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      A sorcerer of the Vinkstrum line has guarded Seattle since their name was scribed in the sacred register at The Merchant’s Cafe long pine bar on opening day in 1890. With the fast approach of the 1962 World’s Fair, Graham Vinkstrum is set for a smooth ride across the finish line.

      But then, Lola Burgundy—a wiley and foxy witch who knows all of Seattle’s secrets—uncovers a nefarious plot to ruin the ride. In a race against time, they must join forces to save the city from disaster.
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      It all started on a Thursday. This shouldn’t be a surprise as I had never been hip to Thursdays and they were rarely cool in return.

      The day had started normally enough.

      Open eyes, no one about to drive a stake through my heart—off to a good start. Vampires were mythical, even here in Seattle—in 1961 the town was kind of a nowhere place that built airplanes for a living—but your average vampire hunter wasn’t the most hep cat on the scene, a little too wide-eyed fanatical for my taste. For some reason I always worried about that on Thursdays. I was a sorcerer, so it wouldn’t do the final dirty, but experience had taught me that it would sting woo doggies.

      I grabbed some cold jo from the pot, a stale donut from yesterday’s box (or maybe Tuesday’s), and went out on the balcony to look at my city. Ever since old Doc Maynard had founded his mercantile down in the swamps of Pioneer Square and fought off the “Injuns” with dry goods, this had been our family’s land, Vinckstrum land. One magical gumshoe per city, that was the rule. With Pops kicking back in Lotus Land, this one was mine.

      We were the “Main Heat” and I was the “Magic Man” now, but I’m old-fashioned. To this cat, “gumshoe” had a cooler vibe.

      I pitied poor shmoos like Larry Belanski stuck off in Anacortes seventy miles up Puget Sound. Back in the 1880s his city had been billed as the “New York of the West” and the Belanskis had staked their claim on the sacred register. It was 1961 now and Anacortes was still a stinky little fishing town, now with a pair of oil refineries. Nowheresville, man. Real Nowheresville.

      This Thursday morning—without a wooden stake in sight—Seattle looked like the sweetest seat in the cosmos. The view off the balcony of my lower Queen Anne pad was what it was about.

      Thirty square blocks of slums had been condemned and razed—move along folks—and the Fat Cats were laying down some sweet stuff in the spring mud. They were building the grounds for next year’s World’s Fair square in my view. Major improvement to the neighborhood.

      Beyond it rolled the slopes of the Denny Regrade where they’d washed away the biggest hill in Seattle with firehoses, flushing the soil down to the waterfront to level the city—at least that’s what Grandpap had let them think.

      What had really happened, Grandpap had formed the new waterfront to keep the larval Kraken migration of 1910 far enough offshore that they didn’t try to eat the city as they passed by on their way to Anchorage. I’d have to think of something for the next migration cycle. The larvae went by this coast every eleventy-one years—thank you Mr. Tolkien—on their way to the north where they all froze to death. (Not my doing, just saying, but I’d like to shake the cobber’s hand who makes them do it or we’d be knee-deep in baby Krakens. They were worse than takin’ a mosey through a shoal of the Queen’s ankle-nipping corgis.)

      I’d have to remind my kid, when I got around to having him, to think up something to stop them next time—maybe a concrete road tunnel all down the waterfront.

      Seattle was about the darn-tootingest boring cityscape you could imagine. Steep hills and cliff-like sidewalks, sure, but there seemed to be a law about every structure being between two- and four-stories tall. Only the gray stone of Smith Tower, tallest building on the West Coast for almost fifty years, broke the skyline, soaring aloft thirty-eight stories.

      The phone rang loud and harsh behind me. I finished my donut and stepped inside to handle the horn.

      “Vinckstrum.”

      “Graham, honey,” Lola Burgundy was a hot handful. Her voice smoother than a cherry Coke and her curves more powerful than the screamingest street-rod. She’d taken to wearing a slim-hipped pencil skirt which traced amazing hips and showed two of the nicest knees in the city. She’d been doing strange things to my imagination for a long time now, but when that green-eyed gal let her fiery-red hair spill long past her shoulders rather than up in a twist and… Well, let’s just say she was a seriously chrome-plated Dolly, and leave it at that.

      The problem was, Lola was jangling my bell on a Thursday. Normally a call from the sultriest witch in the Lower Forty-eight (or any other Forty-eight anywhere) came late on a Friday, a hint for me to take her out and make a damned fool of myself over the girl. Her calling me before noon on a Thursday was a bad scene.

      I grunted in response.

      “We have ta meet, honey, and we have ta do it now,” her voice was breathy as if she was right there blowing soft in my ear.

      “Your place or mine, baby?”

      The long silence on the other end of the line told me that maybe it was time to let go of gumshoe, more Pop’s scene anyway.

      “Where at, Lol?” I tried again.

      “World’s Fair. Main fountain.”

      I checked the Seattle Times clipping of the latest plan tacked on my wall. The Fair was still a year away and most of the place was mud and trucks, but I could find it.

      “Ten minutes,” I told her and she was gone.
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      She only left me cooling my heels for another fifteen, which told me just how important this was. But she made it worth my wait. A yellow dress that stopped at mid-thigh and matching yellow ankle-boots, she even had a pillbox hat in the same color. Never seen a thing like it before and it made me think I should have insisted on having this hoedown at my pad.

      The fountain was still in Seattle’s future. At the present, the broad central park of Seattle Center was totally 3M: mud, machinery, and mounds of supplies. All around the perimeter, hundreds of workers were digging and pouring foundations, making plans, and messing them up.

      A half moment before Lola’s arrival, the air had vibrated with heavy machinery: excavators digging foundations, concrete trucks grinding their load of dead-man’s slurry, and cranes winding cable with deep throaty diesel roars that made the air black and painful to breath. Men had been shouting back and forth about deadlines.

      None of this touched Lola Burgundy. She showed up the way a good witch could, with no one noticing anything slick about her arrival. But once she was in place, a slow wave of silence spread outward from where we stood. Machinery cycled down, men stared, awe spread.

      “Looking sweet there, Lola.” Couldn’t think of anything else to say. Lola did that to you.

      She looked around the field, whispered an “Oopsie!” that wasn’t the least bit contrite, and did something so that no one was looking at us anymore. I could see workmen shoving aside steel hardhats and wondering quite what had chilled them in their tracks. In moments, the noise and diesel fumes had returned, but she did something else to move the stink aside yet leave the normal spring-in-Seattle smell of mud and pine.

      Lola Burgundy was still fully in my view though, and I was as stopped as a blown engine coming off the line at a drag race.

      She did a bit of a twist and a twirl. “It’s called a mini-dress. You like it, hon?”

      “Eat you up whole, Burgundy.”

      If this was the future, and Lola was always a good call on that, I wanted to be the man seeing it.

      “Want my pink slip, sister? You got it,” highest compliment I could think of. My street rod was my baby. And I’d won plenty of unhep squares’ pink slips with her—no magic under the hood either…might have slipped a little under theirs at times though.

      “You’re sweet, Vinckstrum. Not now. I heard something.”

      That’s what Lola was good at, she heard things. Not like at the beauty parlor, more like slipping along the third rail of the cosmos. This chick had the cosmic connection down.

      “Clue me in, Burgundy.”

      “Remember how Jeffrey Jeffries III reacted when Seattle announced the first World’s Fair since the War?”

      Did I ever! It was during our annual convention hosted by Mimi of Miami down at Key West back in ’58.

      Thinking back, the first thing I recalled was Lola in that Parisian blue-and-gold polka-dot bikini; it was the first thing anybody remembered who had been in Key West that weekend.

      The second thing I recalled was how surprised Max Warshawski from Chicago had looked when I fed him a knuckle sandwich and busted his nose good for trying to explore Lola’s cleavage with it.

      The third thing though was Jeffrey Jeffries III having a cow when I announced Seattle’s plan for a World’s Fair. New York City did not like being upstaged one bit. But the cheers from the others—some drunken, some prepaid as I’m not a stupid sorcerer—had passed the motion the moment I announced it.

      “I remember,” I told Lola. “Man always was a total cube. Whole family was according to Pops.”

      She pointed straight down.

      I looked at the mud that hadn’t dared to splash her pretty yellow boots; my khakis and brown leather boots were both thick with it from tromping my way here. Witches can just appear; sorcerers have to slog to wherever they’re going.

      I looked back up at her, taking a moment to appreciate those nice legs of hers. Sometimes English goes in the wrong direction and the older phrases sounded so much better. Now she was a Dolly with nice legs; in Pop’s day this lady was pure dame wearing the nicest pair of gams I’d ever laid eyes, and the occasional hand, on.

      “What’s the scene, toots?”

      “Volcano.”

      That chopped my admiration of her fine form, even chilled my desire to handle it some.

      “Jeffrey Jeffries III sent a volcano to Seattle? Earthquakes weren’t enough?”

      Jeffrey Jeffries II had sent a trio of Magnitude 6 quakes to us between 1939 and 1949. Ever since I was knee-high, Pap told how he’d ended it—by siccing every groady cat who could wield a wooden stake and a mallet to visit Jeffries II. He’d finally taken to sleeping in a steel coffin, with the latch on the inside. I had nightmares for yonks after that, which still came back on certain Thursdays.

      “Definitely volcano is what was laid on me. House-warming gift?” Lola did the cherry-soda-voice thing of hers but I didn’t let it distract me, too much.

      “This will take a bit of work.”
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