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Nae man can tether time or tide;
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The hour approaches Tam maun ride;

That hour, o’ night’s black arch the key-stane,

That dreary hour he mounts his beast in;

And sic a night he taks the road in

As ne’er poor sinner was abroad in.

The wind blew as ‘twad blawn its last;

The rattling showers rose on the blast;

The speedy gleams the darkness swallow’d

Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow’d:

That night, a child might understand,

The Deil had business on his hand.

From Tam O’ Shanter / Robert Burns
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Never in a million years did I think I’d end up in the north of Scotland—let alone twice in one lifetime. Not that Edinburgh was anything to complain about. Not that I was complaining. Nice scenery. Nicer whisky and cozy, historic pubs whose centuries-old walls swaddled you better than the finest Fair Isle sweater.

I was having that dream again, more a recurrent nightmare. Some awful monster was yelling at me. I couldn’t shut it up and I couldn’t figure out what it wanted.

“Wake up, Ed!” Karen Dalton’s hand jostled my shoulder. Her voice jostled my eardrums.

I stirred. “I wasn’t asleep.”

“You weren’t awake,” she countered.

“I was thinking.”

“You were snoring.”

“Sometimes I snore when I’m thinking.” Take it from me. Life is a bitch. I repeat: Life. Is. A. Bitch. Where have I heard that before? Oh yeah, from me. I say it a lot. In my head, at least. I have the best conversations with myself.

“Then you must do a lot of thinking.” Karen slid herself onto the barstool beside me and waved to the barkeep. “I’ll have what he’s having. Minus the sleeping potion.” Her drink arrived quickly and she took a taste.

I sometimes think the world conspires against me. I sometimes drink. I sometimes smoke tobacco. I sometimes eat too much black licorice. And chocolate. I sometimes do not understand humans.

I never understand Karen Dalton.

To help ease the mental anguish this caused me, I lifted my glass and enjoyed a slow sip of room temp Scottish malt whisky—when in Scotland, do like a Scotsman. 

I was comfortably seated on a sturdy, burgundy leather-cushioned barstool, upon which maybe one hundred and fifty years’ worth of bottoms had been rubbing since it had last been reupholstered. The White Hart pub was filled with the musty scent of old wood and aged liquor. The air was also tinged with the lingering scent of cigarette smoke, a reminder of the days when smoking indoors was still, blissfully, allowed. The smell of recent rain and damp stone drifted in through an open window. Nice in its own way but not the soul-satisfying scent of slowly burning tobacco that I so adore—and Karen so abhors. To every ying, there is a yang.

Dating back to 1516, The White Hart was one of the oldest pubs in Edinburgh, the city where we’d temporarily alit. The pub was ideally located on Grassmarket, a historic market square in the heart of Edinburgh’s Old Town and conveniently located a couple hundred steps from where the public hangings used to be held. And the public loved a good hanging. I read they came out in droves. They claim the White Hart’s haunted. They say the most haunted bar in Edinburgh. 

They are foolish humans. 

Over the many centuries, luminaries the likes of Sir Walter Scott, Robert Louis Stevenson, Robert Burns, and William Wordsworth, are said to have planted their butts and hoisted their glasses here. That list now included Ed Turner, PI.

I liked the pub because it was cozy and traditional, and a short walk to our temporary quarters. I could practically feel at home here. Not that I could ever really feel at home anyplace on this lump of magma. Can you blame me?

Karen Dalton liked the White hart because they offered up some plant-based options for her goofy diet. Like the vegetarian haggis. It’s not vegan but, hey, it’s not food either, if you ask me, but why quibble? 

She also liked that it was mere steps from our rooms but for a different reason. Her reason being that she didn’t have to go far to find me. That’s because the odds were that if I was not with her, here is where I’d be. 

And she’d found me.

It was Friday night so The White Hart was open till one a.m. It was about eleven-thirty now. The music had blissfully ended an hour or more earlier. Fortunately, the young man and woman with matching silver-pierced lips had wrapped up their song set, packed up his acoustic guitar and her harp, and checked out. I prefer my whisky without musical soundtrack accompaniment.

Karen Dalton and I had been stuck in Edinburgh for nearly a week now. Waiting for the dust to settle and for the authorities and lawyers to stop hounding us. Karen’s brother had recently passed—I won’t say where or go into the details on the why and how—we hadn’t shared those details even with the lawyers and definitely not with the authorities. The less everyone knew, the better. For all of us. 

As Ken Dalton’s sole surviving next-of-kin, the young woman was heir to Ken’s worldly goods. This included a small pot of money parked in a bank in California, a townhouse in Pasadena, California, and a Tesla Roadster we’d left parked in Rachel, Nevada. 

Unfortunately, the legal world moves at the speed of black walnut sap in January.

Karen clinked her glass to mine and smiled. “Cheers.” 

“Why so cheerful?” I eyed her with suspicion. Karen Dalton’s a pretty—not that I’d ever told her that—thirtyish woman with lots of brown skin and long blue dreadlocks. Wait. I blinked. The pub was dimly lit—and I had been imbibing—but I was no dimwit. I looked again. “What happened?”

“What are you talking about?”

“What am I talking about? Your hair is what I’m talking about.” I pointed at her head. “It’s-It’s purple!”

She ran a hand down her long tresses. “Yeah, you like it? I got it colored.”

My brow furled. “It was colored. Blue. And I’d only barely just gotten used to it.”

“So get used to purple now.”

I sighed wearily and called for a refill. The bartender, a genial fellow calling himself Desmond, topped off our glasses. He was a man of few words but, as he liked to quip, many whiskies.

“You want to focus, Ed?”

“I am focused. On your hair.”

“Shut up about my hair already.” Karen sipped and rolled her tongue over her full lips. “I’ve got good news. Do you want to hear it or not?”

“Fine. What’s your news? Can we go home now? Please, tell me we are going home!” I liked Edinburgh but LA was my home away from home, and I’d grown accustomed to living there.

“I got us our next case.” Karen’s voice rose in pitch. She wore a black lion-emblazoned Edinburgh hoodie, a souvenir of our tour of nearby Edinburgh Castle. Snug blue jeans snugged her lower half and tall black leather boots kept her feet warm. Edinburgh gets chilly at night this time of year. Probably all times of year for all I know. Weather is not my specialty. Not on this planet nor any other.

“Our next case? It better be a case of bourbon and a carton of Camels to go with it. And what’s with this our?” I’m a private detective. Why? Because everybody’s got to do something. I met Karen Dalton when she hired me to find her brother. Which I did. Whether you could call that case one of my successes or not all depended on how you looked at things. Sure, he was dead. But he’d been alive when we found him. I like to consider that a success. Glass half full—of whisky—that is.

Karen, however, still hadn’t paid me my $500 a day plus expenses we’d agreed upon, but she did keep swearing she was going to. I was beginning to have my doubts. The woman swears a lot. Mostly of the four-letter word variety. I was on the verge of giving up, calling it a wash, and heading home to LA.

She ignored most of what I’d said. Typical. “Our next detective case, silly.” 

“If you think I’m taking a new case on the heels of this last one, you are mistaken. We barely escaped with our lives.” Many others had not. “I’m worn out, exhausted, physically and mentally.”

“What are you trying to say?”

“I’m saying there isn’t a ghost of a chance.”

“Funny you should say that,” Karen said with the biggest grin I’ve ever seen. And I live in Los Angeles. The city is full of smiles, mostly phony, but still...

“Say what?”

“Ghost. Because that’s just what it is.”

“I don’t understand.” I planted my elbows on the bar, polished by years of elbows like mine but sticky in other spots due to stubborn old spills. I cushioned my chin in the palms of my hands. “And I don’t think I want to.”

“He’ll pay us ten thousand pounds.”

“Pounds of what? Cheese?”

“That’s British money, Ed.”

“I was joking.” 

“Oh.”

“The answer is still no.”

“What about the money?”

“Forget it. It’s not all about money, you know. Besides, I don’t need his money, I’ve got my fee to collect from you for finding your brother.”

“Who is dead.”

I continued. “At five hundred a day, plus expenses,” I said, lifting my finger in the air, “I figure that comes to—”

“Zero.”

“Zero? What do you mean? How do you figure?”

“I got fired, remember?”

“Yes, sad.”

“No job, no money.”

“I find your math quite depressing. Besides, we had a deal and you do stand to inherit.”

“Like I’ve said a hundred times, we’ll see.” She rattled on, counting her fingers as she did so. “There’s taxes, legal fees, balloon mortgage on my brother’s condo...and whatnot. Who knows what will be left or when I’ll get it.”

“Must you remind me? You’re bursting my balloon,” I cradled my glass. “Have you considered seeking new employment?”

“What can I say?” Karen spread her hands. “Stuff happens.”

“I wish it would stop.” I squeezed my head between my hands. “I could use a rest.” 

“Cheer up, sometimes it’s for the better.”

“That remains to be seen.”

“If you take this job, you won’t have to fly home yet, that’s a bonus. You know you hate flying. And all you’ve got to do is take care of this ghost thing.”

“Is that all? Okay.” I helped myself to a few stale pretzels from the dish haunting my elbow “I do not believe in ghosts. Ghosts do not exist. There you go.” I brushed my hands together, wiping off salt crystals. “Case solved. Pay me my ten thousand pounds.” I extended my upturned palm.

“Why are you making this so difficult?”

“Like I said, I. Do. Not. Believe. In. Ghosts.” I downed my whisky.

Karen chuckled. “Neither do I! That’s the beauty of this job. We go. You wave your arms around some. Say some who-do-voodoo nonsense—you’re very good at that, by the way.”

“Was that an insult?”

“No, of course not. Anyway,” Karen planted a hand on each of my shoulders. “No more ghost. And voila, we collect ten grand, cash money, and we’re out of there. Sweet, right?”

“Sweet, wrong.”

“Ed.” She grabbed my chin and forced me to look her in the eye. Mine are green, hers are greener. “You know we’re broke, right? All our cash is just about gone. Credit cards are maxed out? The landlady’s given us two more days until she tosses us out.” 

“Mm.” 

Our accommodations were a small BnB here in Old Town, Edinburgh’s earliest settlement. Over a thousand years old, this part of town might at one time have been disease ridden and fetid. Today, it was overrun with tourists come to see the extinct volcano atop which sits Edinburgh Castle, and myriad other historic attractions. The Royal Mile, a steep street filled with traditional pubs, eateries, shops and museums, ran from the castle to the Scottish Parliament and the Palace of Holyroodhouse, the Royal Scottish residence. 

Since no royal was currently in residence, I couldn’t understand why we shouldn’t avail ourselves of it but Karen assured me this was not allowed. Pity, why not rent the joint out as a BnB and collect some rent? With over 87,000 square feet and 289 rooms rented out to tourists and such, the royals could run out and buy some more jewels for their gaudy crown collection.

“Sure, there’s my brother’s estate but, like I keep telling you, Ed, it could take months before I see anything from that. And because my boss claims I abandoned my job, I don’t even qualify for unemployment.”

“Mm.”

“Come on, Ed. The least you can do before saying no is to meet with the man.” She glanced at her watch. “In fact, we should be going.”

“Now?” 

“Yeah.”

I looked at my chronograph. “It’s late. Can’t it wait until morning?”

“I told him we’d be there no later than midnight. He said that was very important. That we show up no later than midnight.”

“Who is this person who wants us to show up at his...house, is it?”

Karen chewed her lower lip. “I think so. I’ve got his address in my bag somewhere.” She dug her hand inside her bag and started thrashing around.

“At his house at midnight and wants to pay us ten thousand pounds to get rid of a ghost who does not exist. What’s his name? How did you meet him?”

“His name is Ben Fergus. He’s really sweet. You’ll like him. And he says night time is the perfect time. We have to go now.” She yanked on my arm. 

I didn’t budge. I can be stubborn when I choose to be.

Karen’s sharp fingernails tapped the bartop. 

Tappity tappity tap. Tappity tappity tap. 

“You know I’m just gonna keep bugging you until you agree.” 

Tappity tappity tap.

“Might as well agree now and get it over with.” 

Tappity tappity tap. 

“Play your cards right...” Karen began provocatively.

Tappity tappity tap. 

“And?”

“And I’ll take you for a tour of the Johnny Walker Experience. My treat.”

“You’re on,” I said without hesitation. I knew when I was beat. The JWE was one of the Seven Wonders of the World. And is it any wonder why? 

Tappity tap—

I slapped my hand atop hers to stop the damnable tapping. “What are we waiting for?”
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We followed the cobblestone sidewalk, each street darker than the last. A slowly passing truck burped out a cloud of diesel smoke in our faces.

Karen waved her hand in front of her nose. “Now I know why they call it Auld Reekie.”

“Actually, Edinburgh was nicknamed Auld Reekie due to the intense and unhealthy smoky air that existed here in the early and unregulated days of industrialism. And I rather enjoy the aroma.”

“Whatever. You would.” She paused and studied the address on the paper and glanced at the street signs.

I ignored her and continued as she marched on. “As a poet,” I liked to remind Karen as often as I found a way to remind the woman that she had a Master’s degree in poetry and poetics—from no less than the highly-esteemed University of Chicago. An advanced degree from which she’d yet to earn any income. No one had even advanced her a nickel for her poetic labors. “The poet Robert Fergusson, one of Robert Burns’ biggest influences, composed an epic poem called ‘Auld Reekie.’”

That got her attention. 

“Really?” 

I nodded. 

“Funny, I’ve never heard of him.”

“He died at age twenty-four. Fell down a flight of stairs and was sent off to an asylum. Next thing you know poof! Dead,” I remarked as we passed a gloomy iron-gated cemetery.

Karen frowned. “Do all poets’ lives end badly? In fact, now that I think about it, do all of your stories end badly?”

“Don’t worry. You’ve got no cause for concern. It’s not like you’re a real poet.”

Karen glowered at me. “Did you really just say that?”

“No!” I replied hastily. “I most definitely did not. Hey! Who’s that? I hear somebody coming! Is that a flying saucer?” I pointed at the empty night sky.

“Nice try.” Karen stopped outside a weathered oak door. “This is it.”

She shoved the scrap of paper, upon which our host had scrawled his address, back into her bag and zipped it shut. We’d been led to Cockburn Street, a brick-paved road lined on both sides with centuries’ old stone buildings. The intricate details of their facades showed signs of weathering and history. Shops occupied most of the ground floors. Each store was unique, with colorful signs and inviting displays. This building stood out with its lack of a shopfront and a simple door leading inside. This appeared to be a private residence. That in itself was odd. 

The stained glass image of Robert the Bruce, King of the Scots, towered over the door. “I’d read that after his death, Robert’s organs were removed from his body, a customary procedure practiced on monarchial corpses during those times. His heart was cut out and placed in a small silver casket to be worn around the neck of some unfortunate soul on a chain for safekeeping. Robert’s dying wish was for his heart to take a tour of the Holy Land but his heart never made it that far. Due to circumstances beyond the heart’s control, it was carried hither and thither, finally being buried and laid to rest in Melrose Abbey, located in the Spanish Borders adjacent to Edinburgh, some seven hundred years later.”

“Gross,” Karen replied.

“Isn’t most written history?” I quipped. “You never did mention how you met this Ben Fergus.”

“Didn’t I?” Karen stroked her...purple...hair. “I bumped into him on the street outside the hairdresser’s.”

“And he just happened to mention he had a ghost that he needed ridding of? And you just happened to mention that you knew a detective who was up to the job? Which I am not, I remind you.”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what happened!”

That made odd event number 2. Things were beginning to add up—and not in a good way.

The door squeaked opened. A very small man with very deeply wrinkled, rich brown skin, softened with white whiskers, peered out. He looked quite faerie-like. As if he’d stepped from the pages of a Tolkien novel. Perhaps he had. He was dressed in baggy charcoal trousers, black slippers, a rumpled white shirt over which he wore a quite cozy looking green satin smoking jacket with intricate brass buttons. A wooden pipe smoldered in his left hand. The scent of tobacco clung to him like a second skin.

I’m not good at guessing ages but, if I had to guess, Ben Fergus was somewhere between seventy-five and one hundred and seventy-five years old. Give or take. That made him considerably older than Karen, who is in her midthirties and myself, claiming also to be in my midthirties.

Ben Fergus’ rat-like brown eyes were nearly hidden in deep eye sockets. He broke into a smile on recognizing Karen Dalton. “My dear. I was afraid you were not coming.”

“Sorry,” Karen replied. “I had a little trouble getting somebody,” she said, glaring at me, “to move his butt.” 

“No apology necessary. You’re just in time. The séance is about to start.”

“Séance?” I lifted my brow. “You didn’t say anything about a séance, Karen.”

“Didn’t I? Must’ve forgot. Ben, this is Ed. The man I told you about.”

Ben extended his hand. “Pleasure to meet you,” he said, in a thick Scottish brogue. “Please, come inside. Enjoy the warmth.” 

Too late to say no? Probably. So I said thanks and stepped into the townhome. “Nice place you’ve got here, Mr. Fergus,” I remarked, taking in the narrow-paneled hall lined with old paintings in heavy frames. The scent of a wood fire mingled with that of his pipe which he’d now transferred to his right hand. “Have you lived here long?”

Ben Fergus puffed his pipe, setting off a cloud of fruity and woodsy aromatics. He said with a nod, “Nearly four hundred years, if you can imagine that. And you might as well call me Ben because I’m going to call you Ed.” He shot me a genial wink.

I chuckled. “Ben and Ed, it is. Four hundred years, you say? That’s quite impressive. You don’t look half that old.” 

Ben laughed and explained. “Mother gave birth to me in an upstairs bedroom. Tis the only home I’ve ever known.”

I stopped and studied an unsettling portrait of a man in a black suit and red ascot. He was heavily bearded and dark eyed. His thick-knuckled hands filled the foreground. He flashed a gold signet ring on the middle finger of his right hand. 

Noticing me looking, Ben said, “Don’t mind them. Those are my ancestors staring at you. They are a curious lot.”

“What else have they got to do, right?” I quipped. Nonetheless, I felt a strange push, as if the man in the picture was trying to force his spirit into my body. I chuckled to myself. Nonsense.

“That’s Duncan Fergus.” Ben tapped a finger against the painting. “He was a bad one. Some say he was so nasty the Devil himself attended his funeral to pay his respects.”

“What did he do?” Karen asked.

Ben smiled and pulled at his pipe. “What didn’t he do? Man, woman, child. No one was safe from our Duncan. He liked his experiments.”

“Experiments?”

“I suppose the correct word for it is anatomist. At least, that’s what he claimed to be. Duncan was a student of Vesalius, as I understand his history.”

“Who’s this Ves-Ves—” Karen asked.

“Andreas Vesalius,” I interpolated. “Born in Brussels in the sixteenth century. He’s considered by many to be the founder of the field of modern anatomy.”

“Vesalius, like Duncan Fergus, performed hundreds, if not thousands, of autopsies on animal and human specimens,” explained Ben, himself considering his ancestor’s eerie portrait. “And taught many students the art as well.”

“Art is an interesting word choice,” I commented.

“Yeah, yuck.” Karen cringed and backed away. “Human specimens? You mean he cut people up? Gross.”

“Cadavers. Mostly criminals, so I’ve been told,” Ben elucidated. “To be honest, the history is a little fuzzy. Some claimed Duncan hastened many of his case studies to their deaths.”

“No offense, but tell me he’s dead.” Karen shivered.

“Duncan? Yes, more than two hundred years dead,” Ben assured her. “Buried in the kirk up the road.”

“Good because I do not feel like becoming anybody’s amateur science experiment.”

“Don’t worry,” I teased. “If his painting attacks you, I’ll throw a bucket of turpentine on it.” 

“Very funny.” 

“You might have better luck with holy water, Ed.” Ben said with a wink. “Now, take this lady here.” Ben carelessly tapped a gilded frame containing a two-foot square portrait of a woman with a West Highland White Terrier lying in her lap, a red ribbon knotted between its ears. The lady’s brown hair was styled up and back. A diamond tiara glittered. Her smile was serene. She looked very elegant in a pleated floor-length dress that blossomed out around her.

I studied her image. “She looks harmless enough.”

“Pretty, too,” declared Karen.

“Harmless?” Ben said. “Appearances deceive. Meet Anna Haddo Fergus. Married into the family around the turn of the century. The fifteenth century, I be meaning. She lived to the ripe old age of ninety-nine.”

I whistled. “Impressive for the time.”

“Impressive for any time,” Karen added.

Ben smiled enigmatically. “Care to wager why she didn’t make it to the centennial mark?”

Karen and I shrugged.

“The story goes that Anna Fergus maintained her youth through bathing in baby’s blood.”

Karen gasped.

Ben Fergus continued. “You see, legend says Lady Anna celebrated each birthday by bathing in the fresh blood of a newborn infant.”

Karen blanched. “That-that’s sick.”

“You still haven’t answered your own question, Ben,” I reminded our host. “Why ninety-nine? Why didn’t she live to see one hundred?”

“It might sound crass to say this, but I wouldn’t feel sorry for her if the locals murdered her before she struck again,” Karen stated.

“They had no need. You see, there was no newborn the day of her hundredth year. No newborn, no rejuvenating bath. Anna was desperate, the story goes. She tried the blood of sheep, cattle, goat, and rabbit. Her favorite horse. Even...” Ben tapped the painting once again with the stem of his pipe, “her precious poochie.”

“I don’t I want to hear anymore.” Karen cupped her hands over her ears.

“Sorry, missy.” Ben patted her shoulder and moved on. “Sometimes I take all this too much for granted. I suppose I’ve grown immune to the evil.”

As we walked, I stole glances at each painting. Wondering who was who and whether they’d been good or evil. Or something in between.

To Ben, Karen dared ask, “Do you live here alone?” Was she worried there might be other miscreant Ferguses gracing Ben’s townhouse?

Ben paused and plucked his pipe from his lips. “In a manner of speaking.” He moved on and we followed.

Karen brushed her hand along a polished mahogany mirror, standing firmly on the floor on a pair of carved lion’s feet, and studied her own reflection. “Despite some of the...bad apples in your family tree, I envy you, Ben. I’d love to have roots like this. Roots going back centuries.”

I joined her. We made an odd pairing. Me in my brown corduroy trousers, a green flannel shirt, and my black leather bomber jacket zipped to my Adam’s apple. A man from another time perhaps. Another place, for certain. My skin being on the whiter side of pale, I looked rather ghostly myself. Except for the wispy ginger hair, which had been growing back in at an excruciating slow rate of speed. I’d recently lost most of the hair on my head and face due to an unfortunate mishap best also left unspoken of. If Ben noticed my lack of hair, he was good-mannered enough not to mention my rather unique physical appearance.

Karen, on the other hand, teased me regularly. She says you only tease the ones you love but I think she’s kidding.

“I don’t know any different,” replied Ben. “This home is all I’ve ever known. Except for when I went off to uni.”

Several thick dark wooden doors with intricate carvings depicting a hunting scene lined the narrow hall. Old-fashioned wall sconces cast a dim light. Ben led us past all the closed doors. I could only imagine what charms they held.

“Beautiful floors,” Karen complimented. The well-worn but well-maintained wide floorboards creaked as we trod over them.

“Scottish oak. Solid as Edinburgh Castle,” Ben commented, tapping his boot heel against a board. 

“Yes, lovely. On the subject of seeing,” I said tentatively, “no offense, Ben, but I’m not seeing any ghosts.”

“Ed!” admonished Karen, spinning around and slapping me on the shoulder.

“Never you mind, Karen. I expect we’ll all be seeing a ghostie soon enough.” Ben paused and laid his hand on a crystal doorknob. “Come, the others are waiting for us inside.”

“Others?” I whispered to Karen.

She shrugged and gave me a forward push. 

In we went.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

3


[image: image]


“Welcome to the drawing room.” Ben motioned for us to enter ahead of him.

A wall of heat welcomed us, coming from a blazing fire held in a massive gray stone fireplace opposite the door. The scent of burning wood and crackling embers filled the room, mixed with a hint of old books and antique furniture polish. 

I unzipped my jacket and Karen opened her hoodie. Rich wood mouldings outlined the room. Ornate furnishings filled the space, making it feel cozy despite its impressive size. Most of the furniture was antique, judging by the looks of it. Probably been here as long as Ben Fergus, if not longer. More paintings, larger and mounted in gilt frames, filled one wall. Floor to ceiling bookcases stood on each side of the door. A wall of brocaded draperies the color of blood filled the fourth wall. Thick wooden beams crisscrossed the tall room. Paintings of the zodiac filled the spaces in between. Wall sconces matching those in the hallway provided the room’s illumination. An open illustrated book sat on a carved pedestal several feet from the hearth.

To our left about twenty feet further into the room, a sturdy round oak pedestal table claimed center stage. Black velvet draped over and spilled halfway to the floor. A wool rug that looked as old as time covered the floorboards.

Seven people eyed us. Some looked amused, some disappointed. All curious.

“It’s about damn time!” swore a swarthy young man. He glared at
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