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   Enter the SF Gateway …


   In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


   

   ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





   Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


   The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


   Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


   Welcome to the SF Gateway.






 

 



Oh, it's been a long time 

Since I had my shoes shined 

Now that Porters are driving the trains. 

It's lucky, I guess, 

I ain't sick like the rest— 

But I'll never see White Folks again! 

—"Where Did All My People Go?", 

from Hooligans, Broadway, 1928

 

Any disease that is treated as a mystery 

and acutely enough feared will 

be felt to be morally, if not literally, contagious. 

—Susan Sontag, Illness as Metaphor, 1988
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The Archangel was broadcasting from Chicago tonight. Danny Constantine had set up his view camera and strung an aerial wire from the windshield of his Ford to a section of rusted out chain-link fence and he had been listening to her program, beamed from the deserted Blackstone Hotel in the heart of that dead, cold city, as she put it, for three hours, until his B batteries had gone dead. He cursed himself for not having charged the batteries before coming out tonight, because he loved the sound of the Archangel's voice, and loved the things she said. She was a wise guy and a cynic, but she was sweet, too, and she told the truth about the way things really were: here in Milltown, Minnesota, and now down in Chi, too.

Danny took down the aerial, checked his travel alarm clock, got back in the car, pushed the seat back as far as it would go, and sat with his feet up on the dash. Rising above him were the flour mills that had built Milltown. Danny's Ford was parked on a rail siding that lay between the mills and the river. There was a wall of them that ran for four city blocks, each mill six or seven stories tall, built of limestone or whitewashed brick that seemed to glow in the pale moonlight. They had been built that way purposefully, one against the other so that they hid the river, and the falls that powered them, from the rest of the city. The flour barons who had ground wheat into money at the turn of the century were jealous of the source of their power. On the downtown side of First Street they had built a power canal that diverted the river and fed the wheel pits and turbines that powered all the machinery on the work floors of the mills. They had covered this canal with a rail trestle. Water still ran through the canal, but above it, the rails were orange with rust, and milkweed plants poked through the cinders and grew high between the cracked ties.

Once, that canal and the river had meant everything to the city; the mills worked twenty-four hours a day. Now, in the summer of 1930, all of them stood dark and abandoned. In the middle of this miller's row stood the ruins of what had been the largest flour mill in the world: the Crockett A mill. Two years ago last January, Crockett A had exploded and burned, launching a pillar of fire fueled by flour dust, and the timbers and floors inside the limestone shell, that shone like a candle for fifty miles around the frozen prairie. It had been fifteen degrees below zero that night, and when morning came and the fire brigade had given up, the walls of the Crockett A were clad with fantastic blue-white stalactites of ice that glittered in the weak sunshine, warmed, and fell off to shatter at the base of the wall.

Danny Constantine had taken pictures of all of that. When the fire raged at its peak, Danny had sneaked through the lines and stood on the spur between the mill and the grain elevators and taken shot after shot as pieces of burning timbers rained down on him. He had been up for a Pulitzer for his picture of the flaming rooftop monitor sagging over the wall, power shaft still turning and whipping the flames. But there had been no Pulitzers given that year, nor any since, just as there had been no effort to rebuild the mill. The ruins of Crockett A stood ghostly over the river. And every so often, when the moon was full, Danny liked to come out with his view camera and shoot them. He would bring a cot and an alarm and make long time exposures, lulled to sleep by the sound of the water slipping through the power canal.

Now it was summer, early Sunday morning; Danny slept while he made his third plate of the evening. He had set up near Portland Avenue, at a spot where a line of young willow trees had grown up along the spur. Their branches touched the mill walls and made a tunnel over the tracks. His tripod stood just inside the tunnel, shaded from the moonlight, looking out toward the ghostly white bulk of the walls to the north.

Portland Avenue ended at First Street. When the mills were open there had been a string of taverns on Portland between First and Washington Avenue. The taverns had been officially closed by the Volstead Act in ‘19, although most of them had continued to operate as social clubs or blind pigs. By the time Prohibition was repealed, however, there were no more thirsty mill workers coming out of the gates. Now only one of the old taverns remained in business. It was called Vern's, at the corner of Second Street and Portland.

Around three a.m., a man and a woman left the tavern, pushed through the broken mesh of the fence at the end of Portland Avenue, and walked unsteadily along the tracks over the power canal. After a few steps they stopped to take in the view. Toward the river, the big full moon was just touching the tops of the mills and the grain elevators. Ahead was the tunnel formed by the willows, a cylinder of darkness with silvery light at the end where the moonlight cut across the tracks.

“Oooh, it's ever so dark in there!” the woman said. She had a husky voice and platinum hair that was also very bright with the moon shining on it.

The man examined his companion.

“You talk like a Brit!” he said.

“You just figgered that out, did you?"

“I thought you talked funny. But I ain't talked to any Brits since the war."

The woman smiled up at him and took the lapels of his jacket and stroked them. “What's the matter, Charlie?” she whispered. “Don't you like the English?"

“Ain't supposed to be any here. They spread it, you know."

“Spread what?” the woman said, twirling her finger in his hair. “What is it we spread?” She smiled at him and pulled him close and kissed him. He kissed her back, and kissed her back good. A Brit! She could infect him with Hun just with one kiss, but he didn't care anymore. In fact, the danger made him even more excited. He kissed her harder, but she pushed him back and turned her head away.

“Wha's wrong?"

“Well, you know, Char, I've always been a bit frightened of trains."

“Hasn't been a train down these tracks in five years!” Charlie said with drunken confidence.

“But maybe they might send one tonight. They could, couldn't they? You drive a streetcar. Couldn't a train still use these tracks?"

“I guess it could."

“Wouldn't that be something. To be kissing so hard you didn't even feel it hit you."

“You're teasing me—"

She took his hand and pulled him toward the willows. “Aw, I never was! Come on down this way, where it's nice and dark."

They walked, scuffing cinders, until she caught her heel on one of the ties and stumbled, her beret falling off. That was the end for the man. He gave up any pretext of reserve. He forgot about his job and his family, and whether she might be sick with Hun or not, and whether she might give it to him if she was. All he could see was her hair in the moonlight. She hadn't been that pretty in Vern's, but now she was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.

Halfway inside the copse, the woman stopped, laughed softly, and put her arms around his waist. They came together and kissed again.

“I'm crazy to kiss you,” Charlie said.

“Yeah, and why's that?"

“Shut up,” he said and kissed her again. He could smell her and feel her against him and taste her, all of it a vapor that filled his head and reached down to the inside of his chest. His fists tightened into the silk of her dress, and he pulled up on it and pressed closer, kissing her neck now.

“You can't get sick, luv. I know you can't, you got some of that black blood in you. Don't you, luv? Who was it? Was it a granny, Charlie? Was it your grandmother?"

“Yeah,” he said, and the thought of that got him, too. Only it wasn't his grandmother, it was his father, something Charlie never talked about. Nobody knew; it was a secret and he was light enough, and living in this town, nobody ever even considered the possibility, because there had been so few coloreds before the war. They couldn't stand the winters. Hell, Charlie hated them, too. But how did she know? He tried to remember what they had talked about at the tavern. There had been an awful lot of talk. Maybe he'd got drunk enough to tell her. Well, so what. He wasn't ashamed of it now. She liked that. She wanted him because he was that way.

The dress she was wearing, a green silk print, buttoned up the front. He put his hand between the buttons and pulled, trying to unfasten them, but instead he popped one, and the sensation of it coming away so quickly pushed him past all thinking and he ripped the whole front of her dress open.

“Charlie,” she whispered as he put his hand down the front of her slip, felt the warm soft skin and a breast that seemed awfully small, but hard, with a hard nipple that pressed like a coat snap against the palm of his hand. She squirmed and kissed him back hard, shoving her tongue deep into his mouth.

“Charlie,” she said excitedly. “Let's lie here on the tracks. Look, there's plenty of grass here, it's good and soft. Let's lie here and pray the bloody train don't come and cut us in half!"

“There's no fucking...” he was saying as she knelt, unbuckling his belt.

“What's that?” she said, kissing him again.

“No fucking train."

“Yeah, there is, Charlie. Lie down here with me. Let's lean our heads against the rail, where the wheels can cut ’em clean off!"

“You're crazy,” he said, but he did it. The top edge of the rail felt sharp against the back of his skull, so he pushed with his feet and slid up, so that the rail was underneath the top of his neck. She knelt over him. Her slip glowed silver in the moonlight.

“You want it, don't you, luv?” she said, unbuttoning his trousers. “Close your eyes. I don't want you watching for that train."

He closed them, waiting, feeling his whole body tremble and the world starting to spin. Too fast, he thought. He might get sick if he didn't open his eyes. But just as he started to, he felt something cold press against his neck, and heard a strong puff of air, like a BB gun firing. Something jarred his neck. And then everything below his head went numb. He tried to move and couldn't. He tried to move his arm and couldn't, either. She was still smiling down at him, pulling tubes from her purse, letting the straps of her slip slide down her shoulders. He could see all of her now, and grimaced in horror. She was pushing the tubes into a pair of black nipples that stuck out of the rib cage of her lower right side.

“Close your eyes, luv,” she said. “It'll all be over soon. Give us a last kiss. And make it good."

She pressed her lips against his. Then something scraped against the side of his neck and she bent and kissed his neck and stayed there kissing it, making low moaning sounds, moving herself up and down on her knees. Then the dizziness took Charlie and flung him off far away above the trees and the river, spinning in the darkness toward the silvery moon.
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At three-thirty the little travel alarm clock burred softly in Danny Constantine's ear. He gave a start and sat up, blinking his eyes. He had been dreaming hard, talking to someone. No, he corrected himself, not someone. He had been talking to her again. They'd been sitting together and she put her head on his shoulder and talked softly, right into his ear. God, how he loved it when she did that.

Except his wife had been dead for three years.

Danny rubbed his eyes resentfully, feeling the dream fade. Why couldn't he keep that happiness he'd been dreaming about? Sonja had this way of filling up the empty places inside him, smoothing everything out. You could be sour and looking at things all screwy and just by leaning her head on your shoulder and talking to you she could make you let it go. And he had let go, in his dream, but now his neck hurt, and there were cinders stuck to the palm of his hand, and the inside of his mouth tasted like shit, and she was gone for good.

He stood up, brushed off his hands on his trousers, went to the Dierdorff, picked up the shutter release dangling at the end of its cable, and closed the shutter. He put the slides in, pulled the exposed plate into the plate box, closed it, and then pumped up his gas lantern and lit the mantel. “#3,” he wrote in his notebook. “ASA 25. Orange filter, 10 in. lens, f 8.5, 1 hr., 15 min. Full moon, slight haze. 2:15 am."

Danny put the notebook into his coat pocket and went back and had a look at the alarm clock. Three-thirty-five. If he opened the lens another stop and a half there was plenty of time for another shot or even two before the sun came up. He turned the lantern down and had a look down the rail spur. The moon had gone down behind the trees now and everything was in deep shadow. He envisioned the shot in his mind, but then he lost heart. He couldn't stand the thought of going to sleep and having that dream again.

Danny took the lens off the Dierdorff, racked in the bellows, put the travel alarm and the lens inside his accessory case, collapsed the tripod, bundled it together with the cot, tipped the camera over his shoulder, picked up the lantern and the plate box, and started down the tracks. It was a big load, and he'd made two trips coming in to set up, but he was willing to carry the stuff because he didn't feel like sticking around there anymore.

It was disheartening, because he'd been doing okay lately. Sometimes he went all day without thinking about her. And maybe he wasn't his old self anymore, but he'd been all right, going on as some kind of new self, and it had been okay. He knew Sonja wanted him to go on living. Not for her, she'd said, but because he owed it to himself. What had happened to her, and to the rest of the world, this horrible plague, was just bad luck. Tanya had left a letter for him to read after she was gone and in it she had told him he must never let luck convince him to do something or not because that was superstitious and wrong, that was not using your brains. But still, there he was, having those dreams. Just when he was feeling okay. It was so goddamn discouraging...

Danny stopped. Just ahead a dark shape lay across the tracks. He had walked down these tracks from Portland coming in and this thing, whatever it was, hadn't been there. He came closer and saw it was a man. Passed out, Danny thought at first, holding the lamp over the man's face. It was bone white. He lay there with his mouth open and his eyes staring up at nothing.

Danny put his equipment down and knelt alongside and pressed two fingers to the side of the man's neck. The skin was still warm. There were a couple of wounds on the other side of the neck, puncture wounds. Danny straightened, and saw that the dead man's trousers were undone. Then he turned away. The penis had been cut off.

“Shit,” Danny said, getting a breath. “Shit."

He opened his camera box and took out his Speed Graflex and his flash bar, loaded the bar with powder, set the lens to f.16, backed off five feet. It was always different when he had the camera in front of him. He could stand looking at things through the finder. Then it was a story. He fired, and the powder went off with a whoosh and a burst of light that exploded in the dark tunnel and disappeared into a rising ball of magnesium-white smoke. Then, looking at the body again, Danny, thinking he would never want anyone to find him dead that way, buttoned the dead man's trousers. He picked up his stuff, went out to Portland, put everything into the back of his Ford. Then he went into Vern's. There were a couple of people drinking at the bar. The owner, Vern Smith, né Schmidt, was washing glasses.

“All done, kid?” he asked, glancing back at Danny.

“Yeah, Vern. Listen, is the phone working tonight?"

“Not now. Nobody's at the exchange this time of night."

“I gotta call the cops."

“Cops right there, if you want ’em,” Vern said, jerking his thumb toward the end of the bar where a couple of big men sat hunched over beers. “Hey, Dooley. You got a customer."

Dooley Willson turned his head slightly. He was a big, dark Negro whom Danny recognized as the sergeant of the major crimes section of the detective division. Willson was one of the first black cops the city had ever hired. Now he was the only sergeant left in major crimes. He looked Danny up and down.

“Off duty,” Willson said, looking away.

Danny went over to him. “My name's Constantine. I work for the Journal."

“Yeah, I know. So what."

“I just found a body on the First Street trestle."

Dooley Willson screwed his lips together. “A body, huh. Hear that, Francis? There's a body out behind the plant."

“Ask him is it a dead one,” Francis Lingeborg said.

Willson turned on his stool and looked Danny over slowly. “Well?"

“Never mind. I'll go down to Central and make a report myself."

“Hold on, Constantine,” Willson said. He finished his beer in a long gulp, and turned on the barstool. “What the hell are you doing out at this hour?"

“Taking pictures,” Danny said.

“In the middle of the night?"

“I do it all the time. Ask Vern."

“That right, Vern?"

Vern shrugged. “He's been in for coffee a couple of times tonight."

“It wasn't there the last time I went out,” Danny said. “The murder must have happened between two-fifteen and three-thirty."

“And why's that, Sherlock?"

“That's when I made my plate."

“I mean why's it a murder?” Willson said with a cold, disdainful stare. Show me, it said, with the knowledge behind it that there was nothing anybody could show him, anywhere, that would ever make a difference to him inside, where it counted.

Danny held his gaze steady. He could feel Willson's disdain. Willson was trying to get him to look away, to step back, to leave him alone, but Danny held on.

“Somebody cut the guy's cock off,” Danny said.

Willson glanced back at Lingeborg.

“How about it, Swede? You want to walk out there with me?"

“Fuck yes,” Lingeborg said. Willson took his hat off the bar, pulled it low over his eyes, and got up. He was huge. Half a head taller than Danny, and Danny was six feet tall. He must have weighed at least two fifty, too.

“Let's go, Constantine."

The three men went out to Portland Avenue. It was darker now that the moon had set. “I've got a lantern,” Danny offered.

“Get it."

He got it out of the trunk, lighted it, and they walked through the hole in the fence onto the tracks. The shadows stretched and pivoted ahead of them as they walked.

“Busy tonight?” Danny asked Willson to make conversation.

“Hear that, Francis? He wants to know if we're busy tonight."

“Maybe he's worried about us."

“Maybe he should worry about himself.” Willson said. Danny felt a flush of resentment. “Maybe he don't know what we've been doing all week."

“Sure he knows. He's a reporter, ain't he?"

“You boys don't have to give me a hard time. I know what you go through,” Danny said, and Willson stopped.

“What I go through? You know what I did all night? Rode with the coroner's van. We pulled in maybe three dozen fresh, white bodies. Don't even have time to write up a proper report. Percy Satin's got stacks of death certificates all filled out. All I do is put in the name and the date. Cause of death is always the same. Maybe I feel bad and maybe I don't, but whatever I go through is my business. You got that, Constantine?"

“Yeah, I got it."

“Don't you ‘yeah’ me, boy! If it wasn't white folks dying I wouldn't be loading your dead white asses into a county van."

“Look, Willson. It's late. I'm not trying to start anything. I just want to show you where the body is."

“That's starting something right there."

It wasn't any use, Danny thought. He had dealt with Dooley Willson before. The sergeant was a good cop, but he never hid the fact that he had no use for white people. But he was funny about it. It was white people's law he was enforcing, but there was nobody on the force who went by the book more than Willson.

“There it is,” Danny said, swinging the lantern up. Willson went to the body and crouched down, pressed the corpse's cheek with his thumb.

“Gimme the light,” he said. Danny gave it to him and Willson moved it close to the dead man's head.

“Look at that, Francis,” he said, lifting the tab of the man's celluloid collar. “Lipstick.” He bent closer and took a deep sniff. “And perfume.” Gently, he turned the man's head. “Two puncture wounds on the side of the neck.” He scooted over, put the lantern down, and unbuttoned the victim's trousers.

“Fuck!” he said softly.

“His fly was open when I found him,” Danny said. “I buttoned him up."

Willson stood. “This bastard's drained,” he said.

“What do you mean?"

“I mean, if we took him to the morgue they wouldn't find a drop of blood in him. Look at his linens. Hardly any blood at all. You get a wound on your pecker it's like cutting your tongue.” He stood up and looked around. “You say you were out here taking pictures when this happened?"

“Yeah. I was making time exposures. I bring a cot along and sleep."

“How long were you sleeping?"

“Maybe an hour. I had the lens stopped down pretty far. I keep a notebook with the exact times."

“Where were you set up?"

“That way. Just where the trees end."

“You didn't see anything?"

“I told you. I was asleep.” Danny took the travel alarm out of his pocket. “You can see I set it for three-thirty."

“What were you taking pictures of?"

“The tracks."

“You take pictures of railroad tracks at night?"

“It's a moonlight shot,” Danny explained. “I'm trying to capture the light, and this wall, and the way the trees come over."

“What the fuck for?"

“Art."

“Art,” Willson repeated disgustedly, showing the whites of his eyes. “What the fuck is that?"

“My hobby. I use a view camera. One of the big ones."

“I know what a view camera is. You were making a time exposure, right? That means you could have taken a picture of anyone that walked into the frame."

“That depends how long they were standing in one place, what color clothes they were wearing."

“When are you going to develop those plates?"

“Tomorrow, probably."

“You know my name?"

“Dooley Willson."

“Sergeant Willson. You get in touch with me downtown. Let me know if you got anything on those plates."

“All right."

“I'm going to finish going over the scene. Swede, see if Percy's still downtown. Have him send the wagon if he is."

“Sure, Dooley."

“Could I help you with anything?” Danny said.

“Lend me the lantern. I'll leave it with Vern when I'm through."

“Sure, Sergeant."

Danny started back along the tracks with Detective Lingeborg.

“He sounded like you guys have seen this before,” Danny said.

“What ain't we seen,” Francis said.

“Have you, though?"

“It's the third one. One last month. One the month before that. Both still open."

“What about the blood?"

“All three dry as a bone."

Danny went through the fence. “Sounds like we've got a vampire."

“What we've got,” Francis said, “is one sick bastard.” They went back into Vern's. “Got to call the coroner, Vern,” Francis said, going behind the bar to use the phone. He held the receiver to his ear and waggled the cradle with his finger.

“Son of a bitch is dead,” he muttered.

“What, the guy?” Vern said without much interest.

“No, the fucking phone.” He put it down. “You see any new customers tonight, Vern?"

“Maybe."

“Who?"

“Charlie Hayes was talking with a blonde all night."

“Yeah? What she look like?"

“I just told you. Blonde."

“What was she wearing?"

“How the hell would I know?"

“Maybe you'll know when Dooley talks to you."

“My memory's the same, if I'm talking to a white man or a nigger,” Vern said stiffly.

Lingeborg decided to let that go. Vern was all right. Anyway, Dooley Willson had made it clear to Francis a long time ago that he didn't want anybody sticking up for him. In the race department, Willson could take care of himself. Francis was more worried about the fact that they were going to have to haul the victim downtown themselves. Number fifteen for the evening.

At least it was clean, though, he thought. At least it was murder. He came back out from around the bar.

“Looks like we're hauling him down ourselves. See you, Vern."

“How's your mother?"

“Getting along."

“Say hello to her for me,” Vern said.

“Okay."

Danny followed him outside. The sky was brightening up now in the east. It was still pleasantly warm, which meant it would get damn hot today.

“You want some help?"

“Yeah. But Dooley'll want to secure the scene himself. Regulations."

“Okay,” Danny said, waving. Francis waved back and stepped through the hole in the fence. Danny watched him step through the weeds. Vampire claims third victim, he thought. That might play.

He decided to run it by Walter tomorrow.
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Danny went home and slept until it was too hot to sleep anymore. His window was wide open, and the curtains hung motionless in front of it, as if they had been soaked in plaster. Danny swung his legs over the side of the bed and got up and took a look outside. Everything was still. The sky was milky and there were big thunderclouds piling up in the west. It was going to rain, all right, but that wouldn't help. Rain would only make it steamy.

He sat down on the bed again, lighted a cigarette, and picked up the clock from the bedside table. Just after noon. He'd slept pretty good. No dreams this time. He put the clock down and put on a robe, and went down the hall to the bathroom to shave and clean up. When he came out Mrs. Lund called to him from downstairs.

“Is that you, Dan?"

“Yes, Mrs. Lund, good morning,” he said, sheepishly. He was always the last one in the house to get up on Sunday.

“Dinner's ready. Will you come down?"

He could smell her roast chicken now, and it finished the job of waking him up. All he'd had yesterday was toast downtown at the Pantry and a hard-boiled egg and a couple of pig's knuckles at Vern's.

“I'll get dressed and be there right away, Mrs. L."

“You have some time. I'm just bathing everything under the lamps now."

Mrs. Lund had just bought a set of violet-ray lamps. Putting cooked food under them for five minutes was supposed to be a cure for Hun. Danny wished he'd been home the day the salesman called, because he would have poked the lousy crook in the nose for trying to take advantage of her. Maybe it was okay, though. Having the lamps did seem to make her feel better.

Danny put on an undershirt and a shirt with a new collar, gray gabardines, and tied on a dark blue bow tie. Mrs. Lund liked her boarders to dress for Sunday dinner. He slipped the straps of his hairbrushes onto his hands and ran them rhythmically along the sides of his head. He made his bed, put his clothes from yesterday away, closed the curtains, and went down to the dining room. The other boarders had already sat down. The food—a big capon, mashed potatoes and giblet gravy, peas with pearl onions, dinner rolls, and cole slaw—sat along the sideboard glowing weirdly purple in the light of the violet-ray tubes. Kal Hromatka looked at it all with growing impatience. Kal was a practical man who didn't believe in letting good hot food sit around, Hun or no Hun.

“Lucille,” he said, “it's been five minutes."

“Three and a half. And you know very well the salesman said at least eight, and preferably ten, especially when there's this much food."

Kal rolled his eyes in exasperation. He was a Slovak with iron-gray hair, a strong nose, handsome and very trim for a man of sixty-five. Like Danny, he indulged Mrs. Lund. You couldn't blame her much for trying the lamps, trying anything, when you knew that her whole family had died of the bleeding—everyone except her twelve-year-old grandniece, Shirley. She was a bleeder, too, though chronic. Today she sat at the table in a nicely starched summer dress that showed arms and legs swathed in pressure wraps.

“Morning, everybody,” Danny said, sitting down quickly.

“Morning?” Kal said. “What do you know about it?"

“I was up ’til five last night, Kal."

“Doing what?"

“Took a few shots of the old Crockett Mill."

“I think he's got a secret life,” Shirley said. “I think he's meeting someone."

“Yeah?” Danny said, grinning at her. “And who do I meet?"

“We know. Don't we, Kal?"

“Sure,” Kal said, staring longingly at the purple food on the sideboard.

“Kal!"

“Oww! What're you kicking me for, girl!"

“Shirley,” Mrs. Lund began.

“It's not polite to pretend to answer someone when you haven't the slightest idea what they've just said. Is it, Auntie?"

“No. But kicking is not the way to correct them."

“Oh, pooh! It's the whole reason they invented tables."

“Well, you've got my attention now,” Kal said. “What is it?"

“I think Danny's meeting a certain someone he interviewed last February."

“Oh, the Archangel,” Kal said, interested now.

“Remember how she made him wait inside the Ice Palace? And there he was, smoking one cigarette after another, because the paper told him they'd let him go if he couldn't do more than just take pictures. And he'd somehow swung an interview with her, but she made him wait and wait, and then, just when he was sure she wouldn't come, ohhh! It's her, right next to him, breathing into his ear, ‘Daniel, I've been wanting to meet you so very, very, very much!’”

“Honestly, Shirley! Where on earth do you get these notions?"

“It's true! They were together three hours in that Ice Palace. Think of it. The moonlight all pale and green-blue coming through the ice. The Archangel's wrapped up in her beautiful silver fox coat. Danny's shivering, but not because he's cold. He keeps smoking and smoking and smoking, and trying to make her face out through her veil. And the veil getting frosted from her breath. Danny scribbling down notes he couldn't read after because his head was spinning so. Why, he's been queer ever since!"

“Shirley Lund, we do not say queer at the table!"

“But he is queer. Aren't you, Danny?"

“As a three-dollar bill,” Danny said, grinning.

“Look at him,” Kal laughed. “He's the same color as Lucille's chicken!"

Danny, who had been sitting there trying to keep his face from turning red, lost the battle and felt himself flush all at once and so thoroughly that even Mrs. Lund began to laugh. Of course, he was secretly pleased when Shirley teased him about that interview he'd done with Milltown's famous radio angel. He'd thought of her often since that winter night, and really, Shirley wasn't that far wrong. Danny had thought about her for weeks after their interview. But the real reason he was embarrassed was that it was all so useless. The Archangel had been perfectly sweet, and maybe, if he interpreted the flirtatious way she'd talked to him in a certain way, there had been some kind of spark between them. But the Archangel, whoever she really was, had made it clear that she intended to continue living her secret life alone, and never had responded to Danny's attempts to arrange an interview for a follow-up piece later that spring. Anyway, whatever he'd been feeling inside that night, he'd forced himself to be businesslike and ask good questions and get straight answers. Walter Burns, his editor at the Journal, had made it plain: either write a decent piece or lose his job at the paper. The way things were, the Journal needed men who could do more than one thing. That meant Danny couldn't just take pictures anymore; he had to write copy, too. And, as hard as it was for him to do that, and as bad as he was at writing, he'd managed, somehow, to pound out a half-decent story and keep his job.

Maybe all that intense concentration that night had put the Archangel off. Or maybe he'd just been imagining that attraction he'd written about in the article: “In person she pulls you in the same way she pulls in her listeners all over the state,” he'd written. “You hear that voice with such pleasure that you want to hear more, until the voice turns into something soft and warm and clear that almost, but not quite, melts inside your head. That ‘almost,’ of course, is her secret and the main reason for her success, because it keeps all her listeners, and this interviewer, wanting more and more and more, while leaving them still capable of appreciating her message..."

Danny winced inwardly, remembering what Walter had said about that line. “Jesus Christ, Constantine, that stinks! ‘Leaving them still capable'? Do you know one person who's ever been left still capable?"

Danny's questions had been good, though. There'd never been any doubt about that. He might be a lousy writer but he knew what a story was and how to talk to people. He'd learned that chasing pictures. Sometimes he'd have to do lousy things, like the time he worked the police desk and they sent him over to the wife of some poor Hun victim and he impersonated the county coroner, asking the widow for a photo of the dead man “for our records.” He could do that all right. The writing, six months later, was possibly getting better.

“I know you met her last night!” Shirley insisted. “You must have heard her. ‘Floating through the still, dead town, free of everything...’ Including her clothes!"

“Now, that really is enough, young lady!” Mrs. Lund said sternly. “Another word and you're off to your room."

“But Aunt Lucille—"

“Don't sass! You know I don't approve of what that woman's doing. She's an outlaw. I'm crazy to let you go out to that radio shack with Kal. He can do what he wants, but you're another matter."

“She's not an outlaw. She's the only person in this town who tells the truth. She's an idealist!"

“Idealist? How on earth would you know who and what an idealist is?"

“Danny told me. Isn't that right, Danny?"

Mrs. Lund turned and looked at him severely.

“Well?"

“Well...” Danny said. “I may have said something like that. I mean, she is considered to be a reformer."

“By whom?” Mrs. Lund said coldly.

Just then the bell of the lamp timer went off, and the violet beams above the food slowly faded.

“Thank God!” Kal exclaimed.

“Help me with the platters, will you, dear,” Mrs. Lund said with a sigh, giving Danny one more look before getting up. Shirley carefully pushed her chair back and moved with a slight limp over to the sideboard, winking at Danny as she passed him. She was such a lively, quick young girl, and so direct with her speech, that Mrs. Lund felt she had to be stern with her, and rein her in; but she was impossible to keep down, and anyway, it was impossible to stay angry with Shirley for long. It had just about killed Mrs. Lund last year to find out that Shirley had caught Hun, too. It made a person indulgent when they loved somebody who, sooner or later, would start the bleeding that nobody could stop.

Together, the landlady and her niece brought the food to the table.

“Maybe it'll turn my insides blue, but my, that chicken smells grand, Lucille!"

“Thank you, Kal,” Mrs. Lund said. She stood behind Shirley's chair as she sat down, and smoothed the girl's hair affectionately. “Now, Kal, would you please say grace?"

Kal put his browned, strongly veined hands together and closed his eyes. “Dear Lord,” he began gruffly, “bless all those who gather here today to receive your bounty.” Danny felt a kick at his ankle, opened his eyes, and saw Shirley making a face at him. “We thank you for the kindness you have given us and beseech you to protect all those near and dear to us. Amen."

“Amen."

“Beseech,” Shirley said. “Isn't that an awfully strange word?"

“Don't blaspheme,” Mrs. Lund said, as the screen door banged open in the kitchen. Mrs. Lund's other tenant, young Lou Ravelli, came into the dining room. He looked at everyone, flushed, then headed for the stairs.

“Louis? What's wrong? Why aren't you at the ballpark?"

“'Cause the game's been canceled!” Lou said in a stricken voice.

“Wait,” Kal said. “Come here. What's going on?"

Lou's face was very red. “Four Toledo guys came up sick yesterday. Four! So they canceled the game. Then Kelly gets us together and says the league might have to suspend the season and re-form with guys they knew were okay. They're talking it over right now."

Mrs. Lund got up. “I'm sure everything will be all right, Louis. They're just taking precautions. They have to, because the public's involved. You're a strong, healthy boy; you've got nothing to worry about. Why don't you sit down with us and have some dinner?” She took a plate from the china cabinet.

“Aw, Mrs. L., I don't feel like eatin'. I'm sick to my stomach!"

“That's exactly why you need to eat. Sit!"

She bustled over and took his arm and led him to the table, then set a place setting in front of him. Meanwhile Kal left the table, went upstairs, and came back with a bottle of whiskey. He poured a couple of fingers into a tumbler and gave it to Lou.

“The boy needs it, Lucille,” Kal said, anticipating her protest. Lou took the glass with both hands, stared at it a moment and tossed it down. Kal poured him a second, smaller drink, then put the cork into the bottle. The smell was tempting, but he knew it would be too much for him to take a drink himself on Sunday, in Mrs. Lund's dining room. Lou drank the second whiskey more slowly. Finally he looked around.

“I'm sorry, everyone. I didn't mean to come in and bust up your dinner. I oughta be out there at third right now!"

“Don't be silly, Louis. This is your home. Have some chicken."

Lou sat down, and the rest of the house passed around the platters and began to eat. The food was wonderful. Danny ate two helpings of chicken, and made himself some gravy bread. All the while Lou sat staring over his plate.

“Is there something else bothering you, Lou?” Kal said.

“The old man said we might consol ... consol ... something."

“Consolidate?” Danny said, mopping his plate with a crust of the bread.

“That's right."

“Who with?"

“The goddamn nigger league, that's who!"

“Louis!” Mrs. Lund cried in horror, but Lou had let it out and now the rest came in a gush.

“I'm telling you, it ain't fair those colored bastards don't get sick! Oh, hell, you don't understand what it's like, none a ya do!” With that, Lou threw down his napkin, left the table, and went out the front door.

“Well,” Danny said, “that was either one shot short or one too many, Kal."

Shirley started to laugh, but Mrs. Lund froze her with a single icy look.

“That's not funny, Danny. You go talk to him. Bring him back."

“I think he probably just needs to cool down a little, Mrs. L."

“Yes, he'll only come back here and curse, Aunt Lucille!"

“You be quiet! Please, Danny!"

“Okay, I'll see what I can do."

As he went out to the front porch, Danny wondered how much he really could do. Lou Ravelli was generally angry and miserable anyway. He was only twenty, living away from what was left of his family out in San Francisco for the first time. He was a hotheaded Italian with dark eyes and curly black hair, and a lithe body that could do practically anything on a ball field. But he was also not the brightest man Danny had ever met.

Lou sat out on the porch steps holding his head in his hands. The street was quiet. On this block, all but four of the houses had been boarded up, and only one of the four had a real family living in it. The other three places were rooming houses, like Mrs. Lund's. It was the same up and down all these residential blocks on the south side of town. Danny went and sat down next to Lou. It was hot as hell out in the sun.

“That's a tough break,” Danny said. “About the season, I mean."

“What else can they do? Nobody's got any fucking ballplayers."

“Knock off that talk. It doesn't impress me. And it sure isn't any good talking like that in front of Mrs. L."

“It ain't got nothing to do with her."

“It's Sunday, Lou. You can't curse in a nice lady's dining room on Sunday. And Shirley sitting right there, too. Don't you have more sense than that?"

“You don't know how I feel. I worked all my life for a shot at the big club. I'm off to a great start. Kelly said it was a cinch the Giants were gonna buy up my contract this season. Now that's all shot to hell. How can they pick me up when they can't see what I can do?"

“You said yourself they're not canceling the season. They're just reorganizing, getting everything back on a sound basis. That's the way things are now, Lou. People get sick, but the ones that are left, they still need baseball. The thing is not to get discouraged. You have to keep on as though none of this stuff was happening. Otherwise what's the use?"

“That's what I keep thinking, though."

“Yeah, I know. But the thing is, Lou, you're not sick. And the longer you don't get sick, the more chance there is that you won't. Just like me. I was in the army, I came back here, and I'm on the paper, I'm all over town all the time, and I haven't got it yet. I don't even worry about getting it anymore. And even if I did, well, that's tough and all, but you can't go around living like you're afraid of Hun."

“I ain't afraid. I just wanna play ball."

“Well, you will. They're reorganizing the league, aren't they? You're gonna play ball again soon, and that's the main thing. And I've seen some of those Negro ballplayers. Some of them are pretty damn good. Why not play with ’em? Forget about who they are. When you're up there swinging you don't think about whether the pitcher's an Irishman or a Polack or a Hebe, do you?"

“It ain't the same thing and you know it!"

“Look, Lou, maybe it isn't, but you're still thinking about this all wrong. Negroes didn't start this. They didn't do it to us. It's not their fault they don't get sick, any more than it's your fault that you're not sick right now. See that? All you have to do is pretend it's still like it used to be. Pretty soon you won't be thinking you're playing against Negroes. They'll just be the other guys."

“I ain't playing with niggers,” Louis insisted sullenly.

Danny sighed, reached into his pocket, and got out a silver dollar. “Look, Lou, why don't you go to the movies on me? There's a swell picture over at the Minnesota, and it's air-conditioned."

“Yeah?"

“Yeah. It's a Louise Brooks. I might go see it myself a little later. She's a swell-looking doll. Go watch her, and try to forget about all this stuff for a while."

Lou looked at him. “You think that's what I oughtta do?"

“Yeah. That's what you oughtta do. Get out of the damn heat."

Lou nodded, took the dollar, and punched Danny lightly on the shoulder as he got up. “Okay,” he said.

“I'll square things with Mrs. L. for you."

“Thanks, Danny,” Lou said, and headed off toward Lyndale. Danny watched him for a while to make sure he would not change his mind, then went back inside. Kal Hromatka was cutting out slices of rhubarb pie.

“Where is he?” Mrs. Lund said.

“I sent him off to the movies."

“If I curse at the table can I see a picture, too?” Shirley asked. Mrs. Lund ignored her. “Is he all right?"

“He's just worked up. He's worried he won't be able to play ball this year. But he's sorry for cursing like that."

Mrs. Lund pressed her lips together in a sad smile, and squeezed Danny's arm. “You're a good boy, Danny. It's good for Lou to have you around. And Kal. He needs good big brothers like you."

Danny's face reddened. He always felt embarrassed when Mrs. Lund fussed over him like that.

“Sit down and have a piece of pie!” Kal said.
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After dinner, Danny helped the women clear dishes and wash up. Then, as they did every Sunday, Mrs. Lund and Shirley got ready to call on the sick and bedridden of the neighborhood. Kal went out to the backyard and fell asleep in the hammock. Danny, who hated the slowness and inactivity of a Sunday afternoon worse than anything, took his plates and film pack and went downtown to the office.

He took the parkway along Lake of the Isles, driving in the shade of big elms and willow trees. There was hardly anyone out. Even a few years ago, on a hot day like this, the velvety lawns would have been crowded with picnickers, the water full of boaters and swimmers. Today there were only scattered groups, mainly Negro families. A lot of the white people who were left were afraid to go outside for fear of catching the disease, even though, twelve years after the start of the epidemic in the trenches of Europe, public health officials were still unable to discover exactly how Hun was transmitted.

In the early days, when the epidemic raged in the barracks of the Expeditionary Force, then on the buses, trains, schools and factories of the cities, it was thought that Hun spread through the air, like influenza. Strict quarantines had been established, and all public buildings were shut down. But that hadn't made any difference. The epidemic continued to spread. The next target was the water supply: people used only bottled water, or boiled everything they drank or cooked or even washed their clothes with, but that hadn't stopped the disease either. As Hun killed millions year after year, and one public health strategy after another was put into place only to fail, officials finally gave up trying to keep the institutions and public places shut. People were advised to go about their business, at their own risk.

And they had. It had been twelve years, and no one could stay terrified that long. After twelve years, terror had worn away to a kind of dull dread. Meanwhile Hun seemed to come in waves, every two or three years. Until recently, Milltown had been in a lull, trying to rebuild. That was why the news of the Toledo ballplayers wasn't good. People began to drop that way whenever Hun started up again. And now it was hitting the survivors, people like Danny, who had been through all the waves and now believed they were immune.

It carried away the people who hid in their houses and the ones who ate nothing but spinach and kale; the people who prayed and the ones who cursed; people who exercised, who bathed in limewater, who ate nothing but oranges and lemons, who tanned in the sun, who avoided the sun, who practiced meditation and hypnosis; people who attended health lectures or swallowed magnets; and ones, like Mrs. Lund, who paid money to quacks selling violet-ray machines, carbolic misters, radio-frequency transmitters, holy cards, germ-tight Lister suits, herbal cigarettes, iron pills, radium lozenges, and tonics made from the blood of any animal that had not suffered from Hun.

None of it made any difference, of course. There was only one sure way to be protected from the devastation of Hun, and that was being black. If you were a Negro, you did not get hemorrhagic fever. And there was no way to become a Negro except by being born one. Although people did try. Afri-Tonic was especially popular, advertised as a preparation made from sixteen different African fruits and vegetables. There were pills that darkened a man's skin, shampoos that curled the hair, preparations made from elephant bones, and even plain old African dirt. These you could find in any drugstore, but there were others available from bootleggers and dope pushers, elixers that were purportedly made from real Negro blood, or semen, or urine, all guaranteed to stop any bleeding attack cold. All of these remedies were a waste of money. The ones that contained alcohol, opium, or hashish might provide the purchaser with, at most, a few hours’ drugged peace.

There was still only one thing that could stop a bleeding episode once Hun had struck, and that was a blood transfusion. Fresh blood, either from a Negro or a healthy white person, if you could find one, made the body stop leaking. Naturally, real blood was at a premium. You could make a lot of money giving blood these days. The going rate for a pint of blood from a healthy person was fifty dollars, twice as much as Danny made per week working for the Journal. Danny gave his blood away for free, though, once a month at the Red Cross, donating the credit to Shirley so she could get a transfusion if she needed it. They had worked out a way of storing whole blood, or blood plasma, which contained the factors that caused blood to clot, and when you gave a donation, they “banked” it and credited your account, which you could then draw on later. So far, Shirley had been lucky. There had been enough blood credits in her account the two times she'd needed a transfusion.

At Franklin, Danny cut away from the lake and took Hennepin the rest of the way downtown. As he passed Loring Park and the Basilica he could see the half-built Foshay Tower, topped by a rusted crane and bare steelwork that bled rusty streaks down the completed lower floors of the building. Construction had stopped last year when Irwin Foshay, the real estate magnate, had jumped from the skeleton of the nineteenth floor. Now the building that was to have been the tallest north of Chicago was known as the High Dive.

Danny turned right on Fourth Street, and parked in front of the Journal building, a narrow, white, four-story building with an arched entryway. He opened the trunk, took out his camera box with the exposed plates and the film pack from the Graflex, and went inside. Old Reno Jones, the watchman, got up from his desk to unlock the inner door for him.

“Well, Mr. Constantine! What you doin’ here on such a fine day?"

“Work, Reno,” Danny said, signing the register. “Anybody in?"

“Mr. Burns is. So's Mr. Lockner. Rest o’ the boys'll be in by-and-by. Still a little early yet. Thank you, sir.” He blotted Danny's signature carefully and closed the book. Reno was seventy-five years old, born free in the Minnesota Territory. He'd held the watchman's job for the Journal since 1902. Nothing that had happened in the years since the war had really changed him. He was always courtly, polite, and cheerfully respectful to the remaining white folks on the paper. If you asked, he would tell you he did not approve of all the new Negro settlers coming up to Milltown from the South, and from other northern cities where things were not so good. He was one of Milltown's Negroes; when you talked to him, you sometimes came away with the impression that you did not know what he was really thinking.

“You take care, Reno,” Danny said, and went up to the city room on the third floor. It was hot, because the windows were closed, and dim because the shades were pulled. Everything was quiet, except for the syndicate tickers in the back. There Bing Lockner, the Journal's sports editor—and sports staff, what with the shortage of writers on the paper—sat with his feet up on the machine, reading a tape. Danny went back to see him.

“Hullo, Bing,” Danny said. “Who's playing?"

“Yanks and Indians.” The paper subscribed to a wire service that provided scores, accounts, and statistics of simulated baseball games from the American and National leagues. No actual league play existed anymore, although teams barnstormed between cities where there were enough people to sell tickets to. “What brings you to the salt mines?"

“I've got some shots to develop. Is Burns here?"

“Walter's here, but I don't think you want to talk to him.” Lockner ran tape through his fingers—he was a small man with delicate hands, who always kept his nails perfectly buffed—and winced. “Ouch,” he said. “Averill hits one for the Indians."

“What's the score?"

“Seventeen-ten."

“Yanks?"

“Indians. I'll make it Yanks if you want, though.” He tore out a section of the tape. “See?"

“I don't want any lost bets on my conscience, Bing."

Lockner shrugged. “It's a swing either way. Hear about the Millers?"

“Yeah, that's tough."

“How's young Lou taking it?"

“He's pretty broken up about it."

“Well, you can't blame him. He went three for four yesterday and swiped a foul ball out of the third-base seats besides. Did everything but sell peanuts and sweep up."

Danny grinned at him. “Is that how you wrote it up?"

“Connie, the weather is too damn hot for those kinds of remarks. What did you get last night?"

“Oh, nothing much. Maybe a murder."

“Story?"

Danny patted the film pack. “On film."

Lockner whistled. “That's all right. A good clean murder's something this burg could use. Nice, normal crime."

“I don't know how clean it is. This killer drinks blood."

“And you've got it on film."

“Maybe. I'll know in a little while."

“Come see me when you get through,” Lockner said, and went back to his tape.

Danny went to the darkroom, got his developer and fixer ready, locked the door, turned on the safelight, and started working. He developed the sheet film from the Graflex first, setting the timer for ten minutes because the heat in the room would speed everything up. Next he used the developer box for his three glass plates, lifting the plate hangers every minute or so to agitate the solution. At ten minutes he pulled the sheet from the tray with tongs and put it in the stop bath. Then he switched the safety light off and a dim green inspection lamp on, removed the hanger holding plate number three from the box, and held it up to the light. Danny was interested in the least exposed area, along the tracks in the shadows beneath the overhanging tree branches. These places would be the first to react with the developer. He could see something like dark streaks, decided to risk another minute or two in the tank, agitated, and took another look under the green. There was definitely something there, so he took out the plate and put it in the fixing box. The other two shots he waited on. They were art and he wanted them developed properly. Meanwhile the sheet film was fixed, so he washed it and hung it up to dry with the fan blowing on it, then rinsed the plate and dried it the same way. A few minutes later he exposed two prints in the contact box, developed them, and dried them with the blotter. He hung his two remaining plates to dry, switched on the light, and had a look at the prints.

There was the body lying on the tracks with the trouser front open and the stub of severed penis framed by his shirttails. The victim's mouth was wide open, and his skin was shockingly white in the magnesium glare of the flash powder. One look and Danny knew Walter Burns. would never agree to print it. Walter didn't like news shots to begin with. He liked portraits, and woodcuts.

The eight-by-ten contact print from the view camera was something else. Because Danny had stopped the negative so soon, everything in the print was pale and ghostly. The only strong forms in it were the converging lines of the rails and the shadowed leading edges of the ties. But there were faint figures above the rails in the middle of the shot. In the foreground, the dark mound of the body lay across the tracks. Above it, in white, there was something that could be another person, but very faint and blurred. Farther back, and clearer, was black and white swirled together. Danny stepped back from the print and let his eyes lose focus, and the image snapped into meaning. It was two people embracing: dark sleeves wrapped around a white body, one head silver and lifted up, the other bent. They had to have been standing like that for a long time—at least five minutes at the f-stop Danny had been shooting. But there was another figure, too, standing farther back and to the side. Tall, taller than the figure in the embrace, gray-haired. Danny took the magnifying glass. The paper was fine-grained enough to show some details of a face: sunken-in eyes, a thin-lipped mouth.

“Oh, kay!” Danny whispered, and took the print up the short flight of steps to Walter Burns's mezzanine office. He rapped on the glass. Burns was talking on the telephone, saw Danny, and motioned for him to come in.

“I don't give a damn what she says she was doing. Don't you know a lie when you hear one? What? Yes, you're damn right she's not going to that party tonight. She's staying home. Well, how the hell else do you keep someone from going somewhere? Lock her in her room! Dolores ... Dolores! By God, if you won't do it, I'll send the cops over and have her arrested! You, too! Yes, by God, see if I won't!"

With that, Burns jammed the receiver into its cradle and pushed the candlestick, which was mounted on a scissors arm that swung over his desk, away from his face so hard that it made a 360-degree swing back in front of him again. He snatched a blue bottle of bromide from his desk, poured two fingers of the crystals into a glass that had some amber liquid in it, rose as the foam climbed the inside of the glass, turned his back on Danny, and gulped it down as he looked out the window at the view of the city toward the river.

“Let me give you some advice, Constantine,” Burns said in a dire voice. “Don't have any female children. They will absolutely kill you."

“I can come back later, Walter."

Burns kept going. “Of course, in her mother's eyes, she can do no wrong. That woman lets her do anything she wants. Then when something goes wrong, when she's in hot water because she's got no self-control, no regard for authority, no goddamn common sense, well, then, by God it's my problem! Do you know what my wife says?” Burns raised his voice a notch. “'She rebels because you are so harsh. She thinks she can never do good in your eyes, and so she does just the opposite. You must pay attention to her psychology!’ Psychology, by God! Not, ‘Follow the rules we have made because seventeen-year-old girls don't know their ass from a hole in the ground!’”

Burns broke off. Gradually his breathing returned to normal. He turned around and sat down again.

“You got sisters, Constantine?"

“I had two—” Danny began.

“Of course,” he said. “Sorry. I suppose we're lucky Cloe's still with us. By God, that's what she counts on!” He smoothed the hair above his ears—the only hair he had on his head—with the palms of his hands, then showed his teeth. Burns had two expressions, a grimace and a snarl, and while he showed variations of both, they were pretty much alike.

“It's probably a rough age,” Danny offered.
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