


John Sladek’s entry in the 1972 Cape/
Times Detective Story Competition won
the first prize of £500 plus a contract with
Jonathan Cape for a follow-up detective
novel. Black Aura is the result. Discovered
in the competition, Sladek’s unusual
talents for ingenious plotting, cunning
characterization and black wit have
reached triumphant consummation in his
first full-length classic detective thriller,

Lamenting the passing of the golden age
of detection, Sladek’s omniscient creation
Thackeray Phin, a plus-foured drop-out
from an American university, has con-
descended to investigate the supernatural
until something more sinister comes along.
‘Drug Victim’s Ghost Warns Pop Star at
London Commune Seance' — the eerie
headline attracts Phin to the headquarters
of a spiritualist group and the beginning of
his second case.

When Doc Lauderdale, the drug vic-
tim’s father, mysteriously disappears from
behind a locked lavatory door, the rest of
the group rejoices at his achievement in
‘astral projection’. But the impalement of a
pop star on garden railings (a nasty acci-
dent after an experiment in levitation), and
a further series of ghoulish occurrences,
convince the amateur sleuth that he is on
the trail of as tangled a web of fraud and
duplicity as his hero Holmes ever set out
to unravel. With the aid of Beeker, the
con-man who claims to ‘know how it’s
done’, Phin draws up a list of suspects:
Viola Webb, the expensive medium who
can see the black aura of impending death;
Dank, the retired Wing-Commander ad-
dicted to bottled spirits; the Reverend
Stonehouse, oddly connected with the
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chapel at the funeral parlour; Professor
Hackel the distinguished but doubting
psychologist. Is one of them the per-
petrator of minor mysteries, or of a master
crime?

The curse of an Egyptian amulet,
strange doings in a dark seance parlour,
lurking death in an orgone box, psychic
poison and live burial — John Sladek’s taut
brain-teaser fairly creeps with fiendish
happenings. It is a superb entertainment.

Joun SLapek was born in Iowa in 1937.
He studied mechanical engineering, and
later English Literature, at the University
of Minnesota before leaving the United
States to travel. After visiting Morocco, he
spent some time in Spain and Austria,
living in small villages and writing. He has
now settled in London, where he has pub-
lished two science fiction novels.
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‘In the late evening a few of us — including Peter Underwood,
Chairman of the Ghost Club; Colonel Ralph Morris, a
retired Indian Army officer; David Cutler, a saw doctor
whose hobby is parachute jumping ... entered the haunted
room upstairs, closed the door, and sat absolutely silent in
a ring. There followed an eerie silence ...

DENNIS BARDENS

“The climax of the haunting occurred when the head of a
woman materialized on the pillow of Jung’s bed about six-~
teen inches from his own. The phantom had one eye open.
It stared at the astonished psychoanalyst.’

BRAD STEIGER

‘In two words: im-possible.’ SAM GOLDWYN



Chapter One

The Aetheric Mandala Society

From the Sunday Globe Sketch:

DRUG VICTIM’S GHOST
WARNS POP STAR
AT LONDON COMMUNE SEANCE

by Ben Budge

‘Don’t do it, Steve! Don’t think you can “experiment”’
with drugs and not get hooked. I should know from bit-
ter experience.’ This was the sound advice a former drug
addict gave pop singer Steve Sonday recently. Sound
advice, but a bit eerie, too. For the addict, David
Lauderdale, had died a year before he gave it!

It all took place at the north Kensington home of Mrs
Viola Webb, the celebrated medium. In years past, Mrs
Webb’s clientele included nobs from all walks of life.
Judges, jockeys, football stars and peers held hands in
her dark seance parlour, and many went away com-
forted.

Now Mrs Webb acts as female guru for a spiritual-
ist commune, the Aectheric Mandala Society. Its
members, including Steve and his girlfriend, live
together, meditate and ‘study the Universal Mysteries’.
Lauderdale was also a member until his tragic death
last March. In an exclusive interview, Steve told me
the whole amazing story.

‘We all knew Dave was a junky,’ he said. ‘But when
he died of an overdose ...°

¢
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By four o’clock, the thin rain was beginning to spoil the
market. From the fruit and vegetable stalls, cries of ‘Best
banana’ grew louder with sudden urgency, as the crowds
started drifting away to shelter. Further up the street, other
stall-holders packed away their dusty paperbacks, freckled
mirrors and cracked coronation-mugs.

Most of the local shoppers had gone home already, and
now the tourist pack was breaking up. Germans hurried on
to the end of the street, determined to see every last bar-
gain and, perhaps, to photograph their wives in front of it.
Americans turned back, disgusted, and headed for Wimpy
signs. A small group of French youths in G.I. battle dress
were shaking the doors of a pub, inexplicably locked.

‘Best banana (God damn you)!’ ‘Six-a-pound tomatoes
(Bloody berks)!’ An ice-cream van collided with a gipsy
fortune-teller’s taravan. Someone caught a shop-lifter, and
someone else found a Canadian quarter in his change. There
were really only two happy men on Portobello Road this
miserable Saturday, and one of them was selling umbrellas.

The other, Thackeray Phin, marched steadily up the
centre of the road, taking little notice of the market stalls
and none of the rain. His own umbrella remained furled,
a walking-stick. Its ferrule had pecked up a rotten tomato,
but he was no more aware of this than of the car which
growled along behind him, sounding its ‘musical’ horn.

The car was furious. Never before had a blast of ‘Colonel
Bogey’ failed to scatter pedestrians, be they blind, lame or
aristocratic. Yet here was a tall and skinny man, ridiculous
in plus-fours, who not only wouldn’t scurry, but innocently
took up the tune and whistled it as he marched. Finally the
baffled vehicle could only turn off into a side street, gnash-
ing its gears.

Thackeray Phin was neither eccentric nor unobservant. If
his clothes were eccentric, they helped him pass unnoticed
in the market crowd, where Belgian Comanches jostled
Danish Arabs and Chicago gangsters from Peterborough.
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Here, he knew, the costume of an Edwardian golfer was
quite strange enough to blend in, yet not so bizarre as to
cause envy.

As for observations, he’d already made two important
ones: a phrenology model in the window of an antique
shop, and a poster advertising the wisdom of an Eastern-
thirteen-year-old sage. Now he stopped to examine the win-
dow display of a health-food shop.

There were dirty bags of rice, sprays of seaweed, a bowl
of brown eggs and a small pile of stunted apples. ALL
COMPOST GROWN, a sign explained. He could well be-
lieve it; each of the eggs was smeared with evidence.

On the shop door someone had scribbled, very small,
Hitler was a vegetarian. Phin drew out a large magnifying
glass and examined this graffito.

‘A first-class discovery,” he murmured.

‘Want to score, man?’

A short, grey-haired man stood fidgeting beside him,
staring at the window and speaking out of the side of his
beard. That beard looked false, and the voice and pudgy
features were familiar.

‘Want to score?” The man held up a matchbox and
rattled it. Then, since Phin seemed still in the dark, he
opened the box to show him a square brown pellet. ‘Good
stuff, man.’

‘Beeker, what the hell are you up to? Don’t you recognize
me?’

Becker jumped. ‘Phin! What are you doing here?’

‘You really ought to look your customers in the eye,
Beek. I might have been the Home Secretary. Let’s see that
thing.’

‘You look like George Bernard Shaw, without his
whiskers.’

‘A clean Shavian profile? Thanks.” Phin took the square
pellet and magnified it. ‘I see by this that you've pawned
your fiddle.’
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Beeker feigned astonishment. ‘How the deuce did you
guess that?’ Then he examined the pellet. ‘Doesn’t look
like hash, eh?’

“No, it looks exactly like what it is, violin rosin. I know
you, Beeker. The stingiest — sorry, thriftiest — con-man in
London. Rather than just throw away a bit of rosin, you
cut it up and bring it down here to sell to tourists.’

‘They like it,’ said the older man defensively. ‘They’d
be fair miserable, spending all day on Portobello Road with-
out meeting a single genuine pusher. Anyway, who are you
to talk about tourists, Yank?’

Phin coloured slightly. ‘Let’s get a cup of tea. I hear
that’s quite a fashion in London, these days.’

Having been in London two years, Phin was beginning to
feel less sensitive about his nationality. At first, he’d stayed
clear of all American places like the Tower, the Ambassador
Theatre, or Portobello Road, and he’d crossed the street to
avoid anyone carrying a Pan Am flight bag. But now it had
been months since any florid face beneath a floral hat-
band had shouted ‘Hey! Are you an American, too?’ at
him, and Phin could almost admit to himself that he really
was.

The two found seats in a nearby café, next to the steamy
window. Tea was served.

‘Still in greasy old London, then?’ asked Beeker, setting
down his cup. He wiped his mouth with a paper serviette,
and some of the false hair came away in it. ‘Still sleuthing?’

‘Still trying. I haven’t had a great many cases, so far. Not
many at all. Very few. In fact, one case.’

“The Aaron Wallis murder? I read about it.’

Phin’s career as an amateur detective had begun promis-
ingly a few months before, with a locked-room murder. In
the hope of other cases, he continued to run his newspaper
advertisement :

AMERICAN PHILOSOPHER seeks worry. On leave
10



in London, this drop-out from a think, tank, profess-
ional logician and amateur sleuth would like a chal-
lenge. Anything irrational considered.

The response was ungratifying: One abusive letter
accusing him of vivisection. One letter from a man who
had proved the existence of God by squaring the circle,
and wanted a pen-friend. Phin was having no more luck,
it seemed, than ‘QUIET GENT, respect, in the next
column, who ‘seeks bedsit. Odd drink.” The two ad.s were
a running saga. Would Drop-out ever find his worry?
Would Odd Drink get his bedsit?

‘I'm still running the ad., but I've got another idea. If I
can’t solve murders, maybe I can practise on humbler
mysteries.’

‘Which are?’

‘The hermetic and arcane mysteries. Occultism. What
secret power did the ancients possess? “Anything irrational”,
as the ad. says.

‘First, I should explain what brought me to Portobello
Road this afternoon. Look. See that overpass?’ He pointed
out through the cloudy window. Hanging almost over the
café was a great grey dinosaur’s belly. It spanned the road,
standing on fat grey dinosaur’s legs, otherwise concrete
pillars.

‘Westway fly-over, you mean? What about it?’

‘Chesterton once predicted that men would fight to the
death in Notting Hill to stop a thoroughfare like that. The
battle of Portobello Road, he said, would be fought around
1994, with halberds, by brave men in silly costumes. They
would lose, naturally, but even their defeat would be a kind
of victory: spirit against stone.

‘Well, here the thing stands, more of a monster than
even Chesterton dreamed. Not a halberd raised against it.
Not a pike, spetum, partizan, brandestoc or corseque. Not
so much as a glaive.’
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They were silent for a moment in the room of chattering
tourists. Beeker removed more of his beard.

‘Anyway, I came to look over the battlefield,” Phin went
on. ‘Chesterton thought the forces of bureaucracy could
never really hold out against the forces of imagination. How
naive he must have been. Bureaucracy has won. There are
no more saints, fanatics, jesters or poets. No more master-
criminals either.’

‘Oh, I don’t know ... The great train-robbers?’

‘An organized gang. A criminal committee, watching the
clock like office workers. As much a machine as the police
system that deals with them. They probably counted their
loot with adding machines.

‘No, the master-criminal, like any other master-guilds-
man, is a medieval figure. He works alone, in secret. He may
not make headlines, but then he doesn’t get caught either.
He is — occult.’

Phin cleared his throat, ‘I’ll probably never meet a
master-criminal, so I’ll go on bemg a journeyman detective.
But I can learn my trade by practising on a humbler kind
of occult mystery. There’s plenty of that around: Faith-
healers, mind-readers, mediums -’

‘Now there I can help you.’ Beeker stopped scratching;
his beard in shreds. ‘Used to be a stage medium myself. If
you want to know the craft, I can fill you in. Who do you
want to expose?’

‘Not expose, just watch. When were you a medium?’

‘Years and years ago. Magic Marvin, the Man with the
Hypnotic Hands. I did the floating lady, nice bit of table-
lifting ... all stage stuff, you understand. Not as subtle as
the parlour stuff. En]oyed it, too, but it made my face too
well-known. Ten years later I was up north doing the tank,
when -’

‘The tank? What’s that?’

‘One of my favourites. You drive into a petrol station
and let ’em watch you fill up the tank with water. Then
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you drop in a pill and start the engine. Then you tinker
with it until they come over to ask you about it. ‘Little
invention of mine,” you say, and tell ’em how the big oil
companies are trying to buy up the patent. Then -’

“Then you need a small loan to start manufacturing the
magic pill.’

‘Right. There I was in the middle of my pitch, when this
young bloke came up and said, “I know you. You're Magic
Marvin. Seen you when I were just seven year old.” I was
lucky to get out of that village in only two or three pieces.’

Phin ordered more tea. ‘I was thinking of joining some-
thing called the Aetheric Mandala Society. I believe their
house is around here somewhere.’

‘That’s Vi Webb. She’s very good, Phin. I know a few
other mediums that would like to know how she does it.
But she’s expensive.’

The sleuth nodded. ‘I read about her group in the paper.’

‘Posh clientele she’s got. She used to be a stage ghoster,
like me. I caught her act once — oh - twenty years ago. Her
and her husband. He was a stooge, she did all the work. She
was good then, and I hear she’s better now. Some of my
friends in the trade almost believe she’s the goods.’

‘What else do you know about her and her society?’

Beeker shrugged. ‘Oh, you hear things ... gossip ...’
With a sly smile, he added, ‘You know what old wives
" mediums can be. For instance there’s a story about an
Egyptian curse.’

Phin sat up straight. ‘A curse! Tell me more.’

‘That young bloke that died — you know, the junky?
The story is — and I won’t guarantee a word of it — he had
this sacred amulet from some Egyptian tomb. Wore it
about his neck on a string. Well, there was supposed to be
E?;.e kind of curse on it, and it was the curse really killed

H 3

‘Fascinating !’
‘And that’s not all. Now they say the boy’s father has
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joined the society. And he’s wearing the sacred juju. Funny
situation, that.’

‘Do you think it’s a publicity stunt?’

‘Could be. I hear the suckers are tearing down the doors
to get into Mrs Webb’s club. Probably they all want to see
if the father snuffs it. Still, she tries to keep an exclusive
clientele. You have to be invited to join.’

‘Then I think I'll -’ Phin began, but Beeker shushed him.

‘Don’t look now,” he said. ‘But one of the very devils
we’re talking about has just come in. Steve Sonday. Sitting
on your right, second table over. With a fat man.’

After a moment, Phin looked over. Steve Sonday was a
thin, red-haired man of about twenty-five. His denim clothes
were quiet, almost out of place in this crowd whose taste
ran to jelabas and leather greatcoats. Likewise his long cop-
pery hair was not draggled in the current fashion, but parted
in the middle and cut to a neat and glossy helmet. Sonday
had the regular, rather stupidly handsome features of a
window mannequin, fixed in a perpetual vacant smile.

Just now he seemed to be telling a joke to his companion.
This ‘fat man’ was thick-set, but by no means fat for a man
of his late middle age. But he was jowly, and this, together
with the way he laughed, holding his stomach, gave him a
jolly Friar Tuck air; he picked up a teacup as though it
were a tankard he would clash on the table when, any
moment now, he burst into song. Yet, above the jowls, his
eyes were bleak and serious, and his stiff grey hair, combed
straight back to hang below the collar of his ski-jacket,
marked him as a patriarch.

‘Now you know what a pop star looks like.’

‘He can’t be that popular,” said Phin. ‘Nobody’s looked
at him but us.’

‘Yes, I think most of his fans are under thirteen. And he’s
only had one hit with them, I think.’

They finished their tea and stepped outside.

‘T always get a funny feeling about coincidences like

14



that,” Beeker said. “Talk of someone and they appear. Maybe
I’'m psychic.’

‘But of course, their house is near by. Still, psychic or not,
your gossip interests me. This society has all the right in-
gredients : money, drugs, a curse, strange doings in the dark
seance parlour. Even a death. It’s certainly worth spending
an evening on, if only to see Mrs Webb’s tricks.’

“Take you more than one evening to figure them out.’
The little con-man grinned. ‘Five quid says you can’t do it
after three seances.’

‘Five it is. Where are you these days?’

Beeker handed him a card. ‘Give me a ring when you
give up.’ He drifted away to shake his matchbox at what-
ever tourists remained in the deserted market.

Phin went back to the health-food shop, to meditate again
on Hitler was a vegetarian. There it was, the collision of
two occult traditions. He could imagine vehement denials
by both Nazis and human herbivores. Yet both systems
had their roots in nineteenth-century mysticism ...

But then, so did almost every occult system he could think
of : phrenology, mesmerism, homeopathy ... and especially
the seance. Phin took it all as a joke, but he knew too how
the Victorians must have seen it: Humour and horror are
never so far apart, and shaking with laughter often looked
like shaking with fear.

He looked closer at the graffito, gasped, and then began
to shake silently. Someone had crossed out was and added
is.

15



g Bt M gy e
AT T RS P SR
: Wl Deri sk & s msty Thcdts
18 TG I o lapr Pyt ik Wik

b it BTN Dy AR
e ’.uhl,;u-z 2,\ -*.-i.-,_'.'.--.":._ i,
i h l;’ﬂ-\} % e W AT .')u,,
] ‘ i ]
S PN R R n?n.“ali‘*‘y—-' :




Chapter Two

Walk into my Parlour

London has many streets like Caversham Gardens, each
with a terrace of Victorian town houses facing its mirror
image across the way. Town houses, as Phin knew, were
built always to a standard height and shape, so that they
fitted together on a street like white piano keys on a key-
board.

But here something was wrong. As Phin (standing at
middle C) glanced along the row, he saw that the end
house had violated the rules: it was a storey taller and pro-
portionately wider than the rest. When he reached it and
found it to be his destination, he had to walk around to
the side to see more of this curiosity.

Mrs Webb’s house was completely Victorian in all other
respects. Here were the usual spiked iron fence and dry
moat in front, to repel attackers; the usual servants’ entrance
at the bottom of the moat; the usual front stairs to keep the
servants firmly below. At the back of the row of houses was
a private square enclosed by another spiked fence. The
smaller garden behind each house was doubly defended by
spikes and a hedge. A burglar coming in the back way
would have to pick two gate locks, one for the square and
one for the garden, before he even reached the house.

Phin tried the front way. As he rang the bell, it occurred
to him that such houses were made, not just for privacy,
but for absolute secrecy. Even the tiny balconies above
seemed arranged to screen the windows.

He had phoned to arrange a Ssitting’, but a crisp female
voice had informed him that nothing was available for
seéveral weeks. Meanwhile, would he care to attend one of
the society’s regular lectures? He would. This Saturday, it
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was Reverend Arthur Stonehouse, speaking on ‘Harnessing
Psychic Forces’. Phin should bring a voluntary contribu-
tion of three guineas, and a favourite photograph.

The door was opened by the voice’s owner, a plump
young woman in a black knitted dress. The black contrasted
with her pale, alas, pimpled complexion. She aspired to
severe asceticism, Phin judged — no make-up, no jewellery
but a wooden brooch in the form of a cross — yes, and her
pimples showed signs of recent fingernail torture. She in-
troduced herself as Miss Ernestine Johnson, took his money
and offered him the visitors’ book. Then she led the way up
many stairs to a small lecture hall.

A few dozen people were there ahead of him. Phin found
a folding chair at the side, where he could look over the
crowd for interesting eccentrics.

In that way, the crowd was disappointing; he might have
found them sitting in any prosperous cinema. There were a
few young couples wearing the fashionable Bohemian
clothes no Bohemian could afford, a dozen tense young men
in heavy-rimmed glasses, two sleck businessmen with their
hatted wives, and a majority of old people on their own,
clutching their photos and looking worried.

‘Dear friends,’ said the speaker. ‘Don’t let my dog-collar
frighten you away. No sermons, I promise you.” He grinned
a horrible grin, and someone tittered.

Reverend Stonehouse was about fifty years old, thin and
nearly bald. The clerical collar hung as loose about his neck
as if it were a real dog-collar. His plain little face above it
was yellowish, and this even beeswax colour extended right
back over the top of his head. Three or four strands of black
hair were combed across the baldness, making a sketch or
diagram : here’s where hair would go.

His upper incisors were not only long and crooked, but
gapped apart like beaver fangs. They showed over his lower
lip at the faintest smile, and, in gleeful moments, made him
a comic monster.
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‘Some of you may be jolly sceptical about psychic forces.
“What are they?” you ask. “Who possesses them?” and
“Why should I care about them?” “Good for you,” say I.
A healthy scepticism is always welcome. After all, had
not Thomas the Apostle doubted greatly, we could not
believe.

‘Of course Thomas had an open mind. When the evidence
was revealed to him, he accepted it. That, dear friends, is
the true and good heart of scepticism. You may say, “Seeing
is believing”, and I agree with you. But I say, “See, then.
And believe!””’

Stonehouse took a practised grip on the lectern. ‘Now,
what is there to see? Are psychic forces real? Or are we all a
gang of deluded cranks and fuddy-duddies, to believe in
it?

‘Now, a scientist wouldn’t ask you to believe in germs
without letting you squint down a microscope. So I shan’t
ask you to believe in psychic forces without a demonstra-
tion. In a short while, Mrs Webb will show you indisput-
able proof of the psychic forces within this room.

‘First, let me tell you a ghost story. About an hundred
years ago there lived in India a prominent judge named Sir
Edmund Horney. He had an arrangement with a certain
newspaper editor, whereby the editor would call at his
home of an evening to collect Sir Edmund’s judgments for
the day, to be published the following morning.’

Phin had heard the story before. The editor shows up
one night in Sir Edmund’s bedroom. The judge is furious,
orders him to leave before he wakes Lady Horney. He gives
him the judgments, and the editor leaves, without saying
a word. Lady H. wakes, and the judge tells her of the
strange visit. They note the time, three o’clock. Next day,
the editor is found dead in his office, which he hasn’t left all
night.

While Stonehouse went through it, the sleuth looked
around the room. The walls were painted in two shades of
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dead green. The curtains at the window were dusty green
velveteen. In the grimy light from naked bulbs he could
see nothing that was elegant, or even pleasing.

Looking behind him, he noticed that the room had five
sides. For no conceivable reason, one back corner had been
cut off by a diagonal partition with a door in it.

¢ ... died at precisely three o’clock.’

The clergyman paused to let this sink in. ‘Psychical ex-
periences of one sort and another happen to most of us. You
may feel that you've been in a place before, or that you
know what someone’s about to say before he says it. You
may think of someone, and next moment he walks through
the door.” Phin thought of Beeker in the café: Here are the
very devils ... He felt he knew everything Stonehouse was
going to say, so he tuned out, letting the psychic vibrations
of the lecture wash over him, and waiting for the demonstra-
tion.

¢ ... psychic vibrations ...simply another name for the
life principle ... one chap may have what we call a “green
thumb” ... science cannot explain ... read the emanations
of psychic force from a photograph.

‘And now, the demonstration. Has everyone brought a
snap?’

Everyone had. Miss Johnson collected the photos on a
tray and took it to the front of the room.

‘Our spiritual leader, Mrs Viola Webb.’

She came from the back of the room, where she’d prob-
ably been sitting all along: a masculine, heavy-set woman
in her fifties. Her hard stride shook the floor and sent her
plain brown gown billowing out behind. It was not until
she reached the front that Phin had a chance to study her
features. But even as he noted the hard cheekbones, firm
chin and deepset eyes, she seemed to be making some slight
adjustment in her expression. An line or two softened, she
smiled, and the tough businesswoman turned into a sweet,
slightly distracted old dear. In this character she began to
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flutter her hands and scratch her perm, as if bewildered to
find herself before an audience.

But her dark eyes were scanning and judging them.

‘Now let me see. I hardly know what I'm supposed to do,
I’m all at sixes and sevens. Perhaps Reverend Stonehouse
can tell you all about our home study course while I catch
my breath.’

The gallant cleric performed his commercial, explaining
that, while not everyone could be asked to join the society
and live here in person, they could avail themselves of
‘spirit associate’ memberships, a home study system
which ...

At last Mrs Webb was ready. She picked a photo from
the tray and studied it. Then, holding it up for all to see,
she walked a complete circuit around the audience.

“This is a picture of a baby boy, wearing a light-blue
jumper. His — grandfather is here with us — you, sir!”’ She
put her hand on the shoulder of an old man at the end of the
second row.

‘How in Heaven — ?’

‘The boy’s name begins with J? James or John. And he’s
older now, but only a few months — he’s several months
older — I get the strong vibration of a J — but is it his name?
Yours? Yes, your name is James. And he is named after
you? Ah, his second name is James. Right?’

‘Almost perfect,’ said the old man weakly. ‘Except for -’

‘Can the rest of you hear that? He says that every detail
is perfect!’

She returned his picture and took another from the tray.
By the same technique — smoking out the owner, pounding
him soft with rapid guesses, seizing on any reaction and
emphasizing her successes — she worked through nearly a
dozen pictures. If this was the best she could do, Phin was
Wwasting his time.

Pm sorry, but my psychic energy is nearly exhausted for
this evening. I can only try one more.’
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She held up an item that Phin recognized as his own
‘favourite’, an engraving of William Huskisson.

‘Now here’s an odd lot. A nineteenth-century gentleman!’

Phin tried to look blandly interested along with the others,
but something in his expression caught her eye. She walked
up to him at once, and clapped a heavy hand on his shoulder.

“Your engraving, I believe?’

‘Yes it is.’

‘An ancestor, perhaps? Or just a little joke? Ah, yes. A
trick.” Phin’s blush admitted it to all.

“Well,” she said, ‘I can take a joke as well as anyone. Let
me see. You do know the gentleman’s name? Yes, it begins
with R — perhaps P — no, I see, it’s George or William.
William.

He nodded, and there was applause. This ended the per-
formance, with everyone loving Mrs Webb and fairly hating
trickster Phin. Mrs Webb left, and the rest were ushered
out by Reverend Stonehouse.

‘Don’t feel glum, my boy,’ he said, shaking Phin’s hand.
‘Harmless joke. No offence taken, I'm sure.’

‘It wasn’t altogether a joke. You see, Mr Huskisson’s

- imagination has been a constant example to me. That, and
his tragic death.’

‘I say! Who was the chap, anyway?’

‘I should have thought he’d be a national hero. After all,
he officiated at the opening of the first passenger railway in
Britain.’ Phin might have added that, on that historic
occasion, Huskisson was run down and killed by the first
passenger train. But it might have sounded like another
joke.

And he couldn’t face another Stonehouse grin.

For two days before his seance appointment, Phin immersed
himself in occult literature. Phenomena like telepathy,
second sight, prophetic dreams, telekinesis, apports, pre-
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monitions, ectoplasm; tools like the planchette, pendulum,
dowsing-rod and orgone box — with all of these he achieved a
nodding, even dozing acquaintance. There were mediums
who could fly; mediums who could move objects without
touching them; mediums who could leave their physical
bodies. There were dozens of mediums who could have
warned President Kennedy not to go to Dallas, and scores
who could solve any murder by feeling the vibrations at
the scene of the crime. Finally there was a medium who
had once reduced Cecil B. DeMille to tears, and who now
reduced Thackeray Phin to fits of helpless yawning.

‘Money,’” he kept reminding himself. ‘Drugs. Seances. A
curse. And a death.’

In his reading, he made one profitable discovery, the
secret of Mrs Webb’s photo performances. ‘Sensitives’, he
learned, often used the technique in night-club acts. It was
really a game of Twenty Questions, the customer providing
yes-or-no answers by facial expressions or (hand on
shoulder) unconscious movements. It was called ‘muscle-
reading’.

On the appointed evening, Miss Johnson met him at the
door again. She looked as if she’d been weeping. It was hard -
to be sure, for there was always a swollen look to her
features, especially about the eyes. As always, her face was
expressionless.

The fee this time was ten guineas. Miss Johnson led him
to a drawing-room on the first floor, where the others were
having what she called ‘cocktails’.

The room was large but over-furnished, in the manner
of a boarding house parlour. Three large sofas and half-a-
dozen deep armchairs were crowded in, with occasional
tables and a grand piano. In one corner Phin noticed more
boarding-house signs: a heap of magazines, a record-player
and several boxes of games. Nothing was missing but the
TV set, and nothing added but an Axminster carpet and
pale beige silk upholstery. If Mrs Webb had no taste, he
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reflected, at least she had more money than the grubby lec-
ture hall indicated. ;

The first person he recognized was Mrs Webb, her heavy
figure in pink silk propped by the fireplace. She was talking
to two tiny, white-haired ladies, who nodded together at
every other word. By the record-player, a girl in blue was
curled up on a sofa, sleeping or meditating. A large man in
black, with a rough black beard, sat at the piano. He gazed
at the keys as if trying to fathom their use. The bald man
talking to him wore a roll-neck sweater, and it was not until
he took his elbow off the piano top, turned and came to
greet him, that Phin recognized Reverend Stonehouse.

‘Mr — ?’ The beaver teeth emerged.

‘Phin. Thackeray Phin.’

‘Do I remember you from somewhere? A lecture, per-
haps?’

“Yes, about three weeks ago. Most enlightening, rever-
end.

‘Please. Everyone around here just calls me Stoney. These
seances, as you may have gathered, have some of the infor-
mal give-and-take of a family discussion, you see. None of
the formality of the lectures.’

They stood there for a moment or two, silent, while
‘Stoney’s’ awkward grin faded, brightened, faded.

‘Well, Thackeray. Are you at all interested in telepathy?
I've been engaged in some jolly interesting experiments —
ah, here’s Mrs Webb.’

Her handshake was muscular, and her dark, unblinking
eyes stared at him, into him. Phin could not avoid that
gaze, as penetrating as the smell of fried hair from her per-
manent.

‘Delighted you could come, Mr Phin. I feel we may have
some exceptional manifestations tonight. Now, what will
you have to drink? There’s carrot juice, celery tonic — just
about anything.’

He settled for a vegetable mixture which smelt of soap
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and tasted of cabbage. Mrs Webb introduced him to the
two old ladies, Miss Ada and Miss Emily Blaise, and swept
off to speak to another new arrival. As she moved away, her
feet showed beneath the hem of her evening gown. Mrs
Webb was wearing old bedroom slippers.

‘Let’s see,’ said Miss Emily. ‘Let’s see, we’ve contacted
our dear Papa, and our brother Aleister, who just passed
over last year, and even poor Bernard Shaw.’

‘Our cat,’ explained her twin, in a twin voice.

‘Amazing! And did he actually speak to you?’

‘Oh, yes. Bernard Shaw was a very intelligent cat. Almost
human, as we used to say. I always felt he would have liked
to talk to us when he was alive. Only his poor pussy body
couldn’t manage the words. But he understood every word
we said.’

“You could see that in his eyes,’ said Ada.

“Yes, and I swear he could read the labels on the cat food !
He used to growl and purr even before I opened the tin!’

‘Almost human,’ said Ada.

‘Better than some people.’

‘Oh, yes, better than lots of people.’

Phin cleared his throat. “When did he d — pass over?’

‘It was just a month to the day before Aleister, wasn’t it,
Emily?’

‘Yes, we talked about it at the time. A month to the day.’

‘Such a shock, it was.’

‘Such a loss. But of course we haven’t really lost him at
all. We contacted him on our ouija board at home.’

‘And then Mrs Webb got through to him for us.’

‘We’d come here oftener, but it’s so expensive.’

‘Emily!’

‘Well it is. Not just the contributions, but the train from
Cheltenham. Not that it’s not worth it, you understand.’

Phin excused himself and drifted away, looking for a
place to put down his glass of cabbage water. Mrs Webb
was shaking hands with a young couple in buckskin jackets.
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‘I'm so glad you could come again,” she told them. ‘I feel
we may have some exceptional manifestations.’

A man with a hearing-aid stuck out his hand. ‘Dank
here. Bruce Dank. Wing-commander. Now retired, of
course.’

Mr Dank was a cocky little man whose blazer and repul-
sive tie doubtless advertised some important school. Stand-
ing as he did, no taller than Phin’s shoulder, he looked a
little like a schoolboy now; his dark hair was slicked down
flat, and now and then he pulled faces as he talked.

“Yank, are you? Where from?’

‘New York. But I've more or less settled permanently in
London.”

‘Don’t blame you. Decent people aren’t safe in a place
like New York. It’s the wogs, you know. Let them in, the
moral fibre collapses. Happening here, now. Drugs, sex, per-
missiveness, abortions, porn, the balance of payments shot
to hell... Do you know what Nostradamus said about
Britain? I'll tell you, and it’ll make your head spin. Just a
mo, I'll get another tomato juice and be right back.’

As soon as Dank had glided away, Phin started a con-
versation with the nearest person to hand, a middle-aged
man in a West African shirt of pink and purple - the ‘fat
man’ from the café.

‘Lauderdale,’ he said. ‘Dr Andrew Lauderdale. But call
me Doc, will you?’

‘Why ‘IDm,!?'l

‘I was in America a few years ago, and the name got
stuck on me. Anyway, it’s more appropriate now. Like Dank,
I've retired.’

‘From medical practice?’

‘No, marine biology. After my son’s death a year ago, I
gave up work and joined the society. I've lived all over the
world, but I’ve never really felt at home until now. This is
my home, and these are my family. Even poor Dank.’

Phin found himself staring at the stone ornament Doc
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wore on a string around his neck: a scarab. ‘I believe I
read something about you in the paper not long ago.’

‘So you know all about Dave? It’s all right, I don’t mind

" talking about it. I feel that Dave is very much alive and with
me now.” He grinned. ‘But don’t let me bore you about
that. I see you've just escaped Dank’s monologue on the
blacks.’

‘Is that what it was all about?’

“Yes, Dank’s got it all worked out. According to Nostra-
damus and, for all I know, the Great Pyramid, there’s going
to be a black uprising — Armageddon, in fact. He believes
of course that the forces of white supremacy will finally
triumph, and I think he half believes that Bruce Dank will
become World Emperor in the New Age.’ Lauderdale’s
laugh was easy, and kind.

‘Sounds as though you don’t go along with his theory.’

‘Who could? Don’t get me wrong — I love and respect
Dank ~ as a human being. We all had great hopes for him
here. If only he could get some of the poison out of his
system, he might almost be a likeable person.

‘T don’t mean just the mental poison, either. He’s over
there now, lacing his tomato juice with something from his
pocket-flask. We all tried hard to get him off the gin and
on to a regimen of natural, organic foods, but it’s hopeless.
Meanwhile he’s forty-five and looks fifty-five, while I'm
the reverse. Or so everyone tells me.’

Doc’s short-sleeved shirt showed fairly muscular arms,
but otherwise he looked like any other flabby man of his

. ‘“Amazing!’ Phin exclaimed. He was getting tired of using
that word tonight. ‘You owe it all to health foods?’

‘Organic foods. Listen, ten years ago the doctors gave
me up for dead. Heart.” He struck his chest, and the scarab
Jumped on its string. ‘I’d had one attack already. They told
me to give up smoking and drinking. I went one better, and
8ave up cholesterol. No more eggs, meat, milk or butter.
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Plenty of whole-grain cereals and fresh fruits and vegetables.
So here I am, a walking dead man!’ His deep laugh mocked
the notion, and made the scarab dance again.

“That’s an unusual amulet you’re wearing. Obsidian, is
it?’

‘Yes. An Egyptian scarab. It belonged to Dave.” He held
it up to the light and turned it. ‘See the back? Those hiero-
glyphs are supposed to be some sort of curse. Death to the
wearer, or something.’

There was an awkward pause, then Doc laughed again.
“You haven’t asked the obvious question. Did the curse have
anything to do with Dave’s death?’

‘Did it?’

‘It could have. You know, for a while I wore it half hop-
ing it would kill me, too. At least I could see him again.
Now - it obviously doesn’t work — I just wear it, that’s all.’

They were interrupted by the young couple in fringed
buckskin, who introduced themselves as Alan and Jane
Forster.

‘Happy to meet you,’ said Jane. ‘Now don’t tell me your
birth sign, Mr Phin. Wait. Don’t tell me — you’re Libra.
You must be.’

‘She’s never wrong,” Alan said.

‘It’s Gemini, I’'m afraid.’ Phin said this apologetically.

‘Oh. Well, I knew it was an Air Sign, anyway. Now you,
Doc. You must be — Aries!’

‘No, Cancer.’

Jane looked at him. ‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes,” he said, laughing. ‘But you’re close again. Aries
and Cancer are both Cardinal Signs.’

‘See? She’s never wrong,’ said Alan, as Jane tugged
him away.

‘Come on, darling, I want to try that man at the piano.’

‘Infallibility,” said Phin, ‘isn’t everything.’

Doc nodded. ‘That’s right. I don’t care for astrology
myself, but then I don’t care about science any more,
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either. My mind is full, if that doesn’t sound too pompous.
If Jane is happy guessing sun signs, good for her. It all fits
together somehow, this whole business of being human,
being happy. And since I've given up science, I no longer
worry about how it all fits together. Let people believe what
makes them happy.’

‘And spiritualism makes you happy?’

‘I have to believe in it,” said Doc. He looked grave. ‘I
have to believe in it.’

Mrs Webb announced that the seance would begin in a
few minutes.

‘Pm afraid I haven’t introduced myself to everyone,’
Phil said. ‘“Who’s the Mephistopheles at the piano?’

‘Professor Merihew Hackel, a psychologist. For all his
dark satanic looks, he’s not a spiritualist. In fact, he’s a
complete sceptic. He only joined the society to do research
on us.’

‘Doesn’t Mrs Webb mind having sceptical vibrations all
over the seance parlour?’

‘Apparently she still has hopes of converting him. I
doubt her chances, myself. And I'm bound to admit that
he is a disruptive influence around here. For one thing, he
and I are barely on speaking terms.’

‘Why? If I'm not being too nosy.’

‘It’s nothing really.’ The ex-scientist looked thoughtful.
‘He’s decided that I’'m some sort of Judas to science, that’s
all.’

‘Oh. Who’s the girl in the corner?’

‘Nancy Michie. Come, I'll introduce you.” He called to
her as they approached, but the sleeping girl did not move
or open her eyes.

She wasn’t beautiful, any more than a pre-Raphaelite
Woman was ever beautiful, but she gave him the same im-
pression of shadowy beauty: a consumptive with lovely
hair. Her face lay half-shaded by the chestnut curled glory,
resting a cheek on her hand, which, with her arm, lay along
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the graceful curve of the sofa’s arm. Her long gown of blue,
with faint patches of green diaphanie, flowed along the
cushions in pre-Raphaelite lines. Thrust from the flowing
folds was one final touch of elegance, her bare, dirty foot,
with a ruby ring on one toe.

‘Nancy?’ Doc touched her shoulder and she rolled for-
ward, face down, ‘Nancy!’

Just like the movies, Phin thought, and looked at her
back for the hilt of a jewelled stiletto. Then Nancy sighed
and made burrowing motions.

‘Keeps terrible hours,” Doc explained. ‘As you must have
noticed from her natural eye-shadow. Nancy, wake up.’

All the same, Phin thought, Doc looks relieved.

Nancy groaned and sat up. She began scratching her
knee.

‘We're ready to begin,’ said Mrs Webb.

Without a word, the girl got up and shuffled towards the
door. Led by this sleepwalker, the whole group crossed
the hall and entered the seance parlour.

It was a well-preserved, panelled dining room, complete
with round dining table and dim chandelier. When the
others were seated, Mrs Webb issued instructions.

‘We’ll all hold hands,’ she said. ‘That completes a circuit
for the aetheric energy to travel amongst us.” She pulled
back a heavy brown café curtain to show a small alcove,
some four feet directly behind her place at the table. Inside
the alcove was a light card table. She picked up the instru-
ments upon it one by one, explaining their use.

‘Discarnate persons, those who have passed over into
unity with the aetherium, can speak to us in many ways.’
The light made deep sockets of her eyes; as she turned to
pick up a handbell, the sockets moved across her high
cheeks. ‘They may at times be almost playful. And playful
creatures need toys. Here I have a handbell ... a trumpet
made of paper ... a guitar ... and a slate.

“These are really toys to keep them occupied, to keep
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them from playing little pranks with us. You may know how
trying the exuberance of so-called poltergeists can be for
the living: they tend to touch, pinch, pull hair and even
cause injuries. There is no danger of that tonight, as long
as we keep our circle unbroken.

‘Just so none of you are frightened by “strange” sounds,
here’s how the bell and guitar sound.’ After sounding them,
she passed the paper trumpet around for their inspection
(Professor Hackel inspected it closely) and showed them the
slate. Picking it up by its handle, like a hand-mirror, she
turned it over to show two blank sides.

When the instruments were restored to the alcove, she
closed the curtain and took her seat.

‘I'm going to ask Dr Lauderdale and Professor Hackel to
hold my wrists tightly, and to press firmly on my feet with
theirs. The aetheric force can be terribly strong at times. In
the past, I've wrenched muscles under its power. Ernestine,
will you lock the door and put out the lights?’

Phin held the rough hand of Jane Forster, and, when
she’d returned to her place, the moist hand of Ernestine
Johnson. The dark room began to expand, as if puffed out
by the sobbing breath of the medium. There was no other
sound.

Mrs Webb groaned, and Phin could hear the silk of her
dress thrashing. Suddenly she screamed, a fine contralto
sound that made him gasp. Then came minutes of dead
silence. Phin’s own hands were sweating now, and he felt
trapped by the hands gripping them. Could someone be
standing right behind him in the dead blackness? Almost
touching him? Reaching for his throat ... ?

‘Yes?’ called Mrs Webb. ‘Yes? Yes? Maurice? Maurice?’

“This is Maurice,’ she replied, in a lower voice. ‘Hello,
my dear. I have messages. I have so many messages so many
€veryone wants to talk hello. HELLO!

More thrashing, and the handbell tinkled in the alcove.

‘Is there anyone here named Alan? Alan Forrest?’
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Jane’s hand convulsed. Her husband spoke in a hoarse
whisper :

‘I’'m Alan Forster.’

Maurice had a message from Alan’s mother. ‘She says
you are to stop eating animal flesh and stop wearing animal
skins, Alan. And there’s something about a shop.’

Alan explained that he had inherited an antique shop
from his mother.

“There’s something about Regent Street. Does that make
sense?’

‘Uh, no.’

‘She says Regent Street share. Or chair.’

Jane’s hand pounded Phin’s knuckles on the table. “The
Regency chair!’ she screamed. “The one in the window!’

‘God! That’s right! We’ve a Regency chair in the shop
window!’ From the sound of him, Alan was jumping up
and down in his place. ‘What else does she say?’

‘Window, window, window. Through a glass darkly.’
Maurice seemed to be stalling. “The windows of Heaven are
dark, Alan. Don’t sell that chair to a dark man.’

‘Hear, hear,’ piped Bruce Dank.

‘A man with dark hair,’ Maurice corrected himself. ‘He
is a Prince Regent of Darkness. Do you hear?’ Guitar
strings sounded.

“Yes, mother.” It was hard to tell whether the Forsters
were frightened or disappointed.

Maurice went on to fetch messages for Ernestine (from
her father), Stoney (from his sister) and Professor Hackel
(from Socrates). Dank chatted for a minute with an old
R.A.F. mate whose memory was as vague as his vocabulary

Phin was bored. The guitar and bell effects were fascinat-
ing (he suspected threads, or a secret panel) but when a
spectral Indian chief with the unlikely name of Thunder
Head turned up to speak to anyone named Thackeray, he
began to wonder what time it was.
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‘Chief Thunder Head brings greetings, Thackeray, from
the Great Spirit.’

‘My heart is glad,’ said Phin. ‘By his name, the chief
would seem to be of the Kwakiutl tribe. Am I right?’

“That is correct, Thackeray.’

‘Or possibly Utopi,” Phin added. ‘Yes, it’s definitely an
Utopi name.” Having just invented the Utopi, he felt justi-
fied in saying anything he liked about their names.

‘Er — all tribes are as one in the Happy Hunting Ground.’

‘I see. But I doubt if the Kwakiutl have a Happy Hunting
Ground. Being, as of course you know, a tribe of fishermen.
Still, I suppose they know it under some other name.’

‘You speak the truth. All-’

‘All names are as one, I imagine. Gosh, this aetheric
plane business is really difficult, isn’t it? I sometimes
wonder that spirits can remember who they really are.’

Thunder Head/Maurice said slowly, ‘But I know who
you are, Thackeray.’

‘Oh?’

‘You are a detective. You found the murderer of a man
who makes pictures.’

‘A painter, yes. Aaron Wallis.” Someone, Phin thought,
had been reading the papers.

‘Aaron is here. He says to thank you for what you've
done. But he also says to warn you that there are some
mysteries better left alone. If you go too far, you will be
humbled in the Judgment of the Beyond. Is that clear?’

What, he wondered, did the Beyond have to hide? ‘Very
clear.’

‘Aaron hopes you will approach this in the right frame of
mind. Of heart. See, believe, understand. You have great
psychic powers, though you don’t know it. That is how you
caught a murderer before, and how you will catch one
again,’

Everyone at the table seemed to be holding their breaths.

‘Will I? And whose murderer will I catch?’
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‘Mine,’ said the voice. ‘I, Maurice Webb, was murdered!”

‘T'll be damned !’ Doc whispered.

Bruce Dank said, ‘Blacks, I'll be bound.’

Phin asked Maurice who had killed him.

‘I cannot say. I know, but I cannot say. But it will all
be made clear to you in time.’

‘How were you killed, then?’ Phin asked.

‘By means of psychic poison. That is why I want you to
use your hidden powers to avenge me.’

‘How about a hint, anyway?’

There was no answer. Instead, the table in the alcove
began rocking and thumping violently. Mrs Webb screamed
again, and there was a tremendous crash.

In her natural voice, she said, ‘What? What is it?
Ernestine, could we have the lights?’

Just before Ernestine released his hand, Phin heard some-
thing thump on the table in front of him. When the lights
came on, he saw it was the paper trumpet. Mrs Webb,
streaming sweat, sat still held fast by her table partners.

Hackel jumped up and pulled back the alcove curtains.
The little table lay on its side. He rummaged among the
articles on the floor.

‘I don’t understand this,” he said, holding up the slate.
His beard and hair seemed even more ragged than before,
and his eyes were wild. “Who the bloody hell wrote this?’

Written carefully on the slate, in thick white strokes of
chalk, was :

PHIN
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Chapter Three
Oanishing Trick

Over herbal tea in the drawing-room, they performed a
thorough post-mortem.

‘Mother spoke of darkness,” said Alan Forster. ‘I think
she must have meant that dark stain on the Regency chair.’

‘Blood !’ Jane exclaimed. ‘It could be blood! Do you sup-
pose someone was murdered in that chair?’ Plainly she
envied Phin his sudden notoriety.

Dank cleared his throat. ‘Speaking of murder, old man,
have you really solved one? You must tell me all about it,
I’m rather a keen murder buff, when I get the time to read
them. In fact, there’s not much I’m not interested in. Ever
read a good Western? I remember one ...’ He rambled on
for some minutes, from cowboys to horses, to show-jumping;
from show-jumping to political implications of the mon-
archy; ending, as before, at Nostradamus.

Doc and Ernestine cornered the sleuth next, asking about
the murder he’d solved and the one he would solve.

‘I like a good mystery,” Doc said. ‘I wonder about old
Webb, now?’

“You knew him?’ Phin asked.

‘No, I say “old Webb” because he seems so much a figure
of the past. Almost historical.’

‘I never knew him either,” said Ernestine. ‘I don’t think
anyone in the society did, except Mrs Webb. Excuse me, I
see Steve’s come in. I'll have to get another cup for him.’

Doc looked more serious when she’d left. ‘I do wonder if
there isn’t something funny going on around here,’ he said.

‘So do I,” said Hackel, joining them. ‘That slate business,
especially. It’s really baffling.’

Phin set his untouched tea on the mantelpiece. ‘Do you
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think so? I think the slate business is about the only thing I
do understand.’

“Well don’t tell me.” Hackel was irritated. ‘I want to figure
it out for myself. But it does seem almost -’

‘Supernatural?’ Doc suggested.

Hackel’s manner went from irritation to anger. His heavy
brows shot up to ten-minutes-till-two, and he all but snarled.

“The devil! It’s nothing but a bloody trick, like all her
special effects! And I mean to get to the bottom of this
deliberate fraud, if it’s the last thing I do!’

His hand trembled, spilling tea into his saucer. ‘It’s not a
secret panel, I've checked before. I had a damned good hold
on her right hand and foot. How were you on the other side?’

‘I had a good grip,” Doc said. ‘Even if I hadn’t, I don’t see
how she could write something in even, smooth letters, in
perfect darkness. And what about all the other things? That
trumpet floating over and dropping on the table? The bell?’

Hackel glared at him. ‘I think we were hypnotized. Made
to believe things happened when they didn’t.’

For some reason, Doc didn’t take this with his usual good
nature. ‘Oh, of course! Blame it all on hypnosis. That’s so
much more likely than any obvious trick, like someone’s leav-
ing the table. It’s funny how you always overlook the obvious,
isn’t it, Professor? Almost as if you wanted to draw attention
away from it.’

‘What are you getting at, Lauderdale? Out with it!’

‘Now, boys.” Stoney came between them. ‘We have a
visitor, and this won’t do at all.’ He laid a frail hand on each
man’s heavy shoulder; it looked as though he were going to
ask them to shake hands.

Hackel stalked away and sat down at the piano. After stab-
bing out a few chords of ‘Chopsticks’, he began to play, settl-
ing into a skilful imitation of Thelonius Monk. Doc walked
out of the room.

‘I must apologize, Mr Phin,” Stoney said quietly. ‘Simply
don’t know what’s got into everyone tonight. Steve’s been
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