WHOSE GHOSTS THESE ARE

by CharlesL. Grant

Charles L. Grant was named grand master at the 2002 World Horror Convention in Chicago. It wasa
well-deserved accolade for awriter and editor with more than 100 booksto his credit and a mantel piece
filled with awards, including the World Fantasy, British Fantasy and Nebula. His pseudonymsinclude
“Geoffrey Marsh” (pulp adventure), “Liond Fenn” (funny fantasy), “Simon Lake’ (Y oung Adult horror)
and “FeliciaAndrews’ and “Deborah Lewis’ (both romantic fantasies).

His 1986 novel The Pet has been optioned by the movies, the story “Crowd of Shadows’ was optioned
by NBCasaTV film, while“ Temperature Days on Hawthorne Street” was adapted for the syndicated
series Tales from the Darkside. His short fiction has been collected in Tales from the Nightside, A
Glow of Candles, Nightmare Seasons, The Orchard, Dialing the Wind, The Black Carousel and A
Quiet Way to Scream, and recent books include When the Cold Wind Blows, thefifth volumeinthe
Black Oak series, and Redmoor: Strange Fruit, amgor historical horror novel from Tor, which takes
place between 1786 and the 1890s.

“When | was asked to contribute to another themed anthology, | decided to try another serial-killer
piece,” explains Grant, “except thistime I made him acop. The editor made abig ded about usng the
museum, S0 | did; asit turned out, though, hardly anyone dse did. Go figure.”

The dtreet does not change, morning to night. Shops open, shops close; pedestrians walk the crooked
sdewaks, with or without burden, peering in the store windows, wishing, coveting, moving on; vansand
trucks make their ddliveries and leave, while automobiles avoid it because it curves so sharply, so often.
Towak from one end to the other islike following the dry bed of along-dead stream that snakes from
no place to nowhere.

None of the buildings here are more than four storeys high, though they seem much taller because the
dreet itsalf isso narrow. They are old, these buildings, but they are not frail. They are well-kept, mostly,
amost equaly divided between brick and granite facades with occasiona wood trim of various colors.



Nothing special about them; nothing to draw acameralens or a sketch pad, acommemorative plague, a
footnote in atourist guide. Stores, afew offices, a ground level on both ends, apartments and offices
above; in the middle, apartment buildings with stone stairs and stoops, aged white medallions of mythical
creatures over each lintel. Gateless iron-spear fences, small plots of grass, flower boxes, trees at the
curb.

Nothing changes, and Hank Cabot liked it that way.

Hewaked thistree-lined block and the surrounding neighborhood for closeto fifteen years, hisuniform
so familiar that in his civilian clothes people he saw every day sometimes had to look at him twice just to
be sure he was who they thought he was. An amost comical look aswell, asif he had shaved off a
mustache and they weren’t quite able to make out what was different about him.

It was apartiad anonymity and he had never been able to decide whether it was good or bad.
Retirement, on the other hand, was, in the beginning, good.

He had loved his blue tunic and the brass buttons and the polished belt with its gleaming attachments,
refusing promotions once he had reached sergeant because he’ d wanted nothing to do with the politics of
being an officer, nothing to do with other parts of the city, nothing to do with anything but hisjob ashe
had eventudly defined and refined it.

Hewas a beat cop, nothing more, nothing less.

Hewrote parking tickets and scolded kids who taunted other kids and old folks; he investigated minor
break-ins and petty theft; he had heart-to-hearts with shoplifters and angry spouses; he broke up fights
and arrested drunks and gossiped and swapped jokes and had once spent an hour on a damp stoop with
alittlegirl, trying to regitach the head of her doll.

He was a best cop.
And now, at long last in his mid-fifties, he was something el se, and he wasn't sure yet what that was.
That was the bad part.

Inaway, it waskind of funny, that first day away from the Job. He had dept in, asinful luxury whose
guilt he had cheerfully grinned away; he had made adow breskfast and read the paper and done alittle
cleaning of his second-floor gpartment; and when at last habit grabbed him by the scruff, he had taken
out anew denim jacket and had gone for awalk. The street first, of course, then severa others north and
south. Not too far afield, but far enough. Restraining himsalf from checking closed shop doors, the timing
on parking meters, the aleys between buildings, the empty lots.

It had been an effort.
It had nearly worn him out.

It hadn’t been until that evening, while he ate a sandwich in front of hisliving-room window and watched
the street put itself to bed, that he' d realized no one had greeted him with anything more than apolite
nod, complained to him, whined at him about the injustices the city had settled upon their shoulders and
why the hdll couldn’t he do something about it.

The good part was, he didn’t have to answer them anymore, didn’'t haveto lie or be a confessor or a
teacher or a parent who happened to have agun on his hip.



The bad part was.... nights when he couldn’t deep because he was supposed to be on shift, nightswhen
he dept and didn’t dream and woke up feding asif he' d walked a hundred miles with a hundred-pound
pack on his back, nights when nightmares of horribly distorted and twisted faces pressing closeto his
face made him sit up and scream—except the scream was only a hoarse croaking, and the nightmare
itsdlf eventually began to lose some of itsterror when he figured they were the faces of the angry victims
he couldn’t help and the angry cul prits he had apprehended over the course of thirty years.

Over ayear later, he and the nightmares had become old friends. But hisfriends on the street till |ooked
a himoddly.

“It’'ll take some getting used to, you know,” said LanaHynesfor at least the hundredth time, dropping
into the chair opposite him at the Caulberg L uncheonette. She fanned an order pad at her neck asif it
were muggy July instead of the cool middle of October. “For them too, | mean. All thistime, they don't
know what you look like.”

“Oh, yeeh, sure. I'velived here forever, right? | didn’t have the uniform on al thetime.”

But he thought he knew what she meant. Hewas, in or out of the Blue, nothing specid. Not tall, adight
paunch, aface faintly ruddy, red hair fading much too swiftly to grey. An ordinary voice. Cops hated
people like him—no one ever knew what they redlly looked like.

She grinned then, more like asmirk, and he felt ablush work itsway toward his cheeks. Thistime he
knew exactly what she meant. They had been lovers once, before hejilted her for the Job, and now, for
better or worse, they were friends. So much S0, it seemed, that lately she had taken to ignoring him when
he camein, just to tick him off so she could tease him about it later.

“Knock it off,” he muttered at that grin, grabbing his burger quickly, taking abite.

“Why, Mr. Cabot, | am surel do not know what you mean.” A laugh soft in her throat, and she leaned
forward, crinkling the front of her red-and-white uniform blouse, the one that matched the checkered
floor, the tablecloths, the pattern around the edge of the menu. It drove her crazy, and frankly, he was
getting alittletired of hearing about it.

“Thebill,” wasdl hesad.

She scowled. “ Screw you, Cabot.”

Histurnto grin: “Been there, donethat.”

A dosething, then: would she dap him or laugh?

It startled him to redlize that he had, a some imprecise moment on some non-momentous day, stopped
caring very much. Startled him, then saddened him, then angered him that she didn’t redlize it hersdif.
Maybe it wastimeto Start eating somewhere dse.

All thisin the space of a second, maybe two.
Damn, hethought; what the hell’ s the matter with you, pal?

She neither dapped nor laughed. She tapped a pencil againgt her pad and said, “ So, you been to that
museum yet?’

Curtly: “No.”



“Wadl, why not?” Her own red hair fell in carefully arranged curls over one eye. “I’ d' ve thought you'd
like something like that. All those bad-guy exhibits. Y ou know, like that Ghost guy.”

“That Ghost guy,” he said, knowing he sounded stuffy, “isakiller, Lana. Nothing interesting about him,
not at al. And | had enough of that on the Job, thank you.”

A hand reached out and dapped hisarm lightly. “Oh, please, give me abreak, okay? No offense, but it's
not like you were a detective. Y ou didn’'t work with dead bodies every day, you know?’

“Y eah, maybe, but ill...”

Animpatient call from the counter brought Lanato her feet. She dropped hisbill on thetable, leaned
over to kisshischeek. And whispered in hisear: “It’ sbeen over ayear, Hank. Do something different for
achange, before you turn into an old woman.”

He nodded automaticaly, gave her an automatic “Y es, dear,” and laughed silently when she dapped him
across the back of hishead. Not so lightly. Another laugh, and he looked out at the street while he
finished hislunch. Thetrees had turned, and swesaters and lined jackets had been rescued from storage.
A puff of autumn cold surged againgt his ankles each time the door opened. A pleasant shiver, a
comfortable reminder of how miserable the previous summer had been and how far away the next one
was.

He spent the afternoon at a high-school football game. He didn’t know the teams, didn’t know the
schools, just enjoyed the hot dogs and the soda and the cheerleaders who made him feel exceedingly old.
A fair-to-middling dinner at asmall Itdian restaurant took him past nightfal, and he decided to walk off
al thewine he had drunk.

With his collar snapped up and his hands deep in his pockets, he moved through the flegting clouds of his
breath, ingtinctively watching the dark that hid behind dl the lights. The shadows he made as he passed
under street lamps swung around him, fascinated him for awhile. Hewondered if, like fingerprints,
everyone' s shadow was different. When the angle wasright, the light just so, his shadow took to alow
brick wall and paced him afew strides, and he decided they weren't likefingerprints at al. They were
like ghosts who gave you an ideawhat it would be like to be dead.

Damn, hethought, and cast his attention out to the city instead. Where he glowered at ayoung couple
arguing under the canopy of aluxury gpartment building, whistled softly a acat watching him
narrow-eyed from agarbage-can lid. A taxi nearly ran him down when it took a corner too tightly; his
footsteps sounded too sharp, and for half ablock hetried to walk on histoes.

Halloween decorations everywhere, here and there mixed in with cardboard turkeys and cartoon-like
Pilgrims. One damn store even had its Christmas lights up.

Hefdt histemper, so long with him that it was like an old comfortable coat, begin, like that coat, to wear
thin at the edges. A shift of his shoulders, abrief massage to the back of his neck, and he quickened his
pace, anxiousto get to the three rooms that were his. The secondhand furniture, the ol d-fashioned
kitchen, the rust-ring around the tub’ s drain that had been there when he'd moved in. It wasn't the
warmth or the comfort; he just wanted to be away from the streets, the people, the traffic... the city.

Breathing hard. Watching his shadow. Following his shadow until he blinked and found himself at the
living-room window, staring down at the trees that smothered most of the night’ sartificid light, leaving
specks of it on the pavement, shimmering as an autumn wind rose while the moon set unseen.

A deep breath, asigh for dl the wine that had stolen some of histime, and he dept most of the day away.



It felt good. It made him smile. Another habit broken, and he trested himself to dinner and amovie, and
walked home again. Heliked it so much he did it again afew nightslater, and again the night after that,
and afew nights after that, taking a child-like pleasure in once in awhilelosing track of the hour. No
schedules, no meetings, just him and the Street that never changes, morning to night.

A week after Halloween hefinaly returned to Caulberg’ sfor an early supper. His usud table was aready
occupied, so hetook astool at the counter, waiting patiently for Lanato acknowledge him. When at last
shedid, with alook he knew well—It’ s about time, you son of a bitch—he felt amomentary crush of
guilt for ignoring her for so long. She was agood friend, after al; probably... no, absolutely hisonly
friend. But histemper cameingtantly to attention when she dapped a cup and saucer in front of him,
poured coffee and said, “WEell, look who's here. The Lone Stranger.”

“Sorry,” hesaid flatly. “Been busy.”

“Too busy to stick your head in, say hi or something?’
He shrugged aweak gpology. “Been busy,” he repeated.
“Yeah, right.”

Hetried asmile. “Hey, I'm retired, remember? Thingsto do, placesto see. I'm going to the Rivieranext
weekend.”

Her expression suggested his eyes had changed to a none-too-subtle brown, and she moved away to
place his order, take care of the only other customer at the counter, dip into the kitchen without looking
hisway again. She didn’t return until his hamburger was ready, and she ddivered it asif shewere
dapping hisfacewith aglove.

He leaned back and gave her alook; she stepped back and folded her arms across her chest and gave
him alook.

They stared at each other for severa seconds before her lipstwitched, and he pulled hislipsin between
histeeth.

“Laugh and you die, Cabot,” she said.
He nodded; the tension vanished.

She stepped back to the counter and leaned over it, forearms braced on the surface, her face only afew
inchesfrom his. “Thethingis, Cabot,” she said, keeping her voice down, checking to be sure no one
could eavesdrop, “we don't likeit when you disappear, okay? | know what you think, but we depend on
having you heredl thetime, just in case”

“But I’'m not a.cop any—"

She shook her head. “1t doesn’t make any difference.”
“And they barely—"

“It doesn’'t make any difference.”

“BU—"

She grabbed hischin and held it tightly. “Listen to me, you old creep, and none of your false modesty or
any of that other crap, okay? We reworried about you.” She nodded sharply, once. “Y ou are, whether



you know it or not, kind of important to us. God knows why, but you are. When you go off like that
without telling anybody, it makes us nervous. | mean, that damn Ghost freak did it again last week. What,
the fifth? The sixth time? Since July? They till don’t know who the body belongsto.” Her hand dipped
away as she draightened, lay flat against her ssomach. “We thought it was you, you son of abitch. We
thought he' d gotten you.”

Hedmog said, We, or you? but for achange he kept silent. Instead, he looked at hismed, tilted his
head to one sidein abrief shrug of not knowing what to say. All his complaining, and he had had no idea.
Noneat dl.

She pointed at hisplate. “Eat,” she ordered. “ Then get agoddam hobby.”
“Oh, right, like Dutch?’

Dutch Heinrich owned the butcher shop around the corner. Thisweek, on top of hiswindow display
case, was athree-foot-tall cathedral fashioned entirely out of toothpicks, none of which wereimmediately
visible because of the way the man had painted the modél. It looked carved from stone.

Findly she amiled. “Y ou could do worse. He sdlls those stupid thingsfor afortune.” A wink, then; an
eyebrow cocked; agentle smile. “Just do it, Hank. Stop lying to yoursdlf, you' re bored as hell. Make us
al happy, just doit.”

A promiseto think about it, acommand from her that just thinking about it wasn’t an option, and she left
him aoneto eat. Ashe did, he wondered; when he left, he headed for the small park afew blocks up,
and it wasn't until he redlized he had spent afull hour watching two very nearsighted old men playing a
truly bad game of chessthat he finally understood his year-long vacation was over. Fifty-something, with
probably another thirty to go.

Good God, hethought; I’ [l probably shoot myself next Christmas, and won't Lana be pissed.

Helaughed doud, and the old men glared without really seeing him. He gave them ajaunty salute, and
whistled himsdlf back home, and to avow that tomorrow he would ether find himself a part-timejob, or
atime-gobbling hobby.

Which might be, he thought when he saw the next morning’ s newspaper, filing the necessary applications
for an investigator’ slicense. Job or hobby, it would give him an officia-sounding excuse to be nosy. To
poke around, uncover the true identity of the man they called the Ghost.

He had killed again.

The sixth time since the end of July, the second time in aweek. There wasn't much inthe article, asde
from recycled quotes from psychologists and criminal experts about the mind of such aman, but the
police vowed they were on it with promising leadsin an intense investigation. He snorted. He had heard
that story before—it meant the victims had no common ground, no links; the cops hadn’t aclue and
weren't about to get one. The worst kind of kille—completely random. He a so knew there had to be
more; something had been held back from the public so the nuts and habitual confessers could be
weeded out. He leaned back in his chair, stared blindly at the kitchen celling. He could call in afavor or
two, find out what the missing information was, and take it from there.

“Sure” hesaid totheceiling light. “ Take it where?’
He had a better question: “Why?’

Because it wasinteresting? Fascinating? A puzzle that wanted solving? A chancefor alittle action? An



opportunity to do something vauable with histime? A way to get himsdlf involved with the public again?
A way to judtify the block’ s bdlief in him? Concern for him?

He made aderisive noise deep in histhroat, folded the paper to put the sports section on top—to read
whenever he returned from wherever he would go to pass the daylight hours—and pushed his chair
back. Flattened his palms on the small table and pushed himsdif to hisfeet.

Why?
Because Lanawasright. He was goddammed bored out of his goddam mind, that was why.

Which wasn't the real reason, and he knew it, but it would do for now. It would have to.

He walked.
He window-shopped.
He spent some time in a showroom, pretending he was thinking about buying acar.

He had lunch in aplace he had never been to before; he spent a couple of hours on atourist bus, seeing
things he had never seen before; he watched the sunset from abench in apark he had never been to, and
when the sun’ sreflection did out of the windows and let in the dark, he flipped up his collar and made his
way to abus stop, where atrio of kids cut in front of him so they could get on first. When he said, “Hey,
dammit,” only onelooked back, gave hima sorry didn’t see you shrug; the others played
push-and-shove until they found their sedts.

Hank didn’t get on.

He let the bus go, turned away from the exhaust wash, let histemper subside to amore managesble level.
It wasn't easy. Hisjaw was so taut it trembled, and heat behind his eyes made him dightly dizzy until he
closed them, tightly. It was't essy. If he had had the uniform, they wouldn’t have doneit. Maybe they
would have been just as smart-ass, just asrude, but they wouldn’'t have doneit.

Uniform or no, they never did it to him on the block.

A step back from the curb, head lowered, throat working to swalow, he stared at the tips of his shoes
until the night' s chill and thetraffic' s clamor forced him to move,

He found the museum afew minutes later.

There was nothing specid about it that he could see—a single door in anarrow building that could have
used renovation a decade or two ago. Lanahadn’'t been here hersdlf; it was one of those
heard-about-it-from-a-friend things, but she figured he would be interested, being acop and dll.

He hadn’t been, and had been avoiding actively searching for it Since she had first brought it up.

Hewas a beat cop, for God's sake. Didn’t she understand that? An ordinary beat cop. He saw bodies,
he saw blood, he saw the instruments that had drawn one from the other, but he wasn’t the one who
hunted the killers down. No, he was the one who found what was |ft of their prey.

On the other hand, he thought as he glanced up and down the avenue, fedling vaguely uneasy, asif he
were about to walk into aporn shop or something, maybe thiswas asign. What the hell. At thevery



leadt, it would keep her off hisback for awhile.
He grunted, shook his head quickly, scolded himself for being unfair. She meant well. She cared.

The museum door opened, and he looked down in surprise at the hand, his hand, that had turned the dull
brass knab.

Okay, it wasasign.

A hdf-amiletook him over the threshold and out of the cold. A brief unsattling sensation of dg§avu
before he noticed atiny wood table on his|eft that held an untidy stack of pamphlets—The Museum of
Horror Presents. Hetook one, opened it, and redlized the light was so dim that he practicaly had to put
his nose through the thin paper in order to read it. A smple diagram of the interior, afew words, not
much e se. The main premise seemed to be that he had to discover for himsdf the details of the exhibits.
Which were sealed upright cases ranged dong narrow aides, glass cases touched with dust and annoying
flared reflections of small caged bulbs hanging from the celling, cases whose contents startled him when
he waked pagt, only glancing in until he findly understood what he had seen.

“You'rekiddingme,” hesad quietly.

The preserved bodies, or damn fine replicas, purportedly those of murderers of thefirst rank, crimina's of
the mind, villains of the body. Supposed persond items tucked around their feet and on smal glass
shelves. He recognized none of the names, none of the crimes, but it didn’t make any difference; it was
bad enough looking at the corpses, real or not; it was worse reading what they were supposed to have
done.

Soft voices and whispers from other parts of the large room.
Soft footsteps and whispering soles.

Theimpulseto gigglein such asolemn place became an urge, and he rubbed a hard hand across hislips.
A second time, harder, for ashot of pain to kill the laugh. Sniffing, grabbing a handkerchief to blow his
nose and wincing at the explosive sound of it; wandering the aides, reading the legends now, thinking the
curator or whatever he was caled had one hell of an imagination. In spite of himsdlf, stopping now and
then to examine a body, the clothes, flicking dust away to peer more closdly at aface.

Soft voice.
Soft footsteps.

A check over his shoulder now and then, but he saw no one else. Only heard them, felt them, had dmost
convinced himself he wasin here with ghosts when, rounding acorner, he nearly collided with awoman,
ateenager redly, whose eyes widened as large as her mouth when it opened to scream.

“Jesus, wherethe hell did you come from?’
Hegrinned. “I’'m haunting the place.”

Too much makeup, hair cropped unevenly, she sneered thick lips at him and huffed away. “ Stupid
creep,” she muttered.

He scowled at her back, half tempted to call after her and demand... what? What the hell was he getting
S0 pissed about? They had startled each other, they were mad because they’ d been scared, what' sthe
big dedl, Hank?



He scratched the back of his neck, pulled at his nose, and looked at the case immediately to his|eft.
It was empty; alittle hazy because of thelight dust, but still, it was empty.

Y et therewas acard, just like dl the others, and this one claimed that what he saw, or didn’t see, was
the morta remains of the recent serid killer known asthe Ghogt. It took him afew seconds of frowning
before he caught the joke and smiled. Nodded his appreciation. Looked around, wishing there were
someone nearby with whom he could share the curator’ s bizarre sense of humor.

No one.
Hewasaone.

And being alone, he checked again to be sure he was right, then reached out afinger and drew it gently
along the case' s seams, stretching to reach to the top, bending over to reach the bottom. The glassfelt
warm, but comfortably so, and there was afaint vibration—the traffic outsde, footstepsin here. It would
be cozy insde, hefigured, and dmost laughed again. Cozy. Snug. The Ghost making faces at those
whose peered in, trying to make sense of what they weren't seeing.

Thistime he couldn’'t stop the laugh, and didn’t want to.

“Boo!” he said to hisreflection in the glass, and feigned stark terror, clamping ahand to his heart,
staggering backward, nearly colliding with the exhibit behind him.

“Boo!” he said through a deep rippling laugh, and wiped atear from one eye, pressed ahand to hisside
where agtitch had stabbed him.

Hewas coming apart, he knew it, and he didn’t give adamn.

“Boo!” onelast time, and he made hisway to the exit, giggling, shaking his head and chuckling, on the
street laughing so loudly he embarrassed himsalf even though hewas done.

Hefdt... great.

In front of Dutch’'s closed butcher shop he applauded when he saw that the cathedral was gone. Another
sale. Bravo. Bravo.

He patroled the neighborhood, just like the old days, and like the old days saved his street for last. He
didn’t mind the damp November cold that seeped up his deeves and down his collar, the way the few
remaining leaves hustled after him on the wind, the way his footsteps sounded flat, not October sharp.

Hedidn't mind at all.
He patroled until near sunrise, then dept the sun to bed. No nightmares, no croaking screams.

Just before Thanksgiving, Lanacommented on his attitude as she served him his steak-and-potatoes
dinner. “Jesus, Cabot,” shesaid, “it’ slike you' re dmost cheerful for achange.”

And he repaid her by leaning over the counter, taking hold of her arm, and planting abig one on her lips.
“Why, thank you, my dear,” he said as he sat back on his stool, picked up his knife and fork, and gave
hismed asmile

Lana, sartled into silence, could only swallow, and touch her lipswith afinger asif to test them. A
dreamy smile, ascowl at her reaction, and when hefinished she said, “Hank, you al right? Y ou're not. ..
| mean, like, drugs or something?’ A finger pointed. “And don’t you dare say you'rejust high onlife.”



“My hobby,” hetold her, dropping the price of hisdinner on the counter.
“You'rejoking, right?’

“Nope.” He struck a pose. “Y ou want to hear one?’

“Onewhat?’

Her mouth opened, closed, and he said, “Whose ghoststhese are | think | know/Their gravesarein my
dreams, you know.”

Shewaited.

He watched her.

Shesad, “Isthat it?’

He shrugged as he zipped up hisjacket. “I’'m still working oniit.”

“It... kind of soundsfamiliar.”

“Maybe,” he said as he walked toward the door, awave over his shoulder. “Maybe not.”
Maybe, he thought as he caught the next bus uptown; maybe not.

He returned to the museum and gave himsdf five minutes before he made hisway to the Ghost case,
touched the seams and found them cold. His eyes closed briefly. His stomach lurched. He held onearm
away from his body, for balance. He made hisway carefully to the sdewak where helooked up at asky
that the city’ slights robbed of stars and moon. He didn’t move until agust of wind nudged him; he didn’t
choose adirection until he reached a corner and turned it; he told himsalf he didn’t know what he was
doing until he recognized his home, and saw aman in atopcoat and felt hat urinating against one of the
iron-spear fences.

“Hey,” hesaid, hisvoice quiet but mildly angry. “Kids play there, you know.”
The man zippered himsdf and buttoned his coat. “Y ou acop?’

“Nope.”

“Then screw you, pa,” and he waked away.

Hank watched him go, looked at the windows above him, across the street, saw shades glow and dark
curtains, and imagined he could hear the sounds of degp and making love and television shows and
stereos and children dreaming and old folks dying.

I’ma beat cop, for God' s sake.
Stop lying to yoursdlf, Lana had told him.
So he did.

Hefollowed the man in the expensive topcoat for severa blocks, out of the neighborhood and into a
Sreet where there was more night than night-lights. He moved swiftly then without seeming to, and when
the man turned around, glaring at the intrusion, Hank took him by the throat with one hand and held him,



knowing now, aware now, what the published reports did not say—that the bodies were somehow
thinner. Older. Maybe drained, but not of blood or bone or muscle.

Hank held the topcoat man until he crumpled into the gutter, his hat rolling into the center of the Street,
stopping upside down. A sigh, but no regrets, and he took a bus uptown for the second time that night,
did not marvel that the museum was still open. He went straight to the Ghost’ s case and ran his fingertips
aong the seams, feding the cold eventudly, dowly, become warm, watching the haze insde thicken...
just alittle. Placed apam againgt the front and felt that faint vibration—not traffic or footsteps: it wasthe
reverberation of faint screams.

If he looked closaly enough, hard enough, he might even see his nightmare, not a nightmare any longer.
A quick smile, aghost of asmile, and he left for home and dept the sun to bed.
Comforted in knowing that outside the street never changes from morning to night.

Comforted too in knowing that at night the street is haunted.



