excuses." He paused.
"Perhaps it wasn't clear: you have ajob. With me. Persondly. There's no
room for moonlighting.” He pulled on an elastic-sided shoe. "You'll have
plenty of your own time, but you work for me. Undergand that and you'll
have no cause to complan."



"Mr. Patrise, this is—I| mean, | just drove into the dty. Y ou don't know
me, it was just an accident—"

"There aren't any accidents.” Patrise examined his slim hands, rubbed
away a bit of dectrode paste. "You have options, of course. Y ou could work
here. It'sanice place, if you don't mind the pay and the hours, the
homicidals and the positive Wassermanns, all that. And, too, Norma Jean's
family is Gold Coadt, and they'll probably want to expresstheir gratitudein a
concrete way. But you'd regret it." Helooked up, smiling. "Tha isn't a
threat: | won't make you regret it. You just will." He stood up, wavered a
little; Danny caught his arm.

Patrise looked up & him, eye to eye. "Asfar not knowing you ... ask me
aganinamonth if I know you. Cloud."

Cloudhunter pulled the curtains open, held Patrise's coat. At the nurse's
station, McCan was signing some papers. Dr. Estevez waved as they passed.
"Have fun, Doc," she said. "If you ever get tired of the good life, give me a
cal."

They got into the car, Patrise and Cloudhunter in back, McCain driving.
Through the clear glassin front, Danny could finally see the aty. A long
building with lit grips of stairwdl would be the hospital; beyond it was the
hollow concrete shell of a gructure just aslarge. McCan turned into a broad
street lined with burnt wood, broken bricks, empty windows, lit only by the
car's headlights and the orange sky hovering low above everything.

"People live out there?"

"Not so you'd cdl it that,” McCan said. "This is the Boneyard. The
Penumbraif you're in afancy mood. Went in the big shakedown. Y ou saw
the first big wreck back there? They blew that as a firebreak, to save the
hospital. Now it's too far out of the World and the Shade both for either to
care."

There was more redin the airglow now. "It burns likethis al night? Every
night?"'

"Nothing's really burning. The light's something from the change. Witch
stuff, not my department. We'll lose it once we're really ingde. We're almost
to the river now. Watch."

The car climbed abridge approach. Danny could see red light turning
water to blood. Suddenly the sky was black, with the fingernail moon
descending. Stars came out as Danny's vision adjusted. He looked back. The
river gill had a pink tinge.

The little moon, without competition, washed down dark wallsto wet
pavements. Here and there a greglamp glowed, and a bit of brilliantly



colored neon flared. Motorcycles were parked in clusters, and afew of the
boxy old-style cars.

Danny saw amultiple, hunched movement, as of something huge and
dark and formless dithering down an dley—or ese just a group of people,
keeping their backs to the wind.

"Was that—"

"Probably. Where're you from, Doc?"

"Nowhere."

"Been there many atime. Littledull, but no cooking like it. Where?"

"Okay, lowa. Adair, lowa. Know anything you didn't know before?"

"Adair, lowa. The James brathers pulled their first big robbery around
there, didn't they?"

"Y eah. Y eah, they tried—but they robbed the wrong train."

"Ah, well, everybady hasto start somewhere, en?' McCain laughed, and
Danny felt himself rdax.

Then McCain said in adead cold tone, "Where you dart is knowing that
all the attitude in your little farmboy body don't come up to the top of my
shoes. Got that?'

It hit Danny like afist. "l guessI'm learning."

"If you canlearn, then it'll al be right. 'Show it goes." Mc-Cain's voice
was back to normal.

"Earlie—when Cloudhunter had the shotgun on me—he would have
blown my head off just like that, right? No warning? I s that how it goes?"

"When you mean to kill somebody, only adamn fool gives him a chance
to disagree. And only adamn foadl pullsa gun without meaning to kill
somebody." McCain turned, smiled—not dl that reassuring a 9 ght—said,
"Easeup, Doc. Youdid agood job tonight.

Y ou work for Mr. Patrise now. There's no better friend you could have on
the Levee."

"Are we friends?'

"I do gncerdy hope so."

McCain stopped the car in front of alighted building with a violet awning
that sretched from the curb down stairs to a double glass door. Massed
electric bulbs spelled out LA MIRADA.

The door was opened by aman in awhite top hat and tails. "Good
evening, Mr. Patrise. Mr. McCan, Cloudhunter. And good evening to you,
sir. Your coats?'

Patrise said, "Pavel, this is Doc Halownight. A full member of theclub
with all privileges."

"Delighted to meet you, Mr. Halownight. What will you bedrinking?"



"A beer. Please."

"Your brand, 9r?"

"Uh—anything. Have you got draft beer?"

"Of course, sir."

The entryway was lit by brasstowersthat threw light against the white
sculptured celing. Brass vases of fresh flowers sood in niches along the
wood-paneled walls. The corridor led to adouble door of glass, frosted in
geometric paterns, framed in chrome.

That door was opened by a blonde girl in awhite blouse and an extremely
short black kirt. "Oh! Mr. Patrisel”

The name stopped everything in the room. The few peoplethereall
turned.

The room was large and drcular, with adomed ceiling that was black
with twinkling stars. The outer part of the cirde wasthree steps higher than
the center. On one side of the upper ring was a black glass bar, backed by
chrome and mirrors and endless ranks of bottles, a woman in awhite shirt
and red bow tie was mixing drinks. A man and woman leaned agai nst the
obsidian bartop, interrupted in conversation. On the other side were dining
tables, all empty but one wheretwo men in dinner jackets and two women in
astoundi ng gowns were seated.

The lower circle wasa glossy black dance floor, empty. At the rear of the
room was a bandstand with a white grand piano; a woman leaned againgt the
piano, toward a man seaed at the keyboard.

None of them looked like dves, but there was enough glitter and cool
light that Danny was hardly sure.

Patrise went to the occupied table. One of the women said, " Patrise, how
good to see you! Youwon't believethe stories that have been going around
tonight.” She sounded very drurk.

"Then you must tdl me sometime, Tonia," Patrise said genially. "Hello,
Erika. Bob, Warren. Have you had agood evening?"

They agreed that it had been splendid, that Fay had been in top form.

"Then you must consider it on the house. Always a good time here."

They were dazzled a Patrise's graciousness, and oh my was that the time,
they'd al turn into pumpkins, good night, good night.

The woman from the piano was running across the dance fl oor. She wore
alow-cut, ruffled black blouse and agold metallic skirt; she hdd the skirt up
to run, her golden high-heeled sandals clacking on the black surface, which
reflected her image full-length, two people tgp-dancing sole to sole.

"Patrise, oh God, Patrise," she said, flung her arms out and hugged him.
"Oh, Gad, you're here."



"Of course, Carmen, dear." He put his hands on her wrists and unwound
her. "Meet someone new. Hallow, this is Carmen Mirage. Carmen, meet Doc
Hallownight. We had a little to-do with the Ruthins tonight, and Doc saved
Norma Jean'slife."

"Ohh ... where is Norma?"

"I'm afraid she'll be going home now."

"Oh, that's so sad ... but you saved her? That must have been very brave."

Danny said, "Well—" and then Carmen’'s ams were around him. She was
very warm, and wore a patent cinnamon perfume, and she hugged tight.

"Pleased to meet you," Danny said past the lump in his throat.

"Y ou mean that isn't a tongue depressor in your pocket, Doc?' Carmen
said. "Or maybe it is." Shelaughed and finally let him breathe. He couldn't
think. He looked down at his scrub shirt and jeans, here among dl the satin
and glk, and fdt like he wasknee-deep in pigshit and had alive chicken
tucked under each arm.

The bartender had arrived with atray of glasses. Patrise and Cloudhunter
had brightly colored drinksintall frosted glasses, McCan a mug of coffee
with whipped cream. Danny gat hold of his beer, took agulp. It went down
just fine.

"Doc, thisis GinevraBend." He gestured a the woman with the drinks.

She was alittle shorter than Danny, with intensdy black hair, dark blue
eyes. She couldn't have been much older than he was. Her black skirt came
to just beow her knees, her legs and ankles showing pale and delicate.

"Hi, Doc."

He looked up a her face. She was smiling. "Hello."

Mr. Patrise said, "And Alvah Fountain a the mighty Bosendorfer." The
young black man at the piano waved. Hishair was done up in amass of
long, slender brads.

The two people who had been a the bar were approaching. The man was
an American Indian in awide-shouldered suit and a flowered tie. The
woman was petite and Japanese, with dark hair ooiled up and hed with
jeweled pins; she wore atailored auit and ablack turtlenecked shirt, cdf-
high boots of light brown suede. "Evening, Patrise," the man said. "Isthis an
open party ?"

"Of course. Doc Hallownight, Lucius Birdsong of the Chicago
Centurion—"

" Syndicated worldwide through GNS," Birdsong said.

"—pen sharper than aTruebl ood arrow. Tongue, too. And Kitsune Asa,
the Tokyo Fox."



"Welcome to the Levee, friend," Birdsong said, and shook Danny's hand.
"What's the matter? Aren't you going to tell meyou read and admire my
column every day?"

"No."

"Fair enough."

The Tokyo Fox said, "Y ou're a doctor?"

"I'm a paramedic. What do you do?"

"Right a the moment, | drink standing up. Pleased to meet you, Doc."

Patrise sad, "Where's Fay?"

Ginevrasaid, " She went home right after her set.”

Patrise said, "Y es?'

No one spoke. Then Miss Asadrained her glass, put it on Ginevrastray,
and said, "About two AM a couple of my-mama-eats-ambros a Ruthins
camein, with aside dish of Vamps."

Carmen said, "Y ou said the rule was—"

"I know," Parise sad camly. "Ginevra, get the lady another drink.
Ruthins, attended. No Highborns?'

"Nope." The Fox shrugged. "They were hinting that you wouldn't be
coming home tonight. Didn't seem to get the rise they wanted, 0 they |eft
after Fay sang. People started drifting out after that. Last half hour it's been
just us and that mooch patrol you saw."

"Who took Phasahome?"

L ucius Birdsong sad, "Stagger Lee."

Mr. Patrise spread his hands. "Another hot time in the old town. | think
it's time we went hame too, ladies and gentlemen: | bdieve I'll have to be
seen by afew people today, upright and wdking in my own semi-solid
flesh."

Birdsong said, "Is that typewriter of mine still under the bar someplace?’

"I couldn't find an open hock shop," Patrise said, and the two of them
chuckled a whatever thejoke was. "Ginevral"

"Yes, 9r, amost ready,"” she said, whipping a cocktail shaker.

"Pavel will shut down in front; you serve Kitsune and Mr. Bird-song as
long asthey want, then lock up. Y ou've been on golden hours s nce two.
And take tomorrow night off."

"Yes, 9r. Thank you."

"Cloud, see Miss Mirage home. Lincdn, Hallow, let'sgo."

They got into the car, Patrise donein the back. Withthe Mirada sign
switched off, all the world seemed dark, the big car's headlights just pushing
the blackness asde for amoment.

Danny said, "The Ruthins are a big elf gang, right?"



"One of them," McCain said. "Red's their color. Y ou see ared leather
jacket, youtake care."

"The car that shot at you was red."

"Y ou're observant. Y es, that would have been the Ruthins. Unlessit was
someone dse who wanted them blamed."”

"|sthere some kind of gang war going on?"

"Conflidt, I'd say. And there's dways conflict. War, now, well. They'll cut
each other up as easily as around-ear. Y ou heard there were gang elves in
the club tonight: they can come right in aslong asthey follow the rules. Nat
like the pure-Ellyll clubs."

"What's an—ethy|?"

"Ellyll. Nat that | can say it right, either. That's an elf name for elves.”

"And Miss Asa said something about Vamps. That can't be what it sounds
like. ..canit?

McCain's voice was suddenly tense and quiet. "Vamps are human or
halfie kids who want so bad to hang around no-shit-rea live elves that the
elveslet them. The price is that you get a taste of f blood."

"You mean, like, literally."

"I mean real literally. There's something in their blood that hits mortals
like heroin. Slurp, you're hooked, and you'll do anything for another little
sip. So the elves think up in-ter-est-ing things for you to do. Bereal careful
around the Vamps: an elf'l kill you for the sake of ajoke, but asucker'll kill
you and never know why."

The car turned sharp right, went down aramp. A steel door rolled up
before them, and they drove into a concrete bunker of a garage. There were
half a dozen cars parked, none as big asMr. Patrise's, but dl in the same old-
time style. The garage was only about hdf full. Asthey got out, Danny saw
arow of motorcycles, some with sdecars: big Harleys, BMWs, classc
Indians.

A man in coveralls was cleaning the parts of a Thompson submachine
gun. Laid out on atable near him were two pistols, severa knives, and a
black metal crossbow.

Mr. Patrise said, "Good morning, Jesse."

"Moming, dr. Glad to have you home."

"Have Sagger Lee and Miss Phasia come home?’

Jesse looked at awadl clock with around white face and a swinging brass
pendulum. The glass case read REGULATOR. " 'Bout two hours ago."

They walked on to an elevator lined with panels of etched bronze. It
began rising. "Hallow will be in the north wing with us," Patrise said. "Good
morning to you, gentlemen.”



The door opened. McCain sepped out, waved for Danny to follow. They
left Patrise behind.

They were in a broad, carpeted corridor, with Art Moderne geometric
wood on the walls and overhead lamps of marblazed glass. It looked about
half amilelong.

"Inhere." They went into aroom lit by a hard white downlight. It shone
mostly on a tdephone switchboard, dozens of sockets and a row of plugs. A
refrigerator-sized safe was in the corner. A woman was sitting at the
switchboard, wearing a headset. "Hi, Line."

"Hi-de-hi, Lisa."

She moved her right hand out of shadow, put down the revolver that had
been hidden there and picked up a coffee mug. "I takeit things are all right
now."

"Norma Jean got hurt. But she'll be okay, thanks to thisguy. He's gonna
be moving in with us. Twenty-four."

McCain made the introductions. Lisa picked up a phone and spoke softly
while McCan wernt to the safe and twirled the knob. Danny saw Lisareach
under the switchboard, and the safe door opened. McCan closed it again,
came away holding akey on awhitetag.

"Give meyour left hand.”

Danny did. McCain squeezed the end of Danny's ring finger, and he felt a
stick. A drop of hisblood plopped onto the key tag, which seemed to suck it
up like asponge. Thetag glowed for a moment. It was blue now. McCain
pressed the key into Danny's pam.

"Lisa, call Michael Reese a sx, find out how Norma's dang. Then call
her folks."

She made a nate. " Anything else?’

"No changes atherwise. G'night, Lisa."

"Goad night, Line. And you, Doc."

As they walked down the hall, McCain pointed & the key Danny was
turning over in his hand. "Nobody but you can use that now. Y ou need
somebody let in, let the staff know. Just pick up the phone in your room,
you'll get Lisaor whoever's on the board."

"Is 'hi-de-hi' code for 'everything's okay'?"

"Good thought. Sometimes it is. Know anything about the witch works?"

"Magic?' McCain nodded. "No."

"You'l find out soon enough if you've got the Touch. If you do, you'll be
able to find the key with it. Enough suff, and you can zgp it to you. Here's
your room."



Danny waited, then looked down stupidly at the key in hishand. He
opened the door.

The room was abaout the size of the one he'd grown up in, paneled in rich
dark wood. Dek, table, big doset door. The sofawould fold out to a bed, or
maybe there was awall bed, a Murphy.

"Front parlor,” McCain said. He rgoped aknuckle on awdl pand and it
swung open. "Coat closet. Next one's the gun cabinet, there's atrick lock on
that. We've got an infirmary downgairs, but you might want to keep a crash
Kit ready in here."

He opened the "closet door," went through into a room three times the
size of the entry, fully furnished, with abar and kitchenette at one end.
Danny till didn't see a bed—wait, there was another doorway. This place
| ooked bigger than the house he'd grown up in.

McCain opened the little refrigerator. "Ian't stocked; tell the kitchen wha
you'd like. Bar'sprobably dry too. Y ou a beer man?"

"Yeah." Hedidn't have a clue if that weretrue: he'd had beers with the fire
and rescue guys—everybody knew his age, but nobody said anything. And
he'd lit apint of Wild Turkey bourbon with Robin once, beforethe
accident. They had to sleep it off in the field behind Rob's place. He coul dn't
remember now what dumb excuse they'd come up with after that, but Rob's
dad was—wéll, you could beieve he'd been eighteen once.

McCain stood up, opened a drawer, took out atin box. "Maches." He
pointed to atall-chimneyed kerosene lamp in areflector on thewall. "You
know how to light those?"

"Yes." That was true; he had grown up in Tornado Alley.

"The power's usually pretty good, but thisis the Shades. We like to save
our generator juice for real emergencies. If you turn out to have the witch
gimmick, keep that in mind." He put the matches away. "Bedroom's that
way; Lisacalled and it should be ready.” He went to the entry door, |eaned
aganst it, sad gently, "Yeah, | know you've got about Sx million questions.
Anything that won't wait till tomorrow?’

"When's breakfast?"

McCain laughed. "Hey, thisisyour house now. Breakfast's when you
wake up and get hungry. The dining room's a floor down, or you can call to
have it up here." He looked aside. "That's how it is here: you do asyou
please—unlessit's Mr. Patrise asking."

"You'retdling mel just lucked into dl this."

"Mr. Patrise says that people make thar own luck, and | think | agree with
him." McCain knocked wood. "Not to worry, isit? If you'redreamin', you'll
wake up somewhere else, won't you? G'night, Doc."



"Goaod night, McCain."

After McCain had gone, Danny wandered into the bedroom, into carpet
up to his ankles. There was custom cabinetry all around the walls, another
desk, and an oversized four-poster bed in carved wanut. His great-
grandmother had abed like that. Her heirs had done everything short of spill
blood over who would get it. The covers were turned back, and a white
plush robe and a pair of gray pajanas were laid out on the spread.

He picked up the pajamas. Silk. He decided he didn't want to put them on
without a shower first.

The bathroom was all glass and chrome and slver-veined black marble.
The tub was marble, with taps like spaceship controls; the shower was
completdy separate, a cylinder of glass block with multiple heads to spray
from all directions. Somehow the stone floor was warm.

Washed and in the dippery gray silk, he dipped between the sheets. There
was a console a the bedsde that controlled every light in the goartment. A
dia selected music channels: jazz, jazz, dassicd, swing, opera, jazz—was't
thisthe city? Where was the rock? He got some electric folk and listened for
awhile. One song was about somebody named Matty Groves and somebody
else's wife, another about a bandit on a mountain who got seriously screwed
over by aqgirl.

He sngpped off the lights and lay there, sone awake.

Lights on, robe on. A midnight snack—okay, afive AM snack— couldn't
hurt. At the last moment he remembered to get the key out of his jeans and
stuff it into a robe pocket.

The heavy oak door made no sound at dl. Danny looked up and down the
hall. The devator was to the right. So wasLisa's switchboard room. There
must be gairs someplace, epecialy if the power went off and on. He turned
| eft.

The last door had a glass pandl. He could see stairs beyond. He paused to
look out the window at the end of the hall. It had bars outside, and steel
shutters. He coul dn't see very much—what |ooked like a hedge, maybe a
moonlit garden. He went down the stairs.

The hdl here had less wood, more crystal and steel. There was an office
that must be alibrary . . . dining room, yes.

There was aflutter of light just at the edge of hisvision, and he turned,
half-thinking of Cloudhunter's shotgun at his head.

He saw a woman. She was wearing a black and gold kimono tied with a
fringed silk sash. She looked up & Danny, and his heart crashed straight into
his brain.



She wasthe most beautiful woman he had ever seen, o much so tha he
had trouble actually seeing her—the eyes drew him to the lips, and then the
chin, the ear, the throat, without a sop to register any of them fully. He tried
to speak, but his tongue wouldn't engage and a blimp was docked in his
throat.

She smiled. He ached, he hurt, he thought he would drop to his knees. She
walked away from him, down the hall. He didn't quite see her go; she was
just gone, and a man's voice sad, "lsthere something | can get for you, Mr.
Hallownight?"

The man was a butler in aperfect gray uniform. Danny felt the sweat on
his own pams, his gasping, his locked-and-l oaded erection. "Was that—ff—
Fay?"

If the butler saw anything untoward about Danny, he gave no sign of it. "I
didn't see, sr. Miss Phasaisretired for the night, but it could have been.
Can | get you something?"

"A sandwich ... roast beef? And aglass of milk."

"Certainly, sir. And might | suggest something to help you deep?"

"Yes."

"I'll haveit sent up & once, 9r. You know you can telephone us at any
time."

Danny climbed the stairs dowly. When hegot into the hall, agirl ina
gray uniform was coming out of the room. She paused to hold the door open.
"Goaod night, gr."

"G'night."

There was atray on the bedside table with arare roast beef on dark rye,
pickles and chips, and a glass of milk with a brown sprinkle on top. Danny
sniffed it: nutmeg, and doubtless something under it. Something to sleep on.

Well, he had something, and he couldn't deep on it unless he stayed flat
on his back all night. He looked dizzily at the bed: no, not in those crisp
clean sheets. He walked into the bathroom, stripping as he went. The floor
was warm to theskin.

He cleaned up, took another couple of minutes worth of shower, and
crawled into bed. He took two bites of the sandwich, which was of course
delicious, drank the milk-and-whatever in three gulps, and sank into sleep
like quicksand, fully expecting to wake up, naked and damp, somewhere
else.

But he didn't: same bed, same bedroom. A sliver of light ran around the
drgpes. He got hold of his watch, which read PAIN; he threw it across the
room. The bedside dock's hands pointed to ten past five. PM, presumably.



He sat up, shook his head, dragged the robe on and walked around the
apartment, just checking.

The two bags he'd had in the Triumph were in the entrance room, and the
closet door sood open with a couple of paper laundry covers inside. A note
was pinned to one of the bags:

Y our cases were opened briefly, to chedk your sizes. Mr. Parise
Instructed that you were not to be awakened, but if you rise in time, he will
be pleased to see you at La Mirada for dinner at eight o'clock. If these
clothes do not suit, please cdl me at your earliest convenience.

Boris Liczyk

Danny ripped the paper open. Insde was awide-lape suit, with pleated
trousers in a deep gray-green, atan dlk shirt, and dark golden tie. At the
bottom of the closet was a package of underwear and socks, a pair of wingtip
shoes, and a black |eather doctor's bag. Behind the suit he found a pde-tan
trenchcoat, with the full complement of buckles and buttons, and up top a
matching snap-brim hat.

On the desk was apocket watch on a chain, and aleather sack of coins.
Danny had read that paper money wasn't worth much in the Shadow; it was
barter, or metal.

It was crazy. It was all plain crazy. He moved to check out his own bags,
then decided why bother? What did he have worth this crowd's seaing?

The bathroom cabinet had shaving suff, agirin and cold pills, abox of
rubbers, and some of those gponges girls used. He showered again, shaved
carefully, dressed in the new outfit. It all fit nicdy, and felt good, crisp and
sharp and good. The shirt collar was alittle tight, and Danny had never been
able to manage atie knot, but he didn't care. There was a full-length mirror
in the bedroom: he looked a himself for along while, jacket off and on, coat
and ha off and on. He experimented with the hat angle. Even his hopel ess
red hair seemed to look right. The freckles—well.

He hung the coat and jacket up and went downstairs. Inthe dining room,
he found a short, thin man with gray hair, in a perfectly creased navy-blue
suit and ared scarf at thisthroat—ascot, that wasit. The man turned.

"Good day to you, Mr. Hallownight. | am Boris Liczyk." It came out
Lizzik. "Did you deep well ?"

"Y es, thanks." Danny began to wonder if there was a way to turn off the
solicitude.

The man looked Danny up and down. "It's not bad, not bad— is that how
you usualy stand, sir?"



"l guess so. Would you call me, uh, Doc?"

"Certainly, Doc. I'm Boris. Now, if you'll just hold still—" Liczyk
adjusted Danny's suspenders, pulling the waistband way up. He pinched a
seam of theshirt deeve, and Danny felt achill down hisarm. It passed in a
moment. "Don't move, now." Liczyk did the same to theother leeve. Then
he put his hands on the cdllar, and at once the collar wasn't tight any more.
Another touch smoothed the tie knot. "Y es, that's better. Do have me show
you how to knot atie. Do the shoes fit?"

"Fine."

"Mm-hmm. Y ou didn't bring the jacket down."

"No, but it fit just fine."

Liczyk gave ablink of asmile. "Do you expect to be wearing a shoulder
holster?"

"l—uh—wdl, no."

"Good. They're intrectable. I'm sorry, I'm probably keeping you from
breakfast."

"No, it'sokay. | guess I'm having dinner in a couple of hours."

"True. Some juice? Some coffee?"

"Y eah, coffee. And maybe a glass of orange juice.”

"Why don't you t&ke them in the north garden? And I'll et Mr. McCain
know you're awake."

It was pleasant in the garden; the sun was about to disappear below a
building, but the still air was warm. The plants were still surprisingly green,
with dashes of color from late-season flowers. There was no view. Brick
walls twenty feet high, topped with iron points, enclosed it completely.

McCain entered. "Not bad," he said. "Boris always likes having a new
body to work on. Y ou know you'rein for afull custom fitting."

"Did he use magicon this?' Danny described the work on the shirt seams.

"That's his Touch. All he works with is fabric. Seams, cigarette burnsin
the carpet... He'sawizard with drapes, heis." McCan grinned. "What, did
you think it was dl throwin' lightning bolts? Come with me. Bring your
coffee."

They went down to the garage. The TR3 was there, hood propped open.
Jesse the mechanic was |eaning over the engine.

"Y ou tunethis thing yoursdf, ki—Doc?" Jesse sad.

"When | can get the parts.”

"Y eah, that's always the trouble.” He pointed a the engine block, at places
where the metal looked unnaturally shiny, or glowed adeep cobalt blue.
"Wasn't any way to go dua-fuel—space, mass, architecture—and you
needed new lifters anyway, so | put in sensitives, and bound a desire to the



fud pump. That should get you through any short-term tech falure." Jesse
closed thelid. "She'sa pretty car, Doc. | woddn't do her wrong. Turn her
over yoursdf."

Danny slid in. He noticed that a couple of familiar dings were out of the
panel, and the rips in the soft top had dl been mended.

He started the car. It caught on the first try, and sounded slick asiced snot.

"Take her 'round the block," McCain said. He held out two slabs of
plastic. adriver's license and paramedic's card, new ones with his new name.
Danny tucked them away, saluted, and put the Triumph into gear.

He gat up the ramp, turned onto the street, upshifted. Sheliked it.

The low sun bronzed the corridors of glass and brick and the stumps of
broken skyscrgpers. The near buildings were mostly clean and cared for,
with here and there anotch of fallen gone. Beyond, there were walls holed
with empty windows, holding up nothing, and bare metal frames, twisted
like dust devils petrified. Abovethe near rooflines, Danny could see the tops
of kyscrapers. they were dull, and dark, and | ooked ravaged. Not one
seemed to be intact.

A cluster of five motorcycles went by the other way. The riders had this-
and-that leathers, not a hdmet among them, streaming long hair and tassels
and bits of chain. One was a bare-legged barefoot girl. They revved, popped
wheelies, lit to flow around the Triumph, hooting and hollering.
Something bounced off the soft top and crashed agai nst the pavement.
Danny drove on, checked the mirror: they gave no sgn of doubling back.

He saw the lake then, across aband of highway and aline of wrecked
buildings. It roiled, green and whitecapped, more like pictures of the ocean
than any lake Danny knew. It faded out into darknessto the ead.

He stopped on abridge, got out of the car for alook around. The river was
low, with sludgy banks littered with broken concrete and old metal. There
had been a whole series of bridges toward the wes; about half of them
| ooked intact, the others just pilings, or collapsed and partially cleared. One
|ooked as if something had bitten out and swallowed its span. Somewhere
upstream—no, downstream; the wate was illogically, flowing out of the
|ake—a cargo ship was beached and rusting along the waterside, tilted
twenty degrees over.

To the southeast there was a green park, little smokes curling up from
among the trees. At lead it seemed like something people were doing. He
couldn't tell how far the park went; beyond a certain point, maybe amile and
a hdf away, the world got vague, like arunning watercolor. A long way off
to the southeast the sky was just a long smudge of smoky color. Danny had



been to the Paint Pots at Y ellowstone Park once, al seam and «ulfur and
colors; it was like that, but stretching for miles.

A breeze whistled through the bridge ironwork. It was the only sound
there was. Thae wasnobody here. The emptiness, the lonelinesswas awful.
A dull metallic sound came from beneath the road. Contraction? Loose

bolts? Trolls?

He gat back into the car. Up ahead was more iron, framing the street. He
took aright, and the sun went out: the street was framed and roofed by metal
lacework, big riveted girders. The devated railroad, Danny realized. There
didn't seem to be any trans running, though he saw a couple of station sgns,
and a gairway with people sitting on the steps.

Danny drove as draght as he could back to the house, down into the
garage. McCain and Jesse were playing cards.

"The suff you put in,” Danny said, "does it work, outside? | mean, where
there isn't magic?"

"Sure," Jesse sad. "Not so wdl, but better'n spit 'n* baling wire." He put a
card down.

McCain picked it up. "Y ou know wha—"

"Yeah, | know wha baling wireis!" Danny shouted.

Both men were looking & him. Neither had any kind of meaningful
expression.

Danny said, "I'm sorry."

"For what?' McCain said. "Now, Jesse, he's gonnabe sorry. Gin." He
tossed his cards down. "What do you say we go down to the dub now?

Y ou'll have a better look before the crowd gets there, and we can get a head
start on the evening's serious purposes.”

"Without Mr. Petrise?'

"Oh, helll bethere. Get your coet... and grab your ha...." He sang the last
four words in aterrible baritone. "And don't forget your black bag, Doc."

The took the Triumph, McCan folding with care and some difficulty into
the passenger sed.

"Left up here," he said. "So, magic or not, you like how she drives?"

"Oh, yeah. |, uh, she doesn't seem to have as much power, though."”
"That's 'cause you're partly on spells. They don't have the kind of power
you get from high-test gas." He chuckled. "Sounds funny, don't it? Y ou think
about magic, thunderbolts, splittin' the Red Sea. And some of it's like that. |
hear in Elfland—but we'll never see that. In the Shadesiit's rickety, and when

you tieit to machinesit's rickety-tickety. Tin."

"Mr. Patrise's car seemed to have plenty of go."



"Mr. Patrise's car is particular. The othersare mostly wood and fiberglass.
The kids who can afford 'em ride bikes. But you can't see Mr. Patriseon a
bike, now can you?"

They parked in an dleyway and walked the last block to the d ub, coas
flgpping in the cool air. Somebody in a capand a frowzy jacket hustled by,
carrying something in brown paper tucked tight under his arm. Danny
wondered if he werea Vamp. He supposed he'd have to learn to tdl that.

A few steps before they reached the awning, the electric sign came on.
Abruptly there was movement at every edge of Danny's vision: people
rounding corners, moving deeper into shadows or changing the ones they
already had. A few people came out of darkness, too: dl of them dressed up,
dressed to Kill.

"Mr. McCan!" one of them said, a man in a broad-brimmed hat and a
cowboy duger, walking with awoman in afringed jacket and tight skirt of
white |eather.

" Sheepscry. And Miss West. Goaod evening." McCain tipped his hat. The
man lifted his. He was an df, ivory-skinned, slver hair— not gray but
metallic sil ver—slicked back, small round glasses with black Ienses.

Miss West, who was human, said, "1 would imagine this is Doc
Hallownight." Her hair was black and white in jagged stripes, and there were
adozen silver guds in her left ear.

"Yes, miss," Danny said, and lifted his hat crookedly. "May | ask how you
knew?'

Sheepscry said, "Theinimitabl e Birdsong wrote aout you."

Pavel opened the door. "Good evening, everybody! It's cold outside, not
in!"

The ceiling gars shone specks of light around the room. Alvah Fountain,
in abrocade jacket, was playing "Hey Bartender" a the piano.

"Draw one, draw two ..." Danny muttered.

"Don't mind if | do, Doc," sad Lucius Birdsong, dtting a the end of the
bar.

McCain said, "Later, Doc," and moved off.

Danny said, "I heard you wrote about me?"

"Shaker," Birdsong said.

"What's your pleasure, Mr. Birdsong?" the bartender sad. He had pointed
elf ears, and pale, not pure-white, skin, black hair with paches of sed-blue
at the temples. Damy had heard that €ves and humans could interbreed.

Birdsong said, "Another one for me, and—is the doctor on duty?"

"Beer, please.”

"And a Cht-Cent, Shaker. Unless you've used them all asbar towels."



"Wouldn't think of it, Mr. Birdsong." Shaker reached under the bar and
produced a paper.

The paper had the fed of industrial toweling. Danny's thumb smudged the
ink, which had a distinct chemical smell. The CHICAGO CENTURION—
For This Price, You Don't Expect a Tribune banner, with pictures of eagles
and trumpets, was a coarse linoleum or wood cut.

"As your fellow doctor Sam Johnson put it," Birdsong said, grinning, "it's
not that the puppy tap-dances like Honi Coles, but that it has any rhythm in
the first place. Tha's how / heard it, anyway."

THE CONTRARIAN FLOW
by Lucius Birdsong

I'm sure every devotee of this pillow-stuffing remembers what Mark
Twain said aout newspagper obituaries and exaggeration, so | shall merely
note for the record that when that well-known gentleman Patrise entered the
LaMirada nitery in the small hours of this morning, he was accompanied
neither by the sound of clanking chains nor by cherubim strumming six-
string Rickenbacker harps.

Witnesses report that an innocent bystander (or rather bysitter—whatever
has happened to the standards of marksmanghip in Our Fair Levee?) was
serioudy injured in the incident that inspired all those campfire sories, but
was minigered to by an ale young man known as Doc Hallownight, of
whom Our Fair may expect to hear more anon.

Personal to the Lousy Shats: Mind how you treat Doc. He did you abig
favor.

"Sing ho, for the Fourth Egtate," Birdsong said, and tgpped his glass
aganst Danny's.

The beer he'd been given was a medium brown color, with thick foam.
Danny taged it carefully; it wasslightly heavy, alittle sweet. He thought he
could actually get to like beer likethis.

Birdsong finished his drink. "Good night to you, friend."

"Where are you headed?"

"They're showing His Girl Friday at the Biograph. Miss it and they revoke
your press cad." He paused, looked Danny in the eye. "Ciraulate, Doc,
circulate! Everybody here wants to meet you, and those that don't aren't
worth meeting anyway." He tapped the newspaper. "Thank me | ater."



Danny looked around for McCan, Cloudhunter, someone he'd met last
night. The piano was playing something jazzy but dow. He turned to Shaker,
saw that the bartender was wearing a lapel

button that reed HALF THE BLOOD, ALL THE CIVIL RIGHTS.

"Does Mr. Fountain take requests?* " Sure does, sir.” "No grs. I'm ...
Doc."

"Yougot it, Doc. Just tell Alvah what you want." Danny went down the
steps to the glossy, empty dance floor. "Evening, man," Fountain said
without missing a note.

"Could you play something... that, you know, rocks out alittl€?"

"Nothin' easer, man. You got yourself agirl to dance with?'

"No."

"Well, maybe by the second chorus."

"Y eah, maybe. Thanks."

"Cool runnings, Doc."

Danny walked back to the bar, handsin his pockets. Halfway there, he
could see Shaker setting up another beer for him. Asthe gasstouched the
bar, hammer chords came down like thunder, and everything stopped.
Fountain had kicked into "Great Bdls of Fire" like the world was gonna end
in three minutes five.

Couples were pulling each other away from their tables. A woman with a
tenor sax came out of nowhere and swung in. High heds banged and
elflocks shook. Even the waiters were twirling.

"Good Gally Miss Molly" followed hot, and "Roll Over, Beethoven."
Some of the dancers were spending more time airbome than on the floor.
Danny just stood there watching, the beer going warm in his hand.

"—qgottahear it again today," Shaker said in his ear. "Oh, come on, Doc!
It ain't amovie."

There was ablack-haired girl in a deep blue dress, one of those flapper
dresses that ended in long points, showing and hiding leg at once. "Do you
dance?' Danny said, half hoping she'd knock him on his butt for asking.

"I'll try," shesad, and he saw that it was Ginevra Benci, the bartender
from last night. She held out her bare white arm and he took it.

There wasone extraordinary pair of dancers on the floor, a man with dark,
dark kin in apure-white suit, large but totally graceful, and an elf woman in
a black sequined flapper dress like Ginevra's, who moved asif she was
boneless. Danny tried to follow their style, ridiculous as he felt. After a
moment, he realized that the man was looking a him; Danny felt his collar
tighten, but the big man winked and nodded, and the couple started doing
steps Danny could follow with relative ease.



By the second chorus, Danny and Ginevrawere actually moving as a unit,
off each other's toes. Danny hadn't done this since—well, he'd done this, but
he had never enjoyed it before.

The piano crashed, the sax cried, and the music stopped. Everybody
applauded, even the waiters. Ginevratugged Danny's arm; he turned and
saw Patrise in the doorway, clapping furioudy.

"Delighted you could both make it," he said. "And that you kept each
other busy. Come up here, let's get to dinner."

Danny looked a Ginevra; shelooked slightly away from him. Had Petrise
told her to be his date for tonight? There were four couples plus one at the
table: the two of them; McCain and an older woman, certanly over thirty, in
black and pearls, introduced as Chloe Vadis, Cloudhunter and Carmen
Mirage; and the two expert dancers, whose names were—that is, who were
called Matt Black and Gloss White. Patrise sat done at the head of the teble.

Other people took the cue, drifting up to the tables and the bar. Fountain
had gone back to a slow swing tune. Two couples were still dancing, half
melted into each other.

Danny ordered araresteak. McCain had hiswell done, with a lobster tall
onthe sde. Ginevrahad chicken salad, Gloss a dinner-sized Caesar, Mdtt a
rack of barbecued ribs. Chloe Vadis was brought some kind of multicolored
pagtadish. Carmen just had alittle fruit cup, and Cloudhunter didn't eat at
al. Parise had a half duck glazed orange he carved like a surgeon.

There wereoccasiona bursts of conversation as they ate; people came by
to say hello, to admire Matt and Gloss's dancing, to mutter into Chloe's ear.
Patrise had a compliment for every compliment, a quick answer for every
guestion. He gave things a center. Danny still felt one part in three dreaming.
He looked a& Ginevra Ginny. Hewondered how she fdt.

Carmen stood up. So did Cloudhunter. "Well," she said, "here goes
nothing."

Patrise said, "Knock ‘em dead, primoroso."

Cloudhunter took Carmen's hand and kissed it. She shut her eyesfor a
moment, then went around the curve toward the stage, disappeared through a
curtain. Cloudhunter bowed and fol lowed.

As the plates were cleared away, the room lights went down. Candles
flared to life on the tables—Ilike magic, Danny thought, and then et go the
"like." The music stopped, and the |ast dancers | eft the floor.

A soft-edged spotlight showed Cloudhunter on the bandstand. He was
wearing a blue velvet tailcoat and white tie, boots with silver timmings.
"Ladies and gentlemen," he said, sounding like the rise of asummer storm,
"Miss Carmen Mirage."



He stepped back. She came out, bowed a the light applause, and began
singing, aslow, torchy tune.

Tell me what my true love loves
'‘Cause | wart to fit him

Like my hands in gloves

Will he get in motion

For a carol of devotion

Or acooing like asoft gray dove's

Y ou know | can't take the waiting

Or thesilence or the doubt

So will you tell me what my love's about

Carmen had anice voice. She seemed to be pushing hard, asif she redly
wanted the crowd to break down and cry for her.

Tell me what my true love needs

Should | dressin satins

Or in old gray weeds

Would it suit hisstyle

To be Emperor of my Nile

On a barge among the whispering reeds

Even Moses wouldn't travel

Without spying out the land

So will you tell me where my love's heart stands

Everybody applauded. Someone whistled. Carmen todk a bow, went off,
came back for another bow. Another spot came on, moved around the room,
stopping on Matt and Gloss. More gpplause.

"Would you mind?' Patrise sad.

" Should have had one less rib," Danny heard Matt say, but they stood up
to gpplause. Matt took off hisjacket (there wasn't a speck of barbecue sauce
onit) and they went out on the floor. Glass White whispered to Alvah. He
nodded, cracked his knuckles with a flourish, and barrd-rolled into
"Saturday Night's Alright for Fghting."

Maitt and Gloss danced: they moved like fury, they lit things up. When he
spun her round, cometary light followed them. By the chorus, the crowd was
up, shouting " Saturday! Saturday, Saturday!" and hell, it was Thursday.
Finally they pressed back-to-back for atgp routine that seemed to take place



in ar. And there was a cheer. The dancerstook their bow, scrambled out
through the door Pavel washolding open.

"Coffee, | think," Parise sad. Whenit was poured, he held up his delicate
china cup and said, "Once upon atime, when you had to go to the Shadow
country for adrink of anything worth going out somewhere to drink, they
served it in teacups. Now the World drips whiskey, and we slip the coffee
over the line."

Danny said, "Was there a Levee—" He sopped, afraid he'd said
something out of turn.

But Patrise smiled. "The first Chicago Levee existed a the end of the
nineteenth century. But the Shadow regions have dways been, and dways
will be. It's ..". ather places that come and go.”

Carmen reappeared. "How did | do?"

"Youdid," Patrise said, "And you do, and you are." Sheleaned down to
Kiss him.

Matt and Gloss came back, in fresh ouitfits, still dl white, all black: Matt
In aloose cotton it over a crewnecked shirt, Glossin ashiny ebony
skintight, with thin satin grgpsthat crossed and wound to her throat, and an
oval of elf-white midriff showing behind a gauze pand.

"I must speak to Boris," Patrise said, asif to himself. Then the spotlight
was on the stage again, on Cloudhunter.

"L adies and gentlemen,” he said, and now his voice was afaint breeze on
adtill pond, "friends of all lands and dl origins, La Miradais pleased to
present... Phasia, the Voice."

Cloudhunter sepped back, out of gght. There was absol ute silence.
Danny felt his heart hammering in anticipation of god knew whet. The
curtains opened. A woman in a plain white bare-shouldered gown sood in a
column of light. Shewas pde, but not an df; dark brown har fdl in curls
around her bare throat, and her eyes were pierangly bluein the downlight.

It was the woman he had seen lagt night... Danny thought. The face was
the same, he was sure, but she did not have the extreme, unred, frightening
beauty he had seen then. Maybe he had been dreaming.

She raised her arms, curling long thin fingers with bright red nails, and
began to sing.

No, thishad to be the dream.

There was asinger Danny's mother had liked, awoman with a multiple-
octave range who could use it all as an instrument, making slly pop lyrics
sound profound, meaningl ess be-bop-a-lula syllables meaningful.

There weren't even distinct syllables now, just a continuous flow of
sound. Danny could faintly recognize the tunes. they were, had been,



"Orange Blossom Specid” and "Walk OnBy" and "Can't Help Lovin'," but
that didn't matter either; with the voice, the Voice—it wassilly to cal it pure
music, like saying ran was pure water and the sun was purelight, so a
rainbow was—thereit jug was, and Danny thought how much better it
would be to be blind than ded. It washard to move one's look awvay from
Fay, but Danny saw Alvah Fountain dtting sraght up on the piano bench,
his hands fol ded, his fingers knotted tight enough to snap right off. He
wasn't playing a note, so where wasthe music coming from?

She wound down to the lagt note of asong that was"My Funny
Valentine' when it had words, and they all wokeup, back where they had
been, wondering what they had done in their deep. Phasia took asweeping
bow, and the curtains closed on her. Danny wondered why therewas o little
applause—why the walls weren't cracking with it—and when hetried to
clap, found that his hand wouldn't move, and hurt. In a moment he redized it
was because Ginny was squeezing it in both of hers. She was crying.

He fumbled the silk handkerchief out of his pocket and gave it to her. As
she wiped her face, he naticed the dampness on his own cheeks. He saw Mr.
Patrise watching them.

Patrise said, "Why don't you take the lady home, Hallow? This has hardly
been a quiet night off for either of you."

Ginny nodded and looked into her empty coffee aup. Danny wobbled his
char back, went to stand by Ginny's. She took his hand and sood up.

Patrise said, "Ginevra, you're not on duty tomorrow, are you?"

"No, gr. | woud have been working tonight, but..."

"That's fine, then. Hdlow, we will be working, but not until quite late."

"Yes, ar."

"Then good night."

Pave brought their coats, lifted histopper as he opened the door.

"It's cold," Danny said. The ky wasmostly low pink couds, with afew
holes. Mist drifted across the street.

"It's almost Halloween," she said. "Is that why you're called Hall ownight?
'‘Cause you got here on Halloween?"

"It's my birthday. Halloween is, | mean."

"Oh. | had a friend whose birthday was the Fourth of July. They always
had her party a couple of days early, nobody wanted to have two parties at
once."

"Y eah, that's a good idea. Down thisway." They turned into the alley.
Danny heard a scuffling, then feet running away. He looked up and down the
street, into the darkness past the car, but didn't see anyone. He thought about



taking Ginny's hand, but just put her between himself and the nice solid
wall. He pointed to the Triumph. "Here it is."

"Oh, it's cute! | haven't seen onelikethis."

"It's mine. | brought it with me from home."

"A guy with his own car," she said, faraway. "My grandma used to talk
about when dl the guys had their own cars, you know, before Elfland and
stuff." She walked around the TR3, |ooked at the rear plate. "lowa, huh."

He opened the door. "Where you from?"

"Ohio. Since my mom and dad broke up. But | was born in Italy. My dad
was Navy, with the Med Heet."

"That sounds neat. | mean, well—was it?"

"Sometimes. Dad took me around Europe, when he could. We went to
Paris four or five times. The Shadow there's called the Reve Gauche. Do you
get that?

"Sorry."

“It's... I'll tell you another time. | think my favorite city is Florence,
though. Florenceisbeautiful. The art, and the buildings...

Elfland didn't come back there. They say they don't needit."

He helped her get into the car, then got in himself. "So then your name's
really—"

"Oh, no. My name—my dad's name—was Artensteen. Ginevrada Benci
iIsawoman in apanting by Leonado daVind. | don't look anything like
her, though. Mr. Patrise cdled me that." She gave him asmall, nervous grin.
"He sad, "You can't be the Gioconda. Y ou smile too much.'"

"The Jo—I'm sorry, I'm stupid.”

"The heck you are. Y ou know the Mono Lisa?"

"Sure."

"Same painting. She'salso cdled La Gioconda.”

He started the car. " So, wheredo you live?"

"Aren't you going to take me home?"

"Well, yeah, as oon as| find out whereitis. Oh." Hebanged his
knuckles on the steering whed.

"I mean, | think you're anice guy. And Mr. Patrise has always been redly
good to me."

"Oh." He heard something datter down the alley, turned to see what it
was. Nothing. Hisheart wasso loud he had to check that the car was ill
running. "Which way do | go from here? To get to your place?"

She pulled the shoulder bet across her breasts, cinched it. Danny |ooked
away. She sad, "Back out of the dley, then right."



After afew blocks, she said, "It wouldn't be the firg time for me. I'm not
scared.” She tugged a her coat. "Do you want to?"

"Yeah. Yeah, | do. But not because somebody told youto."

"Turm right here."

"Y ou're not—you won't lose your job, or anything, if—"

"I'm not one of Chloe's girls. Left, you can't get through down there. Did
Mr. Patrise ask you to—well, heck, do anything with me, except drive me
home?"

"No."

" Stop the car.”

He did, expecting her to get out. Instead she turned to look directly at him.
"Thisisimportant. Listen. | came out here ayear ago last summer. | didn't
have acar, | hitched. | thought | was gonna have to go work on the stredt,
or—I don't want to tdl you what | thought about doing. Y ou eve been
crazy, | mean, just crazy over the way things were, so anything else looked
good?' Her voice was rising. Danny knew why.

"McCan picked me up. | knew who Mr. Patrise was; everybody on the
Leveedoes. So | thought, yeah, sure, one night on clean sheets. But Mr.
Patrise gave me ajob. And Shaker taught me how totend bar. So if he told
me to lie down for you, I'ddoit, okay, Doc?' She breathed in hard, clenched
her hands. "He'staken me to dinner a couple of times, and | mean dinner.
Everybody who works for him gets things likethat. But this is the first
time—do you want to know wha he sa d?’

"l guess| do."

"He sad, 'Hallow's new, and he's done, and that's not right. No more right
than that you should be done. See what happens.' "

"Yousad youd—"

"Tha was along time ago," she said. "I guess we'd better move on, huh?"

Danny started the car again. Ginevra said, "Up here, on the right."

He pulled to the curb in front of a brownstone gpartment block, torch-
shaped lamps flanking the door. She sat there, buckled in tight. "So | guess
nothing happens tonight, huh?"

"Not tonight."

"I could make you some tea, or something."

If he went up there, he surely would not come down until morning. He
didn't dare even touch his sea bet, and he surdy could not touch hers.

She unfastened hersdf, turned as much as the little car would dlow, her
face just inches from his. "Y ou're really sweet. And you want to be nice, and
| like that. | appreciate that. But you're on the Levee now, in the Shadow.



Y ou have to know nobody cares one way or another. Nobody but us." She
kissed him. "Hey, redhead, you're hot."

He didn't move.

"Y ou wanna safeword out, Doc?"

"What do you mean?'

"Have you got aword that means 'really stop it, right now'?"

"I never heard of that."

"Oh," she said, and Danny understood that he was miss ng something
important. "And | haven't seen any reason to use mine. Well. Let metell you
how to get back to Mr. Patrise's house. You redly don't want to get lost
around here." She spdled out the directions; he tried to remember them.
Then she got out of the car.

His body made him call out, "I'll see you again?"

"Oh, jeez, Doc. Sure."

He waited until she had gone up the steps and entered the buil ding before
starting the car. Y ou could have, he kept thinking all the way back, you
could have. Nobody. Would. Have. Cared.

"She wasn't afraid" he said out loud, as he passed a cluster of people
warming themselves around an oil-drum fire. It brought him to the edge of
laughing, and the tension got him home.

He wokeup alittle after e ght the next morning. When he went down to
the dining room, Phasia was there, sitting at the table in along flowered
gown. There was also a man Danny hadn't seen before, wearing shirtdeeves
and suspenders, he had short brown hair, large dark eyes behind round-
rimmed glasses. He ate scrambled eggs and home fries with his left hand and
wrote on a pad of graph paper with his right.

"Hello," Danny said.

Fay looked up from her egg cup and toast. She wasstill very beautiful,
especially when she smiled and her crystalline blue eyes twinkled, but the
fabulous glow wasnot there. Danny wondered if hehad redly seen it a all.

The man scratched his head with the eraser end of his pencil and |ooked
up. "You must be Doc. I'm Stagger Lee. Sit down and join us."

Danny did. One df the staff was there instantly to take his breakfast order.

Stagger Lee sad, "You're up kind of early. | thought you wereout a the
club lagt night."

"| came back ealy."

"Oh. I'mjust finishing up for the night." Danny noticed that Stagger Lee's
shirt was badly wrinkled, and one of his suspenders was fl apping loose.



Fay folded her ngpkin and sood up. Stagger Lee was on hisfeet at once
Danny did likewise.

" Staganess day toll," she sad, or something sounding like that. "Doc well
be dockel night, sorge do well." She made a small, nervous gesture with her
hand and | eft the room.

Stagger Lee sad gently, "1 guess you haven't heard Fay speek.”

"I heard her sing last night."

"No. Not the same.”

"Phasia," Danny said, understanding. "ApAasia."

Stagger Lee sad, "Yup," dragging the syllable way out. "I guess we could
sit back down now."

Danny's pancakes and bacon gppeared. Stagger Lee said, "Excuse my
company while you eat; | need to get this done before | drop over. You
know we're going to be out late tonight. You might warnt to get a coupl e of
hours' deep this afternoon."

"Does Mr. Patrise party every night?

"Not every night. And | wouldn't cdl this evening a party, at least not the
way you mean." Heworked awhile longer, then said, "Are you a poker
player, Doc?"

"I know how."

"There's a game Monday night. Y ou'll be welcome." He glanced up.
"Unless Pdrise wants you then?"

"He hasn't said.”

"Right." He sat back, drinking coffee and examining his notes. As Danny
finished his breakfast, Stagger Leesaid, "I've got the infirmary keys. Y ou
ought to get your bag like you wart it before tonight."

Stagger Lee led the way out of the dining room, absent-mindedly hitching
his loose suspender. "Know anything aout magic?"

"They tell meit works here."

"True. Not always well, but it works."

The infirmary was in the south wing. It had white enameled cabinets, a
desk and examining table out front; in back was a room with two hospitd
beds, and another room fitted for light surgery. None of the fadlities seemed
to have seen much use.

Stagger Lee sad, "Some of the staff have firg-aid training, so if you ever
need a hand down here, give the switchboard ayell.

And there's me." Hedisconnected a small ring of keys from alarger one,
jingled them in his fingers. "Glad to pass the buck, to be hones."

"Areyou adoctor?’



"Not an MD." He unlocked one of the cabinets. It was full of supplies.
vias, boxes, syringes, tape. "I'm just the general tech guy around here. Have
you ever heard of Stagg Fiel d?

"Where the nuclear reactor was."

"Bingo. It's not there any more, but | went to what's |eft of the University
of Chicago. Just in case,” he sad with agrin, "you thought I'd shot
somebody on account of a ha."

He took some boxes down from a cabing. "This is gol denrod unguent, for
all-purpose heding; it works best on dves, but you can use it on humans.
Pinon gum's for abscesses and infections. Boneset |eaf, you may have seen
that before in the Warld...."

He held up a fabric-covered object alittle thinner than his thumb. "This is
atarantelle cgp, for serious systemic poisoning. Y ou use it like an ammonia
inhaler: crack it under the nostrils, have the victim breathe. And then get
clear: they'll gart dancing like crazy to drive out the poison.”

"You're kidding."

"Empiricists don't kid, Doc. I've seenit work. | mean it about the getting
clear, too. If the patient's busted up physically, you've got a judgment cal,
because the tarantelle doesn't care about a few broken bones. But remember
that we've got poisons here like nothing you ever saw in the World."

"Magic," Danny said.

"These aren't spells. Most of them are old folk remedies on our side of the
fire, some even work—pinon kills Staph aureus. They just work better here,
like penicillin works better in the World. That's the other thing: magic's
unreliable here in the middle, but so is penicillin. The only things you can
really always rdy on are mechanical dosure, sutures and tgpe, and usually
the simpler antiseptics, alcohol and iodine. Y ou're going to see some really
bad scarring around here. Dont |t it get to you."

Danny thought of Norma Jean. He thought of Rob, too, of course.

Stagger Lee hdd up aglassvial of what looked like colored glitter. "This
isfary dust: broad-spectrum illusion powder. The Shadow usesalot of this
stuff. Did you see people a the dub who looked like they were glowing?
Dug."

Okay, Danny thought, that was it. Tha explained Phas a's appearance, her
light.

"It's also a euphoric, psychologicaly addictive."

"Psychologically?'

"Y ou can't prove dust has any somatic effects. But it sure does hook
people.”

"What am | supposed to do with it?"



"Comfort thedying." Danny couldn't tdl if Stagger L ee was joking or not.
"Meanwhile, back & reality..." Stagger Lee unlocked another cabinet,
pointed to boxes of hypodermic cartridges. "M eperidine, hal operidol,
straight morphi ne—synthetics don't work as well on dves."

"I cant carry that stuff."

"Why not? You'vegot a license.”

"Sure, but I'm supposed to have authorizations."

"Doc." Sagger Lee sounded amused. "Y ou can carry any of this suff you
want, and prescribe it any way you want, to anybody you wart, at least on
thisside of the Fire. Y ou have all the authorization there is." Danny got the
message. "Okay. Atropine, lidocaine, most of the rest of it you know better
than | do. There's areference library over there. Down here'sbicarb in a
heart needle pack, though the only coronaries I've ever seen Shadowside
were so coke-boosted they needed the bomb squad more than CPR. It's your
call, but most of your cases are going to be trauma, and combat trauma at
that."

"How about IV fluids? And blood?!

Stagger opened another cabinet, reveding racks of solution bags and
accessories. "The plastic bags are hard to come by, even for us. We've got a
glass gill and autoclavabl e bottles, though they're a pan to haul around.
Remember what | said about trauma?"

Danny nodded.

"So you understand the problem?"

"Yes."

"Wish | had agood answer for you."

"Thanks."

"Don't mention it."

"How about blood?"’

"Mm. Anybody told you about elf blood?"

"It doesn't mix."

" Sure doesn't. Somebody down in the New Carre gave ahuman patient
who would have died anyway a unit of gwaedgwir.... Well, like | said, he
would have died anyway. Don't even think about transfusing between
Truebloods; the dass and race situation's too complicated. They don't
mingle."

"Truebloods ..."

"Elves."

"McCan called them Ellyll."

"Y up. Short course in nonhuman nomenclature: All eves are Truebloods,
or gwaed gwir. Ellyllon—that'sthe plural—are a kind of minor nobility.



Almost all the dves you see on this sde of the gates are Ellyll; the lower
orders can't come across and the higher ones rardy bother. Y ou might think
of the Ellyll aslike the nothing-special European nobles who went off to the
New World afew centuries back, looking for adventure and easy |oot.

"Oncein awhile aHigh-born elf—an Urthas—comes over to our tacky
little reality. It's not polite to mix them up with the Ellyll, but you're not
likely to. High-boms are conspicuous. Andif you do goof, they're probably
not listening. Get it?"

"Got it."

"Good. Theonly other sort of Trueblood you might see arethe Mani;
they're a service dass, who fetch and carry for the Urthas."

"What do | say to them?"

"They're easy to get dong with. Very mission-centered, and either you're
the object of the misson or you're not there. Evenif you are—do you tak to
postage stamps?"

"How many of the ... Truebloods speak English?"

"All the Urthas and Ellyllon can, when they feel like it. Their own
languages—I know of forty—aren't available for mortasto study. But
there's Hllytha, which is like a trade language; humans canlearnit, andit's
okay if you don't goeak it very well, because heck, humans aren't supposed
to speak the beautiful elven tongue very well. They don't even mind if we
call it 'Elvish'. There are dictionaries and recordingsin the library
downgairs, if you're interested.”

Danny nodded.

"Okay, let'sfinish up here. | have got to get some sleep.” Stagger Lee
pointed to adipboardinsidethe IV cupboard. "All us mortals in the house
are typed; list's here. If you need a withdrawal from the bank, Mr. Patrise
can arrange that."

"Isthere anything Mr. Patrise can't get?"

"He's got me. And you." Stagger Lee yawned. He tossed Danny the key
ring. "The houseis about as safe as anywhere on the Leves, S0 you don't
absol utely have to lock up every timeyou go out the door. Your call."

"These aren't—anybody can use them?"

"No, we don't tag those keys. If you got hurt, you wouldn't want usto
have to fool around getting the door open, right?"

"Right."

"Judt take care of 'em. See you tonight.”

"Yeah."

Danny stood in theinfirmary for alittle while, looking around at all the
stuff with no rational idea of what to do next. Finaly he put it all back on the



shdlves, locked the cabinets, and went over to thelibrary shelf. He gat out
the Merck Manual, the PDR, and dl the books on emergency medicine,
called the kitchen for a pot of teain his rooms. They politely asked if he
woul dn't rather have coffee. He agreed, and went upstairs to sudy.

By noon he had worked out a list. He took the black bag downstairs, then
had a thought partway through loading it, and went to the dining room.
McCain wasthere, eaing a sandwich and reading the Centurion. He
hummed and nodded. "They said you wereup early. Y ou know about—"

"Tonight, yeah. I'll be awake. What are we gonna do tonight, anyway ?"

"Raise some hell. It'1] be interesting." He gestured a a pitcher of iced tea,
and Danny poured himself a glass.

Danny said, "Miss Phasia td ked to me this morning. How long has she
been like that?"

"A couple of years." McCain |ooked up suddenly. " She tal ked to you?
Was anybody else here?"

"Stagger Lee. But she spoke to me: she said my name, or tried to."

"She hadn't ever seen you before. Not dose."

"Well—" Danny told McCain about the previous night, the encounter in
thehall. "l couldn't understand it, until Stagger L ee told me about the fairy
dust.”

"Y ou thought that was dust?' McCain looked terribly intense. "Let'sgo
down to theinfirmary."

McCain shut the infirmary door behind him, and leaned against the frame,
head tilted asif he were listening for asound in the hall. "Pieceof friendly
advice. Seeing Fay that night—forget it happened." Danny started to
Interrupt, but McCain stopped him with araised finger. "l know it was just
an accident, and dl she did was smile. Leave it a that." He didn't sound
angry; he sounded concerned.

"Okay."

"Okay." McCain relaxed.

"Can you tell me what hgppened to her voice?"

"She used to be asinger,” McCan said, amost offhandedly. "Pretty good
one, as | hear. Then one night after a show, she said something to piss off an
Ellyll. Big bossin the Glasagang.”

"What did she say?'

"I wasn't there, but | imagine it was something like No. Elves get upset
easy anyway. So he cursed her. They dothat. Crumpled her gpeech up, like
you heard."

"And ... her anging voice? Theone | heard last night?"



McCain tapped one hand on another. "l stay clear of the witch ways,
mostly. But | know it doesn't work right, here. Elves forget that, alot. And
some say it's to do with innocence—she hadn't done anything to bear
cursing—but | don't know, it's not my idea of judice.

"Undergstand, she'slike that with all words. she can't speak, or understand
right, nor write nor read. When you're around her awhile, the understanding
starts to come. And there's the Voice." He stood away from the door.

Danny said, "Theelf who did it..."

"He didn't know how to undo it. Away from home they don't know how
their own magic works. He's dead now."

"Aren't elves, you know, immortal?"

"They dont dieof old age. But nobody ever dies of that in the Shade." He
|looked & the door to the surgery room. "1f they can cram back to Elfland,
all the holes close up. Thisside, they diejust like anybody."

"Okay," Danny said, because hedidn't want to hear any more of this,
"thanks for telling me, Lincoln."

"Wait. Fay trugts you. she doesn't talk to people she doesn't trust. You
know wha a glamour is?'

"Not something to do with movie stars?"

"No. It'samagic, that changes people's senses. The Voice is a glamour.”
McCain paused along best, asif cons dering something long and hard, then
said, "It can show itsdlf in other ways. Y oufollow?"

"Y eah. Thanks."

"Don't mention it." McCain looked up, with jug alittle smile. "Really."
He opened the door. "This place got everything you need?’

"Sure."

He nodded, paused again. " Oh, yeah. Can you shoot?"

"A rifle. Twenty-two."

McCain shook his head. "There's a range down in the garage, if you want
to lean. 'Sides, didn't you always want to shoot a Tommy gun?"

"Well..."

"Thought 0. Jesselll teach you."

" Should 1?"

"Can' hurt. Not tonight, though. See you, Doc."

It was afew minutes before midnight. " September gave up early," Stagger
L ee said, and breathed out fog.

Stagger had driven Danny around town for twenty minutes or so, in one of
the wobbly lightwei ght cars. They parked in an dley. Stagger Lee carried a
black nylon shoulder bag. Danny had his red paramedic's bag; the leaher



doctor's kit was fine for carrying afew essentias, but too small for a serious
traumakit. And besides, he knew hisown bag. He and Stagger wore dark
topcoats and hats. So did the two people on the street corner ahead. Danny
saw the glow of a dgarette, no faces.

"Evening, brethren," Stagger Lee sad, cheerfully though not very loud.
"Have you sen the true light?"

"Shinin' like a beacon,” awoman's vaice sad.

They were in awarehouse district. Windows were barred a ground leved,
or bricked up. Webs of razor ribbon caught the moonlight, and the hard
shine of bare dectric bulbs.

The four of them walked a block, and met two more pegple: M cCain and
Patrise. Parise carried a dlver-headed cane. There were nods, a hi or two.
They kept wa king. Then Patrise gesured with a gloved hand, and they
stopped.

Patrise tapped the cane on the sidewalk. A fluid shape did out of the
darkness: asmall figure in awide-brimmed hat and along coak. The ha
tilted up; Danny saw a flash of lace, and aface. It was Kitsune, the Tokyo
Fox.

"Around the corner, two doors dong," shesaid. "Thisisascloseas| get."

"Naturdly," Patrise said. He took a step, and the Fox's doak swept;
Danny was aware that something had changed hands. Then the Fox hurried
oninto the night, amog floating, with no sound at al.

The group moved on, around the corner, to the indicated door. It was a
hinged steel door, with a massive padlock. There wasno light or sign of life
from the building. The woman who had joined Danny and Stagger L ee kept
on waking. Parise gestured a the padlock, and Stagger L ee reached into his
bag.

Stagger wrapped a length of soft metal ribbon around the door hasp. He
|ooked a Patrise, holding his hand arched. Patrise nodded. Stagger Lee
moved his hand, and a match flared; the thermite caught, there was aring of
white fire and a spray of sparks, and the hasp and padlock dropped into
Stagger Lee'sgloved palm with aplop.

McCain grabbed the edge of the door and flung it wide open. Light spilled
out. Patrise walked through, just asif it were La Mirada. The others
followed.

The warehouse space was more than two stories high, lit by bulbs in green
tin fixtures, cardboard and junk sheetmetal had been duct-taped over all the
windows. Toward the rear was a d mmer space, a metal framework, and
stacks of crates. Up front was an assembly line, snaking back and forth
around the floor.



At one end, ayoung man took empty bottles out of crates. Another pushed
them along rollers; they stopped bdow a glasstank of red liquid, with along
rubber hose leading from it. Another person dribbled a hdf inch of the red
stuff into a bottle, then sent it along to another dation, wherethe bottles
were topped off with clear fluid from atube attached to aniron tap. At the
next stop, the bottle was capped, shaken to mix the contents, and placed in a
wooden case. Another worker leaned on ahand truck, staring into space,
presumably waiting for the case to be filled.

None of the workers seemed to have noticed the intrusion. They just kept
on shoving, filling, stacking. Thar clothes were batered, ragged, filthy; they
wore ruined tennis shoes or none a all. Danny could seethat the capper's
hands were scarred and bleeding. Some of them looked like part-elves, some
human, but their skin was 0 dirty, thar eyes 0 red and vacant, that it was
hard to be sure who was how much of what.

He looked again a the tank of red fluid. He knew well enough what it
was. The workers were Vamps; the red stuff was elf blood, cut with water to
make it go farther. This was wherethe addicts got their supply.

A woman in ared leather jacket gopeared on top of a stack of crates. She
had a clipboard in one hand and along-barreled revolver in the other. Her
hair shone blue-white; her skin wasthe color of bone, her eyes slver. She
wore black jeans with a hip holster, and army boots.

"What the fuck is this supposed to be?' she shouted, in a chiming voice
that might otherwise have been beautiful. "If you're coppers, you can just—"

"Not a dl, madam," Mr. Patrise sad, tipping his hat and bowing from the
waid. "Not a copper button among us. We're merely a community interest
group. North Sde Citizens Sanitary Committee, at your service."

He gestured with his cane, and Stagger Lee went to the kid who was
filling the bottles. Stagger took the hose from the boy's hand, not roughly; he
just stood there, looking slowly around.

Stagger Lee gave the hose back. The Vamp took it in both hands and
stuck it in his mouth. The red stuff dribbled down his front.

Patrise said, "Grosdy unsanitary, madam, I'm sure you'll agree. I'm afraid
we'll have to file aformal complaint.”

"Complant?' the Ellyll woman said, till suck between anger and
puzzlement. Then she drew hersef up straight, and her hair seemed to
crackle and spark. She threw down the dipboard and brought up the pistal.
"Why don't you complan about this, asshole?

To one side, windows near the roof crashed in. Glass and cardboard fell
away, and the tall woman Danny had seen earlier stepped onto the high



platform, holding atommy gun. She was flanked by two bulky men wielding
axes. ,

The woman fired, along it of yellow flame and a noise like a chainsaw.
There werelittle explosons from the crates below the elf's boots; splinters of
glass flew, and the red suff bled from thecrates. The df shrieked
something, not in English, ran to the back of the warehouse and dove out of
sight.

"Lincoln," Patrise said, and McCain's Colts were ingtantly in hisfids. He
fired once, and the tank of blood exploded. All around the room, the
worke's heads came up, scenting the ar. They cornverged on the puddling
fluid.

"Hallow," Patrise said, "you and Lincoln dear the area. Ladies and
gentlemen, let's file our complaint.”

Danny and McCan rounded up the kids from the battling line. They didn't
respond to gpeech, but followed numbly when herded d ong. McCain led the
way to the street: a canvas-covered truck had pulled up before the door.
Cloudhunter got out of the passenger seat, swinging his shotgun. The Vamps
let themsel ves be loaded aboard, and the driver took off.

Danny said to McCain, "What wasthat? Withdrawal ?"

"Qutsider's Disease. Sometimes they turn nasty—L oop Garous. But they
don't use the violent cases for work like this."

Back inside, the gunner and axmen had come down to ground levd, and
the other man had produced a crowbar and d edgehammer from under his
coat. Stagger Lee was examining the machinery.

"Here," he sad, and the hammer struck once hard; a whole section of the
assembly line collapsed.

Cloudhunter handed his gun to Patrise, who said, "Thank you, Cloud,"
and began firing into the crates, smashing more glass, sending up sprays of
fluid. He handed the gun back, and Cloudhunter rel oaded it, as the axmen
continued the job. Stagger Lee had grgpped on a dust mask and taken some
canisters from his bag. He began goreading powder over apile of cardboard
crates and wooden pdles.

There was a crash from the rear of the warehouse, then a movement: a
figurein red and black, running straight a them, at Patrise. Cloudhunter took
astep, leveled his shotgun: it dicked. He l& it go and raised his empty
hands. There was a blinding sweep of light, a clunk as the shotgun hit the
concrete floor, and ayelp like ahurt animal. The running figure fell down.

Cloudhunter suddenly had his long jeweled knife out, and in front of him
lay another of the Vamps, wrappedin the elf-woman's jadket, his head
nearly severed.



"Loop Garou," McCan muttered to Danny. "Everybody's got ajob to do."

The Ellyll woman, ina white shirt, gopeared from around a corner and
fired. Cloudhunter jerked, doubled over. McCain's pistol wasout then: he
fired twice, the woman screamed, and then the Colt jammed. McCain darted
walking forward, clearing the jam, ditching the magazine and damming in
another. But the woman had disappeared again.

"Cloud," Mr. Patrise said, and woke Danny up. He dashed to
Cloudhunter's side, undinging hisbag. The elf wasin ahaf-crouch, right
arm pressed to his chest, left hand ill holding the knife a guard. "Can you
sit?* Danny said. "Here, lean againg this."

Cloudhunter had taken the hit in the upper left chest, just bdow the
collarbone. He was gill bleeding fredy. One of Danny's books said that the
elf vascular system was close to human. Aorta? Not adiredt hit, or
Cloudhunter wouldn't have been standing, and there was no arterid spurt.

Danny gat Cloud's jacket open, cut away his shirt. Cloudhunter's neck
scarf was wrapped around his upper chest. It was ahard sk, blue with
points of light init. Danny couldn't find a tear, and no blood seemed to have
soaked into it; it wasdriven in—

A memory floated up, something about silk in wounds. The Mongols, that
was it. They had womn tightly woven g1k shirts. Arrowsdidn't tear the slk;
they would still make wounds, but atug on the fabric would bring the arrow
out clean.

It would be worth atry—Iater, when they weren't under fire. "I'm going to
dressthis just asit isfor now," he told Cloudhunter. "If | try to get the bullet
out now, you might sart bleeding. Tha wouldn't be good, here." At the edge
of hisvison, Danny saw some of the Qutsider's workers shuffling about.

Y eah, he thought, it sure wouldn't. He pulled out the bandaging supplies, and
a par of angled scissorsto cut away the excess slk.

"Don't try to cut that," he heard Patrise say. Danny looked up, then fdt the
metal spring gpart in his hand. The hinge rivet was sheared, and the lower
blade dattered to the concrete floor.

"l guess not," Danmny said.

Mr. Patrise said, "Don't worry about that now. Y ou're doing very well.
Please proceed.”

Danny said to Cloudhunter, "1'm going to pin up your am. Y ou need to
move as little as possble until | can seeto it a the house. Okay?'

"Yes," Cloudhunter said. His voice was thin and tight.

Danny reached to the bag, |oaded a morphine cartridge into the hypo
carrier. "And something for the pain.”

Cloudhunter said, "No."



Danny hestated. He could see the dresson the df's face, in hiseyes.
"Yes," hesad. "Just for the pain. | won't knock you out."

"It'sdl right, Cloud," Patrise said, bending down. "We're aimost finished
here."

Cloudhunter nodded. Danny gave the shot. "Thank you," the elf said
softly.

Patrise said, "Rudy, Katherine, bag detail and follow with Stagger Lee.
Where's Sam?'

"Went with Line," one of the others said, and indicated the back of the
warehouse.

Mr. Patrise tgpped his stick. "Hallow, can you follow them carefully?"

"I'vebeeninfires.”

"But not firefights, | think," Mr. Patrise said. "However, you are no longer
needed here, and you may be there. Go on."

Danny gathered up his kit and moved toward the back of the warehouse.
There were crates of empty bottles, coils of tubing, crates of God knew
what. Through a doorway he saw a doctor's examining table with an IV arm
board. That would be where the supply came from. There had been at least a
couple of quartsin the glass tank. Losng two quarts of blood was faal, if
you were human. Maybe they pooled it. Or—

He felt a cold breeze. To his right a few steps was an open door. He
| ooked through. There was an empty lot beyond, and in the distance alow
stone wall, some trees beyond. He clenched his fingers on his bag and
walked through the doorway.

"Dance with me, mister?' awoman's voice said, right in Danny's ear.

His spine froze and he tensed for a bullet or a blow, but there was just an
Instant of dlence, and then the voice again: "l've gotta go home soon, but 1'd
really likeone more dance. Y ou look like a nice fella. Please?"

Danny turned. A girl was ganding just a few steps from him, wearing a
|long beaded dress that sparkled in the moonlight. She held out her hands.
"Come on, mister. Just one more. Before they miss me at home."

Danny heard a grunt from behind. Heturned. The wounded df-woman
lurched out of the doorway, toward him. Danny ducked to one side; his foot
hit something and he lost his balance, tumbling over as the woman just
brushed by him.

"Yes, you'll do," the girl's voice sad. "L et's dance."

Danny struggled to get up; his foot was caught in aroot or cable of some
kind. A hand touched his shoul der, and he twitched. "Takeit easy, Doc,"
McCain said, and helped Danny stand. He pointed a finger. "You find her
like that, or did you take her down?"



The elf was lying face-up afew yards away. Her hands were dawed at her
throat; she was absolutely still. The girl in the beaded dress was nowherein
sight.

"I didn't..." Hetried to explain aout the girl in white.

McCain | ooked into the distance, and said, "Oh."

"I know | saw her."

McCain went to the fallen df, drew one of his guns, amed very
deliberately between the woman's eyes, and fired. He put the gun away. "I
believe you," he said, withno irony at al, and crossed himself.

"I don't getit."

"Her name's Reaurrection Mary," McCain said, and tilted his head toward
the stone wall. "That's Resurrection Cemetery over there. Usually she's on
Archer Stredt, but | guess it was aslow night."

"Okay, but | still don't know where she went."

"She got what she wanted and went back where she came from, Doc.
What's the matter, don't you whistle in graveyardsin lowa?"

Danny stared.

"You go on back," McCain said. "Night's not over yet."

When Danny reached the bottling floor, everyone was gone except for
Mr. Patrise and Stagger Lee. Stagger waswiring up what were pretty
obvioudy explosives. "That's it, 9r. Good night."

"Good night, Stagger,” Patrise sad. "Come with me, Hallow."

Danny and Mr. Patrise gat into the big car. The woman Patrise had called
Katherine and Cloudhunter sat in front; Katie drove them away. About half a
block down, there was a muffled sound of thunder, and a shimmer of orange
light behind them.

At the house, Danny took Cloudhunter to the infirmary. Mr. Patrise
followed them. The Ellyll removed his shirt, showing a dender, very angular
chest. By human standards, there wasn't much musculature, but Cloudhunter
was certainly not weak; Danny touched his shoulder and felt wiry hardness
beneath the skin.

He had Cloudhunter lie flat, got a pressure bandage ready in case of
serious bleeding, and unwound the blue silk scarf. With afirm, even pull, it
came out of the wound, displaying the flattened dug like a piece of jewelry
in ashop window. The bleeding was minor.

Danny opened a tube of goldenrod salve, looked a it skeptically. Stagger
L ee had made some pretty wild clams for the stuff; Danny supposed it was
at least an antiseptic. He rubbed some on the broken skin.



The 0ozing blood just stopped. The bruising began to fade, and Danny
could see the edges of the hole crawl toward closure. He blinked, thinking he
must be too tired to see straight, but there it was. With anervous glance a
Mr. Patrise, who was watching silently, halfway smiling, Danny applied a
gauze dressing and reslung the Ellyll's arm.

"Do you think you can res okay, Cloudhunter? | think that's what you
need more than anything."

"Call me Cloud," the Ellyll said, and nodded. "1 will have some ...
camomile tea."

Danny laughed. "My grandmother used to make camomile tea."

"Was she wise?"

"Yeah," Danny lied.

Mr. Patrise said, "Theteawill be in your room, Cloud." He yawned. "It's
been a busy week. | think we'll all jug relax for the next couple of days.
Good night." He went out.

Danny said, "You'll be all right in your room, Cloud? If this starts to bleed
at all, or hurt, cdl me."

"I will, Doc. Y ou have my thanks."

"Oh. It's my job now. Here, don't forget your scarf." He folded the blue
silk, then fdt the hard spot within it. "Y ou want the bullet?"

Cloudhunter gared a him in away that was deeply unsettling.

"I, uh—I knew some people who'd keep things like that. Ludk, | guess.”

Silently, Cloudhunter accepted the piece of metal, closed his fingers over
it.

Danny tried to think of something else to say. "That's redly beautiful
silk."

Cloud said something that sounded like "Nancy." Danny supposed it was
awordinthe elf language.

The phone buzzed. "Infirmary."

Stagger Lee'svoicesaid, "Doc, are you still working in there?"

"No, jus finished."

"Would you gay there, please? There's another job."

"Sure." Cloud nodded and left the room. "Who's—" But Stagger had hung
up. Danny hadn't seen anyone else hurt. He paced abit, then looked around
at the cabinets and refilled hisbag, adjusting the load—fewer pills, more
wound dosures, an extra inflatable splint.

A few minutes later there was a knock & the door. Stagger Leecameiin,
followed by two of the gray-coated house gaff. They were carrying a
zippered black bag. From its sze and we ght and the way it fol ded, Danny
had no doubt of what wasin it. Without aword it was carried into the



surgery room, dropped on thetable. The bearersleft. Stagger Lee had hung
up his coat; he went in, unzipped the bag.

It wasthe dead df woman.

Danny said, "What's this for?' He remembered something McCain had
said: If they can't crawl back to Elfland, they die. " She won't—I| mean, she
isn't going to—come back."

Stagger Lee looked faintly amused. "She's quite permanertly dead. We
need the bullets out." He uncovered atray of surgical tools. "It'll wait till
tomorrow, if you're really worn out, but the job won't get any prettier.”

"The bullets.”

"Yes. It doesn't haveto be done neatly. Jus get them out intact." He
exhaled. "l am in serious need of ascotch. Can | get you something?"

"Just some coffee. Please."

"Be right back." He gopped a the door. "Wait. Y ou weretaught al about
body-fluid safety, right?'

"Y eah, sure." Danny |ooked & the body. "Don't touch the blood, right?*

"It won't soak through unbroken skin. But yeah, dont."

Danny pulled down his suspenders and took off hisshirt. Therewas a
waterproof gpron hanging aganst the wall. He reached for a pair of surgical
gloves, then found a heavy rubber pair.

The body was wearing a white cotton shirt with ruffles down the front,
and thin leather bands with slver buckles wrapped around her forearms.
Danny cut away theshirt front with scissors. He cut off the strgps, too, so he
didn't have to look & them.

There was ahole near the heart, another on the left flank, by the floating
ribs, athird in the abdomen—when had that happened? He wasimpressed
that the Ellyll had gone so far with those wounds. The wonderful silver hair
was matted and vile. McCain's shot to the forehead seemed like overkill,
unlessit was something to do with the pae girl.... There were acouple of
long bluish marks around the throat that didn't make any medical sense, but
he put the question aside.

He had seen plenty worsg, riding the van, in the County ER, learning the
trade. Shotguns. Traffic acddents; alittle bullet had nothing on a pickup
truck for kinetic energy. And farm machinery was hell on muscle and bone.

Death made a difference, too. A dead body didn't move or pulse or clutch
or moan. When the life had faded out under you, after you'd pounded and
stuck, breathed and fought for it, you felt something. Y ou couldn't let it last,
because there'd be another run any minute, but it wasbad whileit held on. A
body you jud found, though—when the bull s or the truck bumper or the
tons of corn falling down the silo had finished the job before you got there—



there was nothing but the taxi ride to the morgue. Meat delivery, some of the
guys called it.

Retractor, probe. He thought he heard a dick, but there wasn't enough
light. He tossed the probe down and opened drawers until he found a
headband light. Y eah, therethe little bastard was. Dissecting knife. Forceps.
He examined the dug: it hadn't deformed much, looked like an ordinary
hardball. At home, people had mostly used hollowpoints on each other. He
tossed it into a ged basin, where it gave arolling dang.

The other chest shot had gotten behind arib. Danny got a spreader on the
bone, cracked it out. Hemostat, to pull back the mangled heart wall; it was
tough and kept dipping. Light on metal. ang.

"Coffee's on," Stagger Lee said, and put abig china mug on the counter.

"Thanks. Halfway there." The coffee was muddy-looking, and had a
sharp, sweet smell. It burned the back of his throat, not with heat.

"What'sin this?"

"Irish. Just drink it slow. The comfort of mankind."

There was brown sugar init, and thick cream. It did taste good. Danny
took along 9p of it, then noticed his glove left abloody print and wrapped
the mug in atowd.

The bullet in the lower thorax was degp. He undid the woman's belt,
started to unfagten the fly buttons, then just got the shears and cut his way in.
It wamn't anything like undressing her. Meat forgave everything. He made a
Y -shaped cut, pulled back the points and got retractors and dadtic on them.
The liver was a grange coppery color, and he didn't see a gleen.

Stagger Lee sad, "You know what you'redoing. | just dug like Fred C.
Dobbs."

"Y ou do this often?"

"When it needed doing."

Danny thought about objecting to the answer, but didn't. "What's it for?"

"Mr. Patrise didn't tak to you about this?"

"No."

"The body goesback to the Ellyllon. Sometimes they take it over Divison
to Elfland, sometimes not. It's their fancy Borgia politics, nothing to do with
us." Helooked down at the deep incision. "We take all of our suff back."

The third bullet went into the pan.

Stagger sad, "Do you need hel p?"

"No."

"I'll beinthe other room. | quit being curious about brains a while ago."

"Go to bed if you want."

"No, I'll wait."



The knife went around the forenead, the scalp pedled back. The electric
skull saw buzzed right through the bone. The brain didn't look any different
from ahuman's, nat that Danny's job had involved much neurosurgery. He
was getting tired. He used the long-bladed knife and cut out a wedge, as
from awatermelon, pried out the bullet and shoved the section badck. He put
the bowl of skull back in place and tugged the scdp down. "That'sit," he
said. "What now?"

"That'sdl," Stagger Lee said. "Il call to have the body collected, get the
maids to dean up in here."

"I cando it."

"We've got maids. You're a ecidist. Get your—" He looked a the mug
with its pink gains, wiped it, carefully poured the contentsinto a pgper cup.
"Here. Call it anight. Remember, poker game's Monday. Let me know."

Danny didn't object. He carried the coffee up to his room, took a short hot
shower and fell into bed.

Something didn't add up right about the bullet bus ness. It might be true
about sending the body back to Elfland, it might even have been true about
removing the World suff; but it didn't fed true—at least, not like all of the
truth.

He didn't think anymore, he didn't want to. He slept.

OCTOBER

The weekened passed quietly. Cloudhunter's arm was vigbly stiff, but he
was heding—impossibly well by World standards, though there would
probably be a scar. Danny studied his books, especially the few thin papers
on Ellyll medicine. He had also found a primer on the Ellytha language, and
was working on basic expressions.

In high school, Danny had taken a couple of courses in French, taught by
the girls basketbal coach during free-activity time. The teacher said that
Danny had areal talent for languages. But there were only four other
students in the dass, all girls, and after two yearsit was dropped. The
following year, girls team sports were cut too—"not for ladies" was what
the principd said, though there were some other, odd whispers—and the
coach left town.



Danny saw Fay at Sunday lunch, and she spoke afew wards to him. He
thought there surely must be someone, if not around the house then
somewhere on the Levee, who knew sgn language. He had been told that it
was not quite word for word; would that get by the gpell? Then again, would
there be any way of teaching her?

He went down to the garage, thinking about taking the Triumph for a
drive. Ashe entered, there was a muffled ripping sound that bounced around
the concrete. He couldn't be sure, but it sounded like automatic gunfire. He
| ooked around quickly, trying to locate the source among the echoes. Then
he remembered that there was a gun range down here. Not quite dropping
his guard, he went around a corner.

There was atall woman there—readly tall, somewhere over six feet—in a
red flannel shirt, black vest and jeans, blazing away with a Tommy gun.
Danny recognized her from the raid on the bottling plant. She turned her
head. "Hi," she sad.

"Hello. I'm... Doc."

"Just asec." She pulled off her soundproof earmuffs. "Hi," she said again.
"You sad you were Doc, right?"

"Yeah."

"We didn't have a chanceto get introduced the other night. I'm Katie
Silverbirch. Long Tall Katieif I'm not there to hear it." She pulled the
magazine out of the Thompson. "Come to play?'

Danny gestured at the weapon. "1 never shot one of those before. | was
going to ask Jesse about it."

"Jesse's busy, | think. But he taught me, and | can teach you. If that'll do."

"That'd be great. Thank you."

"Get yourself some goggles and a s& of muffs. Right over there."

When Danny was equipped, Katie showed him how toload and work the
gun. "You've bascaly got two useful sances. If you redly want to hit
targets, you hold it like arifle, bring it up to your eye, likethis. If you can
brace against a corner, that's even better; gives you some cover, too." She
lowered the weapon to jud above her waist, leaned forward on the balls of
her fedt. "Hipshooting isn't very accurate, but if youve got to charge through
adoor, it makes the bad guys duck. And a Thompson throws so much lead
you'll probably hit something. This is theway." She leaned into the gun and
fired aburst, tearing the midsection out of the paper dlhouette at the end of
the range. She handed Danny the gun. "Try it."

He did. The Thompson bucked like afirehose under full stream, but he
clenched hard and got some of the bullets into the target.



"'Sokay," Katie sad. "What do you think made all those other holes in
the wd l—moths?'

"How long did it take you to learn?"

"Awhile. But | was handling a chainsaw when | was four. It'sdl in the
control."

"Four?’

"My folks areloggers, up in Michigan. The Peninsula."

"That's the skinny north part, right?"

She laughed. "Right. How about you?"

"Farmers. lowa."

"Came 'bout asfar. Call strong down there?'

"What do you mean?'

"The cdl to come here. Y ou know, to where the magic's grong. My
Mama calls it medicine. She's Ojibwa. Try changing out the magazine." As
Danny did, Katie sad, "I didn't know wha it was at fird. | just had some
dreams, and a funny feeling when | saw clouds in the south. But Mama
knew. She said to Dad, 'Girl's had avision. She'sgone go.'

"My dad, he'sabig old Finn, but he'sgot medicine of hisown.... Anyway,
Mama packed me up, and said goodbye. Dad drove me to Green Bay, to the
train station, and he said goodbye. Don't think he could have done it with
Mamathere. The way he did it, he could go back home and tell Mama I'd
gotten on the train all right, everything was fine. So wha did your folks say,
when it happened?”

"They didn't want me to go." Danny put the gun down, thinking hard. He
thought he'd gone away on his own account. What did it changeif something
had made him do it? "We argued alot about it."

"Oh." Katie chewed on her lip, and then said, "I got scared, on the way. |
got off the train when it sopped in Milwaukee, and | thought about just not
going on. But it was dark, and when | looked out on the lake and saw the
Fireglow... | got back on. | don't know what would have happened if it had
been daytime."

Danny told her aout the old man at the truck stop, with hisbox of Bibles.
"Maybe ... there's always alast chanceto change your mind." He wasn't at
all sure he bdieved yet in acdl, but he couldn't deny that it made sense.

"Tur back, O man," Katie sang without much of atune, "forswear thy
foolish ways."

Danny said, "Do youstill hear from your folks?"

"Mama writes every month. Dad's not much of awriter, but he always
puts a line or two in. Sends a photo, sometimes. Y ou know wha a
bloodstopper is?"



"No."

" Some peopl e can stop bleeding, with aword, sometimes just by willing
it. Thisisold, long before the elves came back. All the loggers know about
It; somebody'd take an ax in the foot, or abucksaw right through the hand,
and they'd call the bloodstopper. Evenif he was on the phone, he'd work the
charm, and the bleeding would just quit.”

"Y ou've seen that?"

"Yes. My dad can do it, and on the drive to Green Bay he taught me. A
man can only teach awoman, and a woman has to teach aman." She paused,
put her handstogether. "1 haven't worked it. Shade medicine's strange—the
elves and ours both. I'm not sure of it. Nat like Tommy." She touched the
gun. "The Ojibwa say that everything you are is agift from the spirit world,
and until you have those gifts inside you, you aren't redly anything."

Katiesmiled crookedly at Danny, asif she wanted him to answer that.

He smiled back, and nodded. He didn't have an answer.

We had alae lunch Monday, Stagger Lee said, "How long has it been
since you went to a movie?"

"A while." It had actually been two years. There wasno theater in Adair;
every chance they could, Danny and Robin had hitched to the drive-in a
county over. Rob usually talked them in for half price, ancethey wouldn't
be taking up acar dot: the guy at the gate looked dubious, but Rob had
always been good a getting his point across.

Danny couldn't remember what the movie had been.

Stagger Lee sad, "The Biogrgph's showing The Train with Burt
Lancaster. That's supposed to be first-rate, and evenif it isnt, it's Lancaster.
And it's Monday, so Laughs Log will be running Chaplin dl afternoon."

"I don't care."

"Biograph, then. I'm not that big on Charlie. Keaton's on Tuesday: that's
different."

The theater was only afew blocks away. No prices were posted at the box
office, which was manned by a halfie in abrass-buttoned jadket and an odd
round cgp. Danny saw peaple in line pay with dlver coins, little scrolls of
brown paper, a bundle of exotic weeds. Stagger inssted on paying for both
of them, with atamished quarter. He scooped up the tickets and waited.

"Change, Johnny," he said finally.

The boy behind the glass said, "What, Mr. Lee?"

"There's only two of us for one show. Besides, | saw you pdm the dime
the World lady gaveyou."

The boy pushed it across.



As they walked through the doors, Danny said, "How could he do that?"

"What? Cut aded? Same way | did. Downon the Levee, nothing has a
fixed price, and nobody paysretail. Allow me to demonstrate further.” He
went to the snack counter, waved at the young man behind it.

"Afternoon, Mr. Lee. What can | get for you?"

"Y our neon box is stuttering. How about two giant double-butter popcorns
for arecharge?'

"Just a moment, Mr. Lee."

The counterman tapped on a side door, spoke with someone within.,
"Manager says sure thing, Mr. Lee. Y ou know the way?"

Stagger Lee waved areply and led Danny to a door marked
EMPLOYEESONLY. Beyondit was a service room lit by a steel-shaded
bulb, meters and junction boxes around the walls. Some of the boxes had
red-lightning warning labels, others atilted-spird mark and the words
CAUTION SPELLSACTIVE.

Stagger Lee rapped his knuckles on one of the spell boxes, cocked his
head asif listening for something. Danny couldn't detect any change in the
room's overall hum.

Danny said, " Should I—you know, watch this?"

"Nothing secret about it. Y ou don't need hocus-pocus when the trick
really works."

Stagger opened the box. Insde was a flat brass ring ten inches across,
surrounded by other bits of shiny metal and glass. The ring rotated about a
turn to the right, then back as far to theleft. At each reversa therest of the
machinery ticked and flashed. The big ring didn't seem to be physically
connected to anything else; the devices made no obvious sense at all.

Danny wondered how he would explain afuse box to someone who'd
never heard of dectricity: Y ou mean the little wires are supposed to burn
up?

Stagger brought the silver dime out of his pocket.

"Does that—"

"Just a second, please. Gotta concentrate.”

Carefully, Stagger held the cainin the center of the brass ring. He put two
fingers of hisother hand on a flattened sphere of red glass, and muttered
something Danny couldn't hear.

A blob of darkness gppeared around the coin, and Stagger pulled his
fingertips away. The red glass glowed, not very brightly, and Stagger let it
go as well.



The darkness filled the ring, and the coin vanished into it. The blob was
like ablind spot in the eyes after daring a the sun; Danny looked away.
Stagger exhaed loudly and shut the box.

Danny said, "Thecoin's fue ?"

"Not really, though it'll get used up. Magic doesn't just happen,
abracadabra poof. It runs on energy, like everything else. Can you get your
head around the idea of multiple universes?"

"Like Elfland."

"Like that. Some people always thought there were other universes; it
helps a lot to have one we can point to. Elfland's a parallel universe, and the
magic sourceis another. There may be more, maybe an infinite number.

"Anyway, Elfland's got a wide-open channel to the magic source. They're
bathed in it, like we get sunshine and cosmic rays, while we're insul ated.
Sometimes, though—at least 9 nce Elfland punched the big holes—we can
get into contact with the power."

"The Touch."

"Yougot it. If you'regood, you can pull in power without props. But
spd | boxes need something to drop the resstance. Some metals can do it,
especially silver." Hetapped the box. "The flow will eventually wear the
dime away. Nobody rides for free."

"Y ou said people didn't need props," Danny said. "What if you're the
dime?"

Stagger Lee sad quietly, "Doc, you are no more thanthe third person |
know who's ever asked that. The answer isthat we haven't been doing this
long enough to know. It's going to be interesting finding out. Come on, I&'s
go oollect our popcorn and some good seats.”

The movie was exciting, a World War Two adventure with evil Nazis and
brave Resistance fighters and a long railroad chase. It wasin black and
white; Stagger explained that movies were still made that way even after
color was available. "Artistic choice," hesaid. "The sort of image you want
in the viewer's mind."

"Well, sure, but isn't it—"

"Not what's on the screen. In the mind. Like any magic trick, it's what the
audience remembers tha counts."

They went badk to the house and collected Danny's car. This time they
drove north, to a place called the Rush Street Grill. It had large round tables,
a short but busy bar, a small bandstand with drums and an amp set up.

L ucius Birdsong was there, alone at abig round table, eating a huge 9 oppy
cheeseburger. He was wearing a sweatshirt with what looked like a college



sed, with the school name and motto in neat lettering. It actually read J-
SCHOOL isfor the other guys.

"Glad you could make it, Doc," Birdsong said. "l trust you have brought
all you hold dear, intent on bidding it farewell?"

"Ligen to thisguy," Stagger Lee said. "l've seen him shove in hislast
typewriter on apar of fours."

Carmen Mirage camein. Heads turned. She was wearing a bronze
shirtwaist blouse with a deep-cut neck, and along black leather skirt. Her
hair glowed with fairy dug. She sat down with Danny and the athers. "Deka
won' be heretonight. She'sgot agig way uptown."

"Neither will Spoke," Stagger Leesad. "He's got adate... ome distance
downtown." Carmen laughed musicdly.

A woman sat down behind the drum kit, and a man in avest and black T-
shirt sepped up next to her, carrying an electric guitar. The woman began
with a gately beat, the man joined it, and then they launched into an
instrumentd of "Wall of Death."

During "Valentine's Day (is Over)" the Tokyo Fox came in. Under her
coat she was wearing a brilliant red dress, one of those Oriental silk dresses
with ahigh collar and a slit halfway up her thigh that showed black
stockings and red high heels.

She looked straight & Danny. "Good evening, Doc."”

Danny had the impress on that the others were looking at him aswell. He
didn't turn his head to check. He had afeding that his response was
important. "Hdlo, Miss Kitsune. Pleased to see you. Are you joining us?"

"Wouldn't missit," she said as she sat down.

A couple of songs|ater, the water whispered into Camen's ear. "Well, of
course, caramia," shesaid, excused herself, and went up to the bandstand.

The drummer began a quick four-beat; the guitarist launched into a
twanging riff. Danmny hadn't expected country music here. It wasn't that he
didn't like country. He was jugt, well, tired of songs about guns and trucks
and the love of good women, dogs, and Jesusin no particular order.

What Carmen sang, though, was jazzy and very quidk, not danceable a
al:

Black iron through the hard red wheat

Blue crocuses around her fegt

North prairie house that stands alone

And the light goes down behind the painted shutters
In the early dark

And Persephone's daughters are home



Danny had read the Persephone story: she had been taken away from her
mother for part of the year, and the separation made winter. But her
daughters...?

Hard benches in the emigrant cars Straght horizon under grange new
stars Rallroad passage to adream of land Until the whed s stop turning And
the milk needs churning And the chaff wants burning And the days get over
too soon To quite understand

White crosses in a pale green plot

Time passes but the heart moves not

Take comfort that it's Someone's will

As the storm wind's rising and the beech tree shudders
In the golden haze

And Persephone's daughters are ill

L ong shadows from the great white mills

Thunder echoes from the unseen hills

Somewhere surely there are welcome limits

But this iswhere you 're dwelling

And the crop needs weeding

And the children feeding

And there's never time for aword To soften her nights

Danny glanced around the room, wondering if there was anyone here who
hadn't |eft home for the Shade. Did anyone get born here? He hadn't seen
any children a all. He turned his head away, looked out the window & the
empty stred. He didn't stop listening.

Gray geese across the diamond sky

How long the wings have passed her by

Good children ought to carry on

But the clouds shine doubled on the clear blue waters
In the silver night

And Persephone's daughters are gone

Carmen took her bow and came back to the table. Around the room, the
other diners were rising from their seds. "Guess we should start?’

"Guess we should," Lucius sad.

The crowd was moving to alarge back room. The tables here were
covered with green fet. Behind a brass teller's cage Danny could see racked



chips, cased decksof cards in neat stacks. There were dready people around
acraps table, and a roul ette wheel wasturning.

A slightly plump blond woman in a green velvet tuxedo was greeting
people, shaking hands. "Hello, Lucius, Fox. Nice number, Carmen; thanks.
Or do | owe you?"'

"Owe Alvah next time you see him. It's hislyric."

Luciussad, "Doc, this is Flas Montoya. She ownsthisjoint. Flats, meet
Doc Hallownight. He's giving us atry tonight.”

"Good evening, Doc. Didn't | read @out you in Luci us's column the other
night?"

" She can cook a rare burger and she reads my column,” Lucius said. "Will
you marry me? Or at least let me leave teeth marks on your ankles?"

"Let'shear it for journalistic ethics. Welcome to the game, Doc. Good
luck."

They sat down & one of the round tables. Stagger Lee sad, "Our gameis
even buy-in, table stakes, deder's choice. Y ou can 9t out any game you
don't like; we're dl friends here, but the game's still poker. Isthat all right?”

"Sure."

“I'll get the box," the Tokyo Fox said. "Hundred chips each?’

"Make it ahundred fifty," Stagger said. "Keep us going longer."

Kitsune nodded and went to the tdler's cage. Danny saw the others
putting coins on the table, and did likewise. Stagger helped him work out the
value of his sake, 9nce the origina denominations of the coins didn't seem
to mean much here. The Fox returned with severa racks of chipsand ablack
wooden box. "The cash goesin here," she said to Danny, "and the house
holds the box until we're finished and divide up. They alo get a cut of the
box for the use of the table. Got it?"

"Y eah. But why doesthe money all go up there?

"Two reasons,” the Fox said. "One, a lot of things get used for money in
the Shadow; this establishes that everybody put her stake up, whether it's
gold or shamrocks." She herself had put in asmall pouch full of beautifully
cut stones. "Two, it avoids confusion if someone isn't paying attention, or
takes along piss break, or whatever. Oh, and there's bar service back here
too, just in case you think you're playing too well."

So they played poker. It was, as Stagger Lee had said, a friendly game,
but there was nothing loose about it; a dropped card meant aredeal, as
Danny found out early on. Stagger Leenever dedt anything but seven card
stud, no wilds. Kitsune liked draw games, with occasona variations. Lucius
alternated seven-stud and five-draw. Carmen changed games every deal, but
always called for high-low; it seemed to pay off for her. Danny stuck mostly



to five-card draw, what he knew best; he won a couple of big pots but
mostly log dowly.

There was one thing Danny had never seen before: the buck to show last
deder was awaiter's green order pad, and part of the deal was noting each
player'stotal of chips. All the tables seemed to be doing it.

It was nearly eleven when the lights flashed red, and alow chime sounded
through the room.

Immediatdy everyone shoved his and her chips into the center of the
table. Every table. Danny stared for a moment, and L uci us shoved Danny's
chips in. The Fox slipped the green pad into the flap of her dress. There was
a buzz, and the centers of the tables just opened up; the chips dropped out of
sight, and the green felt seded up again.

Meanwhile, the craps players snapped their chips into racks on the table
edge, and thetableslid like a drawer into the wall. Two croupiers pulled a
false tabl etop away from the wainscoting and dropped it over the roulette
table; a moment laer, waiters were setting salad and hors d'oeuvre dishes
out on the "buffet." The teller's cage retracted afoot into the wdl, and a
panel slid down and faced out flush.

Another set of waiters came in with trays, and dedt out tea cups, pie, and
brandy to al the seated patrons. The standing players were handed drinks;
some lit cigarettes, some lounged againgt the walls.

A few moments laer four police officers came barrelling through the
door. Copper buttons glittered on their blue uniforms. "All right," the manin
the lead bellowed, "this place is—" He paused, |ooked around.

Flats came in, her tuxedo jacket off, a bib-front gpron tied over her ruffled
shirt and velvet trousers. It read KISS THE COOK. "Hello, O'Gara," she
said pleasantly.

"What's been going on back here, citizen Montoya?" the policeman said.

"Looks like dessert, O'Gara. Want some tee? I'm all out of doughnuts, and
you know | cant afford coffee these days."

The show went on for fifteen minutes or so; finally the cops filed back
out.

"We always givethem fifteen minutes' departure grace," Lucius sad to
Danny. "Drink your brandy: when there's araid it's on the house."

"Whichisto say, the house take covers it," Carmen said merrily.

After fifteen minutes, the table service wasremoved, order was restored
to the crgps and roulette players, and the panel covering the chip bucket
opened up. The Fox took out the green pad and they reclaimed their sacks.

"What if they raid usagain?' Danny said.

"Never happen," the Fox sad. "It'd be bad art."



There wereno further interruptions. Shortly after one AM, a dfferent
chime rang, and Flats came out to say, "Closing down, ladies and gentlemen,
closing down. Have you no homes to go to? Last Ded coming up next,
ladies and gentlemen, thank you all."

They finished the hand they were playing—Stagger Lee won with a
completely hidden graight—and Kitsune went to retrieve the cash box.

Danny said, "What about the last deal?' Stagger raised an eyebrow and
turned to Lucius, with an odd express on; L ucius touched Danny's elbow and
shook his head dightly, conspiratorialy.

Danny followed L ucius out of the back room. The musicians had closed
down in the front, but there were gill several diners. Danny turned; Kitsune
had followed him, but not the others.

"Sit down aminute, Doc. No more for you, you're driving. Al, burnt beans
black for the Doctor here, will you?"

Danny looked around. Some of the other back room patrons were
gathering their coats to leave, a few were ordering desserts. In the corner two
police dofficers were talking over beer mugs and ravaged hamburger platters.
Danny was absolutely certain they had been in the raid.

"Stagger Lee'll find his own way home," Luciussad. "Let meexplain
about Lag Deal. Everybody still back there gets fifty chips, and they play
five-card draw until half of 'em are tapped. Then everybody goes home. First
player out with the biggest winner, second with second, and so on. Odd
number makes a threesome in the middle. Clear on the concept?”

Danny tossed it around in his mind for a moment, then nodded.

Luciussad, "We're jus here for the poker. Figured you were, too."

"Don't blame Stagger," Kitsune said. "He'd have told you if he expected
you to play. He made sure you had a ride home, right?"

Danny drark his black coffee, looked from one of them to the other. "And
you—and Lucius—are you—"

L ucius's eyebrows went up, and he showed a lopsided smile. Kitsune was
smiling too. Shetouched her knee, exposed as she perched on the bar sool.
"Don't let the red roses fool you, kid. Ludus only chasesgirls, and so do I."

It was dl happening too fast. Danny thought hard about what the Fox had
said. His mother would have | &t the room. His grandmother would have
come back with a shotgun.

He thought about—a great number of things. He said, "Can | give either
one of you alift home?"

Kitsune said, "1'm covered. Ludus would probably appredate it, though."

"Yes, | would."



In the car, driving through the uncertain greets, Danmny said, "It'snot like |
expected. The Shade, | mean."

"Very litlein the world is. | myself find that uncertainty to be one of the
few things that makes the prospect of another morning endurable.”

Danny looked & him. Lucius said, "Excuse me, Doc. | was talking like
my typewriter."

"It'sal right."

"Isit? It matters, you know."

"Well... the other night—"

"No. Wait. Hold it. | am ajourndist, Doc. Anything you tell meisliable
to wind up on the opinion pages of ahundred and twenty-seven newspapers
syndicated through Global. If you give meyour trust, | will vdueit. | will
brood over my ethics, | will agonize, and | will use your secrets, just to get
through one more column.”

"l saw somebody get killed the other night."

"Friend of yours?"

"No." Damny thought about tdling Robin's story. No, that was really ott.
"I just wondered if—a lot's happened since | gat here, and | don't know what
to think about most of it."

"Stop here," Ludus said. They were in the middle of an empty, half-
ruined block.

"You don't live here."

"Just the fringes of my palaial estate. | want to wak the rest of it. Muse
upon a couple of things. Good night, Doc. Thanks for the ride."

"Y eah. Good night, Lucius."

Danny drovethe rest of the way back wondering what he had said, what
he could have said.

Then Danny woke late Tuesday morning there was a pot of coffee outside
his door, and the Centurion.

THE CONTRARIAN FLOW

by Lucius Birdsong

What times we are living in, loyal readers, what times. Not s nce the days
when the Powers Tha Clout feared the wholesa e dumping of LSD into Our
Fair Levee's reservoirs (for late arrivals, LSD refers to adrug of whoopee,
not that road on the waterfront) has there been such ato-do over anon-
alcoholic beverage.

Mere days ago one could walk into any flop, crash, or unlit basement in
Our Fair Levee and crack open abottle of the Drink that Kegps on Soaking.



No grubby expeditions up to the source, no hoping the source woul dn't laugh
in your slack jaws. Why, it was sad that in some of the finest wicker
hampers of the Gold Coast and the Way Outer Drive, tucked in among the
Nehi and the Canfield's, wasthe odd bonded flagon of Sucker Punch.

And now? Now you not only have to know to knock twolongsand a
short, that Louie sent you, and that the password is swordfish, you haveto
have brought your own, because they ain't got any. Friends, of all the un-

L evee-like phrases this correspondent has ever heard, "an't got any" is by
far the un-Levee-est.

Now, | submit that Our Fair is founded on the principles of personal
liberty, free enterprise, and entrepreneurship. If you wart to refresh yourse f
from anoble friend, that is persond liberty. If you prefer to pay someone
else to draw one, draw two, draw three-four units of red, that is free
enterprise. And if somebody taps, and somebody tipples, and somebody in
between oollects from both ends, why then, one of you is an entrepreneur
and Devil take the hindmost.

But doesit seem, despite dl that, that for the last few days Our Fair Levee
has had just alittle bit less Hdl to pay?

Okay, Danny thought, maybe it makes sense, maybe we did something
good. Thanks, Lucius.

He let out a breath. His chest had been drum-tight without his even
noticing. Suddenly, alittle rdaxed, alittle relieved, he had an idea.

Danny picked up the phone and asked the operator for GinevraBend's
number. She made the connection for him.

"Hello?" She sounded deepy. Danny started to gpologize, then caught
himself: if he didn't go graght into this he would never manageit a all.

"It's Doc, Ginny."

"Hi, Doc." A yawn. "What's going on?"

"Are you working tonight?"

"Y eah. Tuesdays to Thursdays, usudly, eight a night to two."

"Would you like to..." Okay, what?"... seeamoviethis afternoon? Maybe
have some dinner, before you go to work?"

"This afternoon? Oh! Sure, yeah, that'd be great. What movie?"

"| heard that there'saBuder Keaon show, all &ternoon.”

"Okay. At Laughs Lost, right? Should | just meet you there?'

"No, I'll come get you."

"Great. Give me an hour or so, okay?'

"Yeah. Yeah." Helooked around wildly for the clock. "Two o'clock?"

"See you then."



The phone nearly slipped out of his hands as he hung it up. He cleaned up,
dressed, went downstairs. Fay and McCan were in the dining room.

Danny said, "Does Mr. Patrise need me this afternoon?"

McCain said, "No, | don't think 0. HE'll be going to the club tonight, and
| think he'd liketo have you there."

“I'll meet you there a eight, if that's okay."

"Just 0. Mind teling me where you'll be till then? Just in case.”

"I'm going to the movies. Laughs Log. We'll probably go out to dinner
afte—~but | don't know where. We, that is—"

"Y ou needn't say," McCain said easily. "Your time's yours."

Fay said, "Radiant peak connect? Trupsever glow, carol, abundaniel."

She knew, Danny thought. She had sensed something, seen something—
or wasit obvious? Was McCain grinning, secretly?

He nodded to her. She nodded badk. He turned to McCan, whose eyes
were suddenly flat and cool and empty. "Enjoy yoursdf, Doc," he said.

When Danny got to Ginny's building, she was waiting, dashing down the
steps in a bright red doth coat, a bag slung over her shoulder. "My work
stuff," she sad, tossing the bag behind the seats. "1 can change a the club.
So we can have anice, slow dinner.”

Laughs Log had abig marquee out front, with hdf an acre of dectric
bulbs, and spell-fired neon tubing bent into smiling masks. Thelobby was
full of framed photos of movie sars; al the pictures seemed to be in black
and white, and most had a kind of foggy glow—that was glamour, Damy
thought. The seats were worn, and a little creaky. Asthelights sarted to
dim, someone dressed as Chaplin's Tramp pushed a broom down the ade.
He tipped his hat and disgppeared into the darkness.

Firg there was a cartoon, a Red Riding Hood and the Wolf story setin a
world of nightclubs and big cars. When Little Red threw off her cloak,
reveding atiny whitedress and alot of herself, and went into a swing dance,
the Wolf's eyes popped yards out of his head. He bashed himself with a
mallet. Danny stared. When had they made this? It couldn't have been for
Kids.

The cartoon ended, and in the minute of silence Danny felt his heart
banging. He looked gra ght ahead. The screen flickered again.

Danny had heard of Buster Keaon, but never seen any of hisfilms. He
was hardly ready for thelittle man with the sad eyes, who never seemed able
to smile. Keaton walked onto the screen, in hisflat hat and rumpled d othes,
and Danny thought, we're supposed to laugh a him?

Whateve they were supposed to do, they laughed.



There was ashort movie about a moving man with a horse-drawn wagon,
slogging on against what seemed like dl the powers of nature. And another
where Keaton was mistaken for a criminal, ridiculous on the faceof it, yet
his every action only got more palice chasng him. And then along film
about the Civil War, with locomotives chasing one another, burning bridges,
cavdry charges— Danny kept thinking of the tight-lipped thriller he had
seen the other day, with its pies and trains and war, and somehow it only
made this one funnier. The las image was of Buster triumphant (though
hardly seeming to notice it), finding away to salute his fellow soldiers and
still kisshis girl.

Ginny's hand, Danny realized, had dipped eadly into his. He started to
turn, saw her face whitein the glow of the screen. Then, with really rotten
timing, the lights came up.

Stagger Lee was in the lobby, popping chocolate-covered raisins from the
jumbo box. " Good afternoon, Doc, Miss Benci. Haven't seen you here
before."

"No," hesad. "I've been to some of thelate shows, but not this."

"First time," Stagger said. "What an enviable position. Wish |'d known.
It's an addiction, you know: youtry the redly hard stuff and you'll never
kick it." Danny wasn't sure he liked the sound of that. But Stagger Lee just
smiled, sad, "There'sa matinee every weekday. Tomorrow's Laurd and
Hardy: | think they figure that's midweek, better bring out the heavy
artillery. Thursday rotates. Snub Pollard, Charley Chase, Harold L1oyd, lots
of other people you never heard of." He pointed a thumb at the pictures on
the lobby wall. Stagger Lee had a riking resemblance to Lloyd. "Friday's
sound shorts. Fields, the Stooges, Andy Clyde. And the Little Rascals, which
IS good, because those days | can get some work done. Did you like the
cartoon?"

"It was great," Ginny said, laughing. "That crazy wolf—and the dancer!
How did they do that?'

"Magic," Stagger Leesaid. "The old kind. Weekends there are cartoon
matinees. Do they still remember Superman, aut in the heartland?’

Danny realized Stagger was asking him. "Sure. 'Truth, Justice, and—""

"The American Way, right. But come by in two weeks and you'll see him
like you never have. And more too. The greatest heroes of American fiction
are Hudkleberry Finn and Bugs Bunny."

The lobby lights blinked. "Y ou'd better get back to your seds," Stagger
said.

Ginny said, "How about you?"



"Oh, I'vegot aspot in the back. | like to watch the audience, you see.
Almost more than the movies." Quietly, just to the two of them, he said,
"Have you noticed how many Ellyllon are here today?"

Danny hadn't, but now he looked: the crowd was maybe a third elves,
more than he had ever seen in one place.

"They like Buster," Stagger said. "I've overheard them claiming that he
must have had some of their ancestry, which is the funniest thing |'veever
heard an elf say."

Danny naticed the Truebloods after that. Sometimes they laughed a
different spots, or alittle before or after the humans, but mostly it all came
together, elvish laughter and human, silver and gold.

When the second matinee ended, they paused to look over the coming-
attractions postersin the lobby. Danny turned to find Stagger L ee standing
quietly behind him. "Ask you something?* Danny said.

"Just my specialty.”

"Why are so many of the movies herein black and white? | know the
silent ones are from beforethere was col or, but..."

"Ah." Stagger |ooked around; the lobby was mostly empty. "It hasto do
with Trueblood vision. They don't see colors in the same way we do; subtle
combinations turn muddy, can even give them headaches. Y ou ever see an
elf wearing more than one color, plus black and white?

"They can get through some of the really vivid Technicolor pictures, and
cartoons—and | think they'd watch The Wizard of Oz and the Errol Hynn
Robin Hood if they got nosebleeds—but black and white is just naturdly
more popular.” He lowered his voice. "l assume you know the story of
Joseph and the many-colored coat? | have afriend at the University of
Chicago who believes that's a mythified version of a changeling narraive—
elves abducting a human child.”

Danny said, "Y ou'rekidding."

"My friend isn't. Y ou should see her research. And it's more important
than just one story. A lot of people would liketo know just when Elfland
went away thelag time. The Truel cods aren't very forthcoming, so we're
hunting for events that indicate the gates were open.”

"Mr. Lee?' the woman behind the candy counter said.

Stagger Lee threw up his hands. "The things | do for free popcorn. Th-th-
th-that's dll, folks." He went into the manager's office.

It was dark outside, and the masks on the marquee were bouncing and
spinning with light. Danny and Ginevrawent to dinner a alittle Italian
restaurant afew blocks from the theater. Severd people said hdlo to them,
calling Danny by hisLevee handle, tipping hats to Ginny.



"It's like I'm somebody famous," Danny said, embarrassed.

"You ae" Ginny said. "You're closeto Mr. Patrise. Mr. Bird-song wrote
about you in the paper. That's what famousis, right?"

"But | haven't done anything."

"Y ou saved Norma Jean'slife, and someone said you took care of
Cloudhunter. | think that's something." Much more softly, shesad, "You're
taking me out to dinner, and | think that's something."

After dinner they drove to La Mirada. Ginny disappeared into the back to
change.

"Hallow, good evening," Patrise said. "I trust you had apleasant
afternoon?"

"Very pleasant,” Danny said.

"Good. Good. We'vegot a place at the table for you."

There weretwo dves at a nearby table, Ruthinsin bright red leather
jackets. White silk scarves, that gparkled in the light, wrapped their throats;
with their mirrored sunglasses, whipcord pants, and boots, they looked like
pictures Danny had seen of World War One aviators. With them were a
couple of human kids, not badly dressed for Vamps. Danny could see the
butt of apistol insde one of the Vamps' jadkets, but there didn't seem to be
any hogtility or tenson in their look, just the usua moony sucker stare.

Something felt wrong, though. Danny couldn't tell jus what. Nat the
Ruthins, not Patrise's company...

Carmen came out, in aloose gold metallic shirt over ashort, tight leather
skirt, black sandals laced up her cdves. Alvah banged out hard fast chords,
and Carmen sang dear and uptempo:

Here | go again into the valley of sublimation Flashin' syncopation says
there'strouble ahead | don't intend to swerve Waitin' for awashout or a
bridge to freeze Fay in' metal music on the Corvette keys Nothin' could be
eader than didin'into Dead Man's Curve

Tell me do you think thisis asuitable case for treatment

Are you gonnatake me to that beautiful place

Shdter me from the cold

Nobody believes in aone-night sand

Nothing lasts forever on the other hand

Meet me in that faraway |land where the good die old

Danny knew wha the problem was. It waswith him. Or Ginny, or both of
them. He was over here at the table, sipping dark beer, and she was over
there pouring it.



Thiswas part of hisjob, he thought—he had his bag, and was supposed to
stay ready and sober enough to use it—and she wasdoing hers, just as
Carmen was singing and McCan and Cloudhunter were on watch.

Fay gave the last performance, as usual. Danny stayed on through the
empty hour &ter that, when the Ruthin elves led their followersaway, and
Patrise bid dl good night. He played a quiet game of penny poker with
L ucius and the Tokyo Fox until two, so he could drive Ginny home. He tried
to tell her wha he'd been thinking. She said, "I like what | do. The crowd a
the Miradadoea't treat us badly: they know Mr. Patrise can lock anyone out
he wants to. And | like seeing you there, having a good time." She touched
hisarm. "Y ou do have a good time there, don't you?"

"Yes."

"Thensodo I."

Once or twice a week after that, Danny met Ginny for amovie. They saw
the cartoons Stagger Lee had 0 insgsted on, and Adventures of Robin Hood
with Errol Flynn at the Biogrgph—which indeed had a large audience of
Ellyllon, who cheered at dl the right places. One evening she call ed,
Insisting that he must go with her to see somebody called Danny Kaye; the
picture was The Court Jester, and over coffee and pie afterward she got him
and hdf the restaurant | etter-perfect on where the pellet with the poison was.

They went to The Magnificent Ambersons, because Orson Welles was
supposed to be good. Danny watched it dl, but he couldn't enjoy it. The
small-minded people who couldn't see or think of aworld different from
their own, wearing their fears and sdf-righteousness like jewelry, were too
much like people he had grown up with. He didn't believe the happy ending
at all. Ginny seemed uncomfortable too. He wondered if she fdt the same
way; but he didn't ask.

Danny spent most of his evenings at La Mirada, watching, listening,
learing to hold his drinks, bandaging the occasiona kitchen accident.
Sometimes there was a worse wound, gunshot or knife, someone he didn't
know or had seen only in passing.

By now he was an expert in isolating elf blood—gwaed ellyll, he had
learned to cdl it. One afternoon, Cloudhunter complimented him on how
much of the Ellytha Danny had learmed; Danny hadn't redly noticed it
happening, but the praise warmed him for days.

It no longer bothered him to see Ginevra behind the bar. The more he
watched her, the more it seemed tha she really did love her work, and the
more he liked to watch her do it.

Every time he left her at the gpartment steps, or waved good night to her
as he went off to amidnight surgery, he wondered why it was so easy to go.



Wasn't his heart supposed to break, or a least sink alittle, when he said
good-bye?

He wondered if he would know what a heart breaking felt like.

About once aweek, late a the house, there were dead elves to be
dissected, one or two. He worked alone now, cutting and drawing the lead
from the dead white meat, pausing for a swallow of coffee or abite from a
sandwich. He wastrying to be nesat, even degant; he would dose up the
incisions with afew gitches, zip the body bag, and cal someone to take
them away. The bullets went into an envelope for Stagger Lee. Danny
wondered wha was being done with them, but he did not ask.

One night at Mirada, a Glasa-gang elf in a green leather sheath dress fell
through the front doors, cut all up in front—slashed, asif by ananimal.
Pavel shuttered the corridor at both ends and steered customers to aside
entrance. The Ellyll woman bled maybe a quart into the carpet while Danmny
packed her in gauze, wound her in yards of tape. Hemlock and pressure
finaly stopped the flow, but the morphine didn't sesem to be t&king, and she
gasped and moanead and arched her back, calling out in Ellytha. Once she got
her hands around Danny's shoulders and pulled; Cloudhunter unwound the
hands without speaking.

Mr. Patrise watched for a while, then nodded, patted Danny's shoulder,
and went badk to the main room. Finally two other elves wearing green took
the woman away; up to Division, to hed in Elfland, Danny supposed. But he
didn't ask.

He asked Mr. Patriseif he could go home. His shirt was saturated with
gwaed ellyll; he stripped it off in the Mirada kitchen and buttoned on a clean
white cook's jacket. Cloudhunter drove him back, and then followed him to
his rooms; Danny was too wound up to offer any objection.

With the door closed, Cloud said, "You followed her words, did you not?"

"Yeah."

"She was unminded. Pain, injury, drugs. She did not know you, nor where
she was, nor what she said.”

"She called for the Wild Hunt. For me to send the Wild Hunt after her.
Doesthat mean—"

"You are correct. TheHuntisnot Deah."

Danny nodded. He was shaking. "Cloud," he said, feeling horribly empty;
"I cut up thedead ones, and | don't care."

"You saved alady's life, and you do care," Cloud said smply. "When she
crosses the portd, all will be heded. She will not remember what happened,
what she said, what you did."

Danny let out a breath, looked up. "Thank you, Cloud."



"Any thanks due areto you, Doc. But if | asssted you, you are welcome."
Cloudhunter bowed his head and went out.

Danny stumbled into the bathroom and undressed, checked himself for
remaining ef-blood; he turned the shower on hot and collapsed into the
sprays.

He knew enough of what the Glasa woman had said. Mr. Pa-trise
probably did too. And Cloudhunter would have heard all of it.

He had tried to think of her asjust a set of wounds he was closing up, a
combative patient. But no patient had ever howled to be hurt again. And to
beg for the Wild Hunt—

Was that wha he wanted Ginevrato say to him?

He had the kitchen send up a pot of cocoa, sat in hisliving room with
every light on drinking it until well toward dawn.

| he phone woke him. "Hello."

"Happy birthday, to you," Ginny said. "Happy birthday to you, happy
birthday, Doc Hallow, happy birthday to you."

"But it's not—"

"Yes, itis, too."

Then he understood. It wastwo days until Halloween. "Oh. Well, thank
you."

"You aren't busy tonight, right?"’

"No."

"Then you're busy tonight. See you a 3x." She hung up.

He stared a the phone for a moment. Then he laughed.

That afternoon, McCain asked to meet Danny in the infirmary.

"What can | hdp you with, Line?' Danny said, absurdly aware that he
was playing the old country doctor.

"It's about not getting—a girl pregnant.”

"Well, there's condoms." This was getting more rid culous by the second.

"1 know about rubbers. | have to know if there's anything better.
Something that can't miss."

"There are pills—"

"For the guy?'

"No, the girl. And there are those sponges."

"No. Not something for her. For me." Between the topic and the crazy
urgency in McCan'svoice, Danny was hopelessly out of his depth.

"I don't think anything's absol utely perfect. But if you cover from a couple
of angles... There's acream, too, that kills sperm. If you use that with the
rubber, you ought to be dl right."

"Okay. | guess that's good. Have you got some of tha?"



Danny had to hunt around in the cabinet, but there turned out to be four
tubes. "You don't haveto tell me, Line," hesaid with what he hoped was
guiet understatement, " but why—"

McCain said flatly, "I'm aVamp. Loop Garou, asif you couldn't guess.”

Danny managed not to blurt out anything stupid. "But... you don't..."

"Not anymore. But they say you don't ever get it all out. The idea of akid
born that way ... couldn't do that, Doc."

The revelation, from McCain, made Danny feel like whistling in the
graveyard. He dispensed the meds and what wisdom he could offer with
them.

"Thanks, Doc," McCain sad. "Wam't something | could talk aout with
Stagger Lee. Dont tdl him that."

" 'Course not."

When McCain had gone, Danny let out along breath, and stocked his own
pockets.

The movie at Laughs was The Ghost Breakers. Danny hadn't much liked
the Bob Hope movies he'd seen, but this one wasnt bad, funny and
mysterious and even a little scary. Ginny's hand locked onto his during the
firg thunderstorm scene, and never let go until they were out of the theater
and in the restaurant up the street. Then she let him go long enough to get
into an inches-deep pizza with haf the garden on top.

A bulky figure in abaggy, wrinkled trench coa came up. "Good evening,
loyal readers."

"Hi, Ludius."

"Don't gop," Ludussaid. "I may be a busybody—in fact, | ana
busybody, and a highly paid one at that—but | know better than to interfere
with serious eye contact."”

"It's a birthday party," Ginny said.

"Oh? Oh, | see. Happy birthday, Doc."

Ginny said, "Woud you join us for awhile, Mr. Birdsong?"

"Oh, Ginny. Have all those long scotches come between me and my first
name?"

Danny said, "Sit down, Lud us. Please."

He spread his hands, shrugged his coat off, pulled up a chair.

Ginny said, "We wart to go out someplace after dinner. Nat one of the
usua places. Do you have any suggestions?"

L ucius ordered a beer. He was frowning. It looked strange on him. "Can |
tell you astory, by way of answering that? One you'll never read in the
column?’

Danny said, "Sure."



"Okay. Wait for the beer. It needs abeer." They talked about nothing in
particular until Lucius'sdrink came. He clicked glasses with them, took a
sip.

"Onceupon atime," Luciussad, "l got lost on the Levee. Somewhere U
around Division and the River. | mean, / got lost: the Minstrel of the City
Stredts. | certanly wasnt going to ask directions. Even if I'd seen anyone to
ask, which I didn't. It was a cool night, not cold, good for waking. So |
walked. Straight line, kegp going. After dl, sooner or later I'd hit Elfland, or
thelake, or New Orleans, or San Francisco, any of which would do for
orientational purposes."

Danny had never heard Lud us tell a sory before. His voice was soft: he
was gpeaking only to the two of them. He had some of the same manner as
the newspaper column, but not so dry, not so distant.

"Eventually there was a neon sgn up ahead: not buzzing, wired to a
spdlbox, so | hadn't crossed the Line without noticing. It wasa dance jaint,
jumping pretty good; in go I, who do not exactly jump with the bed. It was
Dancdand. Ever hear of it?"

Danny said no. Ginny said she'd read a magazine article.

Luciussad, "The immediate point is that Danceland is a Shadow joint,
but not our Shadow, not the Levee, understand? You can't jud turn on
Blessng Way and Michigan and get there. But | got there.

"Inside, there were elvesin leahers, whole-Worlders in destroyed denim,
halfies in anything and all. A bunch of them were slamming, and though he
might jitterbug or even Madison if the cause were strong, Birdsong does not
slam. Two half-naked Ellyllon were doing the lambada—I don't suppose
either of you has ever seen alambada?"

They shook their heads.

"Goad for you. Oh, and a werewolf was waltzing with an elf maiden.
Waltzing, Jesus Mailda. So | watched for awhile, and then went to the bar,
because there are some true compasses in the thickest weather.

"I turned around then. Maybe something made me turn. | saw a man: my
height, my build, my color. Thinner, but if any of my other parts got the
exercise my tongue does I'd be pretty trim too. He was weari ng buckskins,
moccasins, and eagle feathers in his hair. He looked me dead in the eye, and
he started to dance, solo. Slow, not hard to follow, one-two, step-two. And |
follow.

"No onelooked & us. What's strange enough to stare a in Danceland?
Not dancers, surely. | danced all night with my eagle brother, until the spells
that drove the neon died, and the loose fairy dug in the ar got thick enough



to choke on, and the fire we show the World went out. Never did touch a
drink."

L ucius reached insde his jacket, took out aflat leather case. He showed
them three feathers, black and white and golden. "Y ou're an open-spaces
man, Doc: have you ever seen an eagle?”

"No. | thought | did once, but it was just aturkey buzzard."

L ucius turned the feathers over in his fingers. "Reporters have sources.
That's like magic, but more expensive. There hasn't been a confirmed
sighting of awild eagle since the return of Elfland. Nor a Cdifornia condor.
And there are rumors about the ravens of Dresden.” He put the feathers
away.

Danny said, "Are you suggesting we go to Dancdand?’

"Oh, no." Ludus finished his beer. "Birdsong on high adventure in one
paragraph: Evenif it were within my ability to send you, | was just pointing
out that you don't redly seek places out in the Shades. Y ou find them."
Suddenly he reached out, put two ringers against Danny's jaw and turned his
head. Ginny had been leaning against Danny's shoulder, and their cheeks
touched with something like an dectric shock. They both jumped.

"Goaod night and good hunting,” Lucius said, picking up his coat. " See
you in the funny papers." He drifted out into the night.

Danny said to Ginny, "Where do you think we should start |ooking?'

"Do you think you could find my place? | mean, up the stairs and
everything?'

"It'sworth atry."

Ginevra's apartment was small, and tidy. No, it was austere. Ginny went
Into the kitchen to make tea, and Danny absorbed the details. a portable CD
player and afew dozen discs, classcal and old rock and folk; paperbacks on
bare wooden bookshelves, plays and poetry andillustrated travel books,
cardboard bins of magazi nes about travel and history. The rather hard chairs
were softened a little by throw pillows, and a small orange rug lay precisdy
in the center of the polished wood floor. The only wall decoration—the only
decoration at dl, really—was a framed poster of an ornate, domed building
with atower, in the middle of aforeign city. FI-RENZE, it said.

Ginny came out of the kitchen, holding ateatray. Danny swallowed. She
was wearing black cotton pajamas, a high-collared shirt and long trousers.

"You don't mind my getting changed," she said.

"No. 'Course not. It's your house." Shut up, he told himself.

She put the tray down, sat in the one comfortable-l ooking chair; she was
scrunched over to the side, leaving room. Danny sat on the floor. She smiled



oddly and tucked her feet up beneath hersdf. "There's nothing in this room
really big enough, sorry."

He shrugged, shook hishead. It was clear enough what she meant: there
would be only one other furnished room in the gpartment, and there was no
bed in this one.

But he was happy just to look a her, the curves of her body under the
cloth. She handed him a teacup.

Danny said, "Do you think thisis what Lucius had in mind?"

"Maybe," she said, with a hint of a laugh. Then she said, "He seems so
lonely. He's at theclub alot, but he'snever with anyone, unlessit's someone
he'stalking to for astory. Or Kitsune Asa."

"Isthere redly atypewriter there for him?"

She nodded. "That's part of what | mean. He'll be in really late, ometimes
thelast person there, typing, like he didn't have anyplace eseto go. Asif
going home were like dying." She rubbed her hands on her teacup. "When
he told that gory, tonight—I wondered where he was going, when he got
lost." Sheshifted again, looked at her barefeet, looked a& him, smiled. "Tell
me a story, Doc."

"What about?”

"About you. Tell mesomething nobody else in the dty knows about you."

"Oh—"

"Come on, please. Y ou must have done things before you came here. Y ou
must have had friends."

"Robin was my best friend & home," he sad, too quickly.

"What wasshe like?"

"No, Rob was aguy. He was about my size, sort of blond. I'm sure he was
alot better looking. He suredidn't have freckles."

"Hmm."

"But, see, the thing about Rob wasthat he could redly talk to people. You
aways knew what he meant, know what | mean? See, | can'tdo it."

"Go on. He was your best friend. Y ou took girls out together, that kind of
thing?'

"No. | mean, nobody did, redly. Wewere al along way apart, and
nobody had cars. We had bikes—Dbicycles, not motorcycles— but where can
you go on abike? The only place doseto go, really, was whenthere was a
socia at the school, and then everybody's folks went too." Hetook a
swallow of tea, but it didn't stop him: he was garted now, and knew he was
going totell it dl. The incredible thing was that he hadn't told it before now.



Ginny tucked herself up tighter in the chair. Danny put his cup down so
he wouldn't spill it. Quickly he said, "What happened was, we were haying
on Danny's folks' place. We—wereyou ever on afarm?”

"No."

"We all did that. Help's always short, and they don't use the machines too
much, now, but—wdll, there was a mechanica bder. That's a machine that
bundles up the hay with wire. Rob got caught in it. | don't know how,
nobody saw what happened, but he yelled, and you could see blood. ...

"A couple of us got him out. He was redly messed up bad. I'd read some
firs ad books—I kind of wanted to be adoctor, | guess, but it wasn't going
to happen.”

"Why?"'

"What?"

"Why couldn't you be a doctor?"

"Because you have to go away to school for along time," Danny said
faster than he could think, "and my folksdidn't want that." He paused. "I
don't have any brothers or sisters. | had alittle sister, but she died of flu
when she was four."

“I'm sorry."

"Yeah." How could he explain that he had felt nothing? Tha she had been
there, and then she wasn't, and & sx years old Danny had no idea what dl
the fuss was supposed to be about?

Ginevrasaid, "Rob got hurt in the baler machine."

"Yeah. Likel said, | knew alittle first aid, and | got tourniquets on, 0 he
didn't bleed to death. But helost his left arm, and most of his left |eg.

"Rob's folks were redly grateful. Hisdad was on county council, and he
helped me get my EMT card, the county paid for thetraining, and | worked
at the hospital, and then for the fire department after | made paramedic. And,
uh, they helped me buy the TR3 from a sheriff's sde. | don't think my mom
and dad were too hgppy about that."

*And then you came up here."

"Yeah. | hauled some stuff downstairs, and we yelled at each
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other, and | said they could shoot me if they wanted to but they weren't
gonna stop me.

"I couldn't stand seeing Rob, see. 1'd go visit, because we werefriends,
right? And I'd see him at school, and church. And he'd just sit therein the
chair. | told you, Rab was good at |etting you know wha he meant. He sure
did. He hated me 'cause he hadn't died.”

"Did he have a girlfriend?"



"No. Not really. Nobody did, much." He tried to follow the question. "He
was okay, wasn't cut up—you know, there."

"Was he gay?

"What?"

"Im sorry," she said, sounding frightened. "I'm really sorry, | shoudn't
have sad that."

"No, it'sokay. Really, really, it'sokay." He wanted to hold her, show her
it was all right, cam her fear, stop hisown. "The thing is, you'reright. One
day—this was maybe a year before hs accddent—Rob said, 'Let's go for a
ride," and we got on our bikes and jud rode. | don't know how far, five miles
at least. Tha's when he told me." How would she understand? She came
from the other sde of the earth, and lived here, even farther away. "We
didn't have 'gay people." Sometimes you heard somebody was afag. Y ou
know wha decent people do to fags in lowa?'

"1 know what they did in Ohio," she said quietly. "Probably not much
difference.”

"Probably not," Danny said, and shut himself up for a moment. Suddenly
Ginevraseemed much closer to him, maybe close enough to touch.

He said, "I guess that's why he hated me so bad. If he could have gotten
out, come here, or anywhere, who would have cared? But now he'll never
get out. | didn't let him die, and | suredidn't save hislife. Like | say, he
knew how to tell youthings."

"I think you know how to hear things," Ginny said. Danny, with no
answer for that, took a swallow of thetea. It had gotten cool, and bitter. "I
think | ought to leave."

"Do you?' She unfolded, arching her feet on the floor, opening algp to gt
on. "Nothing's found us yet. We could keep looking."

"No, I'll go." She seemed about to say something: would she
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ask him, straght out? He shifted uncomfortably. Could shetell he was
hard? If she—begged him—

He stood up. "I had areally good time tonight, Ginny. Thank you."

"Oh. Hey, it's your birthday." She good up. "Y ou still have ahug
coming."

He nodded. She put her arms around him and pressed. She was naked
under the pgamas. His crotch tightened some more.

She pulled him down to the floor. They bumped knees, elbows, scraped
ankles. She was on top of him, soft, so soft. He held her; he couldn't sop.

He said, "I just don't—"



"Thisisyour birthday hug," she said, her breath warm against his ear, her
hair blinding him. "Y ou say when it $0ps.” Her hands played hisribs like a
piano. "Or how tight it gets.”

This was good, he thought, rdaxing. Thiswas fine, he could do this. He
didn't want to let go; he didn't seem strong enough to pull away. They stayed
there, just holding, until Danny's head bumped the floor and he realized he
was almost asleep.

"| should go."

"G0?/ think you should—" She stopped, pressed her face against his
shoulder. "Wha should / do, Doc? What do you want meto do?"

He almost told her. Hishands were near enough to pin her shouldersin a
moment, to lock around her slim strong wrists. He shook.

He looked down at her, and saw the brutalized elf-woman from the night
before, clutching and pleading. He wanted to crawl under a rock, away from
his thoughts.

"Doc ... ?

He said, "Just... don't be angry."

"Isthat your ssfeword, Doc? 'Don't be angry'?' she said, smiling.

"Maybe." It came out a whigper.

"I'll never be angry with you, Doc.” She unwound hersef, sat up with her
hands around her knees.

Danny stood up. "Will | see you a the dub on Hdloween?"
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"No. I'm helping st some of the little kidsin the building, so their parents
cango out."

"Oh."

She laughed. "Night of horror and suspense, huh."”

He said, "Next Friday's some kind of special show at the Laughs. Stagger
L ee kegpstalking about it."

"What is it?"

"| forget. Somebody named Corvette."

"Not really."

"It's something like that. Want to go?"

"It's on."

The air outside woke him up, but it did not make him cold.

Late on Halloween afternoon, there was aknock at Danny's door. It was
Boris Liczyk, carrying asmall leather case and agarment bag. "I've brought
your cogume, Sir."



There wereslightly baggy trousers, a high-collared white shirt with a
ruffled front, a v vet string tie.

"Shdl | manage that for you, sir?"

"That'd be fine, Boris."

Danny faced the mirror; Liczyk stood behind him and effortlessly spun
thetie into a shoelace bow. Baris held up the jacket, and Danny slipped his
arms in; it was along coa, nearly to hisknees, with anarrow wais. The
slightly stiff fabric was deep forest green, the collar of alighter green velvet.
Liczyk did a bit of pinching and the fit was perfect.

Then he brought out a long cloak, dark brown with a golden satin lining,
adjusted and tied it around Danny's shoulders. "Y ou might wish to wak
about for awhile, Sr. Men don't wear such things nowadays; moving
gracefully requires abit of practice. Please be quite careful on the stairs—
wouldn't do to lose our physician.”

"I'll be careful."

Boris held out a pancake of dark green slk. "Observe, sir." He flexed the
object, and it sprang into shape as atop hat. "Just like Mr. Astaire," Boris
said, smiling. He put it on Danny's head, showed him the proper tilt. "l am to
remind you to carry your bag aswdl, sir."

"To the party? With the costume?"

"Yes, dr. That'sdl | have for you: is there anything else | can do?"

"No, | don't think s0. Uh, Boris?"

"Yes, 9r?"

"Shouldn't formal stuff be, you know, black?"

"Not for you, dr. Black isn't ared-haired gentleman's color. Which
reminds me, we must fit you for a dinner suit soon. It'll only take an hour or
so."

"Sure. Thark you, Boris."

"My job, sir. | enjoy this." He bowed and went out.

Danny looked & himself in the mirror. Okay, what was he supposed to
be? The ruffled shirt and tie had a sort of Western | ook; he'd thought of Doc
Holliday. But surdy not the top hat and the cloak. And he was supposed to
carry hisbag. Was he Doctor Jekyll?

Oh. Of course. He got the bag, took out the dissecting knife.

The phone rang.

"Hello, Jack the Ripper here."

There was aburst of laughter. Mr. Parise's voice said, "Good evening,
Jack. Would you join me in the office for afew minutes? Bring your
costume things—we'll go draght to the party.”

"Certainly, sir."



Danny went up aflight. Boris Liczyk was right: the cloak was dangerous
onthe gairs.

Patrise's office was along, high-ceilinged room with geometric carpets,
Deco furniture of glass, chrome, and black wood, artwork on the walls. The
desk was a spotlit, L-shaped block of white metal with ablack marble top.
Patrise sat behind it in aleather swivel chair. He was wearing an ornate
brocaded jacket, like something from a Shakespeare play, and his hair was
combed straght down on to his shoulders all around. It never seemed so
long, tied back ashe usually wore it. He waved a hand, with ringson dl the
fingers. "Hdlo, Hallow. Happy birthday. Drink?"

"Not just now, thanks."

"Well just be amoment. | was thinking about Ginevra Benci, and |
wanted to ask you aquestion or two."
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"Y ou've spent some time with her. Certainly more than | have laely."

"Well, we're friends—"

"Of course. I'm sorry she couldn't be here tonight. | tried to make
arrangements, but..."

"I'm sure she'd have been hereif she could.”

"Oh, it isn't her fault. Almost anything can be purchased in the Shade, but
atrustworthy babysitter isbeyond an df-lord's ransom. Perhaps | should
enter the business." He played with one of hisrings. "Ginevrais a talented
woman; obvioudy bartending doesn't begin to challenge her." He looked at
Danny's bag. "I imagine she could learn first-aid nursing in not much time at
al. I'm sure Lucy Estevez a the hospital could arrange something.”

"1t'd be up to Ginny."

"I'm perfectly aware of that. But she isn't here, and | wanted your
opinion."

"I think she likes her job," Danny said carefully, "aa-and | wouldn't want
her to think she was being moved around. Certainly not on my account."

"Yes. Tha's avery considerate response. Thank you, Hallow. Now, we'd
better get down to the party." He stood up and came around the desk. The
"jacket" was actually just the top of an embroidered gown that fell in deep
pleats almog to the floor.

"Oh, by the way, Hallow. .. you're welcome to play your part as Saucy
Jack if you wish, but he waan't the original idea."

"Oh?"

"Boris never remembers these things. If it isn't cut on the bias, it might as
well be made of airto him. Y ou were meant to be H. H. Holmes. Local



fellow of the same era. He put away a dozen times Jack the Ripper's tota .
Which shows you how fleeting fameis."

"And you, sir?'

"I'm Cesare Borgia. Do you know what | could have doneto you for not
knowing that? Come along."

All the rooms on the ground floor had been rearranged to make party
space. There were at leas a hundred people there, all in costume, none dike.
Danny thought of the Halloween socials at home—half a dozen pointy-
hatted witches, as many ghosts in percde, here and there a Frankenstein
ragbag or a pumpkinhead. One year two kids had shown up as Dorathy and
the Scarecrow from Oz, and been sent home by a couple of parents. Witches
were okay, at lead if they were warty and toothless, but subversive literature
was something dse. He wondered how many of these costumes Peatrise had
provided. Boris Liczyk had been looking abit worn for the last few days,
and McCan told Danny later that the tailor had the night and weekend off.

McCain wore the fl our-sack face of a scarecrow, a wooden beam across
his already broad shoulders. From time to ime he would laugh. It was scary.
Cloudhunter was some kind of fantagtical warrior, with leather armor and a
black two-handed sword carved with mysterious figures. Anacther elf was
Poe's Red Death, in acloak the color of an arterial spurt, with bleeding
gravewrappings beneath.

The Tokyo Fox wasdressed in atweed Inverness cape and deerstalker
hat. She hardly needed to produce a huge round magnifier and examine the
mante piece and the other guests—or maybe she did, because somehow it
worked, despite gender and height.

She examined Doc's left deeve. "Ingenious, Doctor," she said, with a
curious Eurasian accent.

Danny caught the cue. "Why, thank you, Holmes."

"Indeed. | ask you to disguise yourself so as to divert suspicion, and you
arrive in the guise of the most wanted murderer in London."

There was alaugh. But Danny had this one. "Egad, Holmes, 1'd hoped to
follow your own advice on the subject of disguise, but do you know how
difficult it can be for a naked manto hail acab in Mayfair?

The crowd gpplauded. Patrise stared for amoment, face open with
wonder, and then laughed out loud.

Matt Black had a douch ha and doak, ascarf across his face, and two
Colt pistols. Gloss White was wragpped all up in gauze, her features barely
visible; someone told Danny tha she wasReaurrection Mary, the Archer
Stregt ghost. Danny thought back to the night of the blood raid, and was glad
not to see any close resemblance.



Phasia was dressed as a spectral Marie Antoinette: ared cicatrice circled
her throat, a thin trickle of bl ood seeping down. She did not speak, of course,
but waved her fan with cool authority.

Carmen Mirage waswearing ablack silk cheongsam embroidered with a
golden dragon; she had sheer black sockings, wildly high heels. Her hair
was pulled back into aknot pierced with two lacguered pins, and makeup
gave hea eyes an aimond shape. A narrow black scarf was around her
shoulders: it was full of pointsof light, like a strip of the night sky.

"And who might you be?' Danny said, trying to sound genially sinister.

"Fah Lo Suee," shesaid coolly. "Perhgos you are acquai nted with my
venerable father, the Doctor Fu Manchu."

Not much redly happened during the evening; people played at their
characters, occasional ly danced a bit without music, ae, drank, and
generally seemed to be having a good slly time. Now and then someone—or
more often two someones—vanished. Now and then they came back.

About ten o'clock the wind could be heard risng outside. Tha was
strange: the house was huilt like abank vault, and didn't let wind noise
through. Then the lights went out. Someone shrieked. People collided; df
voices muttered in English and Ellytha

Lit candles appeared then, and the hurricane lamps were lit. The dining
room and ballroom chanddiers were lowered, and candles set in placeon
them. In fifteen minutesit was asif nothing had happened.

No, not quite. People seemed merrier now, asif they had been waiting for
this.

It was well after midnight when things began to wind down. Danny found
Patrise seated next to Fay, hold ng her hand. "I think I'll go upstairs now,
Mr.—my lord Cesare."

The candlelight made something srange and deep of Patrise's smile.
"Yes," hesad. "Rest well."

A candle was waiting on the foyer table. Danny lit lampsin theliving
room, the bedroom, the bath. He had just hung up the doak and the coat, and
gotten the string tie loosened, when there was a knock & the door.

It was Carmen.

"Hi," she said. "Could | borrow your bathroom for a little bit, to get out of
this stuff?

"Oh. Sure."

"Thanks, Doc." She came in, shut the door, took alook around. "How was
your evening?"

"Good. Yours?"



"Oh, I'm great." There was something in the way she said it that denied it.
"Which way... 7'

He led her to the bathroom. " Stay there,” she said, running water into the
sink, "tadk to me."

"What about?”’

"Anything. Y ou, for instance."

He felt odd, suddenly. This was too much an echo of two nights back. "I
haven't ever been to areally big party like this."

"Halloween's special,” she said above the rush of the faucet. "We all get to
play being something else." Sheleaned into the doorway. A strip of flesh-
colored adhesve tape hung off her fingertips, and one of her eyes had lost its
tilt. "Big change."

Danny sat still on the edge of the bed. Carmen came out, toweling her
face. "Whee, that's better. Just call me Blinky." She sa down on the bed,
right next to him. "So | hear it's your birthday."

Oh, God, he thought.

"What'sthe matter?' she said, "Wha's the matter?' and her voice was
aching 0 that he looked her in the face, and saw—

Oh, God.

He said, "L ook, you know |—"

"Yeah, | know you. And her. And | know you'renot."

He stared.

"No, she didn't tdl me. She didn't haveto. That's one—wdll, l&'s say
wigful girlfriend you've got there, kid."

"I'm not... akid."

"You're twenty by one day. I'm twenty-seven. And you're avirgin, which
| sure the hell am not."

"Well, 0 wha?"

She oke softly. "So you're probably scared—take it easy, Doc. And I'm
a horny old lady who can't hold on to a guy with handcuffs."

He flinched.

She didn't seem to notice. "So, how'd you liketo loseit to No-Tell Dasy,
up here where nobody's gonna notice? It'1l make you feel good. It'll sure
make me feel good. And in the not-so-long run, it'll make her feel good too."

"That doesn't make any sense.”

"Sure it does. Watch." She wragpped her arms around him and kissed him
hard on the mouth, shoving her tongue between his lips. He sucked in a
breath, pulled away. "See?' she said. "Everything south of your eyeballs
knows it makes sense.”

He stared a the floor.



"I'm sorry," she sad, and the hurt in her voice made him lodk a her again.
"What you do is, you say yes, or you say no. That's dl."

"Yes," he sad, though he wasn't sure the voice washis.

"Okay."

He stood up, dizzy. "Do you want me to wear a... the ..."

"A condom?' she said, very gertly.

"Yeah."

"Up to you. I'vebeen tied."

"Wha... at?'

She looked straight a him. "Tubes. You know." She made a knotting
gesture. "When | was sixteen, | figured | might not know what | wanted to
do with my life, but | sure knew what | wanted to do with my persona
equipment.”

Danny nodded. He knew, in a book-learmned way, what a tubal ligation
was. He'd never heard of anyone & home with one, or for that matter a
doctor who would admit to doing them. Here, apparently, the patient didn't
even have to be twenty-one. He supposed it would be stupid to ask about
parental consent....

He thought aout some other things he knew only in the abstract. Like
how to put a rubber on. Nothing he'd heard had been particularly precise.

He sat down next to her, put a hand on her hands, reached experimentdly
around her shoulders, feeling softness, the smooth movement of the shoulder
blades. There was hardly any fabric between. Thelamp flickered highlights
in her hair.

She said, "I'm glad you asked, though. Guys don't, usudly. Truebloods
never do. And afterward they think there's something dirty about hafies."

"I canstill get a—"

"Uh-huh. Y ou know how? Don't fib."

"Well, I—"

"Right. Go get it. It'll take five minutes to demongrate, and make your
whole life better." She kissed him, on the mouth. It was just as startling the
second time. He pulled her closer. Her tongue wet his lips. His hand dipped
to her thigh, through the dit in her dress, closed involuntarily on something
hard. It was a garter strep.

"Good place to gart,” shesad in athick voice.

He tried. It wouldn't give. Her hand d osed on his, and sheled him to the
chair across from the bed. " Sit there, and watch.”

Danny felt himself flush.

"No, redly. Jug watch. It'll be fun." She pressed down on both his wrists.
"And you can't get up until |1 say so, all right?"



"All nght."

She dipped off her shoes, tossed them aside. She stretched, then flicked
open agarter 4rgp with two fingers, reached around her thigh and did it
agan, and agan. Shesat back on the bed and began rolling down her
stocking. Slowly.

Was the game that he was supposed to St gill? Soon enough he knew it
was, and why it wasa game, and that he was losing it fast. What was the elf
word?

The Wild Hunt. Right. He tried not to think about that.

Now she was wearing some underthing of gold lace, no shoulder straps,
barely over her hips. It had white pearl buttons down the side; it might as
well have had printed instructions.

He started to get up, but suddenly she knelt in front of him, leaned on his
lap. He gasped.

"Did | say you could get up?' She unfastened the firg of his fly buttons.

He said, "Don't."

"One of us hasto." Another button. "Jesus, Doc, you've gottabe hurting."

Hewas. "I'll do it."

Her fingers moved again, and one of Danny's braces flew free. "If you
really want meto stop,” she whispered, "make me stop."

He grasped both her wrists. Her eyes closed. "Now you got it, Doctor."

The Wild Hunt howled in the thickets.

She opened her eyes, all black. "Y ou don't want to just hold me, like that
al night."

"I don't want—" He stopped. He was going to lie. He was scared to death
and had the heartbeat to proveit. "—to hurt you," hesaid, which was the
truth, or a least he hoped it gill was.

"I didn't think you did. Tha | can get anywhere." She pulled easily out of
his grip, picked up the long, thin black scarf with the starpointsin the silk.
She draped it across her wrists, dropped to her knees again.

"There aren't alot of girls who'll tdl you what they really want, Doc. And
damn few whao'll trust you this far." With an improbabl e kindness she said,
"Areyou gonna abuse a gifl's trug?

Hefeltthe slk. "Il ruin this."

"That's Nancy silk. If you can tear that, 1'd better send for the Kryptonite."
She laughed. "Y ou can't even tekeit... and | haven't got anything else you
cantake." She lowered her left wrist. "Meg me halfway. One hand, to the
bedpos.”

When he hestated again, she reached out, put a finger on his hand.
"Ligen. My safeword's 'tortilla." Sounds dumb, right, but I'm not gonnayell



it by mistake. Y ou hear that, you stop. No guilt, no hard fedings, we just
stop. Isthat good enough?"

"l guessso.”

"What'sthe word again?'

"Tortilla"

"Good man." She leaned badk, held very still ashetied her right wrist. He
tried to hide the sudden heaviness of his breathing. He started to unfasten his
shirt.

"Moveback alittle," she sad softly, "let me see you."

He gat undressed. He wasn't sure how; there was no sensation in his
fingers, and she waswatching the wholetime. Then he crawled onto the bed
and garted on the pearl buttons. She moaned, and he was sure he must be
crushing her. He shifted a once, but she just smiled, eyes closed.

He unfolded the gilt lace; she arched her back and he slipped it free, l& it
fall to the floor. There wasnt anything dsein the way. In the lamplight she
was all gold and darkness.

She tugged hard with her bound wrist. It was quite secure.

"See, Doc? You can't tear it, or stretch it. It's hard. It's got no mercy."

Y ou'renot a home anymore, he thought, what little of him could still
think, nobody here cares. And he had to know. Maybe even for Ginny's
sake. At least next time, he'd have some ideaof how.

He moved, and groaned. Her left hand brushed him—he nearly
screamed—and then practically pulled him in; after that, it actually started to
seem easy, something you could do again, almost without effort.

Like going down the stairs into the darkened cellar, and wondering what it
could have been that you had been s0 afraid of.

And then, in the middle of the night, waking with the fear fresh again, dl
around you.

Carmen looked asleep. Carefully, trying not to wake her, he unfastened
theloop around her wrigt. He stroked the silk: it was, indeed, undamaged.

She wragpped both arms around him. "Hello, Dodor Hd low-night."

"Are you okay?'

"Great. Y ou wanna continue the therapy anyway ?"

"I, uh—"

"Uh-huh. 1'd better fly."

"What timeisit?'

"Almost five. Same morning." She stood up, wound the black scarf
around her throat, picked up her gold dip. "l should go. Redlly."

"Well, do you—shall | drive you?'



"No. Jes=='ll get me arideback. Or I might just wak." She began
dressang. "Safes night of dl for it: all the mortals are afrad of the haunts,
and who fears the devil? Nat I. Not |, says Carmen alone.”

He sat up, pulling the sheet to cover himself. "Well, shall | at |east—"

"Don't do anything," shesad. "I want to remember you jud like that."

"Will | see you again?'

She laughed. "Y ou see me all the time; figure that'll change?"

"I mean—"

"1 know what you mean. No, | don't think likethis. Not for awhile,
anyway." Quickly, she said, "It wasn't anything you did, okay?Y ou were
fine. You weregood. I'm just kind of ... well. My birthday's in June. Maybe
you can wrgp me up a present. But I'll bet two Slver Georges and a
Trueblood's lock you're inlove by then."

The same pain in her voice, still there asbefore. Nathing a dl might have
happened. "Maybe you'll be in love by then."

"You're very kind, Doc." She came over, bent down and kissed him on the
forehead. "You are kind. | mean thet."

"Maybe," hesad, his mind's bearings grinding off-balance, "at the poker
game—"

"No. Please, don't do that. It wouldn't make you happy. Even if you got
me." She leaned very close. "Remember: no guilt. | made you do it. Y ou
were hdpless.” Then shetossed her coat over her shoulders, snatched up her
shoes and stockings and wdked out of the bedroom without sopping to put
them on. He heard the hdl door close.

He sat there for awhile, wrapped naked in the damp bedclothes, all that
had hgppened lingering thick in his senses. No guilt, Carmen had said. He
had been—

Then he thought of the one other time he had said Will | see you agan?
and hisheart fel, and fell, and fell.

November



Mt midday Doc found Cloudhunter in the walled garden, wearing black
glasses againgt the bright, cold November sun, sketching the branches of a
small fir tree.

"Cloud, what's Nancy silk?"

Without looking up, Cloudhunter said, "It comes from our side of
Divison. 'Nancy' is amortal kenning; we have others."

"Isit true that it can't be torn?"

"Not by hands. Nor cut by any dark edge.”

"What does it mean that it can't be taken?"

Cloudhunter put down his pad and charcoal. He reached inside his jacket,
drew out the end of hisstarry blue scarf. With complete patience, he said, "It
may only change hands as a free-willed gift; if solen, or sold for dross, it
aways returns, and leaves bad fortune behind. The Weaversgive itto some
of the gwaedgwir, sometimes we giveit to yours."

Cloudhunter ran the scarf through his fingers. "These, and shawls, are the
commonest gifts, ssimple flat pieces. Thereis astory of ashirt, woven dl of a
piece, ance needlewill not pierceit. | do not know if the story istrue. If it
is, dl Elfland would not ransom it."

"I see. Thank you, Cloud." Daoc tried to imagine that: at home he had
known people who wove cloth, and dl the women sewed, of course. A
fragment of a song floated through his head: without a seam, or
needlework... "How could you weave awhole shirt in
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one piece?' He thought of the drgpe of a shoulder, joining a deeve. "What
kind of loom?"

Cloud looked up a Doc. He pressed the heels of his hands together,
arched the fingers. "Eight legs, same as spin it."

"Oh." Suddenly thebeautiful cloth made him uneasy. "Tharks, Cloud."

"Always." He tucked the scarf around histhroat. "May | ask you afavor,
Doc? In return, if you please?

"Of course."

"Thereisahal of relics—a museum—in the city, just beyond the Shadow
line. Itis called the Feld, though | believe that isa person's name."

"Y eah. Thenatural history museum. I've heard of it."

"Have you ever visited it?"

"No."

"Then would you like to do so with me?"

"Now?"

"If you have no other obligations."



Mr. Patrise assured Doc that he was free for theday. "Render unto
Caesar," Patrise said.

"Sorry, sir?'

"Have Lisa give you some hones American fading money from the safe.
The World has its ways."

Cloudhunter proposed that they walk, but after consulting a map and
guidebook they decided that the museum would be exercise enough. When
Cloud go0od by Doc's Triumph, it never seemed possible that the Ellyll could
fitinto the little car, but he folded himself in without apparent effort. Doc
drove them south, over the river and into the World. The transition was
barely visgblein cear daylight, and Doc fet nothing; if Cloud did, hedidn't
show it. "l gppreciatethis,” hesadto Doc. "l have gone with Stagger Lee to
the science museum, farther down the coad, but he has never shown much
interest in this one.”

"I always figured Stagger was interested in everything," Doc said idly.

"Oh, heisby no meansimpolite. But one sees."

Doc glanced at Cloudhunter. Thesilver elf eyes were hidden by the
sunglasses.

The museum'’s columned, white marble front stretched for a block and a
half. Broad stairs led up to the doorway. Doc reached for hiswallet, but
Cloudhunter waved afinger and pad both admissions. The ticket seller
loudly and e aborately counted back the change, asif to a small child. Cloud
jingled the coins in his hand asthey walked past the booth; a few stepson,
he showed them to Doc. "Nicke and tin," he said, vaguely smiling, and
shoved them into apouch.

They were in ahigh-ceilinged hall that ran from one side of the building
to the aother, display halls opening off to either sde. "So," Doc said, "what
shal we see first?'

Cloud examined a floor-plan brochure. "Upgtairs, | think." Heled the way
up amassive staircase. The sign ahead of them read DINOSAURS.

As they entered the hall, Cloudhunter's eyes blazed—not atwinkle, but a
flash like d ose lightning. "Dragons,” he said softly.

They were surrounded by the bones of giants. Doc knew Tyrannosaurus
and Stegosaurus by sight, but the variety of shapes and sizes on display here
was a surprise. Some stood, some crawled, some ran; one dove on them
from above, having gpparently leapt from a tall glass case. They were all
only bones, of course, except in the pantingsthat accompanied the displays,
and afew surprisingly live-looking cay models. Lodking a the skd etons,
Doc was suddenly reminded of afire he'd been to, in the hours before dawn:



the sun came up on a blackened stick model of the buildings they'd tried and
failed so save. He felt the same sense of Gone, won't come back.

Cloud was moving from display to dsplay, case to case, quiet as a
shadow. Across the hall, someone pointed at him. Doc tried to keep up with
thetall df.

Cloud said, "It isn't allowed to touch ... ?"

"This one says you can," Doc sad. There was a brown bone, more than a
yard long, set in sand-colored concrete. "l think it's real.

Cloud put his fingertips delicately on the surface. "Itis genuine, Doc.
Touch it."

Doc put ahand on the bone. It felt cold, smoothed by who knew how
many hands before.

"Now teke my other hand."

Abruptly the light was danting and fierce, yellowed by dug in the ar.
Doc'svision wastilted to the right. His head hurt; so did his back and right
hip. There was a heavy, sweetish, boggy stink. Just before his eyes was a
clump of fa-staked plants, bristling with fine green shoots. the fresh scent
made his mouth water, and he pressed his head forward, but his body
wouldn't follow. He suck out his tongue, but it did no good. His... tail?...
stirred heavily, making his hip hurt even more.

Beyond the plants, blurry in the distance and haze, a mottied tan shape
moved. Teeth inches long flashed in an enormous mouth, and the shape
stumbled doser. Alarms rang somewhere in Doc's consciousness, pulling at
his muscles to move.

Doc knew what was about to happen, and that he couldn't do athing to
stop it. Thisis bad, he thought idioticaly, but could not clearly identify just
what was Bad about it, why it filled him with such urgency and rage. The
one obvious and understandable thing in his mind was the sight and smell of
those green shoots: if he could get a mouthful of those, things would be
much better. Everything dse would pass.

The all osaur stomped closer.

There was apop inside Doc's head, and he was back in the museum hall,
Cloudhunter's hand on his shoulder, Doc'sfingers tingling against the
dinosaur bone.

"| thought the sight would be interesting," Cloud said, hisvoice a soft,
plaintive rumble."| am very sorry if | digpleased you."

"No ... I..." He shook his head to clear it. "The dino died."

"Not then. Memory needs time to dwell in the bone. It never knows its
death." Cloud took his hand away slowly. "I woud never hazard you, Doc.
Still..."



"Don't be sorry, please, Cloud. It was wonderful. | didn't have any idea
you could do thingslike that."

"Oh," Coudhunter said, and turned to the text panel next to the bone.

" Seventy million years. The depth of it..."

"How old are you, Cloud?’

"|?" Cloud seemed startled by the question, and Doc worried that he had
violated some Trueblood rule. "I couldn't tell youin years. | was not there to
see the gates closed. Some of the Ellyllon were, and all of the Urthas—the
Highborn." He put his fingers on the dinosaur bone again. " Seventy million
years ... | dont know if even Urthas live so long." He gave Doc a sidewise
grin. "Though | shouldn't say suchthings. Come on, let's see more."

The next hal was lined with totem poles, painted headdresses of wood,
pottery and spears.

"These are American native, | think?' Cloud said. "From nearby?*

Doc read the labds. "These are from the Pacific Northwed. Seattle—
that's more than athousand miles. Alaska's at |east twice as far."

Cloud absorbed this, looked around again. "Are your people somewhere
here, Doc?"

"Uh... | don't think s0. Just a moment." He found a wall-mounted building
plan, scanned the listings. What was he looking for, exactly? Midwegern
Tribes of Uncertain European Ancesry?

When heturned back, Cloud was crouching by alittle girl, showing her
the silver bracd et on his left wrist. Doc had a sudden hollow feeling in his
stomach. He looked around for worried parents. There they were, closing in
quick. He'd never beat them to Cloudhunter unless he sprinted. Maybe tha
was the best idea, he thought: create a diversion. But he just walked as
quickly as he felt he could, and tried to work out the soft answer that turneth
away wrath.

"... and these are the names of my sisters. They are very long namesin
English, but we also call them First Star, and Lilac, and Cools as Rain."

"Those are pretty names,” the child said.

The father sad, "Does the blue ssone have a meaning?"

"There are four like this, cut from the same large stone," Cloud said.
"Each of us hasone in aband like this. There is no meaning beyond that."

The girl said, "Momma, if | have abrother, coud we have bracelets like
that?"

The woman laughed. "If you ever do, my dear, we'll see.”

The man said, "Would there be any offense if we did that?"



"1t would be your choice, and the jewelry of your making. There could be
no offense to take. But | am being rude. This is my friend Hallownight. He
has been explai ning the museum to me."

Doc shook hands with the father.

The woman said to her husband, "I was thinking—what about that piece
of rock crystal your grandmother brought with her from Greece? We
wouldn't need to useit all, just have afew piecescut."

The man looked thoughtful , then smiled broadly. "Just the thing." He held
out his hand to Cloudhunter again. "That's a wonderful idea. Thank you so
much."

"| am glad that it pleased you."

The family moved on. Cloudhunter watched them go, then said quietly to
Doc, "Thegirl will have a brother, the summer of next year."

"Y ou know that?"

"I believethe paents do as well. Are human children troubled by ther
brothers and gsters?’

"Sometimes. They get upset that their folks seem to like the new baby
better."

"Isthat true?' Cloud asked. The question was perfectly innocent—as a
child would ask it, with no prior knowledge.

"| suppose it issometimes. | don't have any brothers or sisters.”

Cloud wassilent. Somehow his silence seemed to echo in thelong hall.

Doc sad, "I mean... | had alittle sster, but she died when we were both
small."

"Oh," Aoudhunter said. "I am very sorry.” He looked in the direction the
family had gone. "Their fear is, | think, of some old pain, some |oss they fear
to come again.”

Doc considered this. Cloudhunter had used the Touch, of course, but it
was apparent he was al o interpreting wha the magic had shown him.
Maybe guessing as well. He wondered how Cloud had known he was
lying—well, not telling al the truth—about his sster.

For the first time since he had crossed into Shadow, Doc felt a desire for
magic, a Touch of hisown. To be able to read a patient's history from the
bones and flesh themselves, know without being told where the worst pain
was.... He glanced at Cloudhunter, who was examining an eagle-headed
totem pole and showed no sgn of hearing Doc's thought.

How did the Touch show itself?

This wam't thetime to ask. Stagger Leehad said that dves lived ther
whole lives with magic: there wasno reason to suppose Cloudhunter knew



what it was like for humans. And there were hdls and halls left to explore, a
whole world inside walls.

“Thirty-five points," Stagger Lee said, examining Doc's cards. "Good
thing for you we're not playing Hdlywood."

Doc nodded and took along swallow of beer. They were playing in his
apartment, to kill adow afternoon. He was down asubstantial number of
points—gin rummy didn't seem to be his game— but he couldn't remember
how much they'd agreed the points were worth. " Sure you wouldn't rather
play poker?

"What can you do in poker for two? 'Here's your cards. Y up, that pair
wins. Next ded.' Now, two players left out of atable full, that's interesting.”
He scooped up the cards and began shuffling. "Hey, it'snot that long till
Monday."

"Y eah. Another beer?’

"Much obliged."

Doc refilled Stagger Lee's glass from the keg. As he set the beer on the
table, Stagger fanned and interleaved the cardsin an daborate shuffle, and
said, "Last Ded dill bothers you, doesn't it?"

Doc sa down slowly. "Y ou've got aright to do wha you want with
yoursdf."

"Cool. Now say that again like you believe it."

"Look, have | ever sad aword to you about it? To anybody?

"No," Stagger said serioudly, "and | gppreciate that. But you act like the
word's stuck right there north of your xiphoid, and agood Heimlich would
pop it right out. Moreto the point, about half an hour before Last Dedl, the
fun content of poker seems to take a serious drop for you.

"It's poker. It's not about fun.”

"Nice sidestep.”

“I... just don't think | get the idea of never knowing who you're going to
sleep with."

"We aways know who. There aren't any strangersat Hats's place. Which
isthe question." He took along swallow of his beer. "Don't be offended, but
a big reason | didn't warn you about it the firg time you were there is that
you were a stranger, and you woul dn't have been allowed in anyway."

"Stagger, what's this about?"

"Oh, well, the game wasnt going anywhere, cards made me think of
Monday night, onething led to another. | dso thought it was about time to
make sure of the situation. | take it you haven't just been politely wating for
an invitation to join the game?"



"No."

"Fair enough. The other thing that you might as well know is that, on any
given night, as many of those couples are going to soend the evening
listening to Dave Brubeck, cooking an eaborate lae dinner, reading comics,
or whatever as end up playing g xty-nine pickup. Don't get me wrong: much
as| like Brubeck, | an nonetheless bisexual as| ever weas."

Stagger finished his shuffling. "Now, if you won't misunderstand, how
about | teach you honeymoon bridge?"

Woe and Ginny went to the Laughs show the following Friday. The films
had an odd, flat, gray quality, with black ha os around any bright light;
Stagger L ee explained that they were "kinescopes,” films made from early
televison.

The shows had little comedy sketches, musical numbers, blackout jokes
that lasted only seconds. Some of the longer playlets had no characters at all,
just kitchen utensils or office machines moving to music; not really funny,
past the first surprise, but oddly engross ng, watching the machinery dance.

The artist's name was Ernie Kovacs. During an intermisson, Stagger said,
"If you'd seen alot of television, this probably wouldn't [ook like much to
you."

Ginny said, "Why?"

"Because ten years laer, twenty, thirty, therest of televison started to
catch up to Kovacs's ideas. Do you remember wha he said in the third
program, about ‘the first rule of television is, if something works, beat it to
death'? Forty years after he said that, thirty after he died, TV was Hill
following that law." Stagger looked past them, into an unseen distance. "If
televisonis ever dlowed to function again, | think we could reconstruct
everything good about it from Ernie."

Doc sad, joking, "ls the world ready for that?"

"No," Stagger said serioudly. "The world is never ready for anything until
it's too late. By which time something dse hasarrived.”

They watched a sketch of people getting ready for something specid, a
party or anight out. There was no dialogue, just music, as themen in one
apartment and the women in another showered, shaved, made up, dressed
(Doc found himself staring hard at the technique of the garter srap in
closeup). This tie wouldn't knot; that socking wastorn. The music was
driving toward something, some tension that would have to be rel eased.

A doorbell rang; the women dashed to answer it. Then, abruptly, Doc
knew. There were three women in the gpartment. There were two men at the
door.



Two left with two, and the third woman, her hair and dress perfect, turned
away. The camera was looking down on her from above, above the walls of
the apartment. Doc did not think anyonein the theater was breathing, all
waiting for a doorbell, a telgphone. The woman wandered from one room to
the other, small in the depths of the shot.

The walls of the gpartment cdllapsed outward, the break of the chambered
heart. The music crashed to a gop.

He found Ginny's arm, wrapped his fingers around it.

One of the ushers was leaning over Doc. "Mr. Hallownight, you're needed
outside, gr."

He and Ginny went to the lobby. Stagger L ee was pulling on along wodl
coa and scarf. He looked worried. "Doc, Patrise wants us. Now."

"What is it? Somebody hurt?"

"Not yet. Ginny, I'm sorry. We didnt know—NMr. Patrise didn't know, it
came up suddenly and we'vegot no time. Will you get home okay?"

"Sure," she said. "Unless | can help.”

"Patrise didn't ask for you. Good of you to offer, but you'd better not get
Involved. Take notes on the good bits, will you?'

She nodded, caught Doc'ssleeve. "Cdl me when you get home, okay?"

"Oh. Yeah, | will."

Doc and Stagger slid into the TR3. "So where are we going?"

"Down by the river." He reached inside his coat, brought out a large, odd-
looking pistal with acylindrical wooden grip. "Nicenight for adrive," he
said. "But what the hell."

Doc drove into theiron tunnel under the L tracks. "Magic's weaker down
here than near Division, right? Does al this iron have something to do with
that?"

"Heard about cold iron, have you?"

"Y eah. Did it keep the Truebloods out of the Loop? When they first came
back, | mean?'

"No. As anantidoteto magic in general and elves in particular, cold iron
Isway overrated. Some people suspect al it ever did mean was tha iron
weapons gave us aslightly better chance against the fair fo ks than bronze
ones. Not to mention rocks and gicks."

Doc dowed down, swung the Triumph around a wrecked car and a half-
collapsed wdl. Above, among the dark girders, there wasa flash of bright
metal. It moved. "Stagger! Y ou see that?'

"Shit! Don't dow down!"



A figure dropped from above. A flash of purplish light gopeared near it,
and a brilliant little comet flew past the car. Doc felt hishair prickle asit
went by, and there was a sharp bang behind them.

"Maybe | should give theiron more credt," Stagger Lee sad.

Doc looked in the rear-view and saw two motorcycles swing out of an
alley, figures in long coats gunning them. From under wide-brimmed hats,
elf hair streamed long and white. Before Doc pulled his eyes back to the
road ahead, he registered that the bikes didn't have any wheelsin their forks:
they were gliding an arm'’s length above the pavement.

Stagger leaned out and fired three times. One of the bikeslaid down hard
and sidded into an L stanchion.

Doc sad, "Where do | go up here?"

"Right, next chance."

Doc dowed just enough to make the turn on all wheels, and saw another
floating bike straight in the headlights. "Hey, chicken," he said under his
breath, and floored it. The bike reared up on its rear non-wheel and came for
them. Stagger fired another round, then swore and began working at the
jammed gun.

The bike's headlight shone full-moon blueinto Doc's eyes as they came
together. There was a scraping noise, and the bike jumped the car, an empty
fork ripping the canvas top asit went over. The Triumph wavered. Stagger
had pulled something out of his coat. "When | say now, punch for the next
left!" He leaned out, threw the object. "Now!"

Doc threw the bar down, hed-and-toed around the corner, seeing a bal of
yellow and black fire erupt in the back corner of his eye. Then the two flying
bikes plunged out of the light, just black greaks in the moment of vision but
still running.

"Go! Go!"

Doc checked the rear-view. Yes, they werestill back there. After a
moment, two bikes with wheels swung in to join them: two white lights, two
blue. Ahead was one of the river bridges, asteep arched one, unlighted,
barely vighble except as ablack gap in the shimmering water. It [ooked
scratchy, like awom old film.

Stagger sad, "After the bridge, turn—"

"Look." Doc flashed his brights, making the coiled wire blocking the crest
of the bridge sparklelike dew on a spider's web. As they started up the
slope, he pulled the handbrake, threw the little car into a four-wheel drift,
praying they wouldn't roll. The suspension ran out of travel, and metal threw
sparks. They came to a stop turned one-ei ghty, pointing sraght at the bikes.



Stagger thumbed something on his pistol. It spat a long flame and played
a bull-fiddle note. Two bikes went down, the others scatered. Doc drove.

L oose bits of motorcycles sputtered and banged beneath the car. A body
went whump agai nst his door and was gone, all unseen.

There wereno more lights behind them. They were aone.

"Where to now?"

"Let methink."

*Should we jus go back to—"

"No. We needto tell Patrise." They were both gasping. "It may have just
been a random ambush."

"Y ou think so?"

"No." Stagger started to put his head down, then jerked upright, looking
around, behind, for more targets. "Not with the bridge blocked. That took
some work. So we really have to see Patrise. Turn right up here.”

A couple of blockson, Doc fdt himself rdax, just alittle, and then he
laughed. Stagger Leeturned to look a him.

"We besat 'em, didn't we?' Doc said.

"Yeah," Sagger said, and then he was laughing too. "Guess we did &
that."

"It feelslike. . ." Hetried to compare it to an ambulance run, but it wasn't
the same thing. It fdt good to bea bleeding, or shock, or astopped heart, but
this—

Stagger's voice was suddenly distant. "Next timeI'll drive and you shoot.
Then tell me what it's like. Second right here."

"The cavething?'

"That'sit."

There was a metal tunnel ahead: Sreds elevated afull level above them,
and avoid below. Patrise'sbig violet car was parked near the entrance. Doc
parked behind it.

Stagger sad, "Get out dowly. And don't show a gun.”

"| don't haveagun.”

"Good. Try to look like you don't."

Two elves stepped out of the shadows, and Doc felt his heart skip; but one
of them was Cloudhunter. Cloud had asword out, along white flare of metal
in the dark. The other elf wore ablack Ieaher jacket with throwing knivesin
chest pockets, a black baton and handcuffs hanging from his belt. Then Doc
noticed the copper buttons and the badge.

"There are elf cops?' he said.

"Pride, Integrity, Gwaed Ellyll" Stagger Lee muttered.

Cloudhunter raised a hand. "What hgppened to you?"



"We got hit," Stagger said. "Set up, | think. Is it okay down there?’

"Getting no worse," Cloud said calmly. "Patrise will want you both right
away." Doc reached for hisbag: he saw, then, the rip in the car top, e ghteen
inches long and sraght as a sted rule. Heput a hand to his temple, just
exploring. Nothing there. He looked up, saw a dark streak against Cloud's
white cheek.

"You're hurt."

"Not a all. You are needed.” Cloud said " Sergeant Aquila," and the Ellyll
officer nodded. Cloud led Doc and Stagger beneath the street. Stagger
flipped on aflashlight.

"There'sawhole level down here," Doc sad, asthey walked past riveted
iron columns, broken traffic signals, signs corroded past reading, clouds of
dust rising and fdling in the light beam. He reached into his bag for a tube of
goldenrod salve and an adhesive bandage for Cloud's cheek.

"Two levds, a one point," Stagger said.

"Why?"'

"It was supposed to solve atraffic problem." He swung the light to this
side and that. "Before my time, Doc. City planning's alost sorcery."

A car's headlights cut a slant across the street. Four, maybe five bodies
were on the pavement, a Ruthin Ellyll in ashort red leather cape and some
humans dressed in Ruthin colors. The headlight beams ended at a door, and
next to the door stood McCain, holding a Thompson with the big round
magazine. He touched a finger to the brim of his hat, pushed the door open.
From within, red light spilled out into the cold dusty underground, as from
an entrance to Hell.

They went in.

It was Hell.

There was alarge room with an iron-beamed cealing, and a freight door
into another one. Thelight was deep red, threaded with paler shafts from
flashlights. The rooms were furnished with tables and cages and racks. There
were peoplein the cages, people on the racks and tables. srapped to them,
roped to them, bolted and nailed to them. There was aheavy smell of blood
and urine and shit. The people looked like drawings in anatomy books,
though the light was so red it was hard for Doc to tdl what he was seeing,
what only imagining. Some of them moved, with the scrgpe of metal, the
crunch of bone.

There was a soft, wavering moaning through the room, a sound that
pierced graght from the earsto the base of the spine; more horrible than
screaming, because it should have been screaming. This was Hdl as Doc



had always understood it: a mass-production pan factory with everybody
suffering at maximum efficiency and nobody dying on the job.

Doc pushed the salve and bandageinto Cloud's hand, no longer seeing
them.

Mr. Patrise came out of the next room. He was walking stiffly, his face
shadowed by hiswide fla hat. "Hallow," he said, quite clearly, "I'm glad
you're here. | hope you have morphine. Shall we send for more?"

Most of Doc's brain wanted to yell out loud that giving pain shots here
was plowing up lowawith anail file, but he didn't. He put hisbag on a
narrow, empty table and got out all the stuff he had, loaded up with
meperidine. He looked at Stlagger Lee, sad with a cam he couldn't quite
understand, "Did you know about this?"

"This? No. No. | thought maybe, a couple of animals—but this, holy
clockwork angels, no."

"Give me a hand, will you?"

Stagger nodded unsteadily. They went to one of the occupied tables, Mr.
Patrise following a few steps behind. The body on the rack might have been
female, but that was just a guess. It wastough enough to be sure it was
human.

Doc shook hishead. He wasn't thinking hard enough. "Mr. Patrise, is
Cloudhunter busy?'

"Not if you require him."

"Well—" Helooked around. "We can save some effort if any Ellyllon
here go straight home to Elfland. Probably save some of thar lives, too. But
I'm not sure I'd know which is which. | thought maybe another df would."

"An excellent thought, Hallow. But there are no Ellyllon here. That is
quite certain.”

"All right. Stagger, can you give me a hand with this one?"

Stagger Lee nodded. He fingered the damps holding down the victim's
ankles, unfolded a pocket tool and spun off the bolts.

The body gave an arless howl and the legs bent up, tryingto curl into a
fetd pogtion, hard as cramp could pull them. Doc pushed thedrugin,
grabbed an ampule of haloperidol and gave tha as well. The body sagged.
Thelidless eyesrolled over. Doc forced himself to touch the body. There
wasn't any pulse or breathing. Raw meat, Doc thought, and it didn't put an
inch of distance between him and the body.

"Tell you what, Doc," Stagger said, "let's go toss now, get the suspense
over with."



They went outside and vomited into adark corner. Doc wiped his tongue
on agauze pad; Stagger pushed aflask into his hand, and he swallowed the
whiskey straght.

At the red-lit door, they both slowed down, not ready at all to go back in.
A bladk shape, humped and broad, crossed the light, and Doc's chest seized
up; but it wasonly the combined slhouettes of McCan and Mr. Patrise.

Patrise said to Stagger Lee, "We got some of the equipment. They werein
the process of removing it. | would like to believe that our i nformation was
simply late, and not someone else's early." He stopped suddenly, said, "That
startled you. Why?"

Stagger told Patrise about the ambush.

"| see" Patrise sad. "For awhile we will act asif thisal was just
unfortunate timing. Fnd Wolfpond; he'l take you around to the loading
area. Give me your assessment tomorrow.

"Hallow, we ill need you inside. If you would, please."

" Stagger?' Doc said.

"Yeah," Sagger said, but didn't move.

"Got adeck of cards?'

Stagger blinked once, then pulled a battered pack of seamboats from his
pocket.

"Thanks," Doc sad. "I'll replace ‘'em."

Doc and Mr. Parise went in. It was worse the second time. The shock was
over, and the detail s showed more clearly. Hands, faces, wha was | eft of
them.

Mr. Patrise said, "The cards are for what?"

"Triage markers. Dead get a spade. Too bad to spend time saving, a club.
Anybody who jug needs first aid, not that | expect many, gets adiamond.
The hearts are the ones we focus on."

"Very good, Hallow. | will passthe word."

Doc gsarted wdking the tables, stopping to ook for responsive pupils,
check for breathing and blood pressure, poke a exposed visceraand bone.
He didn't lay down any diamonds no surprise there. What surprised him was
how few drew spades. Despite the damage, most of the victims were holding
on by their splintered fingertips.

Once, at home, his crew had been cdled ahundred miles out to help with
atown atwister had chainsawed through. There had been this much mess,
then, but the sorting was mostly done by the time they'd arrived. "Hey,
friend," one of the local paramedics had said to him, "let me show you a card
trick."



Doc was awarethat as he wdked, and made deasions, Mr. Patrise's other
people had become very quiet around him. Asthey did, he could hear the
soft hum of moaning from those who coul dn't move but weren't yet gone.

Mr. Patrise was ganding quite still at one side of the chamber, McCain
still his armed shadow. Doc said, "Do we have any backup coming?"

"Everyone here knows some first ad. All will follow your drections. |
would not expect anything beyond that."

Doc flipped a heart, more from hope than honesty, and got a coupl e of
people working, just to break the silence and gillness. "Then most of these
people are gonnadie. Maybe al of them." Doc paused, swallowed hard,
fought down the urge to vomit again. "Don't mean to be rude, Sr, but that's
it."

"Understood, Hallow. What do you propose to do?"

Y ea, Doc thought, though | walk through the valley of the shadow of
Death, | shall fear no evil, for somebody put mein charge. Then he pushed
himself to think for real, and he knew what the true decision was.

It was something the fire guys talked about, late on call; dways about
themselves, because—well, you were dlowed to decide for yourself.
Suppose awall collapses, and I'm rice pudding south of the sternum. Y ou
won't make me live like that, right?

Y ou know, if | wasgonnabe stuck in awheelchair. . . . if | last my eyes. .
.my right hand. . . my nuts. . .

Somehow it never got to the last word, the action verb. Now and then
somebody'd say "Save th' lagt bullet for yerself," in a John Wayne drawl.
Every ambulance, and most of the firetrucks, had a pistal, against
regulations. They were always generic name-brand revol vers, the kind
everybody had in abedroom drawer. Easy to drop in a creek, no hard
guedtions.

"It's like this," Docsad a lagt. "If we do nothing, they'll de. If we move
them, most of them will die anyway. If somehow we manageto patch one or
two together—what'll be left of them?"

Quietly, just above the rumble of thedying, Mr. Patrise said, "I asked you
what you could do, and | accept your answer."

"Okay." Doc ran ahand over his bag. "Morphine would work, but we'd be
wasting it. | don't think they'll even feel bullets."

"You heard, Lincoln?"'

"Sir." McCan handed the Tommy gun to Mr. Patrise and drew one of his
45s,

"I cando it, sir,” Doc said, and immediately wondered if it sounded as
stupid to the others asit did to himself.



"Itisnot your job to do so," Patrise said, with alack of intensity that
seemed somehow kind. “"And you work for me. Go home now." His eyes
were jud black in the unholy light. "1 will see you out. Lincoln, you will
wait for me."

Doc followed the small man into the iron-framed stregt. Patrise said, "You
are not to go home alone. Do you understand that? Take Cloudhunter with
you."

Doc nodded. "He's hurt alittle. | should fix that."

"Very good. Lincolnisslightly hurt aswdl; if you will wait at your car, |
will send him out."

"Sure. I'm not—oh. We left Ginny at the theater—I mean, it wasnt too far
from her place, but—"

"If you wigh to visit her, by all means do."

"No. No, I'd be—I just—"

"My peope are under my protection, Hallow. But | will make certan." He
turned, sood dlhouetted in the red doorway. "I appreciate the difficulty of
what you had to do tonight. Y ou understand that | won't gpologize for it."

Quicker than he could think, Doc said, "Will you tdl them I'm sorry?"

"I will," Patrise said, and was gone.

Doc forced himself to turn around and walk to the car. It was arelief to
patch up Cloud's cheek. McCain had a shallow gash amost the whole length
of hisleft thigh. Doc cut away his trouser leg, dressed and bandaged it with
McCain sitting in the Triumph's passenger sea. McCan held apistol ready
all through the operation, then said thanks and went back to the building.

Doc and Cloud piled into the car, drove into the dark.

"Cloud. . . what was that place? What was it for?"

"They were drawing power for magic. A great ded of power."

"From the people?"

"Lifeisagreat source."

Doc was quiet a moment. "Do you know who they were?'

"A gang of humans. Whisper would not have dared do such athing to
Ellyllon."

"Whisper?'

"Hisname is Whigper Who Dares the Word of Words in Darkness. He is
guite insane. . . though perhapsthat isobvious. | do not say it to separate
him from my kind. We are not human, but..we are nat dl like him."

"I know that, Cloud."

Doc drove into the garage. Jesse shook his head over the state of the
Triumph's ragtop, and pointed out a spattering of shot scars in the trunk lid.
Doc hadn't noticed.



Lisa, in thetelephone room, told Doc that Ginny had cdled, wanting to be
called back no matter how late. "I'll put it through to your room," she said.

The phone was ringing when he got there. "Hello."

"Areyou al right, Doc? There was arumor about some big shooting."

"Yeah. We're al okay. Lincon and Cloud got scratched, but they're fine."

"You're ure?’

"All the noise was over when wegot there." He found suddenly that he
really did want to see her, hold her dose; wanted to—

Then he wondered if he would ever be able to want anything again.

"L ook, I'm probably going to have to gay inthe rest of the weekend, but—
could | see you next Friday?"

"Yes."

"We'll do something. Think aout wha you'd liketo do."

She didn't answer at once. Doc wondered how he sounded to her. Findly
shesad, "l will, Doc. Good night."

He went downgtairs and had the kitchen make him aplain hot eggnog—
no brandy, no sleeping powder. He didn't want to wake up aoruptly,
sometime in the dark small hours. He got abook from the library, a Rafael
Sabatini swashbuckler with brave, kind heroes and the certain promise of a
happy ending.

Sometime after midnight the lights flared and died. He was't Sleepy yet,
so lit the hurricanes and kept reading. Sometime after three he jerked awake
from a doze, doused the lights and crawled into bed; it didn't work. He it a
lamp again, picked up the book.

At five-thirty, still asdark as midnight, he went downstairsagan in his
robe and dippers to get some food. The dining room was candlelit. A glver
coffee service was on the table, ablue flame keeping it hot. Fay was there,
sitting back with a cup cradled in her hands, her feet propped up on the sea
of another chair.

She turned, saw him, started to St up draght. Doc raised hishands. "No,"
he said, "it's all right, stay right there," and tried to put it into gestures.

She smiled, resumed her position, pointed at the coffee, an empty chair
nearby. He poured, sa.

Fay pointed at him. She held up her index fingers, brought them together,
made a crad e-rocking motion with her arms, pointed at him again. Doc
thought. She knew who his girlfriend was, certainly—then hegot it. Do you
have afamily?

He held up the parent fingers, brought them together, pointed at himself,
spread his empty hands. She nodded, tapped her chest. Same with me. Then
she held up the fingers again, dowly folded them over.



"I'm sorry," Doc said, and shut his mouth.

She shook her head, opened her lips, made a rolling-on motion with her
hands.

So hetaked: he told her aout planting and haying, and silly stuff he'd
done with Robin, and the time the twister barely missed the house. He
gestured alot a fird, but Fay seemed more interested in just hearing the
sound of his voice. So he just td ked, with illustrative movements now and
then, until he noticed that the sun was up. The poached egg and toast that the
butler had brought him more than an hour ago were dead cold, untouched.

He turned away from the window, back to Phasia, and his eyelids dropped
like fire curtains. She laughed then. It was a sound somewhere between a
baby's laugh, wind chimes, and a slver piccolo. She stood up, put her hands
on his cheeks, and kissed him on the forehead. Then she pressed her palms
together, put her head down-to-sleep on them, and tgpped Doc on the head.

"Yeah, | think you'reright," he said, and went upstairsto sleep dl day.

The house was quiet that weekend. Everyone seemed to be keeping in.
Doc atein his room, finishing the Sabatini adventure and starting another,
then shuttling down to the infirmary to read on shock and trauma.

He passed Stagger Lee once in the dining room. Stagger wasstaring a a
half-eaten roast beef sandwich as if it were a chess problem. "Want to play
some poker?' Doc said.

Stagger looked up, his expression lightening. "That's ... well... not now,
thank you."

"Give meacall if you change your mind."

"Sure."

"Stagger . .. did any of them make it?"

"None of them."

Doc could nearly convince himself that he couldn't have made any real
differenceto his patients' surviva—not even touching what surviving might
have meant. He kept catching himself garing emptily at the wall, the book
idle in hislap, thinking, thinking.

Part of it washis old job. People didn't diein the ambulance. Often
enough they were dead when you got to the scene, and dl you did was haul
goods, that was unhappy, but it wasn't bad. If the patient was dive, he stayed
aliveuntil you got him to the emergency room. His heart might stop, but you
just maintained the compress ons and ventilation. The declaration, thetime
check, the paperwork, were in somebody dse's hands.

None of them. Damn.



Sunday evening he picked up the phone three times to call Ginevra. But
he didn't.

On Monday Patrise announced early inthe day that everyone was to meet
for dinner at La Mirada. Doc packed up and went early, just after opening.
As he had hoped, Ludus wasthere, stting alone.

"Good evening, Doc. Buy amember of thefree and unbribable press a
drink? Or here's a better one: Tell me what tomorrow's column is about and
I'll buy yours."

"Y ou heard about what happened Friday night?' Doc said cautioudy.

"Ah. Not an ideal topic, Doc. Meddle not with the preconceptions of
audiences, for they are obtuse and quick to switch channels.”

"Channels?'

"Newspapers, | should have said. My, how hard some habitsdie."

"lt's—"

"It's Whisper. And yes, Doc, the incident is news. It isn't features. Mark
the difference.”

"Y ou know gbout him, then. Whigper."

"1 know about Whigper Who Dares. We aren't acquai nted."

Doc waited. L ucius didn't say any more. Doc said, "What do you think he
was trying to do?"

Lucius said slowly, "Y ou redly want to talk about it, don't you?'

Doc pressed his hands on the table.

"Well, you cant," Lucius said, more coldly than Doc had ever heard him
speak. "l keep telling you, confidences aren't my beat. Just the opposite.”

"Who do you suggest | do talk to?"

"Birdsong on trust in one paragraph: Nobody. Y ou do not live anong
such people, good people though they are. You do nat, in fact, live in such a
world, good world though it is. ... On second thought, you do know someone
who can keep a secret.”

"Whao?"

"Phasia."

"Thanks," Doc sad unpleasantly, and then suddenly he began to
understand. Something was horribly wrong, locked up insde Lucius, and he
couldn't peak it directly; he wastelling Doc the only way he could. Doc felt
angry with himself for not hearing it sooner.

"Would you mind td ling me something, then?"

"Within the bounds of time, knowledge, and the language.”

"What do you know about Mr. Patrise? How he got started, | mean.”

L uciuslooked sad, but no longer cold and angry. "l guess you're buying
the drinks, huh."



"Sure."

"There are alot of stories. | came late to him, so stories are al | know,
kapeesh? For something doser you'll haveto talk to someone who was there
earlier—Stagger Lee, maybe, Cloudhunter. McCain goes the farthest back,
but, well. So are gories all right?"

"Yes."

"He was a South Side kid, that's pretty certain. There's a story that when
he was, oh, nine, ten, he carried books everywhere he went. If you laughed
at the bookworm, you found out how neatly a signature binding could hide a
stiletto. I'm not sure | believe that one. Or if it's true, | think Patrise has put it
along way behind himself.

"A reliable tale is that he put together a gang to turn over rare coin shops.
Pure burglary, no bodily harm anyone'sheard of, though it's your call to
believethat part. They were very selective: gold and slver, none of the dloy
coins that came later. Some stamps, appaently. And some pemies were
made out of shellcase metal after World War Two: they always got those.

"Later, so spools the yarn, they quit that and went on to plumbing
suppliers and salvage yards—copper and zinc and lead in quantity."

"Lead?'

"Thisisawha gory, not awhy story. Eventudly, as most of the smarter
gangstersdid, he moved | egitimate. Like them, he was providing what
people wanted, not necessarily what they needed— placeslikethis, the
coffee trade."

"l see

"Y ou say that like you know what it dl means. It wasn't Patrise who
decided the returning elves were Cuban commies from Mars, and saved
Miami from afate worse than death by turning it into a radioactive lagoon.

"Patrise was made inrefiner's fire, out of true metal," Lud us said.
"Whereasthe Great Spirit made me of sawdust and printer'sink and cheap
scotch, and was working under deadline."

"Oh, Ludus, gop it."

"1 know what you want to know about." Lucius's voice had a rough edge,
partly whiskey. "And | can't help you. If it were a simple matter of betraying
a confidence, that would be no trouble a all, just as | say. But it's beyond
that. | wish | could help you, Doc, you're agood guy, but | can't.”

Patrise came in then, and at once the evening had organization and
direction.

McCain and Stagger L ee had come with Patrise, Carmen, and Phasa, but
not Ginny or Cloudhunter. Doc wondered if Ginny was alone. He wondered
what he would do about it if she were.



Carmen came onstage, in atight gold bl ouse that showed one shoulder
and atriangle of midriff, atrailing black skirt.

Say how you cut it

You 'll never getitsothin

An edge of softness

To turn the hardness within
When will your facefall

After thelong masguerade

The razor's open

Come out and dance on the blade
So here's atip of the hat

To al the melancholy people

So uncertain what they 're ready to fed
(Waitin " al night)

Diamond cut diamond

Silk cut steel

During the second verse Mat and Gloss came out, doing a sharp turn
around the floor timed to the lyrics. It wasn't really interpretive. Doc
supposed that might have made people nervous.

So here's atip of theglove

To al the solitary people
Undercover in the world of the real
(Hidin' dl night)

Diamond cut diamond Silk cut sed

Pavel was standing in the doorway, making a hand signal. Patrise nodded
and looked away. Pavel stared, then went back into the foyer.

So here's atip of the shoe To dl the predatory people Overeager for the
whip and the hed (Playin' all night) Diamond cut diamond Sk cut steel

Carmen and the dancers took their bows, disgppeared through the
curtains. The room lights came up.

Everybody turmned around.

Two new people were standing jus inside the door. One was atall, dark-
skinned woman with black-and-white hair. She had mirrored sunglasses
abovelips like a surgica incision. She waswearing along trenchcoat of
silver-gray leather over aloose white cotton suit; no shirt, athin strip of



metallic silver cloth around her long throat. Her hands were thrust into the
coat pockets, not casually.

The other was the shortest elf Doc had ever seen, aman built like a bull,
his white hair cut down to fuzz on hisskull. He had sunglasses as well,
heavy-framed black ones. Doc had to check again that he was really
Trueblood, and not an albino human, but the ears were definite, as were the
weirdy delicate hands—really weird, onthose piston forearms. He wore a
black team jacket for the Topanga Toons, heavy gray trousers bloused into
cycle boots. His wide belt had abunch of pouches and dips; a white rod,
thin as apencil and eghteen inches long, rode in a deeve, and there were
handcuffs hanging on the other side.

They were cops They didn't look like any cops Doc had ever seen before,
but he knew anyway.

Someone at another table said, in an awful fake British accent, "l say,
Patrise, we'renot being bally raided, are we?"'

"Relax, Nigdl," Patrise said, with complete unconcern. "The Miradais not
raided. Have another brandy." He stood up. "Officers. We haven't had the
pleasure my name is Patrise, and this is my establishment. Won't you please
share our hospita ity ?*

The two cops came to the table. The tension level dropped a hairsbreadth.

"I'm Lieutenant Rico," the woman said. "This is my partner, Lieutenant
Linn." The words might have been geel blanks rolling out of the mill.

Patrise said, "Newly arrived."

"Specia assgnment. For the Shadow Cabinet."

"Yes, who else. Do sit down. Is there something | can offer you? Coffee?"

Linn put his fingertips together. Rico said " Coffee would be nice of you."
They sat down. Alvah played "A Nightingale Sang," and couples came out
to dance. The dub settled back.

Lieutenant Rico didn't tak much. Lieutenant Linn made an appreciaive
gesture when his coffee was sarved, but didn't talk at al.

Patrise said, "You're on special assgnment here, you say."

"I did."

"Not voluntary? | think | should be insulted for my city."

"Isit your dty, sir?'

" People make cities theirs. Robert Moses and Richard Daley intheir
ways, Samuel Johnson and Colette in theirs. Excuse me: and Robert Ped,
Eugene Vidocq, and Eliot Nessin thers."

Rico sad, "And Capone and O'Banion and Moran?"

"Bugsor Colonel Sebastian?"



Rico turned her head. The silver glasses hid anything that might have
been cdled expression. Shesad, "You have areputation as well, Mr.
Patrise."

"Y ou're not looking to change employers.”

"The Cabinet wants the Stuation here dealt with."

"Do you mean Whisper Who Dares?!

"l mean the stuation."

"That's an admirable desre of the Cabinet."

"They want to avoid a gang war."

"Youdidn't say ‘at all costs."

"Should | have?'

"No. The Shadow Cabinet never writes ablank check to anybody."

"That'strue. It's also true that it takes two ddes to have awar."

"Oh, no, Lieutenant. There you're wrong. It takes far more than two sides.
There are dl those people behind the lines: the ones who support it, supply
it, stand faci ng the walls when the colors pass, and generally say Why Not,
all making their particular contributions. All the really good trades are
triangle-plus.”

Patrise went on, histone light, friendly, even merry. "Y ou're an officer of
some experience, Lieutenant, you and your partner; your reputation has been
here before you. How many Ruthins and Silverlords have you hauled off
how many pinkies? How many Vamps and Snaketooths and miscellaneous
starving freelance shiv artists have you scraped off the sidewalk, only to see
them retumed or replaced by your next turn around the beat? And has there
ever been an end of shift when you took off your weapons and armor and
said to yourself, 'At last the world is safe for law and jugtice?"

Lieutenant Rico said pleasantly, "l won't take that as an insult, sir."

"Not meant as one. | am, as| am certain you and your patner are aware, a
voting member of the Shadow Cabinet. Which means that the other
members were confident | would not be outvoted. So which arch-ironists
pulled you off that unending duty to visit my city and, you'll excuse me, deal
with agang war?"

He had never raised hisvoice. If anyone beyond the table had heard him
above Alvah's music, they had paid no atention.

Rico sad, "Thank you for the coffee, Mr. Patrise." She started to rise.

"There's another act onstage in amoment. | think it would be for the best
if you gayed that much longer."”

"Isthat a threat, sir?'

"I never make threats. It's apromise.”



Rico good quite still, drumming her fingers on the chair back. Then she
sat, Linn following. The lights dimmed.

Fay sang.

It was ahappy song—upbeat, a least, Doc didn't recognize the lyric—but
you could never get up and dance to Fay's music. Something suspended dl
action deep down. Something about The Voice in joy was nearly unbearable.
Doc redized that he had never heard her ang aredly sad song. People might
die of that.

Or, he thought, of joy.

When she finished, Rico was entirdy still; Linn's head wasbent, his eyes
closed, anivory Buddha. Finally Rico said, "Thank you for your hospitality,
sir.”

"You're welcome aways."

The detectives left. As always after Phasia's set, athers began drifting out
as well.

Patrise said, " So what do you think, Stagger?"

"Linn is adynamicsmaster, no question about it. No indications from
Rico; she might have a touch of pure receive, but | doubt it. Pickups tend to
be brittle. She didn't Srike me as brittle."

"Lincoln?"

"They're serious enough."

Patrise rose, went around the room shaking hands and saying a few words
here and there. "Coming, Hallow?'

"I'll be dong."

"No hurry. If the Lieutenants should come back, make them welcome,
will you?'

"I'll do my best."

"But of course." Patrise waved and went out. Doc looked around for
L ucius, who was sill sitting a his corner table near the bar.

"Thiswasthe place they first called them coppers, do you know, Doctor,"
Luciussad. "For their uniform buttons. Thisisthetrue folklore, accept no
substitutes.”

Doc nodded. He could sense the pressure going critical insde Lucius, and
as much ashe wanted to know wha was wrong, and to help fix it, Lucius
showed no sgn of explaining himself, and Doc didn't want to be present at
the explosion. "Good night," he said. "I'm sorry | coudn't help with your
column.”

"You did, though," Lucius sad. "I'll have to oweit to you. Have Shaker
send over the d' a phanumeric piano, will you?'



He did, and then he went home. He left word to have the newspaper sent
up as soon as it arrived, and dept very badly until it did.

THE CONTRARIAN FLOW

by Lucius Birdsong

Do you hear the horns of Elfland,

Sounding in the night?

Hear them calling souls from slumber

At the trafficlight.

Can you hear the horns of Elfland,

Echo 'crossthe dd1?

Mind, oh mind, your left rear fender

Parking paralld. Now you hea the horns of Elfland,

At the close of day, Seeking out the vile offender
Walking like ajay. Should you hear the horns of Elfland
Soar and swell and wax, Copper voices soon shall follow,
Getting just the facts. When you hear the horns of Elfland
Cleave the night in twain, Just remember, on the Levee
Law and Order reign.

Just areminder, gentle readers, that from time to time the moon smiles
down upon Our Fair Levee with something redly putrid caught between its
teeth; and if you have been wondering lately if we arereally livingin a
rationa universe, why, others are wondering too. Good night, good night,
sleep tight.

"I have amessage for you," Parise sad the next day. "Norma Jean's
feeling much better, and she'd like to meet the man who saved her life."

"Is she coming here?'

"No," Parise said slowly, and then, "l think this is best done in the World,
iIf you don't mind adrive. There's a nice place on the North Side, not too far
for either of you."

"All night."

"Six tomorrow evening, then."

It was dmost sunset Wednesday when Doc drove out through the Shadow
fire, and full dark when he reached the restaurant, asmall place, dark and
quiet. He gave his name, and was taken to an enclosed booth that might have
been the only one in the place.

A few minutes later, there was a mechanical whirr. A motorized
wheelchair gppeared. Norma Jean was in it, working a control with her right
hand. A tdl man in adark suit walked a gep behind.



Doc sood up. NormaJean smiled. The man in the suit looked hard a
Doc.

NormaJean sad, "I'll seeyou laer, Eddie,"” and the man vanished. "Oh,
come on, sit down." She laughed. "I sure am."”

She was wearing a navy-blue jacket over alow-necked white blouse, a
skirt jug to her knees, ankle-trgpped high hed s with little silver buckles.

"Can |—" He reached for the push handles on the chair.

"Nope. Sit." She drove the chair up to the table, and he sat down. He saw
that her left arm was in ading inside the jacket, the hand pale and limp
aganst her chest.

A waiter did out of the dark. "Just some tea, please," Norma Jean sad.
"How about you, Doc?'

"Teasfine."

"I miss coffee," she said, once the waiter had gone. She settled back inthe
chair. "l wondered what you'd look like. Anna—you know, on the
switchboard—said you were red Irish. Are you really?' Her voice was fla,
neither musicd nor unpleasant; Doc supposed her wind must be short.

He touched hishair. "Really."

She laughed. "I meant Irish, not red.”

"Somewhere way back, | think. Is your family Irigh?"

"Polish and German. But that's away back too. Seven generaions in the
city, I think it's seven. Wemade it to the Gold Coad in the Twenties. My
great-grandfather was in the Dion O'Banion gang."

"Yeah?' hesad, and then wondered if it was the wrong topic.

But she grinned and said "The real thing. My granddad, his son, used to
tell me stories about it. See, when he was little—Granddad, | mean—his dad
wouldn't talk to him about the gang days. He'd only say 'l just drove acar, |
never shot nobody," and that it was all made up for the movies.

"But when the war started—you know, with the Japanese and the
Germans?"

"Yeah."

"Well, Granddad was going to sign up, because, you know, everybody
was. Thenhisdad said, "‘We're gonnago on atrip first." Granddad said, 'How
long? "Two weeks oughtado it. Can't winthe war in two weeks, can't lose it
either.' So they gat in the car—it was a big Cadillac, that's what Great-
granddad dways drove, they called him Cadillac Billy—and they went up to
Wisconsin. Granddad thought it was a hunting trip, or maybe icefishing.

"They got to this lodge in the woods. It belonged to a couple of guys from
the mob days. There were pictures and newspaper dippings al over the



walls, of everybody—AIl Capone, Moran, O'Banion, Torrio. They said John
Dillinger wastryingto get back there, to hide, when the G-Men shot him.

"And they had this arsenal—Tommy guns and shotguns and pistols and
grenades. And Granddad spent two weeks learning how to use them all. And
to fight with aknife he could scrap okay, any kid could in those days, but
this was serious. His dad said, 'Two weeks ain't much, but it's better than
you're gonna learn from the Army, 'cause most of them guys never had to do
it for red. Unless they were like me.' He even made out alist of guys who'd
been in the gangs, who Granddad could trust if he needed help. Granddad
said he burned the list after the war, because too many of the men on it were
heroes then. You want some more tea?'

"Sure," Doc said. When it came, Norma Jean said, "Could you dump two
spoons of sugar into mine, and ir it up? This one-wing suff is no good."

"Your arm’s going to be okay, isn't it?"

"Oh, yeah! | didn't mean that—you know | wouldn't have it a all if it
weren't for you. They said it may always be alittle weak, but I've got
therapy three days a week, and Granddad—well, let me finish that story."

"Please."

"Well," she said, alittle more softly, "Granddad says that, when they were
up there in the woods, fighting and shooting, it was the fird time he redly
felt like hisdad loved him, you know? 'Cause he was teaching him what he
knew to stay alivein the war. But then he joined the Marines, and he went
off and fought, and after he'd fought for awhile ... he understood that his
dad'd loved him all the time before—hadn't wanted his son to grow up with
guns and knives and wars al thetime."

Doc waited. She didn't say any more. He said, "Your Granddad must be
quite aguy. ... | mean, is he still dive?'

"Oh, yeah," she said. "He saw me every day | wasin the hospital, and he
helps me withmy PT. He says | ought to learn to shoot a bow and arrow—
you know, an Amazon." She looked down at hersdf, where the chest wound
was hidden. Then she grinned again. "When | got so | could gt up, he said
he was making plans to bust me out of the hospita—you know, go over the
wall a midnight, like in the movies. He made me promise thet if he was ever
in, I'd—" Her voice caught. "—crash him out. Funny thing to say, huh."

Doc flashed on the end of High Sierra, with Bogart shot down in the
desert, and the girl trying to understand his last words, asking what it meant
when a man crashes out.

That's afunny thing to ask, sster, the cop replied. It meanshe's free.

He had a sudden terrible certainty of what Norma Jean'sgrandfaher had
meant.



"You could meet him," Norma Jean wassaying. "l think he'd like to meet
you. I'm sure he wauld. He's never redly been to Town, and keeps saying he
should. He callsit Old Town—you know the song? 'Therelll bea hot timein
Old Town tonight'. . . ?"

"Intheold town."

"No. That was later, when people weren't singing about this city anymore.
When the song waswritten, it was about Old Town here. Redly."

"I didn't know. Sorry."

"Nothing to be sorry about. Even people who grew up here don't know
that. Ludus Birdsong, the reporter, told me. Do you know Lucius?"

"Yes."

"Oh, of course you do—someone said h«e wrote about you. He's such a
swell guy, but, you know, so odd—I mean, you wanna carry atorch, okay,
but do it for someone who's at |east on your side of the street.”

Doc waited, but that ssemed to bethe end of that discussion. Then she
said, quite from nowhere, "You living d one?"

He took her meaning at once, somewhat to his own surprise. "1'm seeing
somebody. Pretty regula."”

He saw lights fade within her. "I'm glad," she said, earnedtly. "Do you
ever see Chloe Vadis?'

" Sometimes at the club."

"I heard one of her girls ran away. Jolie-Marie, thelittle one. | mean,
petite, you know."

Doc nodded supidly.

"My mom would die,” Norma Jean sad, to no one in particular, and then
painfully, "No, shed die"

Then Doc understood. Norma Jean was stuck in the World now, and she
wanted back—back with Mr. Patrise, or somebody clase to him, like Doc.
Even working for Chloe the madam would be a way back to the bright
lights.

But there she was, in tha chair. Just like Robin had been.

Floundering, he said, "I'll tl Mr. Patrise that you're better. | know he'll be
glad to hear it. And—I really would liketo meet your grandfather."”

She nodded.

Doc tried to think ahead. " Some night we should . . . spring him. Get him
tothe Mirada, & leas. My car won't hold three, but | could borrow one of
the others.”

"Oh, wouldn't that be great?' The light returned to her face, briefly.
"Unless he—it might not be like he remembers. Wantsto remember. | just
don't know."



In that moment Doc knew the meeting was over. In the next moment
Norma Jean was telling him how much fun she'd had, how great it had been
to meet him. She touched the control and rolled her char back from the
table; Doc stood up hastily.

She was offering him no hand to shake, and even asmall kiss on the
cheek would have required him to swoop and bend over her in the chair. So
he just stood. The man in the dark suit regppeared; he seemed to take no
notice a all of Doc.

She gopped, rolled back toward him. "Granddad said | should be good to
you," shesad unsteadily. "That somebody who does— what you do—was
really special. You'l tell everybody | miss them, won't you?"

"Of course.”

"And tell your girlfriend you're special,” she said then, in avoice full of
agony and venom. She tumed away and was gone.

As hedrove back, awindblown winter rain began to fdl, that scattered the
ghost fires of the Shade far acrossthe red city.

Friday afternoon, Doc went upstairsto see Patrise. He wassitting behind
his slver desk in along violet dressng gown, feet up, alarge book of art
reproductions openin his lap.

"| don't expect we'll need you tonight, Hallow," hesaid. "Have apleasant
evening."

Doc hesitated.

Patrise said, "Was there something e se?'

"| was thinking," Doc said, "you know, with all the stuff | carry in my
bag, it'sawonder | haven't been jumped beforethis."”

"Do you think s0?" Patrise said, sounding interested.

"It makes sense. | mean, | drive a car everybody can recognize, and they
probably know | don't carry agun.”

"You haven't wanted to carry agun.”

"I gill don't. | jud.. . guess | ought to be more careful, from now on."

Patrise's voice cut right acrass the nonsense. "Who do you think it was
that set usup, Hallow? Are you afraid it was Ginevra?"

"No, it couldn't have—she didn't know anything about what was
happening, any more than | did."

"You don't know that," Patrise said, cam. "Y ou don't have any way of
knowing that."

"No," Doc sad, and gopped while he still had hisvoice.

Patrise put his book on the desk, sa up in his chair facing Doc. "But /
know, Hallow. And she did not."



"Then ... do you know—who?"

"Let metell you something about people, Hallow. If you give people
work that makes them feel strong and useful, then they will become strong
and useful. Ther strength, through you, is power, and astounding things can
be done with that power. Impossible things.

"Keep the same people in fear, and you may still get use from them, but
never drength. If they find srength despite you, the firg thing they will do
with it is bring you down. No matter what it costs. Understand that very
well, Hallow: any being with ared soul will prize it dbove anything—
certanly abovelife."

"A soul."

"I am not excuding the Truebl oods. If Cloudhunter has no soul, then
souls are surdy overrated." He leaned back. "Have you thought about where
to take Ginevra tonight?"

"Oh. .. the movies, probably."

"Why don't you teke her off the Levee?”

"ls something wrong?'

"Not that | know. Y ou should visit the World now and then. The Art
Institute is open late tonight. It's not far. Barely past the Shade. M ade dinner
plans?"

"No."

"The Berghoff should do. Here." He scribbled a note, sgned it, folded it.
"Please, take it. Let me have my fun."

"Thank you, gr."

Patrise waved. "And think about the Art Institute.”

"I'll ask Ginny."

"Yes. Tell me, Hallow, if you don't mind ... do you make her laugh?’

"Uh ..." Doc had to turn histhoughts sharply around. "She laughs at the
movies. And other times too."

"Good," Mr. Patrise said. "It is an extraordinary thing, that half the human
species should need laughter so much from the other haf. Itisno small gift,
you know, Hallow. Magic and Elfland have no substitute for it. Now, the
bes of nightsto both of you, Hallow."

It was beginning to snow when they left the Shadow. Suddenly the air was
on fire, turning the snowflakes blood-red; Ginny gasped, and Doc stopped
the Triumph for several minutes while they watched the silent, heatless
firestorm.



Ginny took hishand. Under her winter coat she was wearing a ruffled
white blouse with asmall dring of pearls, along black irt. "I'd forgotten
the fire," she said, sounding astonished.

The plague NEW ART INSTITUTE OF CHICAGO was on agray stone
building that must have been a department store before the world shifted.
The entrance was flanked by huge bronze lions, one old and green, one
looking nearly new. A guard tipped his hat asthey came through the door;
Ginny scanned abrochure on wha to see first, and dragged Doc up a flight
of gairs, directly to ahuge painting of strolling people: Seurat's Sunday
Afternoon on the Idand of La Grande Jatte. Doc had seen pictures of itin
books, but...

"Look & it close," Ginny said.

He did. It was made up of thousands upon thousands of dots of color.
Close up, they exploded into an aomic-structure diagram; a step back, and
they codesced agan into the cam people in the sunny park.

In one of the modern halls, there wasa painting of atheater usher, agirl in
cap and vest standing in agolden slant of light. She looked weary; she
| ooked terrifyingly alone. When he could look away from the girl, he saw
that the pattern of the walls was a precise reproduction of a corner of the
Biogrgph'slobby. Or was it the other way around?

He turned, alittle dizzy, and there was another image he had seen any
number of times before, but never like this: along horizontal frame, a night
scene somewhere in a big city, a stregicorner diner lit against the gloom. A
sign on the brick wall sold nickd cigarsto a disbelieving world. Inside,
small at the big L-shaped counter, were a handful of people huddled over
their coffee and pie, acounterman in white. No reproduction Doc had ever
seen captured the dectric green of the fluorescent light—it waslike spell box
neon, though the artist had died long before things changed.

He looked & that picture for along time, too, until its loneliness was too
much to gand.

Near the museum exit was aroom bannered The Third Fire.

Third? Doc thought. Just ing de the door were two enormous engraved
ilustrations. the Grea Fire of 1871, facing the "White City," the Columbian
Exposition of 1892, burning a the turn of the century.

Beyond was an architecturd model of the original Art Institute building,
and an array of photographs. They showed the old building in flames, and a
small army of peagple moving pai ntings and sculpture and art objects across
littered, flame-lit sreets. A glass case held a chunk of verdigris bronze: the
distorted face of alion, like those at the doorway, looked out.



"The building burned when Elfland came back, you see?' Ginny said
wonderingly, pointing at amap. "They moved it all— in one night, this
says."

"Under cover of firehose and odl,” a voice said. A uniformed museum
guard was sanding alittle behind them, a plump woman with a anall, secret
smile. "We log afew paintings, and afair amount of scul pture, sad to tdl.
And one of thelions, of course. But ook here." She led them to aside
alcove: it was filled with a painting, a surreal, darkly vivid nightscape | aced
with flame and streaking energy. Across the center, figures—some human,
some Ellyll—formed a chain, carrying paintings that, in contrast with the
rest of the picture, were rendered with photographic redism.

"Picasso Crossng Adams' the woman said. " The elves knew something,
even that first awful night. We hardy ever see one here now, but that
night—" She shrugged, and smiled agan. "Pleasant evening to you."

The woman left. Ginny said suddenly, directly into Doc's ear, "Shdl | ask
you now? | want to ask now."

"Ask what?'

"If you're coming home with me tonight. Y ou don't have to, you know
that. But there's enough suspense in my life. And if we're going to have a
really special dinner, | don't want to be knotted up dl throughiit. So jug tell
me now, and it'll be over with."

He stared a the painting, the fire and art and sorcery, and said, "Yes."

She let out a breath and hugged his shoulders.

Berghoff's restaurant was a crowded, bustling, jdly place, with fancy
wood and stained glass. The mattre d' looked coldly at the young couple
with no reservation until he saw Mr. Patrise's note, and a oncethey were
given atable, and brought soup and steak and amazing platters of sausage,
with dark beer to wash them down, until Doc wasn't sure the TR3 would
carry their waght. There did not seem to be any question of presenting a
bill.

Doc parked the car in front of Ginny's building. As they went up the front
steps, Ginny slipped in the fresh snow, and Doc caught her. Hehad a brief,
wild thought of carrying her inside, but he didn't; just kept his arm around
her shoulders all theway in. Ginny locked the door behind them. "Y ou
remember when | said there was too much suspense in my life?"

"Y eah?’

"Maybe | was wrong."

He found himself unbuttoning her blouse before she had quite pulled him
into the bedroom. He had heard it wasn't difficult, after the firg time. It was
easer. He gill seemed to weigh too much— the dinner was only part of that.



It wasn't that there was any difficulty. She seemed pleased, and that alone
was enough to make him feel good. But something wasn't quite there: the
Wild Hunt didn't ride, and he knew that she knew it. Still she sighed happily,
and laughed, and held him all night.

Still, he knew what was locked up in his thoughts, and hoped desperately
that she did not.

Monday night the usual poker crowd met at the Rush Street Grill. They
sat over Flats Montoya's wonderful burgers with an uneasy quiet; Doc kept
thinking of the Hopper panting, the diner at midnight. It was arelief to go
back to the poker room, where quiet and blank looks were part of the game.

The Fox's game was way off form, and it threw everyone dse's play off as
well. After an hour, Kitsune tossed in her cards—an ace flipped upright—
and said, "That's dl. Good night, everybody."

Carmen said, "I'll get the box."

"Just say I'm tapped.” She hurried out.

Stagger L ee counted Kitsune's chips. "Everyone agree we'll hold her share
out?"

They did. "Wholl seeher first? Lucus?’

"I'll takeit to the Mirada. Shaker can hold the stake."

After another hour the raid alarm went off, and everyone went through the
ritual of tossing in and covering up.

It wasn't the usual Copperbutton squad. It was Rico and Linn, with two
very worried-looking Coppers trailing behind.

"Hello, Officers," Flats said. "Can | offer you something hot on a cad
night?"

"Don't you love it?' Rico said. "Everybody here's the Welcome Wagon.
Linn."

The elf went to the table where Doc and company were sitting. He looked
at the people, then took alens-shaped blue crystal from his bdt. He gaveit a
sngp of the wrist and it hung, pinning, in the ar above thetable, casting an
electric-blue light. The tabletop turned transparent, showing the bucket of
cards and chips benesath, the sitters' legs, aglimpse of their leg bones. Linn
snatched the stone from the air with an easy movement and atight little
smile. He tucked it away.

Rico said, "Thestuff that passes for cop work around here."

Carmen said, "We've got a seat open, Lieutenant. Maybe you'd like to St
in? There's room for two."

"Maybe some other time, honey."

"You mean that?'



"Y eah. | mean tha."

"L ook forward to it."

The police went out. The parons dug into their pie and brandy.

A burst of gunfire came from the front of the restaurant, and along crash
of glass. Someone screamed. Stagger Lee, with a completely artificial calm,
said, " Somebody's way off script.”

Doc was on his feet by inginct, grabbing his bag. "Keep down, dammit,"
Lucius yelled, and Doc dropped into a booth-high crouch.

Just as he got to the front room, there wasa brilliant white flare from
outside, and the front of the restaurant blew in. The shock knocked Doc
down; he huddled for afew breahs against debris and any second
detonation, but the booth wall had protected him well enough. He gat up.

The room was smoky, and smelled of hot metal and burning. People were
groaning, but not screaming now. There was some blood, but no
immediately apparent critica cases. The front windows were pretty well
demolished, and the oa& front door was ajagged strip of bare wood.

Lieutenant Linn came in, breathing mist. His white wand was out, -
floati ng between his open hands; ablack nimbus of negative light
surrounded it. He looked at Doc, who went outside.

Rico wason the sidewalk outside, gtting up against the front of the
building. Her left leg looked chewed, and her mirrorshades hung broken
from one ear.

Doc snipped away her trauser leg, sponged blood off. The wounds were
fairly minor; no heavy bleeders, bonesintact. He got some dressings on.

"Y ou should be okay. Got any drug dlergies?"

"Y eah. To needles. Go ahead, kid."

"People usually call me Doc."

"Y eah. Shit, that's cold.”

"That'sthorncast salve. It'll pull any fragments out. Did you hit your
head?"

"Other end. Linn saw the bikes coming, got award up. Any sign of our
so-called backups, Linn?"

Doc was conscious of Lt. Linn standing behind him, but missed any reply.
He looked & Lt. Rico's pupils. they were even, but dilated. He pulled off her
glasses—carefully, around a bad bruise on her cheek—shone a light on one
eye.

"Watch it! Those used to be Night Owls."

"Sorry."

" 'Sokay. Doc."

"Lieutenant Linn, would you help me get her inside?’



Linn picked Rico up, carried her in to abench. Doc saw to the other
injured. Through some combination of luck and Linn's spell, nobody had
caught abullet or major fragment.

There was no quedtion of going on with the games. The place cleared out
quickly. Carmen left with Stagger Lee, and then it was just Doc, Lucius,
Rico and Linn, and Flats, who brought out real coffee with Kahlua and
cream.

"Y ou sad they were on bikes?' Doc said.

"Did | say that? | must have been ddirious."

Doc glanced at Lucius, who raised an eyelrow and half of his mouth.

Flats said, "How about you, Linn? You ever tdk?"

Linn shook his head.

"Y ou gotta have something," Rico said. "When you're trying to do ajob
nobody wants done, by flaky rules, in a hostile country, anong people who
don't want you there in the fird place, you've got to have some way of
knowing who you are. That or go dinky-dau."

"What?"

"Crazy. Something my dad used to say."

Doc sad, "You'll be sore for awhile."

"I've been torn up before, Doc. I'll makeit."

Doc nodded. "Take you home, Lucius?'

"Don't mind, Doctor."

"Hey, Doc," Rico said. "Thanks. And hey, Jake Lingle."

Luciussad, "Y es, Lieutenant, maam?"

"I read your cdumn dl thetime. Nice to meet you."

"Thank you very kindly, Lieutenant."

"Don't get killed."

L ucius snapped a salute. They went outside, their shoes crunching on
broken glass.

"So which way's home?' Doc said.

"Drop me at the Mirada. 1've got to give Shaker the Fox's stake,
remember?"

"Yeah." Doc thought about Kitsune's behavior, aout speaking of it. But
he didn't. Instead he said, "Who's Jake Lingle?"

"Famed locd reporter, from the real gangland days. The Ca-pone boys
shot him dead one day."

"Oh."

"There was a rule back then, never shoot three sorts of people: cops,
judges, and reporters. Too much hed, you see. And wha do you know but
that Jake's paper raised arow that eventualy did help bring Al down." He



turned his head. "Y ou know Capone's Four Deuces club—that was the street
address, two-two-two-two— was just over there a couple of blocks."

"You will be careful, won't you, Lucius?"

"| haven't gotten to the punch line yet, Doc. Jake Lingle, mob martyr, was
taking fifty thousand Depresson dollars ayear from Capore. It's anill wind,
eh, Doctor?"

He let Lucius off at the dub, knowing that things were no better than they
had been aweek ago. Maybe worse.

December

That was where matters stood for the next few weeks. There were no
overt incidents, no horrors uncovered in the dark. There were movementsiin
the corners of the eye, faraway gunshots, distant rumblings.

Every Friday night Doc took Ginny out, to a museum or amovie, and then
up to her gpartment. It was sweset, it wasvery sweet. And ill there was
something not hagppening.

She asked him a couple of times what waswrong. Nothing waswrong, he
told her, because whaever was wrong wasonly in himself, down where he
was afrad to go.

There was ashootout the second week of December, the night of the full
moon. Doc wam't there, didn't find out about it until e ght dead Truebloods
in carry-out bags arrived at the infirmary, to be probed and dissected for
what had killed them. McCain had a splinter in his scdp, which of course
bled like crazy until treated with hemlock root, and required alittle hasty
barbering as well.

Back a the corpses, Doc worked fad, drinking Irish coffee; on the fifth
body, the knife dipped and he cut through his glove, dmost into the finger.
He stopped, breathing hard. Never mind the effects of gwaed gwir, an open
cut during an autopsy could go viciously septic. He switched to black coffee,
put on a Bach recording, and finished up without further incident.

The fdlowing morning al looked well, and bright again, in cold sharp
December sun; McCain was as close to merry as he ever was, and the house
barber had restyled his hair to conced the wound and Doc's chopping.



That afternoon Doc went to Patrise's office, intending finally to ask what
the lead mining was for. Oncethere, however, in the glare of light on wood
and metal, with Mr. Patrise—who had never wronged him, never, so far as
he knew, lied—seaed cadmly at a side teble, reading an old leatherbound
book, Doc choked on the question. He managed to get out, "There's
something—I have to know. About, well, magic, | guess. . .."

Mr. Patrise shut his book. "Are you afrad of the sources of power?' He
stood up, sat againg the edge of his enormous desk. "Do you think that
someday you will open a door, like Bluebeard's wife, and find the sort of
place you saw under the streets?"

"I just want to understand."”

"I know that,” Mr. Patrise said gently, "and there is nothing more
becoming to want. But would you ever be satisfied with an answer? | could
giveyou dl thekeys| have, and you could still suspect | had | eft out the one
key key. Now Bluebeard, on the other hand, gave out the master key first
thing.

"Here is something you should recognize, Hallow: the True Blood is
psychically bound to dominant modes of thought—in plainer words, slaves
to fashion. This oncewas part of their power, whentheir culturewas all the
culture on Earth, and we huddled under trees because the sun and the rain
made us afraid. The Truebloods sad to the hominids, Do things in the way
we tell you, and we did, because they were more frightening still."

"Trees," Doc said. "Elves are supposed to be tree people, in the old
stories."

"Congratulations, Hallow," Mr. Parise said, with what sounded like real
pleasure.

"Eventually the Truebloods went away, and after—oh, who knows how
|ong—we Sarted to forget that they had been red. But we kept the
I nspiration: we continued to do things by rules, whether or not the rules
made sense, to act as the group did, even when the group was insane, to
enjoy making a pattern and watching the crowd sgueeze into it. In time we
technol ogized the process, industrialized it, networked it. It was, if you like,
our magic."

Doc sad, "And when the Truebloods came back?"

"They were bewildered a first by what they saw. There arehints that they
did not recognize us as human—they thought we were some otherworldly
species that had ool onized the Earth.

"As anyore may in such a circumstance, many of them panicked. That led
to the fires. To open warfare, in many places. Eventually you will leamn
about that. . . about Asia, and Africa, and the Silent Zones."



Why will 17 Doc thought without saying.

"I often wonder," Mr. Patrise said, "what they saw in tdevision that made
them decide it must be erased utterly. Not that any of this saved them. They
could not amply impose their rules on arace that changed its hemlines and
heroes with the turn of the seasons. They were no longer the arbiters; they
were jug one more designer label. And as | said a the start, they were
vulnerable themsel ves to the mass demand, as are dl societies that rule by
code and force. They began to ride motorcycles, pose with guns, wear
stiletto hed' s and wide-shoul dered suits and four-in-hand neckties. They can
no more fight this than humanity can, so they must try to do it better than we
do."

Mr. Patrise tilted hishead, just dightly, and fixed his eyes on Doc's.
"Suppose | told you that you could have any of them you wanted: a
Highborn, Rhiannon or Stane Belle, the Kings of Elf-land's daughters, on
their kneesin front of you, dressed in ider gauze and cold iron chains,
begging you to—"

"Stagger said the cold iron thing doesn't work," Doc said, trying to keep
the image from getting any clearer.

Mr. Patrise looked surprised. It was not a typical expression for him.
"Stagger Leeis afine technician, but he will never be a great enchanter. Do
you know why, Hallow?"

Doc amost said no, then waited. He had the feeling Mr. Patrise really
wanted an answer. "lron . . . doesn't have power over the Truebloods. But
some of them believe it does."

"As | was saying, Hallow ... they can be bound. Even by us. And why
should that matter so?"

"I don't know."

"Because they are not mortal," Mr. Patrise said, his voice dead calm. "We
are. Whatever we choose to beinlife, that life ends. Whatever our condition,
however hateful the service we are yoked to—one day it will end, and we
know it. Not so for them."

"All night," Doc sad, his throat tight, "but, it's sill not something | want."

"What you might desre and what you might do are two different things,
Hallow. But | think you mean wha you say. Making it very important that
you know such power exists." Patrise went to aservice table behind the
desk, poured two small glasses of brandy. He handed one to Doc. "The first
night we met, | told you to wat awhile and ask meif | knew you. Y ou
haven't asked."

Doc s pped the drink and said nothing.



Mr. Patrise rolled his brandy glass, took a swallow. "There will be a party
for the winter solstice—dress-up, naturdly. Will you be aureto tell Ginevra
that sheisinvited, and to visit Borisfor afitting?"

For days before the solstice party the gaff were hanging ribbons, holly,
ivy—"No advance warning where the mistl etoe goes,” one of the maidssad
happily—and setting out candlesticks.

Boris Liczyk provided Doc with along-tailed cutaway coat of green
broadcloth with vel vet |apels, narrow trousers, and caf-high brown boots.
The shirt was gauzy and ruffled, the tie abroad ribbon. At first he thought it
was a repeat of his Halloween mad killer's outfit; but with the coat in place,
he recognized the ook from picturesin books. It was going to be a Charles
Dickens Christmas.

He adjusted his tie and braces and went downgairs. Bdow, dl the lights
were out, and candles lit; hundreds of candles, in sconces and holders of iron
and brass and glass, so many that their individual flickerings merged into an
even, buttery light.

"Good evening, sSir, good evening," Boris Liczyk said from a dim spot at
the foot of the stairs. He was wearing a white curled wig and a butler's
uniform that looked black in the light but must be blue: Boriswas very
Insistent about who could and could not wear black. "Y ou are dressing wdll
tonight, sir. There's someonewaiting for you." He gestured with his rod of
office.

Ginny was wearing an off-the-shoulder dress of heavy satin in a deep,
iridescent red. It outlined her body closdy to the waig, then fdl in afluid
cascade to the floor. Around her throa was ared velvet choker with a black
cameo, and her black, black hair was curled and swept high.

Doc felt himself wart her, that instant. He bowed, crooked hisarm. She
curtsed and took it.

All the regulars werethere, naturdly; Carmen Mirage in ablack lace
gown powdered with gold, Kitsune Asain a pink kimono extravagantly
embroidered with cranesin flight, Matt Black and Gloss Whitein rather less
formal cogumes that Ginny explaned were two dancers from the Paris
Moulin Rouge, asdravn by Toulouse-L autrec.

Alvah Fountain's dreadlocks fell neatly over his high wing collar to the
lapels of a sted-blue tailcoat; his handling of the coattals got him an ovation
just sitting down & the piano. Phasia wore a white-on-white Empire gown,
and atriple rope of black pearls.

The party wasn't, in fact, just Dickensian. It was éout—elegance, Doc
supposed wasthe right word; some high Victorian and some Regency and a



touch of Edwardian. Doc greeted everyone, enjoying the play formality of
bows and "Enchanted"s and nods and winks. At Gimy's insistence he
danced with Carmen, and Phasia, and sruggled through a group dance
without too much embarrassment. But mogly he sayed with Ginevra, and
that felt very good.

About ten, Cloudhunter (who was dressed as elven nobility from an
ilustrated edition of Dunsany—it was 0 unlike anything red Truebloods
wore that no insult could be implied) asked Doc asde. They went into an
alcove, where Parise was sitting, in ruffled shirt and violet coa, holding his
silver-handled gick.

"We have amessage," Patrise said. "A possibility of tracking down
Whisper Who Dares. Do you think we should follow it?"

"Y ou mean, right now?"

"That is what I'm asking."

Doc thought. "Is this going to be another—another like lagt time?"

"No."

"There's nobody else involved. Nobody innocent.”

"Not that | know."

"Then the hell with him for now," Doc sad.

Patrise's fingers played with his cane top. "l agree, Hdlow. It's too fine a
party, too rare anight. Have you slept well?*

"I suppose.”

"Then wha we will do is this: when the party breaks up, be ready to
change and move out. About one o'dock, | should think. Drink lightly."

"All right."'

"And now, | think, we need another dance. Find your partner." Patrise
bowed. Doc returned it and went back to Ginny.

Before long, he began to notice something different between them tonight.
It seemed odd to call it warmth—hadn't they been warm? Her hands were
tight in his, and her eyes seemed uncommonly deep.

A clodck gruck eleven. Doc thought of Cinderella, waiting for midnight,
and thought perhaps he knew what the change was. she was feeling his
tension, the energy winding up inside him, and reflecting it back,
expecting—

Not expecting him to run away from her at one, to join the mongter hunt.

Finally he took her into another room and told her what they were going
to do.

"It'sall right," Ginny said.

"No, it'snot dl right. Why should | want to run out and hel p— kill
somebody—"



"That isn't what you're going to do, and you know it. Mr. Patrise and your
friends are going out to do somethi ng important, to stop something terrible,
and you're going because they may need your help. Where is Mr. Patrise?"

"Over inthe—"

"Comeon."

Patrise was speaking softly and rapidly to Boris Liczyk. He stopped,
turned. "Y es, Hallow? Ginevra? Do you wish to leave us for a while?"

"No, dr," Ginny said, palitdy but firmly. "I wanted to say that, if you
should need to leave early, 1'd be pleased to hep keep the party going." She
smiled. "l have some experience there, as you know, gr."

"My very dear." Patrise bowed. "I am pleased more than you know to hear
that, but you are a guest tonight. Boris and the staff will have no difficulties.
But will you do onething for me?"

"Of course, sir."

"Give me adance."

Doc watched them, with just a spark of something he knew wasjealousy,
though knowing it made him feel sick and absurd. Then Gloss White tapped
his arm, and he swallowed hard and danced with her; but of course Gloss
could make a sack of turnips look like Fred Astaire, and it did go well, the
four of them waltzing to Alvah's music. Then they changed partners, and all
evil gparks cooled and died.

At aquarter to one, Doc hugged Ginny, and she pulled him behind an
armoire and made it an extremely definite kiss. He left her and the
candlelight bdowstairs, went to his room to change into something more
appropriate for the evening's late entertainment.

Doc drove with Cloudhunter in the Triumph's passenger seat. The cars
didn't convoy, so Doc took meaninglessturns at Cloud's instructions, until
they parked in an empty loading dock, in a spot surrounded by broken
pallets and show-covered cardboard. Cloud opened a metal door. Beyond it
was adngy corridor, another door, and then gpace.

The building had been a shopping center, three or four levels connected
by escalaors, ramps, glass elevators; ades and baconies lined with
bookshops, record sores, fashion and shoe and jewelry stores. All the retall
spaces were dark and empty, deserted or smashed in, with alitter of broken-
heded shoes and split-spined books here and therein passng. Show filtered
through broken skylights, down the open spaces between floors, and the
greenery in the balcony planters had been overtaken by coarsewild vines
with leaves like lizard scales.



Patrise was leading McCain and Stagger L ee across a stretch of mildewed
carpet. More of hispeople were following at a distance. Doc and Cloud
closed with them.

Stagger was holding a box of some heavy gray metal, perhapslead, that
had copper-colored rods protruding from each face. It was making a soft,
high-pitched squeding that shifted tone ashe twiddled and did the rods.

"There," Stagger said, and there was aburst of red light from overhead.
Voices, elf and human, screeched, and haf a dozen peopie came running
from one of the second-levd shopfronts. Two were Silverlordsin padded
gray leather, jacket and jeans, jacket and z ppered skirt; the rest were
humans of one sort or other.

McCain raised his Colts, fired from both hands. A human—a L oop Garou,
Doc guessed—was hit in mid-leap and fdl hard; the other shot brought the
male elf down in a heap nearby. The Silverlord woman vaulted the railing,
landed fifteen feet below inasnap roll, came up holding two long blades.
McCain took aim.

There was aflicker of light behind the glass of one of the storefronts.
Then the doors blew out.

Lieutenant Linn gepped through, light streaking out behind him. Lt. Rico
came after, in a heavy dark-blue jacket with web straps and pouch pockets. It
said POLICE in big reflective letters. She carried what |ooked like a midget
Catling gunin black metal.

The Silverlord spun to facethem, levding her blades.

Rico's gun coughed and spat a burst of vapor, and a Sx-inch metal arrow
stuck in the fl oor between the Blood's shoes. The multiple barrel s rotated
with aclick.

"Everybody," Ricosad, "oool it."

Patrise said doud, "It's a big stadium, plenty of room for everyone to
play," and quietly to the people near him, "Diffuse. Stay in touch, but spread
out. Hallow, gtick to Cloudhunter."

Rico said, "I don't think you're receiving me, Little Caesar. Nobody is
doing any more playing."

One of the Silverlords' people aove popped up with an automatic rifle;
he sprayed half adozen roundsin the general direction of everybody else
alive. People scattered; Lt. Rico went for cover behind a counter and leveled
her wegpon. Lt. Linn moved hishands in acomplex pattern that hissed and
sparked with red light. The shooter screamed and folded over the railing; his
arms were wrapped in metal and wood, bits of brass and powder spilling to
the floor below. Linn had apparently turned the gun inside out around its
owner.



Everybody was moving then, Patrise's people, Rico and Linn, the
Silverlords and Vamps.

"Thisway," Cloud said, and Doc followed him around a sharp corner into
a broad, dim corridor with dead stores on both gdes. It waslit by a string of
glass tubes, the pale cold light of half-dead magic. They goat ten yards along,
twenty, and Cloud kept going. Doc sad, "Shoul dn't we—"

"There's afocus ahead," Cloud said in Ellytha. The word the books
trandated us focus literally meant "seam of deginy”: it could mean a
concentrati on of magic, a baitlefield, a sacred place. Doc had dso heard
Cloudhunter use it to speak of Patrise.

Cloud sopped.

Light from the corridor danted into a broad, wide-open shop-front. It had
been a clothing store, though there wasn't arag of fabric left. The
mannequins—all female that Doc could see—had been torn apart, hadked,
savaged: here and there a blade was ill suck in the plastic, and ayard of
cycle chain wrgpped a headless throat. 9 ogans had been painted on the
dismantled dolls and the store wdls: Elvish obscenities, symbols.

"Did the gangs do this?' Doc sad.

"Before gangs,” Cloud said. "From the firg days of Return. Tha sign
means 'Give Mortals Their Destiny.' That one, 'Leave None Whole.' "

Something white sailed out of the darkness. Cloud's sword reached out
and intercepted it; it hit the floor with a crack.

It was askull.

"Get back," Cloud said, low and hot, and Doc took a step backward.
Smoke boiled out of the far corridor. Cloud gave the skull aviciouskick to
the side; he threw out a hand, and a handful of throwing gars flashed
through the haze.

A shape came out of the smoke: a bulky black cloak, no face, no form,
with along thin sword extending from beneath it.

Cloud said, in Elvish, "l am somewhat amused, Whisper Who Dares." He
inclined his head to the black thing. Then his hand moved again, and another
spot of light crossed the space separating them. This time thethrowing star
came bouncing back out of the smoke, and spattered elf blood on the floor.

Another black figure, identical to the first, emerged from the smoke; as it
passed, the firg shape crumbled into air.

The cloak wasthrown back. Whisper Who Dares the Word of Words in
Darkness wore heavy boots, athigh-length black coat of wool and |eather set
with ged rings. Bones hung from the rings on thin leather thongs; small
ones, carpas and phalanges. A human radius swung from his wai 4.



Whisper's milk-white face was flattened and scarred. Something dangled
from his earlobe that coiled and twisted.

Whisper and Cloud spoke to each other in Elvish, too low and quick for
Doc to follow. They crossed swords. The air sang.

Doc redized they were paying no attention to him. He had no more part
of this than in the war between wind and mountains.

Cloudhunter cut, and cut, and cut, and some of Whisper's bones clattered
to the floor. Whisper didn't seem to have touched Cloud. Doc took astep
away, wanting to go for someone dse, McCain, Patrise, Rico and Linn, any
kind of backup, yet not wanting to leave Cloud. He took another step back,
and collided with something rubbery and cold and wet. Hisguts turned over.
He turned.

There was nothing there: just air like gelatin. It distorted the hallway;
somewhere down there were Patrise and the others.

Stedl scraped. "Doc!" Cloud shouted. Doc turned. Whisper and Cloud
stood alittle gpart, swords leveled. Whisper had a hand to his throat, as if he
had been wounded there. Then his arm snapped straight toward Doc. Doc
tried to dodge, but the gluey air held him.

Cloud moved. His sword swept down. The creature that had been at
Whisper's ear gruck the floor in two scratching and writhing pieces.

Whisper lunged a Cloud's back. Cloud sepped aside easly, swung again,
severing Whisper's sword in the middle of the blade.

The swordhilt vanished into Whisper's doak. Whiger took a gep to the
side, toward Doc. Cloud blocked him. Step, block. Step, bl ock. Whisper
snarled something in Elvish; Doc caught the word "dishonor,” but he knew
that the word had infinite shadings; it could not be understood out of
context.

Cloudhunter cut again. The long bone on Whisper's dothing leaped and
clubbed it aside. Whisper spun abutterfly knifeinto hishand, sliced at
Cloud's am, connecting. Cloud spat afew words, swept an arm, and
knocked the knife away. He forced Whisper back with his sword. Whisper
said something with "death" in it.

Cloud replied; "dishonor* wasin it twice.

Whisper folded his cloak about himself, seemed tolose afoot of height.
He backed away rapidly. Cloudhunter stood his ground. When Whisper was
adozen yards away, Cloud turned. "Doc," he said, "tell the others—"

Whisper had drawn a shotgun from beneath his cloak. Before Doc could
speak, he fired. The blast ripped into Cloud's flank. He turned around.
Whisper fired again, into Cloud's chest, and again.



Cloudhunter gayed on his feet. He rased his sword, pointed it at Whisper
Who Dares, ooke aphrase in something that wasn't Ellytha; whatever the
words meant, the voice pulled and tore like a dull razor over the skin.

Whisper fled.

The air was suddenly thin again, and Doc stumbled. Cloud-hunter turned,
and fell. Doc gathered bdance and ran to him. He shouted "Patrise!" as loud
as he possibly could, and knelt by Cloud, opening his bag, spreading Cloud's
jacket. The wounds were awful: aload of tight-choked shot and two solid
slugs, son of agoddamn bitch. Sponges, he thought. Pressure bandages. He
had one unit of IV D-five in hisbag, a couple more in the car.

Cloud's silver eyes were wide, staring sraight up. His hands went blindly
to his throat, unwound the blue Nancy-silk scarf. "Calm down, Cloud," Doc
said, "don't move."

Cloud hung the scarf around Doc's neck. His arms dropped away.

Doc was awarethat other people had come in. Without | ooking up, he
said, "Can anybody here tart an 1V?"

Patrise's voice said, "Where is Whisper?"

Doc gestured with his head. "That way." More pressure. Clamp the
bleeder. Tape.

Patrise sad, "Lincoln. Katherine. See if yau can follow the trail. No
friendly casudties, understand?' He leaned on his stick, lowered himself to
his knees. "What can we do, Hallow?"

"You got atraumateam in your pocket?' Doc sad. "How about an
intensive care unit?"

"We can get them."

Tie off. Bleeders every damn where. "Do it quick," Doc said, and then
realized wha he was saying. More pain, more cruelty, wasn't going to help
anything. What they needed was—then it clicked. "Katie!"

The woman stopped on her way downthe hall, gun and knife out. McCain
turned as well.

Doc sad, "Y ou told me your father was a bloodstopper. Tha he showed
you."

"Yeah, but | never. . "

"Yougotta try."

Mr. Patrise said, "Come here, Katherine. Lincoln, do not go on done. Get
Rudy. Or the two detectives, if they're not busy." McCain nodded. Patrise
said to Doc, quietly, "What is abloodstopper?”

"Folklore," Doc said, breathing hard. He tried to explain, as he kept up the
pressure on Cloudhunter's wounds.

Katie set her gun down, bent over Cloud. "I just don't know."



Mr. Patrise said, "I believe you can, Katherine."

She dosed her eyes, tensed. " Seisote veri," shesad, "Seisote veri!™

Cloudhunter heaved, gave a 9gh that pulled tearsinto Doc's eyes. The
hemorrhaging sopped asif a valve had been turned. Doc sponged again,
groped in his bag for the 1V set, knowing it was still hopeless.

No. Not hopeless. Not hopeless. If they can crawl to Elfland—"1 cant do
anything more here. If | can get him up to Division, maybe—"

Stagger sad, "They'll never let you through.”

Patrise sad, "Try."

Stagger and Katie helped load Cloud into the Triumph. He made no
sound. Doc unstoppered avial of fairy dust, scattered it on the wounds,
touched it to Cloud's lips. Cloud breathed it in. His face grew luminous,
relaxed abit. Doc pulled out of the dley and turned north. Away toward the
|ake, there was a hint of false dawn.

Peda to the floor, Doc drove toward Divison. He ran out of gears and
kept pushing: he could always mend the engine, or Jesse could, or there
would be other engines, ather cars. He drove until the buildings to ether side
squeezed up and bent over before him, until the light turned purple ahead
and red behind and the clocks ticked dow, and gill Division stayed ahead.
He thought he was seeing the same windows and doors and traffic lights
pass again and again, like a chase in a cartoon; and then suddenly the road
was broad and black and glossy, like the marble floor of hisbathroom back
halfway to the World. Ahead there was avast Gothic gaeway flanked by
stone griffins. Elves stood all around it. Through the gateway was—nothing.
Not darkness, not any kind of door or wall, just adully luminous grayness,
the color of afanting spell.

Doc pointed the car at it. She hummed, skidded just alittle Doc doubled
her down, gripped the wheel and Cloudhunter's wrist—

And stopped, without sound, effort, or inertig the car was S mply standing
still, engine idling cool, five yards in front of the gateway.

Cloudhunter breathed in audibly. That wasall. His eyes were open but
seemed to see nothing. Or maybe silver eyes could see through the blind
Spot.

Doc blasted the horn of the Triumph at the gates of Elfland.

Most of the dves seemed to be ignoring them. A few were looking on and
the fuckers were smirking.

Doc opened hisdoor, yelled at the nearest elf. "L et me through, dammit!
I've got one of your people here, and he's dying\"



"The mortal knows he may not pass,” one of the dves said, "or else the
mortal isafool." Thetimbre was metallic; it scrgped Doc's nerves. This is
how they talk, he thought, when they're not ta king to us.

"Then take him through! He's not gable here—dying, do you understand
that?' Do you fucking know what that is? he thought.

"Gwaed gwir takes this risk beyond homelands,” the inhuman voice said.
"Itisarisk honorably borne, honorably log."

Another elf voice, alittle milder than the first, said, "If the Trueblood
wighes to pass through, then aye he may."

More of the Ellyllon turned to ook. None of them moved a gep closer.

Doc got out, opened Cloud's door. He couldn't get apulse, but there was a
faint trembling of the colorless lips. Doc pulled at his arm; Cloud fell on
him, knocking him on his butt. Doc braced his feet against the car and
pulled. He fdt bone grate, and his heart flipped, but what was a little more
damage now, apissin the ocean: five yards away was the deep water of
heding, if only they could crawl the distance.

He tried to lift Cloudhunter. Fresh blood welled up in the elf's chest, and
he groaned doud. The sound cut like atorch into Doc'sbrain, and his knees
gave way; for amoment he was insensible, blind with tears.

Through water he saw one of the dves, watching them, hands pressed to
his (or her or its) ears. Was it shock? Was it anything?

"Help me," Doc said, from his knees. "Hease."

Nothing.

"Pissonyou dl," hesaid.

He tugged the Nancy scarf from his neck, got it under Cloud's arms and
began to drag him. A dozen feet to go. Ten. Eight. He didn't know what
would happen when he hit the barrier: would he just dam into it, bounce off,
burn up, die? He would have to get behind, push—

A clear, swed dven voicesad, "How eamesly he doth shift the thankless
burden. A thing dmost noble 'tis, to bear a stone unfreighted of itsaf."

"Yourelying,"” Doc said out loud, "Y ou'relying, you want me to give
up,” but he looked into Cloudhunter's face and knew it was s0; meat, that
was al, elf meat.

He heaved one awfu sob, and then sopped, because enough rage makes
anything possible. He stumbled back to the car. Behind him, the elves began
to move toward the body.

Doc brought up Cloud's sawed-off shotgun. "Get AWAY from him!" The
elves stopped. He didn't know if the gun would fire, here, just on Division;
he was ready and willing to find out. The Truebloods all drew back.



He gat out the kit, carried it and the gun to Cloud's side. This was going to
take awhile. He hoped the dves hung around to watch. He hagped some of
them got sick dl over themselves.

An hour later, Doc threw what was hisinto the TR3's backseat, got in and
slammed the door. The lagt thing he said to them, as he threw the car in gear,
was "Okay, I'm afool. And you know what you are.”

Uoc took the devator up to Patrise's office. His hands were stuffed into
the pockets of his coat, which had long thin streaks of Cloud-hunter's bl ood
acrossit. He wasstained with dirt and snow. His fingerstightened and
relaxed, bunching the clath.

He knocked and entered. Patrise was standing in front of his desk, looking
at a poster on the wall. It was anetwork of colored lines, the rgpid-transit
system of the city long before there was World and Shade.

"Hallow," Patrise sad.

"l lost Cloud."

Patrise nodded once, slowly. He turned to face Doc, held out a hand, pam
up.
Doc took afolded, bloody gauze pad from his pocket. Inside were the
pellets and dugs he had dug from Cloudhunter's body, as he had taken so
much lead from so many dead Ellyllon before this.

He had thought he would throw it on Patrise's desk, as... what? A
statement? A demand? For wha? Instead he just put it gently in the
outstretched hand. Mr. Patrise's fingers closed on it, tightly.

"Woas Cloudhunter taken through the gateway?' Patrise sad.

"Y eah. After it didn't matter."

"It matters agreat deal, Hallow."

"To who? Them?"

"Yes. Thisis amatter of wha they believe, not what we wart. | told you
about that, about iron and faith. There is more to come of this, you may trug.
Now, | believe Ginevraiswating in your rooms." He turned, took a step
toward the inner gpartments.

Doc sad, "About the bul lets—"

"Another time, Hallow. | am selfish with my grief, and will not share it."

Doc lowered his head, turned toward the door. He stopped. "Did you get
Whisper?"

Mr. Patrise paused. "No. As| say, thereismore to come of this."

Doc went down to his apartment. Ginny was in the living room, aslegpin
achair. She still woreher red satin dress; her shoes and stockings were
placed nealy on the floor, her feet tucked up beneath her as she always sat.
A book was open in her lap.



She had uncurled her hair, and it spilled down one cheek. He reached to
touch it, then redized what he looked like, bloody and ragged, a nightmare
for her to wake to. Moving as softly as he could, he hid the coat in the doset,
went i nto the bathroom to strip and shower.

When he came out, wrapped in a bathrobe, Ginny was sitting on his bed,
leaning againgt one of the bedposts. "Hi," she said.

llHi.ll
"Borislet mein. Youdon't mind?"
"No, | don't mind."

"I like your place." She giggled. "It'sbig."

"I should have brought you here before."

She rubbed one foot agai nst the other. "My legs went to deep out there."
She tilted her head. "Think | need treatment?"

He stepped behind her, found the z pper on her dress. She raised her
hands to let him takeit off. He touched the velvet band, close around her
neck, and she purred.

"My God, it's dawn," she said, looking at the windows. "Y ou were gone a
long time."

"Y eah," he said, and then histhroat closed up. He reached into his piled
clothes, took out the blue Nancy scarf, wound it between his hands.

"That's Cloudhunter's" Ginny said. "Hegave it to—" Shepulledin a
breath. "Oh, God, Doc, not Cloudhunter."”

"We all fought it. Katie and—that's what 1'm supposed to do." He was
crying. Itdidn't matte. The toughest guys onthe fire squad cried for this.

Y ou got handed somebody's life, and you held on to it with everything you
had, and sometimesit still got away from you. If you didn't fed something
then—"1'm not very good company right now. If youwanttogo..." he sad,
and let it trail off, not at dl sure what answer he wanted.

"Wherewould | go?' shesad plainly. "l love you. I'veknown it for...
well, | know, okay? |'ve been scared to say it, because | didn't know what
you'd do." She shuffled afoot. "Do you ill want me to go?*

"I didn't. | just—"

"Then come here," she said, and held out her hands. He looked a her
wrists, and the silk taut between his white-knuckled hands, and thought that
it was good he was dready crying. He
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unwound the scarf, folded it, put it carefully aside.

He needed to hold her so badly it hurt. And he needed to be in control.
Butif he said wha was coiling up in his mind, and she pulled avay—there
weren't words for how bad that would be. There weren't even thoughts for it.



And you fought the bad thing, right? Until you had nothing left to fight with.
Like with any other life you were given.

S0 he just sat down heavily on the bed, and let her hold him, until the
room blurred and faded into sleep.

When he wdke, there was a note on the bedroom mirror: "I didn't want to
wake you. If you wart, | wont wake you New Y ear's Day either.”

January

Uoc turned over in bed New Y ear's morning, and fdt his cheek warmed
by Ginny's shoulder. She made a small nase and shifted, but didn't wake up.

At once he understood the not-waking thing, and how good it felt. He
shifted around—carefully—to watch her. Was tha soft-focus, movie-star
glow red, or wasthere just film on his eyeballs?

The phone rang. Ginny's eyes snapped open.

"Let it go," Doc sad.

"No, | shouldn't." She kissed him and ralled out of bed, tugging a robe on,
stumbling into the other room.

Doc called after her, "It had better be—"

"Yes, Mr. Patrise,” Ginny said. "Of course, sir. Just amoment.” She
brought him the td ephone, moved ateacup still partly full of flat champagne
to make rcom for it.

"Yes, 9r?"

"My genune regrets, Hallow, but your presence has been requested by
one of the High Elves," Mr. Patrise said. "So that you understand: this means
you go. That we go; as your patron, | am expected to accompany you. We
will be around to collect you in an hour."

An hour later, Doc was breathing fog on the steps of Ginny's apartment
building. Mr. Patrise's car pulled to the curb. Jesse was driving; Doc
supposed there must be some reason McCain was absent, but he didn't ask
what it was.

On the way, Mr. Patrise sad, "There are protocols involved in meeting a
Highborn. The onethat concerns you most isthis: don't speak unless | tell
you tha you may. Do nat answer even if you are addressed directly. I'm sure
that sounds arrogant, and | assure you it is."



"Isthere anything dse | shouldn't do?"

"Countlessthings,” Mr. Patrise said dryly. "l woud advise you not to look
into the Urthas's eyes Y ou may find that difficult, and thereisn't likely to be
any real danger, but... If indoubt, [ook at the floor somewhere in front of our
host."

They parked at a col onnaded building right on the lakefront, near the
naturd history museum.

"Areyou fond of the Field, Hallow?' Mr. Patrise sad.

Doc redized he had been staring a the museum. "I only went there once.
With Cloud."

"Yes. | should have remembered that. This way, Hallow. Please.”

Carved letters above the building entrance read JOHN G. SHEDD
AQUARIUM. A pair of Ellyllon in green armor flanked the door.

"Do they own this place now?" Doc said quietly.

"The Aquarium is closed for New Y ear's Day. The Highborn has been
courteoudy extended its use." Mr. Parise pointed to the right of the
aguarium building: anarrow finger of land extended out into the lake. A
street down its centerline ended in yellow-striped barricades. "The
breakwater was twice as long before the Shadow fell, and the Planetarium
was on the end of it. Apparently our stargazing offended someone." He
paused, looked into the distance. "The dome was bronze, on a marble base.
It sank like alittle Atlantis. The fire paused then—nobody remembers just
how long; it might have been as|ong as five minutes. Then, suddenly, there
were Ellyllon a the Art Institute, helping to save its contents. Draw what
conclusions you choose.

"Now, we have an gppointment. Remember your instructions.”

One of the armored e ves opened the doors for them. They entered a large,
high-ceilinged space lined with aquarium tanks; in the center was an
enormous cylindrica tank, clear dl around. Ind de were corals, and darting,
brilliantly colored fish. There werehalf adozen Ellyllon in green standing a
attention around the room. They did not move. A weirdy ugly, fla-faced
elf—a Mani, Doc supposed—appeared from around the cord tank; he wore
ametallic green robe tha trailed on the floor twice his height behind him.
He approached Mr. Patrise, bowed, then bowed again to Doc.

They followed the Mani down stairs and around a curving corridor to a
wide, domed space, an open auditorium flanked by green plants, stepping
down to an expanse of open water. The Mani bowed again and left them
there.

Mr. Patrise stood quite still before the blue pond, looking sra ght out.
Doc did the same.



The water rippled. Small waves broke on the pavement before them,
making thin puddles around their shoes. A figurein green and white, blue
and glver, roseinto view.

The Highborn woman wore along, floating cloak of deep green stuff,
which spread out on the surface of the water for two yardsin al directions; it
was fantasticaly puffed a her shoulders and fanned high behind her head.
Beneah it was atight-fitting garment that seemed to be made of fish scales.
Her white legs were uncovered, and her very small feet werein silver boots.
Her hair, which was dven sil ver with streaks of green, was circled by silver
hoops that trailed blue-green ribbons.

Her face was angular and beautiful—though among Truebl codsit seemed
only the Mani might not be—and her silver-coin eyes were tilted, shadowed
with deep green.

"Y ou are good to answer my request,” she said. There was arushing
whisper under the music of her voice. Doc had never been to an ocean, but
he had held a seashell to his ear: that was the sound. He started to make
some polite reply, then remembered not to.

Mr. Patrise said, "My lady Glassisle, | present to you Doc Hal-lownight,
my household's healer."

"Was it then the Heder's oath?' Glasside said. "It was our understanding
that death breaks such vows." Shelooked directly at Doc, and—carefully—
he looked back. When he caught her eyes, the echoing whisper beneath her
voice grew louder, and he looked down. "Or was it the patron's charge,
which we know wdl isnot broken?"

"My healer and my swordbearer were in company of battle, my lady.
Which well we know, als0, is unbroken."

As the water calmed around Glassisle, her reflection geadied. Doc saw
that it did not match the figure standing on the surface there was still a
woman there, the same size and shape, but the image bdow the water wore a
cloak of green seaweed and a breastplate of scallop shells, and her bare arms
and legs were white veined with blue and slver, like marble.

Doc turned his head dightly toward Mr. Parise. His reflection also
showed full-length in the water puddled on the stone floor, though that
shouldn't have been possible given the light and the angle. Patrise's image
wore a deep blue doak lined with red, and bronze armor over red cloth, like
pictures of Roman soldiers Doc had seen in books.

Doc turned back to Glasside, and fixed his gaze on her reflection,
suddenly very afraid to look down and see his own.



The water moved and the reflection shattered. A long-nosed dolphin
broke water by Glassisle's feet. It gave a screech, then asound like high-
pitched chuckling.

"This is a paladin of mine, Healer," Glasssle said. "He has a question for
you. A reply would be gradous.”

Doc looked a& Mr. Parise, who nodded gravely.

The dolphin swam to the edge of the pond. It spoke: the words were
squeaky, but recognizably English. " Greetings, Dockal lown-ite."

Doc leaned forward. "Hello." Okay, I've been adinosaur, and now |I'm
talking to afish.

"How long," the dolphin said, "do you carry your young?"

"Nine months,” Doc said, then, "Three seasons; three-quarters of a year."

The dolphin nodded, chirping. "How do you teach them to breathe?"

Doc thought hard. "Before we.. .. emerge, our lungs are filled with fluid.
That must be drained out. Then we ... touch the child, enough to wake it. If it
makes a good, loud sound, we know that it isbreathing wdl."

"Andif no ... loud sound?' The dol phin sounded intensely interested.

"We can push air in. Sometimes we have to do that for along time, with a

"Masshine?' the dolphin said.

"Yes."

"Yes. We arrgga—" The dolphin ducked its head bdow water, came up
making agargling noise. "Argue over ma'sshines. But some are good. For
life."

"Some of them are, yes,"” Doc sad.

"Good thing to learn. Our thanks, Dockallownite."

The dolphin jumped, stood onits tail for a moment, then dove, splashing
Doc with water. He stood quite still. Glassisle laughed loudly.

"We are pleased at you, Healer," she said, "and grant you the gift of an
Ellyll'slife. Use it wdl. Aswell we welcome you tovisit us... if you learn to
breathe water."

She sank out of sight below the surface; in amoment even the ripples
were still.

The Mani led them out of the building, and the doors were shut with a
bang. Doc felt a shiver, and told himself it was jud that he was soaking wet
inthe cdd moid ar and the lake wind. At the car, Jesse had atowel over his
arm; he tossed it to Doc, then draped ablanket over Doc's shoulders. They
got into the car.



Mr. Patrise opened one of the drawers beneath the seat, handed two paper
parces to Doc. "Dry clahing, courtesy of Boris. He sad—I quote exactly—
'l suppose you're going to see that damp woman again.' "

As Doc changed, Mr. Patrise poured a cup of hot chocolate from a
vacuum pitcher. Doc took it gratefully.

"That was important, right?' Doc said. "The damp woman."

"It was."

"Did she give me, or you, the right to kill Whisper Who Dares? Or did |
get that wrong?'

"Y ou were given thelife of an Ellyll. If you can think of more than one
way to interpret that—well, the Trueblood certainly can."”

Doc thought about it. He felt ahollowness under his breastbone. " Cloud's
life...?

"Isnot anyone'sto return. But thank you for thethought." Patrise leaned
back and folded his hands. "Do you want to kill Whigper?"

"And then what? Cut the bullets back out of him?"

"Y ou want to know about that, don't you, Hallow."

"Yes, | do."

Mr. Patrise sad, "Do you know wha alchemy is?*

"Turning lead into gold."

"Not really. Alchemy isaway of treating materias as if they had souls.
Transforming matter by tranorming its spirit. Gad does not tarnish or
corrode, which makes it a metaphor for perfection, immortality, spiritual
purity. All the adchemical processes are analogies of life processes, $ages in
the spiritual journey: birth, coupling, nourishment, fasting, shriving. Death
and rebirth."

Doc garted to peak. Mr. Patrise looked at him, plainly, placidly, and Doc
was dlent.

Patrise said, "Do you know who John Fitzgerald Kennedy was?'

"Sure."

"Yes. You are well educated for your age and time. The bullet that killed
John Kennedy is preserved in agovernment archive. At least, it is supposed
to be the bullet; it was found on a hospital gurney, not in awound. And it
| ooks barely damaged, perhaps un-fired. Yet it is supposed to have blown
through the Preg dent's skull and then caused bone-shattering wounds in
another man's body."

"You mean it isn't thereal bullet?

"Much effort has been expended proving that it could be. Y ou know who
Kennedy was: do you know that he was confused with Arthur of Britain?
That people believed he redly was the Fisher King?"



Doc sad, "Tha was along time ago."

"Not as long ago as Arthur, but before Elfland returned, yes. More than
thirty years before magic became visble. How long does a spiritual journey
take, Hallow?"

"And what. . . happens to the bullés. . . once they're changed?"

"I usethem,” Mr. Patrise said in avery deliberate tone, "as Whisper Who
Dares used those people you saw, in the red chamber.”

Doc took aquiet swalow of hot chocolate. He didn't speak.

Mr. Patrise said, "I also offer the people around me what Whiser offas
those who follow him: security, the comforts power brings, in exchange for
loyalty and the best work they can do."

Doc sad, "If you think | can seeno difference between the two of you,
you are very wrong. Sir."

"| am very glad to hear you say that, Hdlow. While | very much hope that
you see the right differences.” Mr. Patrise picked up the car tdephone,
diaed. "Good afternoon, Ginevra. Yes, dl iswel. | wonder if you would be
free for New Y ear's d nner with afew of us at the house this evening?
Formal, yes, but leave that to Boris. No, Hallow has something to attend to
at the moment, but he will be there. Shal | have Jesse collect you in ...
ninety minutes? Excelent. | shall look forward to seeing you."

He put the phone down, smiled a Doc. " Sometimes the Gordian knot just
wants cutting,” he said. "But it shouldn't become a habit."

wn the sixth of January, Patrise asked Doc to arrive @ the Mirada alittle
after eght. When he did, he found an EARLY CLOSING signon the locked
door. He knocked; Pavel opened up. "Do comein, sir. Mr. Pariseis
expecting you."

Patrise was seated a his usual table, and with him Stagger Lee, Carmen,
Kitsune Asa, McCa n, and—unusually—L ucius. Ginny was behind the bar.
There wasno one else in the room. Since that first, late night, coming in
from the cad, Doc had never seen the d ub so empty. It was disturbing.

"Thank you for coming, Hallow," Patrise said. "Take your sea. Ginevra,
bring Hallow adrink. Anyone else? This party, and the death of a dear
friend, would come near to make aman look sad. Ah. How could | have
missed it. Stagger Lee, would you tell Ginevrato set out flutes for everyone.
Then go down to the cellar and bring up two bottles of Taittinger."

"Sir?'

"I trugt you to find agood year."

When Stagger Lee had gone, Patrise sad, "Now tha the immediate
presence of magic isremoved, does anyone feel |ess tense?"



Carmen said, "If you could have spelled out wha you want, you'd have
doneit."

"Would I”? Perhaps | love a mystery as much asthe next person.”

Kitsune said, "Y ou loved Cloudhunter rather more than that."

McCain turned to look at her.

"Becadm, Lincaln," Patrise said. "Calmnessis agreat human virtue.
Lucius: the night Flats's place was bombed, you did see something atouch
suspicious, didn't you?'

Carmen said easly, "Do you mean something the rest of usdidn't?"

Kitsune watched Lucius. Her black eyes had a terrible intensity.

Doc heard himself saying, "Let Lucius done. Carmen's right; if anything
happened then, we all saw it."

Kitsune pushed her chair back.

Luciussad, "Fox, st down."

"Birdsong," Kitsune said, "you may love what will not be loved, but you
cannot protect wha will not be protected.” She waked to the head of the
table, bowed deeply to Patrise. "Y ou've given me every benefit of the doubt,
oyabun," she said. Her voice was very small, sounding near to breaking.
"Someday | hope you'll know how much that's meant to me."

She put her hand on Patrise's forearm. There was a metallic whir, like a
clock spring. Parise gasped, and blood sprayed from the touch.

Kitsune stepped back. There was a four-inch blade, not much thicker than
aneedle, at her cuff.

McCain wason his feet, a pistol out before his chair could crash to the
floor. Hefired.

As hedid, Ludus threw his dinner plateinto McCan's face, and the bullet
tore up the tablecloth and exploded a wineglass. McCain wiped his face and
aimed again. Kitsune had sepped well clear of Patrise, making hersdf an
easy target. Patrise clutched his arm; his face was compressad, congested,
turning blood-dark. Doc wastrying to get up; his chair wouldn't move.

Luciusthrew himself at McCan, who batted him away, not so much
savage asindifferent. The gun bore true. The Fox waited for it.

Fay sang out.

Only one note, not much more than a scream, but it was The Voice
screaming. Once a the Biograph, Doc had seen the film catch in the
projecor gate, theimage stopped Hill, then melted into light. Thiswas like
that, with the who e world.

The note stopped. McCain was standing with hisarms limp at his Sdes,
his face slack. Lucius was knedling against the table, sobbing. Kitsune stood
crookedly, staring into goace.



A hand wason Doc's shoulder. He got up. Carmen shoved his bag into his
hands.

Patrise's head rolled back. His face was gray, blotched with purple. Not
coronary, though, Doc thought. Poison: something not of the World. Doc
doveinto the bag with both hands, searching for atarantelle cgp. He got hold
of one, pressed it to Patrise's nostrils, hestated. "Help me get him clear,” he
said to whoever was there. Fay and Camen hdped him pull the char back.
Carmen pulled Patrise to his feet, arms around his ched. "Do it!"

"Don't breathe—"

"Doit!"

Doc cracked the doth-covered glass between his fingers. Carmen
squeezed Patrise's chest in her ams and released it, forang a breath.
Patrise's body stiffened. Hisarms flailed. His legs twitched. Carmen dragged
him down to the empty dance floor. And they danced.

Patrise jerked and thrust and shook and soun, staying impossibly on his
feet. Carmen led him away from railings and gairs, mirrors and furniture.
Now and agan his arm struck her, with dl the energy of convulsion. She
kept dancing.

Kitsune moved, turning in place like a music-box doll. Doc went to her,
grabbed her arm and held it out. He looked around. "Ginny! Help me here."

She dashed from the bar. "See if you can get that thing off," Doc said. "Be
careful. Please—be very careful." He ripped the deeve back, and Ginny
unstrapped the spring blade. She dropped it into aglass, covered it with a
saucer, asif it were alive scorpion. "Daoc, look a this."

Kitsune's forearm was distinctly paler than her hand. Doc held her head as
gently as he could, |ooked into her face at close range.

He put a thumb gently to her eyelid, stroked firmly.

The epicanthic fold came away in acurl of tape and makeup.

Doc looked a the stuff on his fingers. He remembered Gar-men's eyes,
Halloween night. He turned his head.

Patrise was on the floor, his arms and legs out ragdoll-limp, hishead
cradled in Carmen's lap.

Stagger Lee came out from behind the bar, holding a champagne bottle
under each arm. "What the hell—"

"Youtel me" Doc said, and showed him the woman he was holding, the
eye makeup. "Who is this? This stuff couldn't have made us think she was
Kitsune, not by itself.”

"Glamour," Stagger said thickly. "Thisis—I mean, she's—a simulacrum.”

Doc sad, "A what?"

"A double, a copy."



"So where's Kitsune?"

"Linked to thisone. Y ou run one from the other, like sesyn motors.
Puppets.”

"And what happens if thisone dies?"

Stagger gaped at him. He looked around, at McCain, at Lucius, who was
sitting up unsteadily. "What do you think happens?"

"Hold on to her," Doc said, "take care of her," and he went to see to Mr.
Patrise.

Patrise's temperature was normal, hispulse racing, his face back toits
usua unhedthy color. He seemed to be recovering, just utterly exhausted.
Carmen'’s face was wet with tears, and Doc could seethe bruises developing
on her cheeks and forearms where Patrise, in the grip of thetarantelle, had
struck her.

Mr. Patrise said, "Not. .. our . . . Kitaune."

"No, ar."

"Someone should cdl Chloe," Carmen said, "and tel her Jolie-Marieisn't
missing anymore."

"Whigper," Parise sad. "Can we ... find him?"

Stagger Lee had his arms around the dazed Jolie-Marie, a champagne
bottle still denched in each fist. "With both doubles alive, it'll be easy," he
said. "But he'll know that."

"Then...wemust bequick."

"Pavel," McCansad, "get my gear."

"I'll be right there," Doc said, finishing the dressng on Mr. Patrise's
gashed wrist.

Mr. Patrise turned his head, looking Doc directly in the face. They were
both ill for asecond, locked like that, and the room quieted around them,
but nothing was sad.

Doc sood up. "Let'sgo.”

Patrise sad, "Stagger. . . we'll want the wine. Don't drop it."

"Cjo where are we going?' Doc said to McCain, who was driving one of
the big cars. "Back to Hell?"

McCain gave a short laugh. "Naot quite so far down thistime." He was
wearing aleather jacket, bulky with equipment hung beneath it; on the sea
between him and Doc was a black ged crossbow with a telescopic sight.
There was going to be no question of powder missing fire.

"The next one on theright," Stagger said from the back of the car.

McCain pulled up in front of aruined office buil ding, tarnished metal and
big smashed windows. There was a doorway onto the littered sdewalk, or at
least adark, square opening. From somewhere beyond, there was faint



yellow light, pale as piss on the ice and broken glass. "What € se are you
getting?"'

"Could be a few people close together, but there's no crowd."

Doc sad, "Could he be done with her?"

"Depends on what he wants to show his audience,” McCain said, with no
humor at dl. "Like Stagger said: the Fox is alive, o0 he knows we're on to
that, knows we can find him. So he must want to be found. That brings usto
the hard part. Who goesin?"

"What do you mean?'

"The df's crazy, but he's not so crazy not to know the spot he'sin. He
must want some kind of adeal."

Doc sad, "What arethe choices?"

“If 1 goin, I'm going to kill him before | do anything dse. Y ou understand
that? Whisper goes down, and then we pick up whatever piecesare left." He
turned to look a Doc. "You don't look likeyou like that."

"Okay, that's what happensif you go."

McCain said, "If he sees Stagger first, they'll probably witch it out. Y ou
know I'm not Touched, but | know you've gotta concentrate—and | know
what 1'd do if | had ahostage and | wanted to mess up somebody's
concentration.”

"Down to me, then." Doc opened the car door. McCain's hand damped on
hisarm.

"Don't just walk out on me," he said. "Tell me to wait."

"Line—"

"Just say it."

"I'm going in first," Doc said carefully. "1f the Fox doesn't wak out dive,
then Whisper doesnt either. Right?"

"Yes, ar." McCain reached down, held out one of his automatics, grip
fird. "Kaiesad you did some shooting."

Doc picked up hisblack bag. "I'll play these."

McCain put the gun away. "Y ou're gonna need more than luck,” he said,
his voice tight, "but luck anyway."

Doc went through the doorway. The source of the light was astairway,
maybe a hundred feet straight ahead through a glass-and-metal corridor; the
stairs curved to the left and down, out of gght.

There was no place ese to go.

The dairs ended in a tunnel, less than twenty feet wide, with an arched
ceiling. McCain had explained that it was an dld freight railroad, built forty
feet under the streets to make downtown deliveries. Doc could see grooves
on the puddled floor, and stresksof rusty rail. The light came from naked,



dim bulbs dangling a twenty-foot intervals along the top of the arch. Cracks
in the walls had grown spectacular icicles that twinkled in Doc's flashlight
beam as he passed.

The tunnd curved around to the right. Reddish light shone on the wet
floor, from somewhere still out of view. Doc got as close to thewall as he
could and went on.

The red light came from a side door, framed in old brick. A derdict office
desk and a couple of broken crates were to one side. Just beyond the door,
the tunndl was blocked by a wooden wall— made of odd pieces of lumber
nailed together, but not just piled debris: deliberately made and solid-
| ooking.

The red light shifted, moved from sideto side. Doc went to the door.

He was|ooking down a hallway some twenty feet long. At the far end was
the shifting red light.

Hell again after dl, Doc thought.

Doc waited a moment. His chest hurt. Thetensi on, the damp and the oold,
and the unsteady light were garting to make him sick, and if he waited any
|longer they surely would. He went down the hdl.

A red bulb swung from a cord, throwing shadows back and forth. It did
not seem to be an electric bulb, or an oil lamp, just aglass ball full of bloody
light.

Kitsune stood just behind the light, her feet on a wooden stool, her arms
outstretched. Her har was brushed down straight, her head & a dight angle.
She was wrgpped in grips of gauze, gootted with what | ooked like
bloodstains. Asthe light moved, it flashed on brass wiresthat came down
from darkness overhead. They were twided into loops around her neck and
wrigs.

There was aloud heavy flapping, and Whisper Who Dares gopeared from
the darkness. Instead of the Trueblood-sorcerer bones and charms Doc had
seen in the ruined mal, he wore arather plain black double-breasted suit,
dark against darkness so that his face and hands seemed to float. His shining
eyes were narrowed, and his face was shadowed below the winglike
cheekbones. There was a single heavy silver ring, with a dull black stone, on
his right hand.

"Put down your tools and conjures,” he said. "Mischiefs abound in the
leversof man."

Doc set his bag on the floor.

"You," Whiger said softly, "you are the one who carried death to the
gates. And beat upon them. And now you come here, alone. Areyou so
terrible, then, in your courage? Or 0 deadfast in your vengeance?"



"All' I want isher," Doc said. "After that—"

"Y ou want her?' Whisper laughed, a bubbling hysteriathat might have
been funny in any kind of decent world. "Wasthe other a disgppointment?"

"After that | don't care about you."

Whisper paused. Hisface twisted into a marble gargoyle's.

"Thisis no way to bargan! This of the par is atrader, and the other goes
for aprice: what will either of them say to you, if you buy at the first
offering?' He reached over to Kitsune. His foot bumped the stool, which
wobbled. "Ah, cares, cares. Mortals are blind to beauty, but you appreciate
thethroat. So ddicate, so vulnerable, so tight with wind and blood and
nerve. Now. Here." He stood behind her, put his hands on her waig, did
them up to her breads. "Oh, that's good," he said, and Kitsune's mouth
mimed the words. He shook her. She groaned. "Y es, Whisper, again,
please."

"Stopit!"

Whisper peeked from around the Fox's body. "Why? She can't stop you."

Doc thought furioudy. There was no useful threat here. Whisper certainly
had no shame or guilt to play on. If McCain was right, there was a bargain
still to be struck; but there was nothing to bargain with.

There wasonly nothing.

Doc sad, "Because I'm not interested."

"In what? This body? No?' Whigper took astep aside, arm out, showing
the woman off like a car sdesman praising a $200 beaer. "Not even in two
such compact and degant bodies? Joined to do whatever—"

"Inyou." Daoc climbed up on the stool, sepping carefully around
Kitsune's bare fedt, and reached to the wire around her throat. "I'm taking her
and going away. After that you can go play with yoursdf."

"What?"

Doc looked & Whiger. From the stool, he looked slightly down into the
Ellyll'sshiny eyes, which were quite wide now. He supposed they were
reading everything hed ever thought about a woman. And he found he didn
't care. Cloudhunter was beyond dl hurt. Kitsune was dive, with another life
hanging on hers. Whisper Who Dares—

Whisper was his.

"| sad you can go shit your little elfin pants.”

Whisper snarled and kicked the stool away.

Doc got his hand inside the brass noose with nothing to spare; it scraped
his knuckles and cnched into the back of his hand.



At home, afarmer's wife had hung herse f in the barn with fence wire.
The uff hadn't bothered to strangle her; it didn't stop until it hung up on her
vertebrae. Thisstuff was thicker, but it would gill be ugly fast if Doc lost his
grip.

He clenched his teeth and pulled. Kitsune moaned, opened her eyes,
looking straight into Doc's. "Hang on," he said.

Kitsune's arms pulled at the wires holding them, making alittle dack in
the strangling loop.

"Now you act like yourself, mortal! Dancing on air." Whisper gpplauded
and samped time.

Doc felt his heart twist, then pulled his brain back into TraumaMode. He
got both hands inside the | oop—he was actually dangling from it, and his
weight helped pull it wide. Kitsune pulled her head down, and Doc eased the
noose over her head.

He let the wire dip away. His feet hit the floor, and his fingers sarted
burning. He reached up to work at the wire binding Kitsune's right wrist.

Whisper leaned against the wdl. "Not abad show of faith, for amortal,"
he said. "But somehow | don't feel my flesh burning at the touch of the
Nazarite Christ."

"Didn't see any point in bothering him," Doc said, and freed Kitsune's
other hand. She sagged against him. "Can you walk?"

"I'll try."

"Touching," Whisper said, and moved to block the doorway. "Moving, is
that not what the mortals say, who have nowhere to go? | shall give her two
thin knives, and let her dance on you: her sister will echo it to dl your
companions." Hegave awet giggle. "You'll likeit."

It washed over Doc. He had avision, now, of wha he was: there was
plenty of darkness in it, but there was none of this. He sad in Blytha,
"Thereis something in our way. Remove it."

"What, al rage gone?' Whiger said. "Have you forgotten that | killed
Cloudhunter Who Kegps His Ssters' Counsel?' He sepped aside. "Or
perhaps the thought of the mortd whore in his arms has supplanted dl
memories of adead Ellyll."

Doc felt the anger rise again. Kitsune squeezed his hand hard.

Doc sad, "You did not kill him. He accepted his destiny beyond the gates.
Y ou wereonly ableto grike ablow because he had ceased to notice a
coward. | am taking what | came for, and in return you may continueto be
afraid."



Whisper was entirdy still physicdly, but he wavered, as with rising heat.
Doc made the effort to look away from him, and |led the Fox down the
corridor, into the icy tunnel.

A few steps padt the door, Kitsune's breathing went ragged, and she
leaned aganst some of the ruined furniture. Doc held her upright. "I'll be dl
right in amoment,” she said.

From the inner chamber, there was a hideous, trembling howl, and the
slam of boots. Whisper emerged, walking heavily, aknife in hisfig.

"Look a my reflection, coward," Doc said, pointing a the wet floor,
hoping thiswas alive card. "See what Glassisle saw."

Whisper Who Dares froze, his arm raised. There was agreen flicker in his
silver eyes. The knife dropped from his fingers; he dutched at hisring as if
it burned him, and he backed against the wooden wall that bl ocked the
tunnel.

Doc's eye caught a shimmer of black on black from the opposite direction,
and he dared to turn away from Whigper. McCain rased his crossbow and
pulled the trigger; there was a bass plunk and a hiss. The bolt nailed
Whisper's right wrist to the rough wooden wall. Whisper Who Dares yelped
like akicked puppy and groped toward the arrow with his free hand. McCan
pumped the bowstock, re-cocking it, and had another bolt loaded in five
seconds. He placed it right below the elf's left collarbone, stapling his
shoulder back. Blood splashed Whisper's cheek, hisleft arm went limp, and
he groaned, a sound liketearing doth.

McCain slung the bow, walked up to the pinned Ellyll. Whisper's | eft
hand came up, holding atiny stiletto, its blade stained with something like
tar. McCan's hand slashed, and Doc heard Whisper's forearm snap; McCan
didn't seem to have thought about it. Whisper began sobbing, cdling out in
some Truebl ood language, not Ellytha.

McCain's fist hit Whisper's jaw like atwenty-pound dedge. "Shut up,
Tinker Bdl," McCan said. "Nabody believesin you no god damn more."
He took astep back, unbelted his coat. Metal gleamed underneath.

Doc turned away. "Let'sgo," he sad to Kitsune, and led her down the
tunnel, helping her over the worst of the ice. They paused a the bottom of
the curving gairway.

"Here'sthe hard part,” he said. "1'd love to carry you, but. . ."

"Frankly, my dear, | don't give adamn," Kitsune said, and they climbed.

They found two cars at the curb. Stagger Lee opened the door of the new
arrival. Inside, Mr. Patrise sat up againgt apile of cushions, holding adim
delicate glass of champagne. "Konban wa, Kitsune-sama," he said, his voice
soft and a bit ragged. "Dow, chairi kudasai."



"Domo arigato gozaimasu, oyabun Patrise-san."

"Doitashimashite. There isteahot. And perhgps alittle brandy. Then
Hallow and Stagger L ee must atend to you. And your sister-image.”

"Y es, thank you," she said to Patrise, and then to Doc, "Gokurosan, Doc.
Thank you very much."

McCain stepped onto the sidewdk. He gestured. Doc went to him.

"Youtook him down," McCan sad. "He's yours." He pointed to Doc's
black bag. "Gat everything you need?"

Doc nodded. McCain said, "I'll be & the car. Take your time, we got all
night." As he went by, he sad, much more softly, "If you need to think,
think about Cloud." The doorway stood empty, lit dimly from below, jud as
it had before. It seemed like a much longer trip down this time.

Whisper Who Dares the Word of Wordsin Darkness was standing
upright, arms outstretched. His chalk-whiteface wastilted, blood glaring red
on his cheek and lips, a Pierrot puppet on wires.

He was held there by thetwo crosshow bolts, their sted fins quivering as
he breathed, and maybe a dozen twenty-penny nails hammered through his
clothes and his hands and one ear; some were driven through his boots into a
slat of wood on the floor. On the concrete, little pools of gwaed Ellyll were
glazing over.

The brass wire noose that had been around the Fox's neck was now
around his, itstrailing end twisted around another nail high up on the
wooden barricade.

Doc set his bag down on the broken desk.

Whisper's eyes wert wide open, looking a Doc and then away from him,
semaphoring pain and fear. Doc took hold of one of the crossbow bolts,
pulled it out. Whisper shuddered.

Doc wrapped the bolt in agauze pad, tucked it away in his bag. He took
out another small object. He hdd hishand in front of Whiger's face, turning
atarantelle cgp over in his fingers. He pressed the cloth-covered ampule
aga nst Whigper Who Dares'supper lip, which trembled. The elf's pupils
| ooked as big as silver dollars.

Doc thought of the flaying rooms, of all the abuses and the sufferings. He
thought very hard of Cloudhunter.

He closed the cap in his palm, turned to replace it in the medical kit. Ashe
did, his fingers brushed a thin edge, an object Doc had forgotten was still in
thebag. He pulled it out, held it up in the bad light. Whisper saw the
movement and whimpered in absol ute terror of whatever might be worse
than the tarantella dance; he tried to shuffle backward, in spite of thenails.



"Ace of Clubs," Doc said, hearing his own voice rumble and echo in the
arched hall, "not worth the effort." He threw it down a Whiger's fedt,
closed his bag, and dimbed badk up to the street without looking behind
him.

Mr. Patrise's car had already gone. He dlid into the front seat of the
remaining car, beside McCain.

"Give me the phone," Doc sad.

He waited for the connection. "Get me Lieutenant Rico. No, Officer
O'Gara, | won't wat. | said get her."

When he finished delivering his message and put the phone down,
McCain said, "No, huh."

"No."

"Everybody triesto guess, and nobody knows. Not till you got the motive
and the weapon and the target in your sights. Y ou just can't know till then."

As he garted the car, the flare of blue police lights was visible far behind
them.

Kitsune and Jolie-M arie werelying sde by side in the surgery. Stagger
L ee had put them both deeply under with spells, copper bands around their
foreheads, lead set with amber at wrists and ankles. He had dso explai ned
how the operation was to proceed:

"There are five amules placed beneath the skin of each double. The
incisions may be well heded, but there will probably be wheds, and a mark
will bevisible. When you find and remove an amulet, go to the other
double—the scar will be in the same place— and remove its mate. Try to
remove them all intact; especially try not to break oneinside the wound."

"And do you want them kept?' Doc asked.

"No," Stagger said quietly.

Phasia was there as well, sponging the slegping women's foreneads, and
Doc's, holding a coffee cup for him to sip from, bringing clean gauze.

The first cut wasin the upper left arm. Doc reopened it with a scalpel,
used asmall retractor to spread the insertion channel. He shone his headlamp
in. There was adisk of gray metal, thesize of a quarter. A hemodat brought
It out easily. It was carved with symbols. He dropped it into abasin and went
to removeits duplicate.

The second amuleswere of lacquered wood. Adhesions had formed, and
he got a small ophthalmic scalpdl, called for Stagger to retract and irrigate.

The third, under the left breast, uncomfortably near the heart, were of
bone; finger bones, gpparently. Oh, the fearful wind and rain, his mind sang.



The house shook somewhere deep down, and the lights went out. Doc's
battery-powered headlamp made huge shadows on thetile wdls. Stagger got
out another lamp, and Fay brought in spirit lamps.

The fourth, over the right shoulderblade, were metal disks again; a
different metal, badly discolored, with necrosis and pus around them. Doc
had to open an area the span of four fingers, flush and deanse and dressthe
wounds. Stagger adjusted the trance bands and sood away. Fay carried away
the soiled gponges without a flinch. Doc argued with himself about putting
in arubber drain. They might head more neatly if he just cleaned and closed,
but. . . it wasso damned dark. . . . He decided to trust to goldenrod and
careful observation.

The last cuts wereinsde the right thigh, and the probe led to thumb-sized
lumps of waxy white stuff, smelling faintly of camphor.

Doc held one up to Stagger's lamp. There seemed to be something buried
inside them. Doc didn't ask what, or cut one open. He didn't care. He threw
them into the basin, cleaned up and dressed hisincisions.

They moved the patients into the infirmary bedroom, turned the lamps
down.

Stagger Lee stripped off his gloves, said, "l really need adrink."

"Why don't you go get one, then."

"Goaod night, Stagger. Thank you."

"Y eah, Doc. Good night." He bowed dightly to Phasia, left the infirmary.

"Flesh leyell ins'ta?' Fay said. "Kissna Kissnaverdet well." Her face, lit
from below, looked unreal. Doc thought she seemed near collgpse with the
effort of making words. He felt exhaustion like a hand rearranging his guts.

He made a slegping gesture. She nodded. He took both of her hands and
held them, not knowing how dse to say thank you. There must be ways, he
thought. Had they done enough with s gn language?

She went out. Doc went to look a the deeping women again. He should
stay heretonight. He couldn't possbly watch them even an hour longer, but
at least he would be here if something happened.

He called the kitchen. As they were connecting, the door opened and
Lucius camein. Doc said, "I was jud cdling for some coffee and a
sandwich. Would you like something?"

"Never to refuse free coffee, that isthe Law, are we na men?"

Doc smiled and made theorder. They sat down. Doc found himself
nodding off in the chair. "What... brings you here?"

"Just a couple of thingsto say. One is thank you. For getting Kitsune out
alive."



Doc thought about what the ssimulacrum had been made to say. "You love
the Fox, don't you."

"Birdsong on love in one paradox: Nothing is more perfect than the
unattainable,” Ludussaid, trying to make it sound like a joke. " See, the
audience dl knows that the lady's supposed to fdl in love with the hero,
even though she's running a clue short. So the hero has to go into the fire, or
theice, or the generaly bad place, and come back with the plot coupon that
says Goaod for One True Love" He shrugged. "We don't do that anymore.
Not if we'reredly heroes."

"What's the other thing you wanted to say?'

"Wait till the butler'scome and gone. It's only for you."

After the coffee came, Doc sad, "Well?'

Luciuslooked at the bedroom.

"They're asleep.”

"I should have told you this before. Or maybe | shouldn't. | didn't know
what was going to hgppen when you found her. | suppose | thought things
didn't need any more complicaion. And that, if shedied, it might as wdl
stay unsaid."

"What you mean is," Doc sad, "she did sal Mr. Patrise out."

"Ah. | seeyoulove amystery too. But that isn't what |'ve got to say.
Kitsune did try to dea with Whisper Who Dares, but it wasn't anything to do
with dree fights and gwaed gwir bootlegging. She wanted something she
thought Whisper might be ableto give her."

"Which was?"

"Truebloods lie éout magic, did you know, Doctor? They know that in
the Shades the spellsthat can reshape the stuff of reality itself work like a
two-stroke lawn-mower engine with grubby plugs and ba guano in the fuel
line. But magic's part of elf syle. So they lie about what they can do. Or
cant do."

"Okay..."

"The Fox is a consummate dea maker. I'm sure she expected Whisper to
ded tough. But she probably didn't count on pure-quill Ellyll crazy. So she
got caught. | wish | knew just when she got caught, when it started being the
copy. Information did pass Whisperward after that, but that was different. I'll
never know, though, because I'll never ask. Will you?'

"l don't suppose it matters.”

"No," Lucius said, suddenly very still, "l don't suppose it does.” He stood
up. "Good night, Doctor. Thank you for the coffee and the atentive ear. And
thank you again for my friend's life." He stood up, got his hat, went to the
inner door and looked in on Kitsune and Jolie-Marie in their beds. His hands



clutched the hat tight to his chest. Doc turned his head until Lucius came
away from the women, headed for the exit.

"Lucius."

Birdsong stopped.

"Will you tdl me one more thing?"'

"Knowing that it will surely make none of us happy, why, yes, Doctor, |
should be ddighted."

"What did you see @ the Rush Sred, that night?"

"Remember that there was gunfire, before the explosion?"

"Yes."

"Were any windows broken when you got out to the front room?"

Doc thought back. "No, there weren't."

"I saw the bullet marks. They were al high and outside. Nobody's that
bad a shot, except on purpose. All the gunshots were supposed to do was
bring somebody out of the back room, just intime for the blast to get him."

"To get who?"

Luciuslooked infinitely sad. " Someone who'd dash right out to help the
shooting victims, without thinking twice." He opened the door to the
hallway, smoothed his lapels and tilted his hat to hide his eyes. "It shouldn't
be poss ble to forget, given all the strings round our fingers: Hammett,
Chandler, Crumley, Macdonald and McDonald. Not to mention Oedi pus the
King. But we do. Something in the genes, in the winds of DNA, tha says
The Answer is Good. | really can't betrusted, you know, Doctor. Good
night."

And he wasgone.

Doc sa down heavily, and just stared at the wall for minutes on minutes,
thinking.

There must be some reason for athing like that, he thought; people didn't
just kill each other for the amusement value. Ancther part of hismind
answered back, Wanna bet?

But if there was a reason, what wasit? What did he know? What could he
do? He wasn't any threat to Whisper Who Dares, certainly not beforethe
meeting with the Highborn Glasssle. Even afterward, he'd only used her gift
as abluff.

Unless the reason was something that Doc didn't know, and wasn't
supposed to live long enough to find out.

Kitsune had wanted something from Whigper, wanted it so much that she
had ended up selling herself out. What could anybody want quite that badly?
What, Doc thought, would he do such athing for?

So the hero has to go into the fire—



Birdsong on lovein one paradox.

Of course. Not awhat at al.

Doc checked on his patients: gill deeping quietly. He went around the
room snuffing the lamps, until there wasonly the circle of illumination from
his headlamp. He reached into his bag, took out the crossbow bolt he had
pulled from Whisper's body.

The metal didn't |ook transformed, but nather had dl those bullets. Did it
have to be death that brought the power? Surdy not.

He had no solid ideahow to proceed. Where he had come from, there
wasn't any magic, but people believed in it anyway—any of your neighbors
might bebribing the Devil to blast your crops, 9cken your stock, dry up
your women. Nobody ever said exactly what the formula was for calling up
Miger Scratch, but the evidence after the fact usually induded blood and
sharp objects.

Doc looked in on the sleeping women again. Thiswas no placeto
experiment. He put the arrow back in hisbag, cdled one of the house gaff to
watch the paients, and carried the bag down to the firing range next to the
basement garege.

He had to assume that Kitsune had followed the right due. He had to
guess that there was something to the rule of fairness in magic, that no pan
or sacrifice was ever wholly empty. He had to try, dammit.

What cauld the Word of Wordsbe, anyway? The Word that commanded
all others? That told language to flow, or be silent—or be confused? In
darkness ...

He turned out the light.

There was nothing at firs. Then he saw alight from the arrowhead: not
the cold blues or elementa reds of the magic he had seen, but awarm,
peach-colored glow.

Maybe thiswas it. He felt dizzy, put his hands on the table. What next?
Think. His fingers arched, asif he were probing the throat for atracheotomy.
No, that couldn't be right. It wasn't a Sructurd bl ockage.

He didn't have any psych training, beyond holding an accident victim's
hand while his partner pulled glass and metal out of the wounds. He had to
head amind, and a mind was never meat—

In Darkness, the Word of Words.

The glow from the arowhead warmed his hands, and in aslow flare
sweeping through his brain he knew the Word that ruled dl others, that
commanded all tongues to gpeak or be mute. But it wasn't enough to know it.



He stumbled upstairs, seeing but not sure what light he wasseeing by. He
entered the dining room, which was lit by one oil lamp on the sideboard. A
butler wasthere a once, asking what she could do to serve Doc.

"I would like not to be disturbed here," he said, and the woman nodded
once and disgppeared through the kitchen door.

McCain had taken orders from Daoc, too, just outside Whisper's lair, just
asif Doc had some sort of authority over him.

Doc put the lamp and his bag on the dining table, pulled up a chair to gt
near them, facing the hallway entrance. This was the place, and the hour, he
had first met her. Things like that were never insignificant, in the Shade.

He took the crossbow bolt from the bag. His fingers were unsteady, and
he held it tight, trying not to cut himself with the bl ocodstained point. It
| ooked ordinary in the lamplight.

He was horribly tired, and afraid he'd fall aslegp just a moment too soon.
Then he fdt her gpproach—didn't hear, but knew it. She stepped around the
comer.

Once again, the force of the glamour's physical aspect sruck him like
lightning. Again she smiled, and her eyes widened curioudly.

A thought sounin Doc's head, of how much Mr. Patrise must need her,
tonight especially. Bad timing. Bu it wastoo late to reconsder; he barely
understood how he'd gotten this far.

He reached for thelamp. The last thing he saw before the light went out
was Fay's face, and the expresg on there froze hisbelly. Bad timing—

But the Word was dready in his mouth. Whisper Who Dares.

Wnce long ago in the land of lowa, someone—probably Robin— had told
Doc that the French phrase for hangover trandated literally as "My eyes are
not opposite the holes."

How literd, Doc thought. Hisvision seemed to be rolling in the dark, with
occasional flashes of brilliance as the pupils lined up with the sockets.
Where the heck washe? He'd been in the dining room... he must have come
back to his apartment. Which meant he needed hiskey, if he wasgoing to
get into the room, fall onto the bed, and ... that was enough advance planning
for now.

Where was the key?Here, key, key, key...

There it was, in his palm. No wonder he couldn't find it. Couldn't have
been there long, though—it was oold, colder than a something's whatsit. He
shoved the key forward, and punched air. Then he fdt pressure against his
back, all the way down to hisheds. He'd fdlen down.

This was a swdl hangover; he hoped the party had been worth it.



Still dutching the key, he put his left hand to his eyes and fingered the
lids open. Blazing whiteness poured into his brain. Then something eclipsed
thelight.

"Doc? Areyou there?'

"Sssaurrrrrre.”

The shape got closer. Hair fell across Doc's forehead, familiarly. Lips
pressed his cheek.

"Ginny..."

"Glad to have you back," she said. It was filtered through the sound of
tears, and Doc was suddenly alot more awake. He levered himself up and
fell graight back down. Hisbedroom started to take shape around the two of
them. "Oh, wow."

Memory beganto click in. "Fox. Jolie ... | gattasee ..."

"They'redoing dl right,” Ginny said. "Thestaff'staking care of them.
And Stagger. And me."

"An'... Fay?'

"Fay'sjust fine."

"Redly?' He waved at his mouth.

"Yes. It worked, Doc. Now relax."

"Who ... called you?"

"Mr. Patrise. Two days ago."

"How'd'e know—."

"You know I'm a good babysitter," she said, but the weeping edged back
into her voice.

"C'mere," Doc said, with a gluey tongue. "Hug."

She wragpped her arms around him. It brought a much pleasanter
dizziness.

"Ouch," she said, and pried the key ring out of his fingers. "Wha are you
doing with these?"

"Uh? Oh. | got the Touch now, | guess. | wanted ‘em, and they came."

She put the keys on the nightstand, gingerly.

Doc sad, "l ought to get up. See some people. What timeisit?"

"About four."

"What four?"

She laughed. "Inthe afternoon. Don't get in a hurry. Stagger Lee says you
could have died."

"Now hetells me. | want to see Fay."

Ginny was quiet for abreah. "Fay's nat here. She's—staying at my place
for afew days, and I'm staying down the hall here."

"Why? | mean...whyisnt she..."



"Things are changing, Doc. Fay wanted to be by herslf, just now. And
Mr. Patrise said hethinks | should move in here. It doesn't have to be with
you, if you don't want that. Do you warnt that?"

"I don't know... you might not want me. All thetime, | mean.”

"I think | wart all the timeyou've got, Doc. But... | haveto ask you
something."

He tumbled the possibilities over in his head. "Go ahead."

" Something's not there between us. | love what you do with me—I love
you, Doc—Dbut it's like there's something you're dodging, or afrad of, or—
I've been wanting to ask for solong, but | was scared you'd just run away."
She leaned over him. "Y ou can't run now," she said. "l've got you prisoner."

He started to laugh. Then his ribs ached, and it finished in along cough.

"What's wrong, Doc?" she said, alarmed.

"Not wrong. | think. It's..."

And he told her.

For at least hdf a minute she wasperfectly still, looking down at him with
her mouth open and her eyes wide. "That'sit? | mean, that'sredly it?"

"V egh.”

"But. . . why didnt you just ask me?"

"l ddn'twentto. . ."

"Do it? Tha doesn't sound right."

"| thought maybe | could just not... bethat way."

She said gently, "Y our friend Robin, who can't get away from home, and
doesn't even have you to tdk to anymore—do you think that means he's not
gay now?"

"It doesn't matter what | am, if you run away. Y ou are not. .. a prisoner."”

"No," shesad, and her smile melted into the Gioconda's. "Unless we both
agreethat, for alittlewhile, I am.”

"There are things | won't do. I've seen ... alot of stuff. | saw Whisper Who
Dares. And whatever | am, I'm not that."

"Do you think | didn't—Whisper? Do you think | could have bdieved
that?"

He felt suddenly very small.

"And | know there are things you won't do," she said. "You won't ever do
anything that makes me feel bad about myself, or about you. | trust you on
that. Because trust me on this: you won't get the chanceto say That'll never
happen again'.”

He nodded slowly.

"We got some kind of aded, lover?"



"Deal," he said, and pulled her aganst himself for, oh, who cared how
long.

Finally she said, "So do you want to get up and start the day? Y our
scraggly red beard is, | gotta say, pretty scratchy."

He rubbed hischin. "Yuck." Helet her help him stand up. "I'll get cleaned
up. And dl of asudden I'm really hungry.” "I'm not surprised. What woud
you like?' "Uh . .. some eggsover very, very easy. And coffee." When Doc
got out of the bahroom Ginny was standing beside the servicetray. Her face
was taut. Without a word, she hdd out a copy of the Centurion, folded to
L ucius's column.

THE CONTRARIAN FLOW

by Lucius Birdsong

It has been awhile now tha | have been writing this here colyum (as
some of you choose to cdl it) and thereisa question that many of you have
asked, one way and anather, and one way and another | have not ever
answered it.

The question is not what you would call a sumper. It is Why do you call
that column of yourswhat you cdl it? And sincethis may well be the last
time | write it and you read it, things being what they are and all, your
correspondent would like to finally let the thing out of whatever thethingis
in.

Y ou see, there are all these other questions. The ones you didn't ask.

Y ou never asked why | have not taken you sculling down the old blood
stream in alittle paper boat, and pointed out the heaps of skullsthat shod its
banks, nor the vacant eyes of those who troll it, nor the pae viscid naure of
the so-cdled life it supports.

And you never wanted to know why children come here as if drawn by
that cheeky chequy chappie with the woodwind wail; you don't know that
story, because in the commercial version the children are awarrior and a
wizard and a bard and a thief and a fledgling dragon, and they not only
defeat the entrepreneur but get a bag of gold to boot; you never asked why
the only ones to leave this place can never, age regardless, again be caled
children.

And corollary to that, no letter has ever arrived from the World beyond
Inquiring of your correspondent why theonly children |eft out there are the
damaged, the crippled, the already too lost to find their way, who are now
confronted with the unspeakable possibility that they may be the children of
fortune after dl.



Indeed you never demanded why | havetold you of this and that but never
the other thing, of the rainbow but not the pot of gold, the dance but not the
steps, the singer but not the song.

In this great city, we are supposed to have made ariver run against itself.
Now, while the water does indeed counter the tendency of the Continental
Divide, no such thing happened, nor has it ever happened. What we did, at
great trouble and expense, was adjud the river's circumstances. to lay down
ared carpet srewn with rose petals and good i ntentions, and hope the stream
would choose to go our way. We didn't command the river, because one
cannot tell water where to go, and if the attempt is made thetorrent will take
arevenge that is even more awful for being without pasd on.

Y our faithful reporter hastried to coax atrickle in athirsty land, but he
knows better than to strike the rock.

| am leaving you now, for an uncertain while, and hope to get just a peek
at the place | shall not be going.

Doc dressed, kissed Ginny, and drove to the dub. Pavel took his coat.
Stagger Lee was in the |obby as well.

"Sorry I'm so lae."

"Almost the late," Stagger said. "Next time—" He shook his head.
"Excuse me. I've got to get the show going."

Patrise was at histable with the regulars; everything seemed normal,
except that Shaker was on the bar and Ginny was nowhere in sght. Neither
was Ludus.

"Glad to see you, Doc," Shaker said, setting a dark beer down in front of
him. "1'm sure they'll be gad to have you over a the table. Unless you'd
rather 9t here? Show's about to start."”

What kind of question was that? Doc wondered. He went to Patrise's
table. Patrise and Carmen stood. She hugged him, Patrise gestured toward an
empty chair. McCain sat quite still. Then Carmen sat back down. The lights
dimmed.

Doc sad to Carmen, "Arent you—"

"Not tonight. Sssh."”

The spotlight hit the stage. Stagger's voice came over the speakers, gpoke
aname Doc didn't recogni ze.

It was Fay tha came onstage. She was wearing a pearl-gray suit with long
trousers and alow neckline. Doc swallowed, wiped his damp hands on a
napkin.

She sang. With words: clear, intelligible, certan words.



The evening descends The radio's on A voice in the ar And solitude's
gone But who have you got on That favorite spot on The dial

The next voice you hear

Whatever its source

Will be coming through dear

No static of course

L et's cl ose the request lines

Since all of our best times

Are gone

She had agood voice, avery good voice, sveet and warm. Doc felt a
warmth on his hand. Carmen was holding it. She was watching the woman
on stage, and smiling.

The next voice you hear Will take you right back To flutter and wow That
our broadcasts lack It's strange how the cad hands Warm up to the old
bands Once more

"Alvah wroteit for me," Carmen whispered. "But | never could sing it.
Nor ever can, now."

A wonderful voice. But it was just a song, after dl.

We now |eave the ar Here's gation ID We bid you good night With hopes
that she'll be Forever the right choice Whoever's the next voice... Y ou hear

The parons applauded. Someone cdled for an encore, but Fay had
aready vanished through the curtai ns; she did not regppear. Theroom was
rather quiet after that, and table by table began to clear out.

Mr. Patrise said, "You'll haveto excuse me, Hallow. It's been along day."
He stood up. "Coming, Lincoln?'

"Yeah," McCan sad, but he just sat there staring at Doc.

Doc sad, "Have you seen Lucius, Line?"

"l guess he's around,” he sad.

Slowly, quigly, Doc said, "If you'd rather not talk to me—"

"Anybody can talk," McCain said, in adull, metallic voice. Then Doc
understood, and knew there really wasn't anything to be said, not now,
anyway. McCain got up and walked heavily out.

"1'd better go too, Doc," Carmen said. "Line—well, when he sees hislord
survive this loss, he will forgive you."

"| suppose ... | didn't think she'd leave."

Carmen looked a him, her face oft. "Do you think she could have known
it herself?"

Doc sad, "Wasn't it what everybody wanted?"



"Oh, no," shesaid. "Y ou did what was right. Big difference."” She stood
up, looked ater McCain. "But you dd make her hgppy. Some of ushave to
work hard for alot less. Good night, Doc."

He was alone at thetable, looked up and saw he was donein the room,
except for Shaker industrioudy wiping a glass.

Doc went backstage. Stagger L ee was unplugging some cables. He looked
up. "Evenin' Doc. What can | do for you?"

"Is...um...shestll here?"

"Sheleft jug after she finished the set. Didn't even change." Stagger put
down the stuff in his hands. "Y ou don't remember her name, doyou?"

Doc opened his mouth, tried to think.

"I'm sorry, Doc. That was mean, and you've been through plenty. The
lady's Shadow name is Phasia; changing it would take— wdl, acts of
substance. That's one of the reasons she's gone. Andthat is your lessonin
magic for this day, young sorcerer." Stagger gave a crooked grin.

"Thanks. Can | have one more?"

"Ask away. Just remember that we wizards are subtle and hard to light."

"Under Wacker Drive. Cloud said it was for power, so did Mr. Patrise.
But—power for wha? To do wha?"

"Y ou read Orwell, Doc? 1984?"

"No."

"Y ou should. It's in the library. The phrase you're looking for is 'The
object of power is power.' Y ou don't gather power because you want to cash
it in for something. Y oudo it because of how it makes you fed. It'safeeling
you want more of. And if you ge& power the way most people do, you get
scared that someone el se might have more than you.

"Asfar as | know, Whisper Who Dares didn't have some kind of
supervillain doomsday plot that needed derailing just asit counted down to
zero. No reflection on wha you dd, Doc." He pulled some switches, and the
lighting room went dim and dlent. "Any more questions?"

“Not now."

"Yeah. Not now. Poker Monday. Seeyou there."

Doc went back to the empty main room.

"Ancther round?" Shaker said.

"Is Mr. Birdsong's typewriter still back there?"

"Sureis, Doc," the df said. Hisvoice was light, solicitous, ready to listen.
The perfect bartender. He set the typewriter on the bar. "He said you'd ask
forit."

There was anotein the machine:



UNION STATION
PLATFORM 8
12:15 P.M.

sharp

Doc groped for hiswatch. 11:35. "Where'sthe Union Station?"

Shaker gave him directions. "Do you want me to close up, Sr?"

"Didn't Mr. Patrise—"

"No, gr. Mr. Patrise was quite specific. Your decision."

"Wait fifteen minutes," Doc said, unsure where the words were coming
from. "1f nobody's come in by then, call it a night."

"Yougotit, gr."

"Shaker, it's been alittle bit—I mean, this evening hasn't been the
happiest.”

"They're mortals, Doc. They dont always take well to a changein
fashion."

Doc turned the car into the station lot a twelve minutes after midnight. He
ran up the steps, nearly falling twice, foll owed the signs to track eight.

Under the dark expanse of the train shed, a pair of red lights were just
diseppearing in the distance, and a whistle blew long and sad.

L ucius stepped out of the shadows, holding his coat collar up aganst the
cold. "Thetrain left a midnight," he said. "On time, but | wanted to leave a
little safety margin." He looked down the platform, along the empty pair of
rails, pointing away west.

Luciussad, "Shedidn't really want to say good-bye. But people have
changed their minds about that. She did leave akiss for you. Y ou won't mind
if | only tell you that."

"Where's she going?”

"There are only two ways you can go, rdative to Elfland: toward and
away," Luciussad, very patiently. "She's going away. To be somebody
different from Phasia. Someone more like the way she is now."

" 'Elfland? You didn't call it Our Fair Levee."

Luciusdidn't laugh. "I never have, except on paper.”

"Yeah." Helooked at his feet. "Would you like aride ... somewhere?’

"No." The word was heavy, very final.

Doc sad, "You're not leaving too."

"Leave Chicago? Not likely, Doctor. I'm taking a sebbatica from the
Centurion, but | doubt it'll last. Ink and sawdust know where they belong.
Hold on to my typewriter, will you?"

"I'll tell Shaker."



"A good fellow. He's still got the Fox's money, now that | recall."

"Then what do | do with myself?"

"You get to find out. A voyage of discovery, isn't that a wonderful
prospect?’ Helooked up at the platform roof, a glimmer of moon above it.
"Your eramay be better than Patrise's. Kinder. Built on care instead of just
control."

"My . ..what?"

Luciussad, "Will you t&ke alast piece of advice from the pul p-wood
Indian?"'

Doc garted to protedt, then jus said, "Of course | will."

"Hold on to Ginny. You candoit. And you've got to. The Great Spirit
made you out of better stuff than us, true clay with hot breath in your
nostrils. But you weren't fired as we were. That's your power, asclay can
shift when brick breaks, but clay needs a form. Ginny's your potter's wheel,
Doctor. Lose her and you'll shift away to dugt."

"Lucius... who are you?"

Then Lucius laughed, loud and ringing through the empty staion
platform. "Man flesh and Man spirit in Shadow time," he said. "And
therefore part what | am made, what my will makes me, and what | might
become."

"Lucius, please—"

" See you around, medicine spirit man." He reached out and fingered Doc's
lapel, then turned sharply around and wa ked away, down the platform into
fog and hard darkness, col orless as the ending of a Biogragpoh movie. Pat of
Doc wanted to run after him, but agreater part knew that there would be no
more running after.

Doc looked a his coat where Lucius had touched it. Thrust through the
buttonhole was an eagle feather.

He gat into the TR3, leaned over the dashboard, and said, "Go where | am
going. Go. Go. Go."

It didn't work. Whatever higher powers had been slumming onthe Levee
had padked up their dates and gone home. He had to drive.

As he walked past the switchboard, Lisasaid, "Mr. Patrise left word that
he would like to speak with you, 9r. At your convenience."

Doc dashed straight to the sairs, not waiting for the devator. Mr. Patrise
was dtting behind his desk, in black g1k pgamas and along black dressing
gown. For the first time Doc could recdl, Patrise looked old.

"Y ou wanted to see me, sir?"

"| asked to see you, Hallow. But we'll 1et the distinction pass. Do come

in.



Doc approached the desk.

Mr. Patrise said, "Did you seak with Phasia, before she left?"

"No, gr."

"That'stoo bad. She must have had remarkablethings to say, after dl this
time. But then, you did speak with her, didn't you? Every chance you
could?"

"I... tried.”

"The best of mottoes. Perhaps you will have it engraved on your signet,
when this office and this house are yours."

"What do you mean, sir?"

"Oh, I'm not handing you the keys yet, Hallow. Y ou have a great distance
to go before, like Alice, you reach the eighth square. And the Shadeis a
dangerous place: we may lose you before your ascenson. But youve
survived—what is it, three direat attempts to kill you now. .. ."

"Three?' Doc thought of the roadway ambush, and the atack on the Rush
Stregt Grill. And— In asmall voice, he said, "Cloud-hunter? When he
fought Whisper. . ."

"Truebloods are hard to kill, unless they're throwing themse vesin the
way of destiny. Grieve, Hallow, asis proper, but do not make grief your
master: | think Cloud was hgppy to give his life for you."

Doc wanted to vomit.

"A question, now, before the night passes,” Patrise said. "Wha isthe
secret of the Shade?"

"Secrd. .." Suddenly it was obvious; it should have been obvious the first
time he'd met Mr. Patrise, traveling with a Trueblood miles from the Shade.
"Magic,.. doesn't end at the Shadowline. It works everywhere."

"Just 0. Terminus non est: Thereisno line of division. The Shadow, like
al buffer states, is apolitica fiction meant to keep both s des comfortably
separated. We of the Shadow Cabinet have made mistakes; you will make
your own. But there will be no more Miami Craters. And when the time
comes to conclude the secret— for peopl e to understand that things have
genuinely changed—well. Perhapsit will come on your watch."

"But how can that be a secre?"

Mr. Patrise tilted his head to one side. "Absolutely correct, Hallow. It
cannot. That is, it cannot be secret from anyone who caresto think and ask
gquestions. It is the second of the three great secrets—the one you keep from
yoursdf."

"What are the others?"’

"Thefird is the one kept from others. Y ou tell me what the third is."

"The truth.”



"You see, Hallow? How could you ever say that we did not know one
another?"

"But | don't want the house. | wouldn't want your job, evenif | could do
it. | don't want—"

"To be consumed by the desire for power in itsdf?* Patrise said, with
barely aflidker of emotion. "To become Whisper Who Dares?"

Doc gared at the carpet.

"I think you have been asking hard questions of Stagger Lee. Read
Machiaveli after you finish with Orwdl; you'll see yoursdf there too, but
remember that the mirror never shows the person whole.

"You risked your life for someone dse's, without the hope of gain. You
were given the power of life and death, and left your prize to the judgment
of others. With Ginevra. . . while | would not embarrass you, Hallow, what
happens in my houseisknown to me."

"And. ..when| tried to summon the Word?"'

"That too."

"But if youknew | could do that—if you even knew | had the Touch—
why didn't you tdl me?"

"I didn't know. But | also didn't ask youtotry. As| did not ask
Cloudhunter, or Stagger Lee, who | knew very well dd have the Touch.” He
|ooked Doc directly in the eyes. "In no small measure you succeeded
because you did not know any better. Think about it, Hallow: if you knew
that night wha you know tonight, would it have been as smple?”

"No."

"And youstill, even now, cannot face the reason that | never asked
anyone to do the thing."

"I don't know what that is."

"Yes, you do." Mr. Patrise stood up, leaned across the desk. "You canlie
to Ginevrafor as long as you like, Hallow, but you cannot lieto me. Not in
my own house. Not about the fear of losing what you love with one, wrong,
loving word."

Doc took a gep backward, then another.

Patrise stood, wd ked toward his inner rooms. "Good night, Hallow. May
it be pleasant."

"Goaod night, gr."

He waited for the elevator. When it arrived, Doc was startled by its
occupant: afigure in along dark doak, hood raised.

"Good night, Doc," said a voice from within the hood, and the doaked
figure moved into the hall.

"Good night, Carmen," Doc sad softly, as the doors closed.



The lights wereon in his apartment. He garted to throw his coat on a
chair, then carefully removed the feather and carried it with him.

Ginny was sitting up on the bed, her legs tucked beneath her. She must
have had the habit for years, but he had never seen her do it in front of
anyonedse. It was asif it were aposejust for him.

She was wearing one of his shirts, afew buttons done, and atight, very
short kirt of glk black as her hair—no, it was a scaf, black and shining
with gars, silk that nothing mortal could damage. He knew it well enough. It
could only have passed as a gift. From onelonely woman to another.

She turned, just dightly. Leather cuffs cinched her wriststo her upper
arms, high and tight against the sweet curve of her back. She leaned back,
falling againgt the pillows, turned to ook at him, her hair spilling out in a
dark hao. Her eyes were luminous and endlessly deep.

She wasstrong, he knew that, but from that paosition there was no
leverage; she was dl but helpless. Unless he did something about it.

Doc felt himself giffen, hisown breathing grow thick.

Quietly but firmly, she said, "Call the turn, deder."

Then he knew. If he ever demanded more power over her than she hdd
from himin return, she would be gone. And as Ludus said, he would fadeto
dust.

The Wild Hunt was gathering, and he could not stop it. Asif he wanted to.

So here wasthe chance to do something right. Nat that he knew what it
was. He only knew what he was going to do, to hold her as she would be
held, tonight with leather and slk and heat and pressure: she was trusting
him, as she had been all dong, and he had to stop rejecting that trust.
Whateve happened in the morning, he was the master of the house tonight.
And the monster. And maybe even the hero.

He leaned over her, spokeinto her ear. "1 will never harm you,” he said,
"and you will not ever allow me to harm you. Understand?"

She nodded once, dowly.

"Then give me your safeword.”

She dhut her eyes tight and whispered it.

He stroked the feather across her lips. Shepulled in aconvulsive breah.

He bent to kiss her bound- wrists. She sighed from deep down. Her cheek
was hot to the touch.

Enough, perhaps, for the two of them to keep out the cold.

THE END
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