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| NTRODUCTI ON:
W SH NG WLL MAKE I T SO
by | saac Asi nov

When | was nuch younger than 1 amnow, | heard the
phi |l osophical comment: "It takes a million dollars to nake a
mllionaire, but a pauper can be poor w thout a penny."

Wien | was a tittle older | listened to Sid Caesar playing
me rote of a Teutonic nmountaineer. Carl Reiner said to him
"Tell ne. Professor, how long does it take a person to
negoti ate the distance between the top and bottom of a
nmount ai n?"

Said Sid, "Two mnutes."

Carl said. with considerabl e astonishnent, "It takes only
two minutes to clinmb a nountain?"

To which Sid said, with disgust. "Not clinb. To negotiate
me di stance fromthe top down to the bottom+two m nutes.
Cinbing is a different thing altogether."'

I've thought about such things, and it becanme clear to ne
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mat both the exanples | have given are representative of a
general stale of affairs that can best be expressed as foll ows:

"Lousy things are no trouble.”

For instance, it's no trouble to go hungry. You don't need
nmoney, and you don't have to nmake an effort. You just sit

there. Getting yourself outside a square neal can be very

troubl esone, however.

Agai n, suppose that someone brings you all the food you

can eat. In that case, it's getting fat that requires no effort (if
you don't count the tiny effort it takes to lift the food to your
mout h, chew, and swallow). To avoid getting fat, however,

means eating | ess than you probably want to and engaging in

Vi gorous exerci se besi des.

10
| saac Asuaov

This is not sonething that has escaped the notice of hu-
manity generally. |'m absolutely certain that even the nean-
est intelligence has noticed how readily one can be poor,
hungry, thirsty, cold in the winter, hot in the sumer, while
finding oneself with nothing to wear, nothing to read, and
not hi ng pl easant to do.

Not only does one have to take trouble and make an effort

in order to avoid all these lousy things for which there is no
charge, but there is no linmt on the quantity of trouble and
effort you may have to make. Mbst people can work hard all
their lives and stint no effort doing so, and yet find them
selves far short of the mllionaire mark when they're through.

You may want to marry a rich man's gorgeous daughter

(or, if you are a wonman, his handsone son), and for that

pur pose you may bring into play every bit of charm you
have—and get nowhere. This may start you broodi ng over the
fact that you can probably, without any effort at all, succeed
in marrying any nunber of very poor. very ugly wonen (or

nmen) .

Well, then. what are you going to do? You crave pl easant
things which take nore of an effort than you can possibly
punp up in a lifetinme of punping, and you want to avoid

unpl easant things that arc being forced upon you agai nst your
will and mat then stick to you despite your shouts of dismay.

It is easy to decide that there is sonmething wong with this.
In a properly run Universe, surely you deserve to get sorme-
thing sinply because you want it. Even though this doesn't
seemto happen, there nust surely be sonme trick to bring it

about. Perhaps there is some formula or spell that will give

you anythi ng you want; you need only wish for it. O else n
perhaps mere is sone supernatural being willing to gratify o

you under certain conditions. Perhaps there is some w shing e
obj ect that already exists, manufactured who knows how, that n
you need only find in order to gratify your every w sh. n
Fol kl ore of every kind includes tales of magic w shes, and H.

the nost successful of all such stories is to be found in The A
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Thousand and One Nights (nore commonly known as The (
Arabi an Nights). Wat child isn't fascinated by the tale of
Al addin and his |anp and doesn't fantisize having such a | anp

I NTRODUCT! ON 11

for hinself? | experienced both the fascination and the fan-
tasy in copious quantities when | was young.

(I'ncidentally, we nodens still believe in the power of

wi shing. We call it "praying," of course, and, all too fre-
quently, praying is sinply a way of substituting God for the
Sl ave of the Lanp and making himrun our errands for us.)

O course, some such tales caution agai nst overweeni ng

greed. M das, having w shed that everything he touched woul d
turn to gold, found he had gone too far and had | eft hinself

no way of eating or drinking, scr he had to beg to get the wi sh
cancel ed.

In other stories, the wishes are limted in nunber, nost
often to three, and then, invariably, there is a problemin
deci di ng what the w shes ought to be. Alnobst as invariably,
me choi ces prove unfortunate.

This instinctive suspicion that the notion that w shing wll
make it so is nonsense was given its final support by the taws
of thermodynamics. The first |aw says that the anount of
energy is linmted and the second says (in scientific terns)
exactly what 1 said earlier—that |ousy things are no trouble,
but that to acconplish anything desirable takes an effort.
What's nore, ne | aws of thernodynam cs hold for every-

thing in the Universe, including Slaves of the Lanp.

And yet... and yet..

Even if we are grown-up, hardheaded, and scientific, and

have put childish things behind us. there is still this hanker-
ing. Even though we know that wishing will not make it so,

we can't help but wish that wishing will nmake it so.

Here, then, are sixteen stones in which wi shes, in one

way or another, are involved. And just to nake sure that you
wi |l be hooked by them the first story, "The Monkey's

Paw," is, to ny way of thinking, the best such story ever
witten, and the grisliest. How | envy you, if you've never
conme across it and will nowread it for the first tine.

So suspend your disbelief for a while and enjoy.
THE MONKEY' S PAW
by W W Jacobs

Wthout, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlour
of LaburnumVilla the blinds were drawn and the fire burned
brightly- Father and son were at chess; the former, who
possessed i deas about the gane involving radical changes,
putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it
even provoked comment fromthe white-haired old | ady knit-

ting placidly by the fire.

"Hark at the wind," said M. Wite, who, having seen a
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fatal nistake after it was too late, was am ably desirous of
preventing his son fromseeing it.

"I'mlistening," said the latter, grimy surveying the board
as he stretched out his hand. "Check."

"l should hardly think that he'd cone to-night," said his
father, with his hand poi sed over the board.

"Mate," replied the son.

"That's the worst of living so far out." bawled M. Wite,

wi th sudden and unt ooked-for violence; "of all the beastly,

sl ushy, out-of-the-way places to live in, this is the worst.

Path's a bog, and the road's a torrent. | don't know what

peopl e are thinking about. | suppose because only two houses n
inthe road are let. they think it doesn't matter."

"Never mnd, dear," said his wife soothingly; "perhaps
you'll win the next one."

M. Wiite | ooked up sharply, just intine to intercept a
knowi ng gl ance between nother and son. The words died

12
THE MONKEY' S PAW 13

away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin gray
beard

"There he is," said Herbert Wiite, as the gate banged to
| oudl y and heavy footsteps came toward the door.

The old man rose with hospitabl e haste, and opening the
door, was heard condoling with the new arrival. The new
arrival also condoled with hinself, so that Ms. Wite said,
"Tut tut!" and coughed gently as her husband entered the
room followed by a tall, burly man, beady of eye and

rubi cund of visage.

"Sergeant - Maj or Mons,*' he said, introducing him

The sergeant-maj or shook hands, and taking the proffered
seat by the fire, watched contentedly while his host got out
whi sky and tunblers and stood a small copper kettle on the
fire.

At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to

talk, the little famly circle regarding with eager interest this
visitor fromdistant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in
the chair, and spoke of wild scenes and doughty deeds; of

wars and pl agues, and strange peopl es.

"Twenty-one years of it," said M. Wite, nodding at his
wi fe and son. "Wien he went away he was a slip of a youth
in the warehouse. Now | ook at him"

"He don't | ook to have taken nmuch harm" said Ms.
VWhite politely.

"I"'d like to go to India nyself,"
| ook around a bit, you know. "

said the old man, "just to

file:/l/F|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%20lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (6 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:19 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt

"Better where you are," said the sergeant-mjor, shaking
his head. He put down the enmpty gl ass, and sighing softly,
shook it again.

"1 should like to see those old tenples and fakirs and
jugglers,"” said the old man. "Wiat was that you started
telling nme the other day about a nonkey's paw or sonet hing,
Morris?"

"Not hing," said the soldier hastily. "Leastways nothing
worth hearing."

"Monkey's paw?" said Ms. Wiite curiously-

"Wetl, it's just a bit of what you m ght call magic, per-
haps," said the sergeant-mjor off-handedly.

H's three listeners | eaned forward eagerly. The visitor absent-
14
W W Jacobs

mrdodly put his enpty glass to his lips and then set it down
again. Hs host filled it for him

"To look at," said the sergeant-major, funmbling in his
pocket, "it's just an ordinary little paw, dned to a rmummy."

He took sonething out of his pocket and proffered it. Ms.
White drew back with a gnmace, but her son, taking it,
exam ned it curiously.

"And what is there special about it?" inquired M. Wite
as he took it fromhis son, and having exanmined it, placed it
upon the table.

"It had a spell put on it by an old fakir," said the sergeant-
major, "a very holy man. He wanted to show that fate rul ed
people's lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to
their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate nen
coul d each have three wi shes fromit."

H s manner was so inpressive that his hearers were con-
scious that their light laughter jarred sonmewhat.

"Wl I, why don't you have three, sir?" said Herbert Wite
cleverly.

The soldier regarded himin the way that mddle age is
wont to regard presunptuous youth. "I have," he said qui-
etly, and his blotchy face whitened.

"And did you really have the three wi shes granted?" asked
Ms. Wite.

"1 did," said ne sergeant-nmjor, and his glass tapped
agai nst his strong teeth.

"And has anybody el se wi shed?" persisted the old |ady.

"The first man had his three wishes. Yes," was the reply;
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"l don't know what the first two were, but the third was for
death. That's how | got the paw "

H s tones were so grave that a hush felt upon me group

"If you've had your three wishes, it's no good to you now
then, Morris," said the old nman at last. "What do you keep it

for?"

The sol di er shook his head. "Fancy, | suppose." he said
slowy. "1 did have sone idea of selling it, but 1 don't think
will. It has caused enough nischief already. Besides, people

won't buy. They think it's a fairy tale, sonme of them and
those who do think anything of it want to try it first and pay
n6 afterward."

THE MONKEY' S PAW 15

n "If you could have another three w shes." said the old
man, eyeing himkeenly, "would you have thenP"

"I don't know," said nme other. "I don't know "

n He | ook the paw. and dangling it between his forefinger
n and t hunmb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. Wite, with a
F slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.

"Better let it bum" said the soldier solemly.
"If you don't want it, Morris," said the other, "give it to

ne.
"I won't," said his friend doggedly. "I threwit on the

n fire. If you keep it, don't blane ne for what happens- Pitch it
n on the fire again tike a sensible man."

?? The ot her shook his head and exam ned his new possession

closely. "How do you do it?" he inquired.

"Hold it up in your right hand and wi sh al oud," said the
sergeant-nmajor, "but | warn you of the consequences."

n "Sounds tike the Arabian Nights," said Ms. Wite, as
f she rose and began to set the supper. "Don't you think you
A m ght wish for four pairs of hands for ne?"

o Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket, and nen
all three burst into laughter as the sergeant-nmgjor, with a took
of alarmon his face, caught himby the arm

? "I'f you rmust wish,*" he said gruffly, "wi sh for sonething
sensi ble.”

M. Wiite dropped it back in his pocket, and pl acing

chairs, notioned his friend to the table. In the business of

supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the

. three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a second install -

q ment of the soldier's adventures in India.

-s "If die tale about ne nonkey's paw is not nore truthfu

I, than those he has been telling us," said Herbert, as the door
n cl osed behind their guest, just in tinme to catch the last train,
\ "we shan't make much out of it."

n "Did you give himanything for it, father?" inquired Ms.

"J| Wi te, regarding her husband cl osely.

f "Atrifle," said he, colouring slightly. "He didn't want it.

| f but | made himtake it. And he pressed ne again to throw it

A away. "
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"Likely," said Herbert, with pretended horror. "Wy,
we're going to be rich, and famous, and happy. Wsh to be

16
W W Jacobs

an enperor, father, to begin with; then you can't be ten-
peeked. "

He darted round the table, pursued by the naligned Ms.
White arnmed with an anti nacassar

M- White took the paw fromhis pocket and eyed it
dubi ously. "I don't know what to wish for, and that's a
fact," he said slowy. "It seems to me |'ve got all | want."

"If you only cleared the house, you' d be quite happy,
woul dn't you!" said Herbert, with his hand on his shoul der.
"Wl l, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that'll just do it."

His father, snmling shanefacedly at his own credulity, held
up the talisman, as his son, with a solem face, sonewhat
marred by a wink at his nother, sat down at the piano and
struck a few inpressive chords-

"I wish for two hundred pounds," said the old man

distinctly.

A fine crash fromthe piano greeted the words, interrupted
by a shuddering cry fromthe old man. His wife and son ran
toward him

"I't noved." be cried, with a glance of disgust at the
object as it lay on the floor. "As | wished, it twisted in ny
hand |ike a snake."

"Wll, | don't see the noney," said his son, as he picked
it up and placed it on the table, "and | bet | never shall,"

"I't nmust have been your fancy, father," said his wfe,

regardi ng hi m anxi ously.

He shook his head. "Never mnd, though; there's no harm
done, but it gave nme a shock all the sane."

They sat down by the fire again while the two nen finished
their pipes. Qutside, the wind was higher than ever, and the
old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging
upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing settled upon al
three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the
ni ght.

"l expect you'll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the
m ddl e of your bed," said Herbert, as he bade them good

ni ght, "and something horrible squatting up on top of the
war dr obe wat chi ng you pocket your ill-gotten gains."

He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, and
seeing faces init. The last face was so horrible and so sim an

THE MONKEY' S PAW 17
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that he gazed at it with amazement, ft got so vivid that, with
alittle uneasy laugh, he felt on the table for a glass contain-
ing atittle/ water to throw over it. H s hand grasped the
monkey's paw, and with a little shiver he w ped his hand on

his coat and went up to bed.

In the brightness of the wintery sun next norning as it
streaned over the breakfast table he laughed at his fears.
There was an air of prosai c whol esoneness about the room
which it had | acked on the previous night, and the dirty,
shrivelled little paw was pitched on the side-board with a
car el essness whi ch betokened no great belief in its virtues.

"l suppose all old soldiers are the sane,” said Ms. Wite.
"The idea of our listening to such nonsense! How coul d

wi shes be granted in these days? And if they could, how
could two hundred pounds hurl you. father?"

"M ght drop on his head fromthe sky," said the frivol ous
Her bert.

"Morris said the things happened so naturally," said his
father, "that you might if you so wished attribute it to
coi nci dence. '

"Well, don't break into the noney before | cone back,"

said Herbert as he rose fromthe table. "I"'mafraid it'll turn
you into a nean, avaricious man, and we will have to di sown
you. "

H s not her | aughed, and following himto the door, watched

hi m down the road; and returning to the breakfast table, was
very happy at the expense of her husband's credulity. Al of
whi ch did not prevent her fromscurrying to the door at the
post man's knock, nor prevent her fromreferring somewhat
shortly to retired sergeant-mmjors of bibul ous habits when she
found that the post brought a tailor's bill.

"Herbert will have sonme nore of his funny renarks,
expect, when he cones hone," she said, as they sat at dinner

"I dare say," said M. Wite, pouring hinself out sone
beer; "but for all that, the thing noved in nmy hand; that 'l
swear to."

18
V. W Jacobs

"You thought it did," said the old | ady soothingly.
"I say it did," replied the other. "There was no thought
about it; | had jusl—Wat's the matter?"

Hs wife made no reply. She was watching the nysterious
movenents of a man outside, who, peering in an undeci ded
fashi on at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his
mnd to enter. In nental connection with the two hundred
pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed, and
wore a silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at
the gate, and then wal ked on again. The fourth time he stood
with his hand upon it, and then with a sudden resolution flung
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it open and wal ked ttp the path. Ms. Wite at the sane

nmoment pl aced her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfasten-

ing die strings on her apron, put that useful article of appare
beneath the cushion of her chair.

She brought the stranger, who seened ill at ease, into the
room He gazed at her furtively, and listened in a preoccupied
fashion as the old | ady apol ogi zed for the appearance of the
room and her husband's coat, a garnent he usually reserved
for the garden. She then waited as patiently as her sex woul d
permit, for himto broach his business, but he was at first
strangely silent.

"*1 was asked to call,"” he said at last, and stooped and
pi cked a piece of cotton fromhis trousers. "I cone from
'Maw and Meggins.' "

The old lady started. "lIs anything the matter?" she asked
breathl essly. "Has anythi ng happened to Herbert? Wat is it?
What is it?"

Her husband interposed. "There, there, nother," he said
hastily. "Sit down, and don't jump to concl usions. You' ve
not brought bad news, |'msure, sir," and he eyed the other
wistfully.

"I"'msorry— began the visitor
"I's he hurt?" demanded the nother wildly.

The visitor bowed in assent. "Badly hurt," he said quietly,
"but he is not in any pain.”

"Ch, thank God'" said the old woman, clasping her hands.
"Thank God for that! Thank—=

She broke of f suddenly as ne sinister neaning of the
assurance dawned upon her, and she saw the awful confinna-
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lion of her fears in die other's averted face. She caught her
breath, and turning to her slower-wtied husband, laid her
trenbling old hand upon his. There was a | ong silence.

"He was caught in the nachinery," said the visitor at
length in a | ow vorce

"Caught in the machinery," repeated M. Wile, in a
dazed fashion, "yes.

He sat staring blankly out at the window, and taking his
wi fe's hand between his own, pressed it as he had been wont
to do in their old courting days nearly forty years before.

"He was the only one left to us,
to the visitor. "It is hard."

he said. turning gently

The ot her coughed, and rising, walked slowy to the w ndow.

"The firmw shed ne to convey their sincere synpathy
with you in your great |loss." he said, wthout |ooking round.
"l beg that you will understand | amonly their servant and
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merely obeying orders.”

There was no reply; nme old woman's face was white, her

eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on the husband' s face
was a | ook such as his friend the sergeant m ght have carried
into his first action.

"I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaimall responsi-
bility," continued nme other. "They adnit no liability at all
but in consideration of your son's services, they wish to
present you with a certain sum as conpensation."”

M. Wiite dropped his wife's hand, and rising to his feet,
gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. Hs dry lips shaped
the words. "How nuch?"

"Two hundred pounds," was the answer.

Unconsci ous of his wife's shriek, the old man snil ed
faintly, put out his hands |ike a sightless man, and dropped, a
sensel ess heap to the floor.

In the huge new cenetery, some two miles distant, the old
peopl e buried their dead, and came back to the house steeped
in shadow and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first
they could hardly realise it, and remained in a state of expec-

20
W W Jacobs

tation as though of something el se to happen—sonething el se
which was to lighten this load, oo heavy for old hearts to

bear.

But the days passed, and expectation gave place to

resi gnati on—the hopel ess resignation of the old, sonetines
m scal | ed apathy. Sonetinmes they hardly exchanged a word.
for now they had nothing to talk about, and their days were
| ong to weariness.

It was about a week after, that the old man, waking
suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and found
hi rsel f al one. The room was in darkness, and the sound of
subdued weepi ng cane fromthe wi ndow. He raised hinself
in bed and i stened.

"Cone back," he said tenderly. "You will be cold."

"It is colder for ny son," said the old woman, and wept
af resh.

The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was
warm and his eyes heavy with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and
then slept until a sudden wild cry fromhis wi fe awke him
with a start.

"The paw " she cried wildly. "The nonkey's paw "

He started up in alarm "Wiere? Wiere is it? Wiat's the
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mat t er ?"

She came stunbling across the roomtoward him "I want
it," she said quietly. "You ve not destroyed it?"

"It's in the parlour, on the bracket,"
ling. "Wy?"

he replied, marvel -

She cried and | aughed together, and bendi ng over, kissed
hi s cheek.

"I only just thought of it," she said hysterically. "Wy
didn't 1 think of it before? Way didn't you think of it?"

"Thi nk of what?" he questioned.

"The ot her two w shes,
had one."

she replied rapidly. "W've only

"WAs not that enough?" he demanded fiercely.

"No," she cried triunmphantly; "we'll have one nore. Go
down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive again."

The nman sat up in bed and flung the bedcl othes fromhis
quaki ng linbs. "Good God, you are nmad!" he cried, aghast.
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"Get it," she panted; "get it quickly, and wi sh—ch, ny
boy, ny boy!"

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. "Get back
to bed," he said unsteadily. "You don't know what you are
sayi ng. "

"W had the first wish granted,"” said the old wonan
feverishly; "why not the second?"

"A coincidence," stammered the old nan,

"Co and get it and wish," cried his wife, quivering with
exci tenent.

The old man turned and regarded her. and his voice
shook. "He has been dead ten days, and besi des he—+ woul d
not tell you else, but—+ could only recognize himby his
domng. If he was too terrible for you to see then, how
now?"

"Bring himback," cried the old wonman, and dragged him
toward the door. "Do you think | fear the child I have
nur sed?"

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the

parlour, and then to the nmantel piece. The talisman was in its
pl ace, and a horrible fear that the unspoken w sh nmight bring
his mutilated son before himere he could escape fromthe
room sei zed upon him and he caught his breath as he found
that he had lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with
sweat, he felt his way round the table, and groped al ong the
wal | until he found hinmself in the small passage with the
unwhol esone thing in his hand.
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Even his wife's face seemed changed as he entered the
room |t was white and expectant, and to his fears seened to
have an unnatural |ook upon it. He was afraid of her

"Wsh!" she cried, in a strong voi ce.

"It is foolish and wicked," he faltered.

"Wsh!" repeated his wife,

He raised his hand. "I wi sh ny son alive again."

The talisnan fell to the floor, and he regarded it fearfully.
Then he sank trenbling into a chair as the old woman, wth
burni ng eyes, wal ked to the wi ndow and rai sed the blind.

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occa-
sionally at the figure of the old woman peering through the
wi ndow. The candl e-end, which had burmed bel ow the ri m of

22
IV, W /oroto

the china candl estick, was throw ng pul sati ng shadows on die
ceiling and walls, until, with a flicker larger than the rest, it
expired. The old man, with an unspeakabl e sense of relief at

the failure of the talisnman, crept back to his bed, and a

mnute or two afterward the old woman came silently and

apat hetically beside him

Nei t her spoke, but lay silently listening to the ticking of the
clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky nouse scurried noisily
through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after

lying for sone tine screwing up his courage, he took the box

of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a candl e.

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused
to strike another; and at the sane nonent a knock, so quiet
and stealthy as to be scarcely audi bl e, sounded on the front
door.

The nmatches fell fromhis hand and spilled in the passage.
He stood notionless, his breath suspended until the knock
was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his
room and closed the door behind him A third knock sounded
t hrough ne house.

"What's that?" cried the old woman, starting up

"Arat," said the old nman in shaking tones—a rat. It
passed ne on the stairs."

Hs wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded
t hrough the house.

"It's Herbert!" she screaned. "It's Herbert!"

She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and
catching her by the arm held her tightly.

"What are you going to do?*' he whispered hoarsely.

"It's ny boy; it's Herbert!" she cried, struggling nechani-
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cally. "I forgot it was two nmiles away. What are you hol di ng
me for? Let go. 1 nmust open the door."

"For God's sake don't let it in,'* cried the old nan,
trenbling.

"You're afraid of your own son," she cried, struggling.
"Let nme go. |I'mconming, Herbert; |I'mcomng."

There was anot her knock, and another. The ol d woman

with a sudden wench broke free and ran fromthe room Her
husband foll owed to ne | anding, and called after her appeal -
ingly as she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain rattle
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back and the bottomboll drawn slowy and stiffly fromthe
socket. Then the old wonman's voice strained and panti ng.

"The bolt," she cried loudly. "Come down. | can't reach
it."

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping

wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If he could only find
it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of
knocks reverberated through the house, and he heard the
scraping of a chair as his wife put it down in the passage

agai nst the door. He heard ne creaking of the bolt as it cane
slow y back, and at the same nmoment he found the nonkey's

paw, and frantically breathed his third and | ast w sh.

The knocki ng ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it
were still in the house. He heard the chair drawn back, and
the door opened. A cold wind rushed up ne staircase, and a
Il ong | oud wail of disappointnent and nmisery fromhis wife
gave himcourage to run down to her side, and then to the
gal e beyond. The street lanp flickering opposite shone on a
qui et and deserted road.

BEH ND THE NEWS
by Jack Fi nney

No one knew how the fal se and sl anderous itemon Police

Chief Quayle got into the Clarion. The editor accepted al
blame- It was Friday, press day, in the final lull before the
old flatbed press began clanking out the weekly twelve hun-
dred copies, and everything in the one-roomfrane buil ding
seened nornmal. Grinning insanely, young Johnny Deutsch,

owner and editor, sat before a typewiter at a rolltop desk
near his secretary—all three of which had been his father's
before him He sat as he did each week, his |ong, |oose-
jointed body hunched over the old machine, his big hands
flying over the keys; then he flung hinself back in his chair
and read al oud what he had just witten. " 'Police Chief
Slain by Wl f Pack!' " he cried.

"An imuature formof wish fulfillnment," his secretary,
M ss Gerraghty, murmnmured aci dl y—as she di d each week.

Ignoring this, Johnny pounded at his typewiter again, the
carriage jouncing. Then he threw hinself back once nore, a
| ock of jet-black hair dropping onto his forehead, his |ean,
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rough- hewn face happy, his brown eyes dancing. " "This
morning,' " he read, " 'Police Chief Wendall E. Quayte was
set upon and slain by a nysterious pack of wol ves that
suddenly appeared on Cul ver Street. Before the eyes of horri-
fied shoppers, the nmaddened aninmals |ore Quayle to tattered
shreds within seconds.' "

The Clarion's printer, Nate Rubin, an ink-snudged youth

in blue deni mapron, stood at his worktable, setting the
back- page supernmarket ad and, as he did each week, nourn-
fully shaking his head at the prices. "Johnny"—he gl anced

24
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up—Quayl e's a slob, but harnm ess. What you got agai nst
hi n"

"Not hi ng personal ." Johnny grinned. "But I'ma cop

hater," he shouted, "as all true Anericans instinctively are.
A foe frombirth of officialdom bureaucracy and the heel of
tyranny!" Nate considered this, then nodded in agreenent

and understandi ng. Johnny's typewiter clattered again for a
time, then stopped. " 'Eyew tnesses,' he read. "state
that the surrounding area was a shanbl es, while di smenbered
linbs were found as far south as Yancy Creek. The body was
identifiable only fromindecent tattoos and the reek of cheap
whi sky, which characterized our undistinguished |ate sleuth,"’

This, finally, as al so happened each week, was too nuch

for Mss Gerraghty, and peering over her glasses like a
benevol ent grandnot her, she said witheringly, "A mature

m nd coul d never, week after week, conpose these childlike
fantasies to the uproarious anusenent of no one but hinself.
" Mayor Schi mrer hom Assassinated!' " she quoted contenp-
tuously froma previous effort of Johnny's. " 'City Counci
Wped Qut by Falling Meteor' " An old nmenory awakened,

she frowned, then shook her head disdainfully. "Meteors."
She sniffed. "You' re worse than your father."

"VWhai'd he do?" Johnny | ooked up

"Lots of things, all foolish. Found an old lunp of lead in a
field, for one thing, and clained it was a neteor. Threw it in
the | ead box on the Linotype machine to nelt. Then he ran a
story saying it was the first tinme in history a paper had been
printed with type cast froma neteor." In a tone suggesting
that both stories were equally absurd, she added, "Sane

i ssue that carried your birth announcenent," and nodded at

t he panel -wei ght on Johnny's desk

Johnny gl anced at the paperwei ght, then picked it up,

hefting it absently. It was a rectangle of lead type, the letters
worn al nost snooth; he hadn't read it for years. But now his

eyes scanned the blurred Iines that had once announced to

four hundred uncaring subscribers that he had been born

When he reached the | ast sentence, "It is predicted he wll

make his mark on the world," Johnny's eyes flicked to the
dateline, "October 28, 1933." All elation and well-being

drai ned out of himthen. He was twenty-three years old, the
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worn type renminded him and there wasn't the | east indication
mat he woul d ever make a mark or even a scratch on the
wortd—and for the first tine he was inpressed with M ss
Gerraghty's weekly tirade.

Recalling his idea, at University Journalism School a few
years before, of what |ife as a newspaperman woul d be, he
smled bitterly, contrasting that picture with the Iife he now
| ed. Owner by inheritance of a small-town weekly, its col -

ums filled with stal e and newsl ess news as boring to hinself
as to his subscribers, he reflected that M ss Gerraghty's con-
tenpt was deserved. For he sinply went on, week after

week, doing nothing to relieve his frustration but conpose
chil di sh parodies of nonexistent news. He thought of a class-
mate, now a copywiter for a large advertising agency, earn-
ing an enornous salary. Then, with even greater |onging, he

t hought of two other classmates, both of whomwere actually
married, he reflected bitterly. @ ancing at the half-full sheet
of copy paper in his typewiter, he felt with sudden force that
he was just what M ss Gerraghty said he was, i muature and
childlike; and he | ooked down at the worn type in his hand
with distaste. The very fact that he had kept it, he suddenly
realized, could undoubtedly be explained by Mss Gerraghty

in unpl easantly Freudi an terns.

On inpulse, a neww !l toward maturity flamng within

him Johnny stood up, wal ked to the Linotype machine, lifted
the cover of the | ead box, and dropped his paperweight into
the molten netal. "M ss Gerraghty,"” be said firmy, his

voi ce several tones deeper, "what would a mature mnd
conpose?”

She gl anced up, surprised. "If anything," she said, "some-
thing at least distantly linked to the renotely possible." Then
she turned back to her proof sheets.

Back at his desk after several m nutes of frowning thought,

his face set, he believed, in new lines of maturity, Johnny
typed "Police Chief Loses Pants." Then he went on, typing
slowy, to conpose a brief fictitious account of an attack on
Police Chief Quayle by a large Dal mati an who. johnny wrote,

had torn out the seat of Quayle's pants. But he felt no urge to
read this aloud. As he recalled later, Johnny yanked the sheet
of paper fromhis typewiter, tossed it onto his desk, and then
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|l eft, feeling depressed, for City Hall. informng his staff, who
knew better, thai he was going to hunt up sone | ast-mnute

news.

The item appeared on page one, headline and all, just as

Johnny had typed it- How it had gotten in with the renaining
unset front-page itens no one knew. But it had, and Nate—

with his astounding ability to set words and sentences, editing
their spelling and punctuation, yet allow ng no glinmer of
their neaning to touch his nind—had turned it into type

along with the others.
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In any case, it was Johnny's responsibility to check the

i ssue before the final press run, and he had not done so.
Deprived by Mss Gerraghty of even the pretense that the
Clarion mght sometine carry a piece of news worth reading,
he had lingered too long talking to the town clerk. This was
Mss Mriam Zeebl ey, a blonde, |ithe young woman who
resenbled Grace Kelly fromthe shoul ders up, though better-

| ooki ng; Anita Ekberg fromwaist to shoul ders, though Iess
flat-chested; and for the rest of her five feel six inches, as
Marityn Monroe as M ss Monroe undoubtedly w shed she

| ooked.

Seated at her desk, in a thin sumer dress—polite, cordia
enough, but coolly official M ss Zeebl ey obviously didn't
actually know or care that Johnny Deutsch was alive, and he
didn't blanme her. There were tinmes when Johnny, staring into
his mrror, could convince hinself for as long as two or three
seconds that he had a sort of offbeat. Lincotnesque good

| ooks. But now. he felt his face flush as the certainty swept
over himthat he was actually an awkward, crag-faced |out.
Then, grateful for even the crunbs of her attention, but
knowi ng that for her anything |l ess than a young Ronal d

Col man was absurd, he left.

Back at his desk, the Clarion already delivered into the

of ficial hands of the post office, Johnny reached the | owest

ebb of his life. Staring nunmbly at the page-one |ibel on Police
Chi ef Quayle, knowing that any jury would regard it as tend-

ing to "enbarrass, huniliate and defanme,"” he knew too that

he was a failure and a msfit, inept inlife, libel and |ove; and
he considered sinply walking to the edge of town, junping a
freight, and beginning life anew in the Wst-
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The front door opened, and a snall boy, wearing cowboy

boots, the dress jacket of a full colonel in the Space Patrol,
and a fluorescent green stocking cap, stepped into the office.
He said, "Hey Johnny, you got some old type 1 can have for

my newspaper ?"

"Ask Nate." Johnny gestured wearily at the shabby sink at
whi ch Nate was scrubbing his forearns.

"Ckay." The boy suddenly grinned. "Gee, it was funny,
sure | aughed," he said.

"What was funny?"

"Chief Quayle. Gettin' the seat of his pants tore off. Cee,
it was funny; | sure |aughed."”

"Ch." Johnny nodded. "You've read the story?"
The boy shook his head. "No. ! sawit."
"Saw what ?" Johnny said irritably.

"Saw t he dog," the boy explained patiently, "bite off his
pants. Gee, it was funny." He |aughed. "I sure |aughed."
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Johnny pushed hinself upright in his chair. You saw mi s

happen?"”
"Yeah. "
"Wher e?"
"On Cul ver Street."

"You actually saw the dog tear the seat out of Quayte's
pant s?"

"Yep." the boy grinned. "Gee, it was—

"When?"

"l dunno." He shrugged. "Few m nutes ago. He ran al
the way back to the station house. It was sure funny. Every-
body | aughed |i ke anyth—

Grabbi ng the boy by both shoul ders, his voice grown | ow
and tense, Johnny said slowy, "Wuat kind of dog was it?"

"l dunno," the boy answered w thout interest. "One of
them big white dogs with black spots all over." He turned
toward the sink at the back of the room "Hey, Nate!" he
call ed. "Johnny says for you to gi me sone type."

For a full quarter mnute Mss Gerraghty just stared at
Johnny. Then she blinked her eyes and announced firny.
"Coi nci dence. An astonishing, yet mathenatically predicta-
bl e coi nci —'

Johnny slowy shook his head. "No," he said nunbly, his
BEHI ND THE NEWS 29

eyes astonished. "It was no coincidence, as any but the
scientific mnd would know." He turned slowy toward M ss
Gerraghty. and in his eyes a glow of triunph was kindling.
"M ss Gerraghty," he said slowy, "I don't know how il
happened, but what | wote and printed in the Carion cane
true. Imediately, and in every detail." Suddenly he grinned,
snatching up a fresh sheet of paper, rolled it into his type-
witer, and said, "And nothing in the world is going to stop
me fromtrying it again!"

Hi s eyes glittering, staring through the paper at a suddenly
glorious and incredible future, Johnny typed "Engagenent
Announced!" The keys beat out a furious splatter of sound.
"Mss Mriam Zeebley to Wed Editor Deutsch!" The type

bars jamed, and Johnny frantically pried themapart, then
continued. "Town C erk Zeebl ey, unexpectedly resigning her
position, announced today—

One week later, the Carion printed, addressed, carried to
the post office, and even then, Johnny knew, being delivered,
he sat at his desk waiting. Then. as he had hoped, the phone
rang; and as he had al so hoped, it was M ss Zeebl ey, her
voice lovely as a tenple be!l. For a full mnute Johnny sat
listening. Once he said, "But Mss Zeebley. it was an acci—=
A few nonents | ater he began, "Typographical err—' Dur-
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ing the one tinme she paused for breath, Johnny managed to

say feebly, "It nust have been sonme ki nd of 4oke. A dis-
gruntl ed enpl oyee." Presently, voice dulled and hopel ess, he
said, "Yes, |I'Il publish a retraction," and hung up

For a while, tost in despair, Johnny sat with his head in his
hands, staring down at the floor. Then, as some men turn to
drink, others to drugs, wonen, or ganbling, Johnny turned to
his typewiter. "Quayle Stain by Thug," he typed despon-
dently. "Early this norning," he continued, "the decapitated
body of Police Chief Wendall E. Quayle was discovered in an
abandoned trunk. Mnutes later, his head, shrunken to a
fraction of its normal six-and-one-eighth-inch size—=

Presently he tossed the finished story onto Mss Gerraghty's
desk- "It came true once," he said sadly, "about Quayle's
pants. If 1'd only printed this instead."

"I't wouldn't have come true then," Mss Gerraghty said,
glancing at the headline. "Any nmore than Mriam Zeebl ey
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marryi ng you. There are sonme tilings thai are just too
ridicul ous."

Johnny stared at her for several seconds, his eyes narrow

ing. "Yeah," he said then, interest and excitenent beginning
to well up in his voice, "mybe dial's it." He nodded
thoughtfully. "It's got to be possible, at |east; nmaybe that's
the key. You can't go too far, you can't go overboard."
Suddenly he was elated. "You've hit it. Mss CGerraghty!"

He reached for a fresh sheet of copy paper.

As Mss Gerraghty stared at himin icy, unbelieving con-
tenmpt, Johnny, choosing his words slowy and carefully,

began to type. "Anobng those attending the O d Nakom s

Country Club Soiree tonight," he wote, "will be Mss Mr-

i am Zeebley. It will surprise none who know our ever-popul ar
town clerk to learn that, bearing no malice for an unfortunate
error that appeared in these colums recently, she will attend
escorted by Ye Ed, Johnny Deutsch."

He pulled the sheet of paper fromhis machine, dated it in
pencil for the follow ng week's issue, scribbled "Social Notes"
at the top, then read it through again. "Possible," he nur-
mured approvingly. "Or at | east barely within the borders of
conceivability." Hi s eyes happy again, johnny glanced at

M ss Gerraghty and grinned. "Shoot the works," he said,

and rolled another sheet into his typewiter.

"Psychotic," Mss Gerraghty murnured, noddi ng soberly.
"Li ke father, like son."
"How do you spell 'bubonic plague' ?" Johnny asked, then

hastily added. "Never mind; |'d better nake it nunps."

The foll owi ng Saturday Johnny picked up the phone. Mss
Gerraghty |l aid down her proof sheets to listen

"Mriam" Johnny said presently into the phone, his voice
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brisk and confident, "I want you to attend the O d Nakonis
Country Club Soiree tonight; with me." He | eaned back in

his chair, feet up on his typewiter, listening. "You have a
date? Well, break it," he said firmy. A nonent |ater he
smled and said. "Fine. 1*11 call for you at eight." There was
a pause; then Johnny said, "Quayle, eh? Wat's the trou-

bl e?" Then he nodded. "Thanks; the story'll be in this

i ssue." He replaced the phone, ained to Mss Cerraghty, and
wai t ed, humming softly.
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For a nonent there was no sound in the room M ss
Gerraghty sinply stared. Then in a snall, frightened voi ce,
she asked, "Is Quayte sick?" Johnny nodded. "Minps?"

M ss Gerraghty whi spered.

' Yeah," Johnny said, and turned happily to his typewiter

The quality and interest of the Carion's news picked up
sharply in me weeks that followed. Wth invariable accuracy,
the Clarion reported that Mss Mriam Zeebl ey was attendi ng
the Fl ower and Garden Show. the novies, the Wnmen's C ub
annual bazaar, a traveling carnival, and the Spelling-Bee
State Semifinals, all with Johnny Deutsch. In addition, the

Cl arion uncannily announced al nost sinultaneously with the
events themsel ves that Mayor Schi mrerhorn was stung by a
swarm of bees, and-that the Cty Council, refreshing them
selves with cheese sandw ches after a neeting, was stricken
to a man with food poisoning- It was predicted by the O arion
that the Gri Scouts would sell 42 per cent nore cookies than
| ast year in their annual drive, and this cane precisely true.
The Clarion reported that the A d Nakonmis Country C ub had

el ected a new vi ce-president, Johnny Deutsch, and that Police
Chi ef Wendall E. Quayl e, having recovered fromthe nunps,

had pronptly conme down with hives. Circul ation increased

by | eaps and bounds.

For however it happened and whatever the cause, it was

undeni ably true that what the Carion printed as fact or

predi ction always cane true—so | ong as Johnny kept his

inventions to the reasonably possible. Once, in his zeal, he
violated this principle, and had to rush an extra edition into
print on the following day carrying a retraction of the Carion's
| ead story mat Mayor Schi mrerhorn, a notorious teetotaler.

had been arrested while drunk for peddling i ndecent post

cards in the alley back of City Hall. But, the retracti on added;

Hi s Honor, understandi ng how such an error could easily

occur, had no intention of suing the darion; and the mayor
explained to friends later that day, his voice faintly puzzl ed,
that this was quite true.

A few days | ater, Thursday, a hot afternoon in August,

Johnny | eaned back in his chair, fol ded his hands conpl a-
cently in back of his head, lifted his long | ean | egs up onto
his typewiter, and | ooked across the little office at Mss
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Gerraghty. She was sitting, chin in hand, listening to- a
portabl e radi o on her desk from which a voice was sayi ng,
"* . . sacred trust to the Anmerican people!" A burst of
appl ause followed this statement, and johnny nodded at the
radio and said. "You know, we have sel dom carried nationa
news. \W've been nore of a |ocal paper."

M ss Gerraghty gl anced up, nodded absently, then returned
her attention to the radio, as the voice resunmed solemly, "In
the imortal words of Thomas Jefferson ..."

"There is no reason," Johnny continued quietly, "why we
shouldn't, though. Once in a while." Mss Gerraghty didn't
bot her to answer. "It might be fun," Johnny added, nodding
at the radio, "with me Denobcratic convention going on, to
score a news beat on the rest of the world."

M ss Gerraghty | ooked at him faintly puzzled; then her

j aw dropped, and she hastily switched off the radio. "No!"
She stared at himwi de-eyed. Then, voice frightened and

om nous, she said, "No, Johnny, you're going too far. Stick
to |l ocal =

He was shaking his head. "There are several possible

candi dates for the Denocratic nom nation," he said, nodding

at the radio, "and it's time to do something about it."
Dropping his feet to the floor. Johnny sat up and rolled a
fresh sheet of paper into his typewiter. "Think it's all right
if we issue the paper a day early?"

"Nobody will notice the difference," Mss Gerraghty re-
plied faintly, as Johnny poised his ringers over the typewiter.

"We'll get the paper to the post office tonight then," he

said, "to be delivered in the norning nail. "Kefauver, Ste-
venson, or Harriman," he nurnmured, "I just can't nake up
my mind." Then he suddenly typed, "Stevenson Noni nated!"
and said, "Think 1'll nake it on the first ballot."

The next day, the radio blaring with the voice of the
excited announcer above the background pandenoni um of
cheering del egates. M ss Gerraghty | ooked up at Johnny.
"Anybody coul d have predicted that."

But Johnny wasn't |istening. Hands cl asped behind his

head, staring dreamly at the ceiling, he was murnuring,
"It's Ike for President, of course, but whomshall | give the
second spot to?"
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Seven days later, the radio on Mss Gerraghty's desk bl ared
that Richard N xon had been given the Republican nom na-
tion for vice-president, in precisely the way Johnny's | ead
story in the darion had described. Mss Gerraghty wung her
hands, and mpaned. "Johnny," she said pitifully, "why?"

She snatched a copy of the Carion fromher desk, and shook
it violently in his face. "Nixon to Run with I ke!" the head-
line cried. "Wiy does it work?" M ss Gerraghty begged.

"Way, 1 thought you knew." johnny |ooked at her, genu-
inely surprised. "I thought you'd guessed; don't you ever
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read science fiction? It's the neteor. Mss Gerraghty."
"The mneteor ?"

"The one ny father found," Johnny said patiently. "It

seens to be lead, but actuallyiit was an unknown netal from
anot her world. And sonehow, when you turn it into type, the
news it prints cones true. Wthin reason."

"But where did you get—

"My birth announcenent,"” he said inpatiently. "It was

cast fromthe neteor, as you yourself told ne. It was saved
all these years, tilt | nelted it with the Linotype |lead."
Johnny shrugged, smiling happily. "And since we renelt our
type after each issue, it's always still there, hard at work,
i ssue after issue of the Carion.'

Her voice dulled, finally accepting this. Mss Gerraghty
sai d, "But how? Johnny, how does it wor—

"M ss CGerraghty," Johnny said sternly, "if you had ever

read science fiction, you' d know that the dullest part is

al ways the explanation. It bores the reader and clutters up the
story. Especially when the author flunked high-school physics
and sinply doesn't know how it works. We'Il just skip that,"

he said firmy, "and get on to nore inportant things. W've

got lots to do now "

But in the weeks follow ng the conventions, to Mss
Gerraghty's great relief, Johnny's mnd turned fromthe na-
tional scene. For while it was delightfully true that M ss

M riam Zeebl ey and Editor Deutsch continued to do every-

thing nentioned in the Carions's Social Notes, there was a
limt to what could be nentioned. Johnny Deutsch was healthy,
normal and reasonably full of aninmal vigor; and while he

enj oyed escorting Mriamto the town's social functions, there

34
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were times—twenty-four hours a day, in fact—when he | onged
for more than he could describe in type. He woul d have

i ked, for exanple, to kiss Mss Zeebley, |ong and |inger-
ingly. full on the lips.

He considered printing this as a news itemand burying it
anong the legal notices at the back of the Clarion, but he
couldn't quite work up the nerve to do it. He al so consi dered
simply kissing Mriamon his own sone night; but he couldn't
work up the nerve to try this, either. There were tinmes now
when, shaving before a date with Mriam he managed to
convince hinmself for a full mnute or nore that he was
actually a rather rugged, good-looking nman. There were even
times when he felt that Mriam agreed. But these tines never
coincided with opportunities to kiss her. At those nonents he
al way knew, with depressing certainty, that he was a gi bber-
ing clod. Once again he was a frustrated nman, and it seened
to Johnny as the sunmer went on that his activities with
Mriamwere forever doonmed to those that could be described
in a fam |y newspaper.
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And so it was, one fine fall norning, that when Mss
Gerraghty said, "Did you vote today?" Johnny only | ooked
at her bl ankly.

"Vot e?" he said.
"Today," Mss Gerraghty said patiently, "is Election Day;
your first opportunity to help elect a President."

He gl anced at the wall calendar. Mss Gerraghty was right.
"Thanks," he said, and his face cleared. "Thanks for re-
m ndi ng me"—ence again his voice was brisk and assured—
"or | mght have been too late."

"Too | ate for what?"

"To make sure," Johnny said. reaching for a sheet of copy
paper, "that the right man is elected.”

Slowy Mss Gerraghly rose from her desk, wal ked around
it, and stood facing Johnny. "No," she said quietly.

"What do you mean?" He | ooked up

"I won't let you, Johnny. That's one thing neither you nor
anyone else is going to interfere with."

He sat back in his chair, smling up at her. "Don't you
want to see ne right man el ected?"

"Certainly," she said, "but who is he? That's sonething
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no |l ess than seventy mllion Anericans are conpetent to
decide." Her voice rose shrilly. "You hear ne. Johnny? You
let this atone!"

For a nmonent he sat staring up at her, and M ss Gerraghty
realized how nuch he still resenbled the boy he had been
only a few years ago. "Don't be silly. Mss Gerraghty," he
said, and turned to his typewiter. "Not many people woul d
pass up this chance."

"And that," Mss Gerraghty sai d—and now she was speak-

ing nore to herself than to Johnny—nmay be what is wong

with the world today." She wal ked back to her desk and for

the rest of the norning sat thinking. She considered, first,
burni ng down the office, but she knew she woul d be st opped.
Then she considered rushing out to buttonhol e people on the
street and tell themthe secret only the staff shared about the
Cl arion; but she knew she woul d not be believed. For a wild
monent she consi dered murder, but knew i medi ately that

she coul d never harma hair of Johnny Deutsch's head.

At noon, when Johnny and Nate |l eft for lunch. Mss

Gerraghty stayed behind. The nonment the door closed she

stood up and wal ked to the files. For the next hour and a half,
her fingers working frantically, her face soon perspiring and
dust - streaked, she hunted desperately through the files.

"What are you doi ng?" Johnny asked, as he opened ne
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of fice door on his return fromlunch. Mss Gerraghty turned,
her old body noving with a terrible weariness, her face like
granite. Fromthe top of the old wood filing cabinets, she

pi cked up a stack of newspapers, and nodded at them sonberly.

"l have been going through the back files," she answered.
For a nmonent, her eyes |ike enbers, she stared across the
room at Johnny. "Has it occurred to you," she burst out
bitterly, "that you weren't the first to use that neteor for
type?" She dropped the stack of papers on Johnny's desk;

their edges, he saw, were yellowed and crunbling with age.
"Your father used it first, renenber!" Her bony forefinger,
trenbling violently, touched a faded colum of type. "Read
it! Like you, he wasn't afraid to deal with subjects he knew
not hi ng about!"

Johnny | eaned forward to study the old story; after a no-

ment he gl anced at her. puzzled. "It's nothing," he said.
36
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"Just a columm of speculation on financial affairs. Harnl ess
stuff.”

"Harm ess! 'Stocks will go down,' the old idiot wote, just

as though he knew what he was tal ki ng about! And of course

it came true. Ch, it canme true, all right! Look at that date!"
Her shaking finger touched the date line. " 'COctober 28,

1929,' and the next day the stock market crashed and the

wor st depression in mankind' s history began.”

She snatched the old paper fromthe stack, revealing ne

next. "Presently," she said with acid qui etness, "our genius
Aimed to politics, just as his son wants to do. But he junped
into world politics, with an asinine editorial on Pacific devel -
opnents." Her bony forefinger pointed out the date I|ine.

" '"Septenber 17, 1931,' and of course his story cane true,

in a way he never realized. Japan i nvaded Manchuria the very
next day! Two years |ater"—she reveal ed the next paper—he
wote an enpty-headed article on German politics, and Hitler
becane Chancellor of the Third Reich! In the very sane
year"—she pointed to another yellowi ng page—he very

nearly got Roosevelt assassinated, and"—her finger stabbed

at still another story signed by Johnny's father—read this
and you'll see that he was directly responsible for the D onne
qui ntupl ets!™

For a full fifteen seconds there was no sound in the little
office but nme chattering of Johnny's teeth- Then. barely able
to speak, he whispered pitifully, "Wat about-World War

Two?"

In a tone al nost of kindness. M ss Gen-aghty said, "No.

I'"ve checked the files carefully, and he wasn't responsi bl e.
But he did plenty! Any nunmber of floods, fires, earthquakes
and minor hol ocausts | haven't even bothered to nention

And he never realized it, never saw the connection, and
didn't either, till now in tine, | guess, the nmeteor neta
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thinned out. New | ead was added to the Linotype fromtine

to time, of course, and by the late "thirties, as far as | can tel
fromthe files, nere wasn't enough nmeteor netal left to do

any harm Until you nelted some of that original type agai n—

your birth announcenent, cast in full-strength nmeteor netal!
Johnny" —her voi ce deepened with inplacable authority—

"you' ve got to clean out the | ead box on the Linotype
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machi ne and throw out every scrap of old lead in the place.
Ri ght now "

Hi s voi ce a hunbl e whisper, Johnny said, "Yes. O course.
Ri ght away- Just as soon as | run one last story—

"Nol
"—about ny elopenent!" he said frantically."! finally

figured out what to do about Mriamand the story is all ready
to set up!”

For a full mnute Mss Gerraghty considered. Then finally,
reluctantly, she said, "Al right; though I'mvery fond of
Mriam And 1 think it's crimnal to risk another generation of
Deut schs. This one | ast story—and that's all!"

"Ckay, " Johnny said hunbly. Then, physically and eno-
tionally exhausted. M ss Gerraghty went hone for the day,
whil e Johnny allowed the presidential election of 1956 to
proceed normal ly.

But he did wite still one nore story, which he personally
set up in neteor type. Then he dropped every ot her scrap of
type netal in the office into the deepest part of Yancy Creek
This final story, alittle square of type locked in the office
safe, has not yet been printed.' It announces the birth of
Johnny's daughter, giving precise details of her weight and

| ength and stating mat she resenbl es her nother exactly.

Si nce obviously the prediction had cone true in his own case,
Johnny added, "It is predicted that she will nmake her mark

on the world." Then he dated the story exactly nine nonths

| ater than the el opnment announcenent.

Whet her this final story will cone true or not-—whether the
met eor netal from an unknown world will continue to have

its nysterious effect—t is inpossible to say. But it stil
seens to be working okay so far; at least, MriamDeutsch is
expecti ng.

THE FLI GHT OF THE
UMBRELLA

by Man/in Kaye

Exegesi s
" a long, heavy pole that ended in a large flounce of some
silky material enblazoned with orange-and-yellow stripes on

whi ch various cabalistic synbols seemed to dance in paste
figurations. It was clearly an unbrella, but its size was rather
inmpractical: too |large for everyday use, too snmall for beach-
basking ..."
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VWhen J. Adrian Fillnore (Gad, how he detests that nane!)
bought ne odd-| ooki ng bunbershoot, he had no idea it would
whi sk himaway fromhis prosaic daily routine as a professor
of English literature, Anmerican dranma and Shakespeare at

Par ker College in m d-Pennsyl vania and pl ant hi m smack- dab
intfie mddle of a Glbert and Sullivan cosnos.

The incredible unbrella was obvi ously sone kind of

di mensi onal -transfer engine, and it operated by universal |aws
he could but dimy discern. But after undergoi ng severa
harrowi ng adventures as a fugitive fromthe pirates of Penzance,
me crew of the H M S Pinafore, the ex-daughter-in-I|aw

el ect of the Mkado, and finally the entire British |egal estab-
lishment, J. Adnan Fillnore found hinself safety ensconced

in the hone of the unbrella's manufacturer, John Wellington
Wells, nme very sorcerer naned in the title of the third G bert
and Sul livan operetta.

The first thing the schol ar denanded was why the unbrella
took himto G&S-land and then refused to function again.

Said Wlls: "1 didn't plan it that way. But apparently
there are physical laws governing it. You' ve got to finish

38
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a sequence. You have to foll ow sone basic bl ock of
activity ..."

J. Adrian Fillnore nodded. "My adventures followed the

devel oping logic of an operetta. 1 had to solve the chief plot
dil emma before the finale could be obtained, and the um
brella would work again."

During his struggles to get free of his various predica-

ments, Fillnore began to take part in ne logic of me &S

cosnos: he sang, just as the natives did . . . and there lay his
chi ef danger.

"Subsunption,"” said the sorcerer. "There is a fine line

bet ween participation and total involvement. You were begin-
ning to accept the axi ons and tenets upon which ny world is
fornmulated. Alittle nore singing and you could have found
yoursel f permanently stuck here."

"But why did you engi neer such a danger into your
unbrel | a?'

"1 didn't. The instrunment operates on principles and uni-

versal dictunms that |'ve never been able to conpletely pin

down. One tinme | wafted nyself into an alien universe by

magi ¢ and spied a nmaster mat hematician expl ai ning the prin-
ciples of mis very device to an associate. It was beyond ny
conpr ehensi on. But when | heard what purpose the inventor

had in mind, | stole the unbrella, brought it back to ny own
clime, and anal yzed the working parts sufficiently to manu-
facture it for discreet, serious people who wish to go to other,
better lands . . .*'

Fillmore realized that he had been thinking about his thesis
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on Glbert and Sullivan at the moment he first pushed the
button of the unbrella. Normally, Wells pointed out, the
machi ne woul d take its possessor to the cosnps desired in his
t hought s.

"But participation in other climes will be vastly different
fromthis world. It won't always be so obvious as to what
may ensnare you permanently."

The schol ar picked up his unbrella, determned to go

sonepl ace where he would not be constantly put upon, a
victim but the sorcerer warned himthat nman tends to remain
stabl e in whatever dinmension he inhabits.

"D you know where you wi sh to go now?" asked Wells.

40
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**Ycs. | wait to seek out the one man who could unriddle

the nmystery of this unbrella.”
"VWich mystery are you tal king about ?"

"Way it takes the user to literary, rather than actual dinen-

sions," Fillnore stated.

"Well, as to that, this world is real enough to ne," the
sorcerer protested, "and 1 have no idea what you nmean when

you refer to it as a gilbert and sullivan place . . . but, pray

expl ai n: What enlightened genius coul d possibly unravel the
eni gna of my marvel ous unbrel |l a?"

The sorcerer's curiosity remained unsatisfied. At the very
monent he posed the question, there cane a fierce rap at his
front door. Fillnore | ooked to see who it was—and bl anched.

During his m sadventures, he had won the affections of

Ruth, the rather bloodthirsty piratical -nmaid-of-all-wrk who
spent her best, and second-best, and | east-worst years ma-
rauding with the Penzance buccaneers. Ruth mstook Fill-
nore's intentions and thought he wanted to marry her

As soon as he saw her at the sorcerer's door, the professor
pressed the button of the dinensional -transfer nmachi ne and
di sappear ed.

There were two people at the front door: Ruth, and a small
bal d- headed civil servant, dry in manner and parched of
spirit.

"Subpoena for one J. Adrian Fillnore," said the w zened
functionary.

"On what charge?"

"VWhat el se?" Ruth snapped. "Breach of prom se of
marri age!"

"Ch. dear," the sorcerer munbled to hinself, "another
sequence! | do hope he got away in line ..." But Fillnore's
t hought s were confused -when he pressed the unbrella catch
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Vivid nenories of Ruth throwing herself upon himat the
conclusion of his trial in Od Bailey crowded his brain, and
muddl ed the process of selection.

And what was worse, he knew nothing then of the principle
of universal econony.

THE FLI GHT OF THE UMBRELLA 41
Chapter One

AH afternoon, the equinoctial gales whipped London with

el emental violence. The wan Cct ober sun, obscured by huel ess
clouds, shed pallid light but little warnth. Wnds screaned

down avenues and alleys, while at the w ndowpanes, a driv-

ing rain beat a merciless tattoo. It was as if all the destructive
forces of Nature had foregat hered, penned beasts, to how at

and t hreaten mankind through the protecting bars of his cage,
civilization.

As evening drew in, the stormwaned, though the wind stil
nmoaned and sobbed in the eaves |like a chil d-ghost whinper-
ing in a spectral schoolroom Fromthe Thames, great curl -
ings of fog billowed forth, obscuring the green aits and
meadows, creeping up alleys and news, blanketing the city
in an inpenetrabl e mai sna. Anber streetlanps gl owed feebly
in the mst-shroud |like the eyes of corpses. Few foot

travel ers ventured out in the nmud, and the only sound heard
on sone streets was the occasional rhythmc clip-clop and
simul taneous netallic squeal of a passing hansom

Newran Street was deserted and snothered by the river

vapor. The nud was so thick and the appurtenances of i nhab-
itation so difficult to discern that one might well believe a
st egosaurus coul d wander along its norass-1like reaches- But

at precisely ten past nine, a less inpressive figure suddenly
appeared on the enpty thoroughfare: a snallish, sonmewhat

st ocky man.

Hi s footsteps echoed down the street and he stal ked al ong

for a tine before assaying a cross-street. He was inadequately
dressed in a gray woolen suit with ascot tucked in at the
throat. He was hatless and wore no topcoat. Though he

carried an unbrella in one hand, he nmade no effort to use it
as a shield fromthe steady drizzle.

Up one alley, down another, past shadowy bl ocks of hones,
tenenents, commercial estabishnments, the solitary pedestrian
wal ked, his collar turned up and his head bowed. He hunched
hi s shoul ders, but the rain soaked into the nmaterial he wore
on his back, ran down and squel ched soddenly in his shoes,
maki ng the toes of his socks into sopping sponges. Once he
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stepped into a puddl e deep enough to drown a cat. Shivering.
he extricated his foot and forlornly tried to wnng the excess
nmoi sture fromhis trouser |eg.

Turning into Lonbard Street, he spied the lights of a
di stant tavern. He huddled into a covered entranceway and
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fished in his pocket for his wallet. Finding it, he counted over
the meager currency therein: roughly $34 in U S. dollars that
had been generously converted to pounds sterling by his
benefactor, John “ellinglon Wells. But would it be usable in
this cosnpbs? And did he, in fact, reach the very place he'd
been nmeaning to visit?

Fillnmore neditated briefly, made a decision, then stepped
off in the direction of the far-off inn

After a few monents nore of slogging though mud and the

rain. he drew near to the place. A sign suspended from an
iron scrolled armset at right angles to the bricks above the
tavern door procl ained the nane of the establishnent:

THE GEORGE AND VULTURE

That disturbed him But he wi ped off his shoes on the
smal | bracket for that purpose set next to the steps and went
i nside, grateful to get out of the wetness.

The taproom was sparsely popul ated that evening. A trio of
gamesters took turns at the dartboard, and an elderly, Kkindly-
| ooking gentleman with a bit of a paunch sat at a corner table
taki ng supper with a young, dandyish conpani on. The only

ot her individual in the roomwhen the drenched itinerant
entered was the bartender.

Fitlnore's bedraggl ed condition drew qui zzical glances from

the dart throwers, but they said nothing. Approaching ne bar,
he held out a pound note and ascertained fromthe bew | dered
tapster that it was, indeed, acceptable tender. The newconer

then ordered a pint of ale,

"Bit of a foul night for a stroll." observed the bartender as
he set the libation on the polished countertop before his
cust oner.

The stranger nodded, downing a quarter of the brew at one
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gul p. Wping his nouth, he eyed the bartender quizzically.
then notioned to him

"l say, would you mind very much if | asked you a
question?"

"COf course not."
"BEven if it seens a trifle peculiar?"

The tapster gnnned, placed his hands flat on the countertop
and | eaned over to his custonmer. "If,"” he said in a |low

voi ce, "you think aught can surprise ne after twenty-year of
tavern-tendi ng, ye've much to | eam Ask away."

"Well . . . this is London, isn't it?"

"CGeorge Yard, right enough

"Wl | and good, but—= Fillnore shrugged."Well, what |
want to know is this; what year is this?"
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"Why, 'ninety-five," the other replied, a bit nonplussed in
spite of his assurances.

"Yes, yes," FiUnrore nodded inpatiently, "but—do you
mean ei ghteen ninety-five?"

The bartender swallowed, wet his |ips and took a breath
before trusting hinmself to affirmnme century. Then he found a
reason-to busy hinself at the opposite end of the tavern

Fillmore slowy sipped his ale. oblivious to me nmuted buzz

that rose when the tapster began to talk to the dart players. He
ignored their collective gaze, and busied hinsel f noi stening

his interior and wondering how to dry off his exterior.

A tap on his shoul der- The dandyi sh gentl eman stood by
hi s si de.

"Allow me to introduce nyself. My nanme is Snodgrass—*
(Fillmore's ill-defined fears began to take shape.)

"l beg to be forgiven for invading your privacy, but ny
conpanion and |I. you see, could not help but notice your
sonmewhat unconfortable condition. My friend is the nost
conpassi onate of nen and w shes to nake your acquai ntance
and perhaps assist you in your putative predicanent."”

The stranger thanked Snodgrass and followed himback to

the table at the rear of the room where the elderly, portly
gentleman in cutaway, gaiters and ruffled shirt rose to take his
hand in greeting. Wth his other hand. he adjusted the rimess
pi nce-nez upon the broad bridge of his nose and snil ed.

"Pleased to neet a fellow scholar," he said, upon perusing
44
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Fillmore's Parkcr Coll ege business card. "Eh? What? Bl ess

me, yes, quite right, you heard correctly, that is ny nane. |
daresay what little reputation | may have established is not

the least bit tainted with the calumies of false report. But sit
you down, sir, sit you down and dry off as you may. Win't

you share some of this excellent cold beef? And allow e to
refill your tankard?"

Fillmore thanked himmghtily, and set to with a will, not

to nention a hearty appetite. His last nmeal had been in
prison, awaiting trial at Od Bailey. The neat and ate were so
excellent that he did not permit the trifle of a possible

m sl ocati on of cosnbses to upset him

After he'd nade a clean sweep of a quarter of the beef and
had his glass refilled twice, Fillnore apol ogized for interrJpt-
ing the dinner colloquy of his host.

"Bl ess nmy soul," said the old gentleman, "mis is in no
way an interruption, ny good sir. M. Snodgrass here, who
is, by the way—
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"A poet," observed Fill nore.

The old man's eyebrows rai sed. "Goodness, does his repu-
tation, too. precede hin? How did you know his occupation?
| had thought he'd yet to be published!"

The schol ar shrugged. "Ch, it's a bit of a fey quality that I

have, | fancy."

"Well. well," the other chuckled, "i amsuitably im
pressed. But, as | say. M. Snodgrass here is a capita
poet =

"My blushes," the other sinpered.

"Now, Augustus, nodesty ill becones a man of true

genius. You are a servant of the Muse and there is glory
there' At any rate," said the host, turning to his guest, "ny
friend here is sonewhat concerned with an affair of the heart,
and | had thought to give himproper advice . . . which
indeed, | did. As i conpleted ny statenent, ny attention was
drawn to note your extrenely danpish plight. And how, if |
may be so bold, do you manage to be out on such a night as
this without adequate protection? | presune your unbrella
must be damaged; else it should have shi el ded you nore
efficiently fromthe el enental deluge."

"Well." Fillnore said, somewhat reluctantly, "I do not
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know whet her 1 should repay your generosity with a rehearsa
of ny predicanent. It is so wild a tale you woul d doubt| ess
j udge nme nadder than King Lear."

The consequence of this remark was for Fillnore's host

and the poet to positively entreat his adventures. So the
stranger at |ength enbarked upon his | engthy personal his-
tory, ending with his arrival oo Newran Street and his subse-
quent trek to the George and Vulture.

When he had done at last. the others sat back, their nouths
agape.

"Bl ess nmy soul,"” said the elderly gentlenman. "That is
certainly the strangest romance | have ever had the privil ege
to audit! No mind if it be true or no—t is an history worthy
of the Arabian N ghts. What do you say of it, Snodgrass?"

The poet had a dreany look in his eyes. "I see," he

sighed, "a major epic, a heroic narrative. | shall apply nyself
this very night while the fit is still upon nme!" Suddenly

| eapi ng up, he excused hinself and rushed fromthe room

Hi s compani on | aughed heartily, then apol ogized for the
poet's precipitate departure. "Wen Inspirati on descends unto

his noble rhyner's brow, it ill beseemeth himto let her wait
admttance until he pay the check." Still chuckling, the
rotund little gentleman rose. "No matter, though, | am better
conditioned than he, | can well afford it and had, indeed,

meant to persuade him so
foll ow him

He graciously waved Fillnore to
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In the | obby of the inn, he retrieved his room key, then,
turning to his guest, said, "I keep roons in this establish-
ment. Pray let ne |oan you sone fitting—ho, ho!—-apparel,

for you cannot hope to go about unnoticed in your present
state. No, no! | will hear of no poiite declmmgs. | amvery
handsonely off, ny good fellow, and it will vastly please ne
to nake a present of some necessaries with which you may
better shield yourself fromthe raging elenents ..."

An hour later, the two descended the stairs to the | obby.
Fillmore, dry and warmin slightly |oose-fitting apparel, car-
ried an oilskin bag beneath his arm In it was his sopping
clothing. Over his arm the inoperable unbrella dangl ed.
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As they neared the front door, the schol ar whispered to his
host. but that person vigorously shook his head.

"1 repeat, positively not, sir! Your entertaining tale is
anpl e paynent now for these scraps of cloth you' ve ac-
cepted. | urge you to keep your nonies for a nore pressing
use. Why. if your story be true, you have but a few odd
pound notes on your person!" H's eyes tw nkled as he "hu-
nmor ed" hi s guest.

At the door, Fillnore asked directions to his ultimte desti -
nation. and feared it did not exist. But the old nan's answer
al l ayed his doubts.

"Why, indeed, that street is no great nde away, but see
here, you cannot walk there on this foul night! 1 insist you let
me fee a hansom for your transport.”

The schol ar protested vigorously, but to no avail. H's host.
apol ogi zing for a tenporary absence of his nmanservant on a

famly matter, hinself stepped into the drizzle and snoke to

hail a cab. It was no sinple matter on such a night to find

one, let alone flag one down in the limted visibility the fog

af f oi xl ed. But after nmuch assi duous | abor and much rai sing of

the voice, the portly benefactor finally arranged for his friend's
transportati on.

As he entered the cab. Fillnore thanked his host repeat-

edly, and the other as often belittled the charity as privil ege
and necessary duty. Cosing the cab door. the elderly gentle-
man stepped around to the front of the vehicle and told die
driver the proper destination. He paid himin advance.

"The address wanted." said M. Pickw ck, "is 221 Baker
Street. Just out of Maryl ebone Road . "

Chapter Two

inside the cab, J. Adrian Fillnore tried to collect his thoughts.
It was not easy because of the unaccustoned joggling and
jostling his bones were receiving, but he did what he could to
resol ve the naggi ng doubts, as to his whereabouts.

London it was, and the year was correct, but was it the
time and situation—n short, was it the universe—of Sherl ock
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Hi s thoughts, confused and harried by the sight of Ruth
through the front door pane of Wlls' shop, had rushed past
in a chaotic junble as he pressed the button to open the
unbrella's hood. After that, all was a disordered kal ei do-
scope of colors and voids as he flew through unconputed
curvings of space. His hurried departure allowed no tinme to
consi der personal confort. Wen he found hinself in the

m ddl e of a dark, rainy street, Filinore had cursed the en-
forced ceienty of his flight. "And, damm it," he nuttered in
the dark interior of the lurching cab, "what stupidity nade
me abandon ny rai ncoat and gal oshes back on the Cornwal |
seacoast ?"

At least Pickwick sawto it that he would be able to survive
the weather until such tinme as he m ght expand his wardrobe-
But the thought of the old gentleman brought fresh dismay.
He was in London all right—but it appeared to be that of
Charles Dicker.;,-! The benign heroes of the Pickw ck Papers
wer e pl easant enough, but they hardly qualified to assist
Filimore in his cerebral quest. Besides, nenories of the
grimrer aspects of sonme of the "Boz" narratives haunted
hi m and nade hi m nost uneasy. His unbrella, ruled by

cosmic quirk, would not permit himegress fromthis nmilieu
until he conpl eted a sequence of action—and Dickens' plots
sonetines covered entire lifetinmes. And in the nmeantine,
what m ght he do inadvertently to mire hinself permanently
in the world of Dickens?

Was there a possibility that by sone principle of universa
econony, the London of Dickens was al so the sane world as
that of Watson and Hol mes? To | earn the answer, the schol ar
was headed towards Baker Street.

"Sherl ock Hol nmes," he nused, with a thrill of anticipa-
tion. "If anyone in nme multiplicity of worlds that seemto
coexist with the earth | know can anal yze the unbrell a,

t hen—

The sentinent was interrupted by the abrupt stoppage of
the cab and the simultaneous hurling-forward of the passen-
ger. He bruised his head agai nst the edge of the opposite seat,

The driver shouted, "221 Baker." Fillnore di smounted.
offering, as he did, an epithet to the cabbie in lieu of a tip.

Pi cking up the oilskin container of clothing, Fillnore crossed
48
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the road just as the disgruntled hansomdriver pulled away- A
bit of nud spattered up fromthe wheels of the cab, but the
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schol ar ignored the inconvenience in his excitement as he
spied the large brass plate on the house opposite. Hi s hopes
were high as he scanned the inscription;

221
S HOLMES. CONSULTANT
Apply at Suite B

Dashing up the steps to the front door, he pushed it open

and nounted one flight. The interior was cheery, just as he'd
al ways imagined it. G een wall paper paralleled the staircase
and the flickering of gaslanps set in staggered sconces bright-
ened the interior considerably,

He stopped in front of the B apartnment and knocked.
Al nost imredi ately, a powerfully built, nmustached nan in
dressi ng gown opened the door and invited himto enter

Stepping inside, Fillnore asked, "You are the good doc-
tor, | presume?”

"Why, yes," the other chuckled, "at least | hope to merit
me appellation. But | inmagine you have cone to see Hol nes,
have you not ?"

"l have, indeed." the scholar replied, his heart bearing
rapidly like that of a school boy who sees his first |ove
appr oachi ng.

"Sit down, ny good man." the doctor invited, nmeanwhile

pulling on a bell rope in the corner of the cozy sitting room
where he'd ushered his caller. "The fact is, |I'mafraid Hol nes
is off tending to that dreadful business in C oisterham Chap
m ssing, you may have read about it in the papers: Drood.

But it's a close undercover gane Sherrinford is playing and

nmy presence there would only have confused things, so—

The doctor stopped, peering at his visitor with concern
"Pray tell me, sir, are you troubled by some indisposition?"

Fillmore, pale, could barely speak. "Wat," he whis-
pered, "what did you call M. Hol nes?"

"Why, Sherrinford, of course! Al the world knows
Sherrinford Hol nes, do they not? Not the least (I fancy 1 may
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conplinment nyself) because of the narratives which 1 have
penned concerning his exploits."

"And what," the schol ar asked, still hoarse, "and what is
your nanme?"

The doctor chuckl ed. "The fickleness of fortune and al

that, eh? I'd thought my little publications m ght have added
some touch of notoriety to the name of Ornond Sacker, but
apparent| y—'

Filinmore rose in agitation and paced the room thinking
feverishly. Wiy were the names the doctor used so ni ghtnar-
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ishly different fromthe ones he'd expected to hear? Sherrinford,
not Sherlock. Ornmond Sacker instead of John H Watson,
M D.

On the other hand, why did they also sound so famliar?

"Here, here, ny good fellow " said Sacker worriedly. "I
can see you are in considerable agitation. Pray be seated.

Per haps, in the absence of Holnmes, ! can shed sone tight on
your problem Meantine, | notice that the stormhas not |eft
you untainted. Be seated, be seated, man, | have rung for
Ms. Bardetl and she will be up directly with tea and

per haps—

Fillnore interrupted, even paler than before. "Ms.—
whonv"

"Why—Bardell, Ms. Bardell, our |andlady!" the doctor
said, greatly amazed.

"Not M's. Hudson?"

"Hudson? | should think not. There used to be a Ms.
Warren taking care of this building, but she sold to a Ms.
Martha Bardell, and that is who ... but see, the knob is
turning now. This is the very wonan."

The”i oor opened and a plunp wonan entered, bearing an
ornate silver tea service in her arms. But when she saw
Fillmore, the woman screamed and dropped the tray. The hot
liquid splashed upon the rug.

"What the devil!" Sacker exclainmed. "Ms. Bardell! Have
you taken | eave of your senses?"

"I't'"s him" the wonman wailed, "it's him"
"WWhat are you speaki ng about, nmadanf"

"Hm" she how ed, pointing an accusatory finger at J.
Adrian Fill nore.
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He, in turn, stared in fl abbergasted dismay at the |andl ady-
She was dressed in a green housecoat with flounce sl eeves of

a lighter shade with vertical stripes. On her head she wore a
white, lace-trimed donmestic's cap, tied in a bow beneath

her chin. But despite the disparity of apparel, Fillnore recog-
ni zed her imediately.

It was Rum
Chapter Three

Prison. A honme away from hone, Fillnore nmused bitterly.

First, the Pinafore brig. Then the Fleet. Now the Fleet again.
Three times incarcerated since buying the blasted unbrell a.
Bef ore then, never a serious brush with the law. (He didn't
count the abortive undergraduate party. At 8 p.m, no one

had shown, so he glumy went out to get hinself a steak
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sandwi ch. Wien he got back, the place was teemng with
uni nvited guests and a coterie of irate canmpus cops who,
fortunately, had no idea who the host was.)

He huddled in a corner for warnth but did his best to avoid
bodily contact with the lice-ridden sol next to him In a far
comer, a man with a broken nose and a piercing stare watched
Fillmore every second of the tine.

At least they'd | et himkeep the unbrella for the tine
being. After me trial, the authorities mght well confiscate his
property and then the scholar would be stuck here for good-

Stuck where? It was obviously Di ckensian London, but it

took Fillmore quite a few hours to figure out the weirdly

al tered nanes of Hol mes and Watson. When the answer

cane, it naturally disturbed him but at |east he began dinmy
to perceive the principle of universal econony.

Sherrinford Hol nes. QOriond Sacker. These were nanes

Arthur Conan Doyl e toyed with before settling on "Sher-

tock” and "John H Watson." Fillnore had | anded hinsel f

smack in the mddle of an inconplete draft of A Study in
Scarlet. An inconplete draft. After all, what had Sacker said
Hol mes was busy doi ng? Investigating the Edwi n Drood
mystery—a notoriously unfinished nasterpiece

"That damed Ruth," the scholar nuttered, clutching his
THE FLI GHT OF THE UMBRELLA 51

unmbrella close and trying to ignore the fixed gaze of the man
with the broken nose. "Mist have been trying to bnng
charges against me for breach of promse."

Not hi ng el se nade sense. It was apparent he'd inherited the
"sequence" fromthe earlier cosnpbs, because he was in the

Fl eet awaiting such a tnal. Ms. Bardell, though astonish-
ingly simlar in face and formto Ruth, was realty Sacker and
Hol mes' landlady ... the very same Ms. Bardeti who sued

M. Sanmuel Pickwi ck and | anded himin prison in The Pick-
wi ck Papers.

"Well, at least the old boy did ne a favor, and now, it

appears |'m doi ng himone, whether he ever learns it or no."

It worried the scholar. The outrageously comic trial of Bardel
vs. Pickwi ck is the dramatic focal point of that Di ckens tone.
But some bounder that resenbled Fillnore apparently once

jilted Ms. B., and as a result, the hapless alien seened to be
usur pi ng the breach-of-prom se tnal that ought to—

"There | go again!" Fillnore grunbled to hinself. "Con-

fusing fictional events with what takes place in these strange
places | end up in. Do they follow the stories | read on
"normal earth'? Do they branch off wherever they w sh?

Maybe this is just an earlier trial and Pickwick's is yet to
come here. Or maybe this is also a draft stage of The

Pi ckwi ck Papers ms. Then how do | —=2"

He coul d not even finish the thought. It was too conpli -
cated. As hard to define as the identical |ooks of Ms. Bardel
and Ruth. Perhaps, he pondered, the entire cosmc systemis
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a network of interlinking puzzle boxes, one heartwall eco-

nom cally doubling, tripling in alternative di mensions, and
each soul. in sleep, shares identities across the gaps of space
and relative tinmnes.

"Bah," he murrmured. "Einstein notwithstanding. Time is
a concurrency."

But his phil osophic gum chew ng was disturbed by a sharp

poke in the ribs. it was the shifty-eyed ferret seated by himin
the coner of the cell. " "ere now," he whispered to Fill-

nmore. "that's a peculiar thing ye' ve got there. Werc'd ye

fetch it?"

Fillnore tried to ignore him but the ferret exchanged the
poke for a pinch. "OM" the scholar yelped. "Stop that!"
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"l asked ye a question," the ferret whispered. "And keep
yer voice low, if ye value living!"

The schol ar faced his tornentor squarely, an angry retort

on his lips, but the inpulse stopped when he beheld the

other's expression. The ferret's face was strained, each mnus-
cle tensed to the stretching point. H s eyes rolled i ndependent
of the fixed head, and they moved in the direction of the
sinister individual on the other side of the celt. The man with
t he broken nose.

H lnmore did not ook at him He regarded the ferret anx-
iously, and replied as quietly as his questioner.

"l bought my unbrella far fromhere- What matter is it?"

‘im Don't ye see how he stares at it? | never saw one to
covet something so nuch. Never takes *is eyes off it."

"I thought he was staring at ne."

The ferret shook his head. "Last night, when ye slum

bered. 'e crept near to examne it. Miutterin' to 'isself. Thought
he'd snatch it then." The ferret shrugged. "But then, where'd

e go with it?" The beady eyes narrowed, glinting with an

eager urgency- "Ye want advice, man? If he asks for it, don't
argue. Sell it, or nake it a gift. Don'1 cross '"im"

Fill more shook his head. "Inpossible. 1 can't part with ny
unbrellal"

"I tell ye, man, *e's half-mad! Don't cross 'im They'l
"ave 'imout in a day or two and then 'e'U wait for ye, and
‘e'll 'ave 'is cane."

What in all good hell is he babbling about? Filtnore won-
dered. The man has no cane. hi fact, he wal ks perfectly well.
Look at hi m—

The man with the broken nose was standing. He turned his
gaze briefly on the little ferret, and that person shrank away
fromFillnore and cowered in a coner of the cell
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What kind of a crazy sequence is this. anyway? If this is

the Baidell trial, why should I worry about strange men with
unmbrella fixations? Even if he is dangerous, and even if he
gets out of prison and tries to wait for me. ny trial wll keep
me here indefinitely. And then? Damm, 1 may never escape!

"Permit me to introduce nyself." The tall. sinister man
proffered his card.

Fiilnmore stood. He was startled at the neek civility of the
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other's men. Froma distance, he appeared so nenaci ng. But
now, he nust rectify his mstake. A toff, doubtless, confined
for sone mnor infraction of the peace. He was well| dressed.
dark suit, ruffled shirt, a thin tie which m ght have passed
nmuster a century |later on canpus.

The card told himnothing. It bore nothing but a nane,
"A. |. Persano."

"I trust ny reputation is not unknown to you?" he asked.
H's face was smiling in a way that m ght suggest a double
meaning to the question. But Fillnore knew no one inti-
mately in this peculiar world of confused begi nnings, so he
could certainly not identify the stranger by reputation

"1 have been admiring that odd instrunent which you have
over your arm" Persano remarked. "May | examine it nore
cl osel y?"

Fillmore found it hard to deny the reasonabl e request, so
mldly was it made, and yet, sonething warned himto re-
fuse. Fromthe comer of his eye, he saw the ferret urgently
nmotioning himto conply. Wth consi derabl e reluctance, the
schol ar relinqui shed the instrunent.

The tali man minutely inspected the unbrella, turning it

this way and that, pausing to push back the cloth folds and
read the partially obliterated inscription on the handle. As he
did, Filinore studied the |lean, hard face. The eyes never

bl i nked. The mouth was set in a half-grin that could easily be
assessed as cruel. The nose, too, at close scrutiny, was even
more disturbing than it first appeared. It was not broken after
all. Rather it had been sliced, as if by sonme sharp edge. A
deep lateral furrow creased the bridge, so that it resenbled an
ill-set fracture. But Persano was not the kind to indulge in

vi ol ent roughhouse, Fillnore was sure. He was too con-

tained, too deceptively calm He might deal in rapier, never

i n bl udgeon.

Persano returned the unbrella w thout comrent. Then,

apparently satisfied, he asked what Fillnore was doing in

jail. The scholar outlined the details of his case, and the other
clucked in dol eful synpathy.

"Who defends you?" the tall man asked.
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"Mysel f."

"And who represents the Bardell interests?"
54
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Fill nore shuddered. He knew who Martha Bardell's barris-
ters nmust be. "Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, | do presune.”

"What ? Then you're a fool, nman. You have no choice but
to raise capital sufficient to fee attorneys as crooked as those
pettifoggers!"

"1 haven't the money." Fillnore denmurred. He refused to
petition Pickw ck. That might be an action which would mre
himin the m shnosh-world he'd stunbled into. The best
course was to naintain a detached air fromthe circunstances
afflicting him

"Since you arc destitute," Persano said, smiling, "I have
a suggestion.”

Si | ence.

Fill more knew what the other was about to say.

"Sell me your unbrella. | wll pay handsonely for it."
n \My?ll
"It. . . anuses ne."

Fillnmore shook his head. To his relief, the other did not
press his request.

Persano nerely smiled nore broadly. "Very well," he
murnured. "There are other ways."

The followi ng day, A 1. Persano was rel eased from prison
Two days | ater, a warder unlocked the door of the cell.
"Fi Umore." He jerked his thunb to the door. "Cut."

"Is it tine for ny trial?"

The warder shook his head. "Wn't be one. Ye're free."
"Free?"

The ferret clucked in warning. "I told ye."

"How can | be free?" the schol ar denanded, amazed.
puzzl ed, overjoyed—and sinultaneously uneasy.

Plaintiff s counsel dropped charges. No estate worth speak-
ing of to cover the expense."

"Estate? What are you tal ki ng about ?"

The warder drew one finger across his throat in a gesture as
meani ngful in one world as another. "Bardell," he said.
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"Last night. Someone cut 'er throat."
THE FLI GHT OF THE UMBRELLA 55
Chapt er Four

For once, he was not anxious to get out of prison. He dragged
his footsteps along the | ast corridor before the outside gate
and cudgel ed his brains to nake out what sort of dreadfu
sequence he'd | anded in-

It could be the grimer side of Dickens, he thought,

Perhaps the only way to termnminate one's existence here is to
di e. He shudder ed.

At the front gate, he entreated the constabl e acconpanyi ng
himto protect him but the other nerely grunted, "Ch, ye'l
be noted, right enough," then turned and left Fillnore to the
mercy of the streets.

What did he nean by that? the schol ar wondered. Then,

with a shock of dismay, he realized that he nust be consid-
ered gravely suspect in the eyes of the police. "Bah!" he
snapped, |oud enough to be heard: "If | couldn't hire an
attorney, what makes themthink 1 could afford an assassin to
murder Ms. Bardel | ?"

He peered about nervously, but there was no trace of the

sini ster Persano anywhere. It was early, but the sickly pall of
London mi st obscurred the sun. Few foot passengers trav-

ersed the section of thoroughfares near the Fleet.

Fillmore wal ked aimessly for a tine, trying to work out

Ac problem of the cosm c block of action he was expected to
participate in. Since the breach-of-pronse mat had cone to
naught, he could only presunme that the unconpleted sequence
with Ruth in G&S land had finally run its course. But a new
situation appears to have taken up, the schol ar nused,
worriedly. A dreadful situation, very like.

He was just crossing Bentinck Street at the coner of

Oxford when he heard a sudden clatter of hooves and the

runble of a large vehicle. He swerved in his tracks and pal ed.

A two- horse van, apparently parked at a nearby curb, was in
furious notion, bearing directly down on him Fillnore ut-

tered a lusty yell and | eaped a good six or seven feet onto the
curb. Wthout stopping; he ducked down behind a | anppost

and did not rise until the carriage rolled into the distance and
was | ost to sight and sound.
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He rose, puffing mghtily. The }unp was the hearti est

exerci se he'd undergone since trying to run away from Kati sha
weeks earlier. Hs heart pounded against his ribcage. Fillnore
gl anced right and left, but the few pedestrians in view went
about their business, oblivious to the near-accident which had
just occurred.

But was it an accident?

He continued his journey, but did not allow hinmself the
| uxury of abstracted thought- Instead, Fillnore | ooked right
and | eft, backwards and forwards, fearful of another attack,
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And yet the street seenmed deserted. He was practically the
only fool passenger traversing the avenue.

H s very solitariness made himeven nore anxious. He was

an easy target for anyone who night be follow ng just

beyond the curtain of the fog. At the next coner, he | ooked

down the cross street and decided to |ake it, in hopes of

coming to a nore popul ous quarter of town-

There was a constable in the middle of the block. Fillnore

breathed a sigh of relief. At |east he was safe for a few steps .. -

The constabl e turned and regarded him The nan's face

turned ash-white. He stuck his whistle to his |lips and bl asted
it, at the same tinme thrusting an armdirectly at the professor.
Flil more, astoni shed, hopped back a step, and wondered

whet her he ought to run

At the same instant, a huge brick smashed with trenendous
i mpact upon the pavenent directly in front of him One nore
step and the brick would have crushed his skull.

Fillmore and the officer regarded each other for a second or
two, too relieved to speak. Then Fillnore stepped far out into
the street—+ooking carefully both ways—and wal ked over to

the other, thanking himw th great eanestness.

"I pride nyself," said the constable, "on a quick reaction
time. Fortunate for you, right enough."

"Yes ... but who dropped that deuced brick?" Fillnore
squawked.

The other's eyes wi dened. "Never occurred to ne it wasn't
an accident! Come, then! Better be brisk!"

Wt hout another word, the constable dashed into the door-
way of the large, cold tenenent house fromwhich the nissile
had apparently been inpelled. Fillnore acconpani ed him
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preferring to be in the conpany of the Iaw at that nonent
than to be left waiting defensetess in the street.

They clinmbed dark, interm nable stairs, redolent of cab-

bage and. other less tolerable reeks. At length they found the
skyl i ght, which was reachable only by nmeans of an iron

| adder stapled with great brackets against the wall- It was a
sheer vertical clinb and Fillnore did not relish it.

At |ast they stood upon the roof, a good four or five stories
above the street (Fillnore had | ost count of how many flights
they'd taken in the ascent). There was a | arge chimey stack

off to one side, and the remmants of a clothesline, evidently
bl owmn down by a gust of wind. By the street edge of the roof

lay a pile of shingles, slate and brick, the flotsam of sone

antique building venture.

"There's your accident," the officer said, jerking his head
towards the pile of construction |eavings. "Wnd nust've
wor ked one | oose. Bit of a hazard. |'d best nove 'em

Fillmore, after thanking the policeman once nore, left him
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| aboring on the roof. He doubted it was an accident, and if it
was not, then he was in danger fromthe assailant, who nust
still be in the neighborhood. He wanted to cling to the
protection of the Iaw, but his conscience would not permit

hi mto endanger the officer who saved his |ife—and proxi m

ity to J. Adrian (what a beastly nane!) Fillnore night do just
t hat .

On the stairwell, he tried the catch of the unbrella, but it
woul d not open. The sequence was far from finished.

Just as he was turning the comer of the last |anding |eading
to the street |evel and the doorway out, he thought he heard a
slight noise below, in the conmer of the corridor |eading

al ongside the first approach of the stairwell. He peered down
me side of the banister, but it was dark and he could see
not hi ng.

He paused, unsure of what to do, whether to go back or
forward. To rejoin the policeman would only prolong the
danger. Wth a sudden burst of nerve, Fillnore | eaped the
railing and, unbrella pointed downward, dropped to the floor
bel ow.

A thud and a noan. A burly body broke his fall. He |ugged
me lurker into the noted dusthght and saw a feral visage, rich
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in scars and whiskers. Alife-preserver—the British equiva-
I ent of a blackjack—was still clutched in the assailant's hand.
but the man was unconsci ous.

Fill nmore slunped against the wall, al nbst nauseous with

fear. In the past half-hour, his life had been attenpted three
times, and, what may have been worse, he'd nmet the dangers
with expedition and a physical courage all unsuspected in his
makeup, ft worried himas nuch as the danger.

Maybe that's what got nme stuck in this damed pl ace!

Fill nore shook his head to clear it of the vertigo that the fai
brought about- No tine for cosmic trepidations. Probably

nmor e danger, any nonent, any second

He quickly turned out the pockets of the man on me fl oor,
but found nothing incrimnating or enlightening. The life-
preserver he stuck into his own back pocket.

Slowy, fearfully, Fillnore cracked open the front door

The street was no | onger sparse of population. A knot of
people mlled about the mddle of me street, shouting, giving
unobeyed orders; one person was busily engaged in retching

on the sidewal k.

The professor hurried down the front steps and peered
through the press of people. There was a body sneared al ong
the street, a bloody rag of flesh and di sl ocated bone.

It was the policeman. Sonmeone nust have shoved him
fromthe roof, Fillnore realized, horrified-
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"The chi mey! The bastard nust have been behind it!"

Angry for the first time since the gane of stalk-and-attack
started, Fillnmore wanted to punish the killer who'd destroyed

a man who'd saved his own life. He trotted to the mddle of

the street, shielding his eyes fromthe glare of hidden sun
shi ni ng through bl anched cl ouds. Was there sonmeone still on

the roof? Could he take him too. like the*thug in the stairwell?

For answer, a fierce face suddenly appeared at the edge of
me building top. An odd weapon quickly sw veled into posi-
tion and pointed straight at the scholar

He ran zigzag, hoping to evade the inevitable shot. But the
other was a crack marksman. Even with the difficulty of
hitting a noving target, the villain managed to | odge one shot
in Fillnore's shoul der

The professor staggered. What did that character say in the
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Fredric Brown novel? "If you are killed here, you wilt be
dead ... in every world." Fillnore stunbled to his feet. The
strange weapon—whi ch made no noi se—was already in posi-

tion for another shot.

My God! It's an air-rifle!

The horribl e universe suddenly fell into place. Terror over-
came Fillnore and gave himthe strength of nad desperation.
He shot out across the street, waving the unbrella in huge,
confusing arcs, changing direction every few seconds. He
headed for the juncture of streets again, and as he did,
shout ed and screaned for hel p. Some of the denizens of the
nei ghbor hood huddl ed about the constable's body stared at
the crazy fellow and decided instantly that it was he who
must have nurdered the officer. No one advanced to Fill-
nmore' s aid.

Qddly enough, there was no second bullet. Fillnore reached
the intersection safely. He saw a hansom slow y runbling
down the middle of the avenue. "I nust | ook a fearfu
sight," he thought, "shoul der bl eeding, weird unbrella wav-
ing about like a Floradora girl's prop ..."

Fillmore took no chances. He ran straight into the path of

the hansom shouting for it to stop. At the last instant, remem
bering the dreadful attenpt of the two-horse van to run him
down, he experienced an awful qualm But the cab pulled to

a stop.

"Baker Street," Fillnore gasped, junping in and slam
m ng the door. "Nunmber 221."

The cab rattled off slowy. The schol ar gasped for suffi-

cient breath, then pounded the sides and shouted for the

driver to nake haste, but to no avail. The hansom | unbered

sl uggi shly al ong, neither creeping nor hurrying. Fillnore stuck
hi s head out of the wi ndow and surveyed the street behind.
There were no vehicles in pursuit.

He | eaned back against the wall of the cab and panted.
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"Safe for a tine, at |east,’
Sherrinford—

he murmured. "I just hope that

Bef ore he coul d even conplete the thought, the cab | urched
to a stop. Fillnore stuck his head out the w ndow. "Here,
what is this? This isn't Baker Street!"

"No, sir," the cabbie said, disnounting. He wal ked to
60 Marvi n Kaye

Fillrmoie' s door and stood by it, preventing ii from opening.
"Taki ng on anot her passenger, we are, sir."

Fillmore regarded hi mbl ankly. Then he swung around in
his seat, hoping to get out the other way. But that door was

al ready openi ng.

The new passenger rested his cane against the seat and
cl osed the door behind hinself. He settled confortably into
the pl ace opposite Fillnore.

"You' ve caused us a deal of trouble this norning." A 1.
Persano remarked mldly.

Chapter Five

The cabbi e whi pped the horse to a froth. The hansomrattled
al ong at breakneck speed. Fillnore braced hinself to keep
from bounci ng straight through me flinsy ceiling. He gritted
his teeth at me ache in his shoul der.

Persano, riding as skillfully as if nounted on a thorough-
bred, was- quite am able. He regarded the other's persecution
as a tiresone necessity, to be managed with swift expedition,
but utterly without nmalice. Not to be discussed in polite
conpany. The Code, by all neans!

"Had you been reasonable," he stated mildly, "all this

pot her m ght have been eclipsed."
"Meani ng | shoul d have given you the unbrell a?"
Persano gravely inclined his head.

"Rubbi sh!" Fillnmore said with great asperity. "You are in

a frenzy to get this instrument. Therefore, you nust know its
function. It follows, then, that you know 1 couldn't part with
it at any price."

Persano cl ucked di sapprovingly. "I could tell the authori-
ties that the unbrella was stolen fromny enpl oyer."

"You are bl at hering nonsense! Anyone with a shred of

sense nust deduce your enployer has no desire to sec this
instrunment's astonishing properties nade public. You could

have reported it stolen in prison. Instead, two people are dead
because of it. and | have a bullet in ny shoul der.'

"An unfortunately staged episode," Persano agreed, sti-
fling a yawn. "The Col onel has no idea of how to achieve
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maxi mum ef fect with minimal effort. H s aggression grows in
i nverse proportion to his wani ng nanhood. "

Suddenly, the puzzle, nearly solved, all clicked into place.
The ferocious Col onel Sebastian Mran! ("The second nost
dangerous nman in London, Watson!") And the kindly sor-

cerer, John Wellington Wells, adnmitted to spying on a master
mat hemat i ci an, from whom he stole the unbrella. The instru-
ment nust be the brainchild of the brilliantly evil kingpin of
London crine. Professor Moriarty! And then, another thought;

Hol mes once spoke of two especially dangerous nenbers of
me Moriarty gang- One was Moran. Persano nust be the
ot her.

Fill more, shuddering, comrented on Persano's remark
"You arc of course, referring to Col onel Myran."

For a split-second, the mask of indifference dropped, and
me other subjected Fillnore to a deadly scrutiny- Then his
eyes clouded over again and Persano propped his cane by his
chin and chuckl ed.

"Cards on the table, eh?" He nodded approvingly- "Very
welt, then, an end to ganes-playing: you, sir, are either an
agent or a foot."

"What do you nmean?" Fillnore stanched the wound H his
t hr obbi ng shoul der wi th a handkerchi ef.

"It cannot be that you are with the Yard," Persano nused.

"A provocateur would not allow a fell ow constable to blindly
face an unseen foe w thout anple warning. Nor, for that

matter, would Sherrinford Hol mes stick sonmeone el se's neck

on the chopping block. No. You did not lure ne into an

imminent trap. You are engaged in a | one gane agai nst the
greatest organization of its type in the world. You are, there-
fore, a colossal fool."

"In a word, you refer to Professor Mriarty's organization."
"Who?" Persano asked, pretending perplexity.
There was a | engthy silence.

"l do not know to whomyou refer," Persano said, "but I

m ght anend what 1 said before. | called you a fool. 1 suspect
you are worse: a veritable lunatic. But the tense soon shal
al ter "

Fillmore clutched the unbrella tight, his thoughts racing.
Hs life was in great danger. |In whichever world he bl un-
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dered, he ended up a victim In this cline, he mght well end
hi s sequence pernmanently.

"Thi s needs no further discussion, 1 think," Fillnore said
airily, attenpting an ease of nmanner which he hoped mi ght
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mat ch his opponent's. He shifted in the unconfortable car-
riage seat. "You will steal the unbrella and there's an end of

it."

Per sano shook his head, an earnest expression on his face.
"Really that is not possible. Don't you see? You, an indepen-
dent agent, are sonehow privy to details that my enpl oyer
woul d not like bruited about. You are able to set ny face and
nane to several recent incidents of dubious merit. You carry
a pellet in you froman airgun and there are many unsol ved
crimes connected with such a weapon. Wat is worse, you
know me Col onel's last nane. No, no. it's quite inpossible,
surely you see mny position?"

Hi s eyebrows raised quizzically. He really seened con-
cerned lest Fillnore fail to conprehend and sanction the
depl orabl e step that nust be taken

It did not fool Fiilnmore- Persano had never taken pains to
cover his involverment in the "incidents." Wat was worse,

he freely volunteered information about Mran's association
with other atrocities. Persano evidently never at all intended

to let the scholar survive.

"Look," he blurted, "I have a different suggestion. Cone
with me soneplace else so dial | amno longer in this world.
1"l go back to my own cosnos! Then you can take the

dammed unbrella and return here!"

Per sano shook his head again. "I can't do that. How do |
know how long it will take before that thing decides to work
again? If it could work now, you wouldn't be here at this
monent. But even if you could waft us el sewhere i nmedi -
ately, you know | could not use the unbrella for long after-
wards, and 1 have no rinme to wait."

"Why couldn't you use it?" Fillnore asked

Persano eyed himcuriously, "I think you actually don't

know. "

"Know wter?" Hi s shoulder still hurt. The carriage had
decelerated to a nore bearable rate, but he still was unable to

sit confortably.
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Persano reached over and took the unbrella. Fillnore tried

to hold tight, but the other easily plucked it fromhis grasp
Persano pushed aside the hood folds, and put his thunb on

the catch.

"(bserve." He pushed the button
Not hi ng happened.

"I't is inprinted with your brain pattern. It will take a |ong
time to readjust. Unless . . ."

He I et the thought dangle in ne air, drummng his finger-
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tips on the central pole of the bunbershoot.

A long while passed. They stared at one another w thout
speaki ng.

Then the horse slowed to a wal k.

"W are alnost there," Persano said in a | ow voi ce.
"Wher e?"

"A war ehouse. Prepare to disenbark."

Persano | ooked out the wi ndow. As he did, Fillnore sud-
denly realized why he was having so nmuch trouble sitting
confortably. There was sonething in his back-pocket—

The |ife-preserver!

Carefully, carefully, he reached his hand around to get the
sapping tool. H's fingers crept. Persano stared out the w ndow.

Good! Teeth clenched, a cold perspiration bespangling his
brow. the pedant strained for the ersatz bl ackjack. Another
quarter-inch .

It snagged in a fold of his pocket, and he could not yank it
free. Fillnmore tugged, but his armwas in an awkward posi -
tion and he hadn't anple |leverage to tw st out the thing
cleanly.

The carriage shuddered to a stop

"End of the line," Persano announced, turning. Hi s eyes
narrowed. "What are you doi ng?" he asked, his tone sug-
gesting nme indul gent displeasure of a kindly schoolteacher
towards a wayward urchin.

Fillmore frantically pulled at the cosh. The whol e back
pocket of his pants ripped off. At last, he had it in his hand.

But the quick novenent triggered Persano. Sw ftly, sound-

| essly. he shot forward and clutched Fillnore's throat in a
steel grip. He was not angry, only nethodical. Watever
Fillmore was trying to do, Persano imredi ately recognized it
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as a last-ditch effort and knew be nust bring it to naught. n
Though t he business was clearly beneath himthrottling was

the preserve of brutal underlings—he squeezed Fiilnore's

wi ndpi pe quite efficiently, nonethel ess.

The schol ar once read that it only takes a professional killer
seven seconds to choke sonmeone to death. Already the lights

of life danced dimy and dw ndl ed. He knew he only had
strength in his armfor a single assault—

He cracked the preserver agai nst the base of Persano's

neck. (Gesture derived fromcountless spy and war filns.)

Persano slunped for a second, only a second; the quick mnnd

anal yzed the extent of danger with incredible celerity and

mar shal ed strength for a new attack. ;
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But FU nore only needed the one respite. He heaved Persano

of f and sinmul taneously raked one hand upwards over the

other's face fromjaw to nose (a trick out of Shone} while the --
other hand slamred the life preserver into the throat thus

presented for the blow (Bad Day at Bl ack Rock).

Per sano gagged and doubl ed up.

Dropping the cosh, Fillnore wested free the unbrella and
junped out the opposite side of the carnage fromthat which
he'd entered. Just then, the driver pulled the other door open;

seei ng he was gone, he cursed at Fillnore, slamred the door

and started after him Fillnmre threw his weight against the A
hansom hoping to tip it over onto the driver, but the effort A
drew fresh pain fromhis shoul der wound and only earned H

hima good jarring butt. n

He saw the feet of the driver rounding the carriage, so he H
started the other way. An idea struck himand he vaulted onto H
the driver's seat ("Thanks to Gene Autry'") and sl apped the

reins.

The horse anbled forward two i nches and st opped.
"Damm! It al ways | ooks so easyll'

The driver came up on him A sinewy, saturnine thug he

was, with a dagger in his hand. He haul ed hinself onto the
seat, slashing at Fillnore, but the professor adm nistered a
stunning blow to the chest with the whip handl e ("courtesy
Lash LaRue") and the rascal |anded on his back in the street,
roaring.

The horse, mistaking the bellow for an order, reared up
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"Whoa!" Fillnmore yelled. The animal, unfamliar with the
western idiom interpreted the word as a secondi ng notion

and i mmedi atel y adopted the measure by dashing forth. The

cab careened to one side, righted itself and |urched behind the
crazed beast.

The jolt pitched Fill nmore backwards. He nearly lost his

grip on the unbrella, but clutched frantically, regained his
hol d, and simultaneously squirnmed onto his face so he could
enbrace the cab roof with arns spread w de

The horse storned down the cobbl ed thoroughfare, which

was a road that directly paralleled the river. Warehouses sped
past; a confusion of disappearing drydocks. Cursing dock-
wal | opers sprang out of the path of nme runaway.

Filinmore hugged the roof. too winded and frightened to

move. But suddenly, the blade of a sword swiftly emerged
fromthe roof one-sixteenth of an inch in front of his nose. He
deci ded to budge after ail.

Wil e the bl ade was w thdrawi ng for another thrust, he
scranbled into the driver's seat and fished for the reins. No
use; they hung over the lip and jounced in the roadbed; he
strained but could not reach them Next thing he knew, the
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furious pitch of the ride bunped his teeth together so he bit
hi s tongue and shoved hi m strai ght back agai nst the cab
housing. He instantly pushed forward, narrowy avoiding the
sword point which energed at the place where his body had
made i npact.

He ran his hand down the unbrella and tried to snap it
open- No go! Then he saw a new danger up ahead. About two
bl ocks in the distance, the street curved sharply; where it
turned, the enbankment terminated and there was a sheer
unprotected drop into the river.

Two t houghts, bom of desperation and an acquai ntanceship
wi th Hopal ong Cassi dy and screen versions of The Three
Musket eers, popped into his head. He peered ahead—yes!
Just before the turn there was a custom house with enpty
flagpole jutting fromthe second-story .

He sprang forward onto the traces and grabbed the |link-pin
with the handle of the unbrella. Fiilnore seized the shaft of
t he bunbershoot and hauled up until the pin was al nost free.
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He stood up, bal ancing wobbily, squinting to gauge the cor-
rect angle and distance, waiting for the vital precise second.

Junpi ng as high as he could, he latched onto the flagpole
with one hand, at the sane tine tugging on the unbrella so
the link-pin disengaged. The carriage-top smartly smacked
his ankle and, with a tremendous effort, Fillnmore hooked the
unbrell a over his other armand got a second purchase on the
pole with his left hand. The carriage runbl ed past beneath
him A bolt of pain struck his shoul der, but he endured it,
wat chi ng wi th gnm approval ne event happening in the street
bel ow.

The cab | ost speed and the steed, no |onger shackled to it,
pul l ed on ahead. It negotiated the bend, but the carriage

| unbered straight to the edge, teetered for a fraction of a
second, men plumeted into ne icy Thanes with a col ossa

spl ash.

"And that,"” Fillnore observed with satisfaction "is the
| ast anyone will see of M. A |. Persano!"

Hi s pl easure was short-lived. Now that the immedi ate dan-

ger was over, it occurred to himthat he hadn't the foggiest

i dea of how to get down fromthe flagpole w thout breaking his
neck. But it didn't take himlong to devise a course of action

"Hel p!'" Fillnmore shouted. "Get ne the hell off of here!"
Chapter Six

Sacker shook his head incredul ously. "That is the strangest
story | have ever heard, sir. Either you are up to somnething
nef ari ous, or you are mad."

"I tell you that | amnot |ying Fil hnore protested. "Wul d
I nmention Professor Mirriarty if | were part of his gang?"
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The argument had been going on for several ninutes, and

the professor was beginning to despair of ever convincing the
good doctor that he was anything but a raving lunatic. Had it
not been for his shoul der wound, Sacker probably woul d not
have pernmitted himentry into Shermmford Hol mes' flat, half
convinced as he was that Fillnmore was indirectly responsible
for Ms. Bardell's nurder.
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The doctor shook his head slowy. "You conme to me with

wild tal es about dinmensional transfers—whatever that neans—
and worl ds where | only exist in an unpublished manuscri pt
and Hol mes is not Hol mes! The |east marvel ous portion of
your romance is that which you cl ai m happened this norning:

runaway hansoms, customnms clerks hauling you off flagpoles,
brickbats and dead policenen! Surely, sir, you do not find it
marvetous that 1 have sonme difficulty swallowing all this?"

Fill more nodded wearily. It had been a npbst exhausting

day, and his bandaged shoul der still throbbed dully. The

ni ght was drawi ng on and he wanted nothing nore dramatic

man sl eep. But duty was duty, in whatever world he inhab-

ited. If the Moriarty gang were so bent on attaining the
unbrella, it could only follow that the infanmous professor had
sone awful schenme in mnd.

But Sacker was adamant. "Hol nes only mentioned this
pedagogue of yours once, and that recently. Watever he did.
I do not know. For Holnmes only alluded to himon that one
occasion at the tine of his disappearance.”

"H s di sappearance?!"

Sacker nodded. "Yes. | do recall Holmes' relief. And his
perplexity. One day, he said, Mriarty was in London, the
next he was nowhere on the face of the earth. ' And good

ri ddance, Sacker!' he remarked, and there was an end of the
conversation. 1 never heard Mnarty's nane again until you
brought it up tonight."

"Well, well," Fillnore said inpatiently, "whatever may
be the status of the professor, he has a strong and w cked
organi zation which still carries on his works. It nust be

gquashed. And since its |lieutenants know about ny unbrella,
it is inperative that 1 speak to Shenmnford Hotnes i medi -
ately!"

"Well, as for that," Sacker suggested, "l suppose you

could conme along with ne tonight. Hol mes has comuni -

cated from d oi sterham where that business is all but wapped
up. He needs sone final service pertaining to one M. Sapsea,
and | amto performit." Sacker chuckled. "Holnmes rarely

asks nme to tackle anything histrionic. It nmust be a goose.

i ndeed, to whom | nust play the poker!"”

Fitlnmore's brows knit. It sounded famliar ... ah. yes, the
68
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"Sapsea" fragment found in Dickens' study after his death,

an enigmatic portion of the Edwi n Drood nanuscript that

remai ned unpubl i shed for nmany years. The rough-draft aspect

of the present world still held. It occurred to the schol ar that
io a place composed of unfinished or half-polished literary
concepts, it mght not be possible to conplete a sequence and
get free- He nervously tapped his fingers against the curved
grip of the unbrella and tried to follow the thought, but

Sacker spoke again.

" *| must ask you not to interfere with the progress of the
case, or attenpt to communicate with Hol nes until he gives

me leave to bring you forward. If you can agree to that, then
you nmay acconpany ne on the 10:40 out of Charing Cross.'*

"Very well," Fillnmore replied reluctantly. "But perhaps
m ght be able to give you a note to pass on to Hol nes when
we arrive. Tine nay be of the essence!"

The doctor nodded. "And now, since we can do nothing

until it is time to entrain, | suggest we follow ny friend' s
habit of tabling all talk of hypothetical crises until we have
detabled. | will send round for an ani abl e Bordeaux and ask

Ms. Raddle, our new | andl ady, to set out supper. Does that
seem agr eeabl e?' *

"Ch, of course,** Fillnore concurred, dimy wondering
where he'd heard of Ms. Raddle before- "I take it you have
decided not to regard ne as an immnent threat."

"Well, sir," Sacker chuckled, "I nmust adnit that is an

odd angle for a man to shoot hinself as a piece of corrobora-
tive evidence. | still cannot accept the wild history you
related, but if you are mad, sir, at least it is an engagi ng
mal ady. Besides, | detect a nan of learning in you, and a
scholar is by no neans the worst of dinner conpanions."

Fillmore thanked the doctor for his courtesy and nmentally
noted that Sacker/Watson certainly matched the ol d Hol nesi an
observation (was it first made by Christopher Moriey?) that a
man m ght be honored to neet the Great Detective, but it
woul d be Watson with whoma wi ntery evening, a cold

supper and brandy woul d be npst enjoyed.

Wi | e t he good physician stepped downstairs to talk to
Ms. Raddle (she's in Pickw ck Papers, too, isn't she?),
Fill more busied hinself |ooking about the draw ng roont
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library- It was easy to tell which portion of the bookshel ves
bel onged to Hol nes and which to Sacker. One half, or better,
was cram full of standard references and al buns of clippings
of cnminous activity. The other side of the roomwas devoted
to a broad assortment of escape literature—tales of early
English battles, ghost stories, high ronmance on the seas, an
occasi onal sanpler of sentinental poetry and (perhaps in
deference to Hol mesl profession) a tattered copy of the lurid
Newgat e Cal endar, a volume destined for ignomny in an-

ot her worl d.
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Sacker had one book open on a table by his easy chair and
the professor wal ked over to inspect what it was. "Ah! A
man of similar tastes in fantasy," he nmurnured. "Benson's
The Roomin the Tower and other ghastly tales." He turned
the book around and flipped through it, holding Sacker's

pl ace. The doctor evidently had just begun reading a short
story. "Caterpillars.” Fillnmore renenbered it with a shudder

The doctor reentered the room and nade a courteous re-

mar k concerning escapist literature, the likes of which Fill-
more held in his hand. "Yes. yes, the Bensons are rather a
dynasty," Sacker agreed. "I have another one, by Edward's
brot her. Robert Hugh. The Mrror of Shallot. Odd. Excellent."

Fill nore checked hinsel f. He had been about to comrent

on Ac finding of the identical volune years |ater on the day
he purchased the unbrella, but it occurred to himthat the
doctor would regard the assertion as further evidence that his
wits weren't all in working order.

Supper was sunptuous, if sinple fare. A roast beef, rare

and huge. A brace of gane. Trifle, coffee and brandy. The
only di sappoi nt ment was the Bordeaux, which was tenporar-

ily out of stock. In apology, Ms. Raddle sent up a cherished
tawny port, which Sacker set aside for post-dessert, if the
prof essor so desired. The doctor clearly had no enthusiasm
for the stuff, Fillnore, however, had not dined well since
sharing supper with M. Pickw ck, and he avail ed hinself of
all there was to be had, including the |Iandl ady's pnze port,
the effect of which was to lull himinto a much-needed sl eep

He awoke with a start. It was dark in nme room and there
wasn't a sound. He reached out, encountered a nightstand
with a box of matches on it. He runbled for one, lit it. noted
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the box to be one of those cheap cardboard pill boxes into
whi ch mat ches had been cramed. Perhaps it bel onged to

Hol mes; it sounded like his brand of freefonn adaptation,
Persian slippers used to hold shag tobacco, knives stuck to
the mantel to fix correspondence in place

There was a lanp nearby. Fillnmore lit it and turned up the

key so he could better deternm ne what surroundings he had. It
was a small bed chanber, plain, with a wardrobe and a | ow
table with mirror behind it where Hol nes assuredly put on his
di sgui ses. There was a piece of paper affixed to the mrror in
a place where Fillnore could not help but notice. He rose and
took the lanp with himso he could read what was witten

t her eon.

"My dear Fillnmore." it said, "I had no idea your injury

had so exhausted you. It was inpossible to rouse you, and
considering this as a physician, | amnot so sure it will be

wi se for you to spend the better part of the night on a drafty
railway train. Your resistance is | ow and you nay do yoursel f
an injury by com ng, susceptible as you may be to sundry ills
and fevers. | have put you in Hol nes' bed, m ne being
uncharacteristically untidy and his having had the benefits of
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Ms. Raddle's ninistrations, and amoff to catch the 10:40. If
you do not sleep the night, you nay wish to read; | will |eave
Ae drawi ng-room lights on for you. You are. of course,

wel cone to whatever fare you can find, and you may al so use

my toilet articles, shaving brush, etc. W shall return in a few
days. If you feel the urgent need to see Hol mes as soon as
possi bl e, you may, of course, join us in doislerham The
decision is yours. But. pertaining to the dangers you re-
hearsed, | must say, on your behalf, that a hasty perusal of
Hol mes' files shows that there is indeed in London one "Is.
Persano," an athlete, duelist and singlestick conpetitor of
awesone acconplishnment. His card is checked in red ink,

whi ch Hol mes enpl oys for particularly dangerous crimnals.

tf this is the same individual whomyou claimto have dogged
you, it may be wi sest to stay at Baker Street and to not set
foot out of doors until we get back. But 1 must not miss the
train. Farewell. OS."

Fillmore was too drowsy to clear his head and recall the
ref erence that was bunping about in the back of his brain. He
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still felt logy. Rubbing his eyes, yawning, he wal ked to the
door connecting with the drawing roonmflibrary. At |east steep
had refreshed his nenory on the matter of Ms. Raddle. She
was Bob Sawyer's |l andl ady in D ckens, and a contributory
vexation to M. Pickwi ck. A low, spiteful shrew who m ght

do anything for noney.

Roused fromsleep, Fillnore's appetite had al so returned.
He wondered whet her any of the beef was still left, or if it
was all put away.

And what about the unbrella?

Certainly Sacker would have left it behind, yet Fillnore
experienced a few qual ns until he opened the door and saw
the instrunment propped in the sane corner where he'd left it.
That was reassuring; even nore so was the sight of the
unconsuned food still waiting, covered, on the table.

"The benevol ent Dr. Sacker-alias-Watson," Fillnore

beanmed, stepping forward to Iift the cover on the plate of
beef. And then his warm sense of well-being plumreted and
di ed.

There was a man seated in the doctor's easy chair by the
fireside, a book on his |ap; he was reading intently.

"By all neans, sit and eat," Persano invited. "I have a

few pages yet to go."

The man with the sliced nose did not even deign to | ook at
Fillmore. He seenmed possessed by the Benson volunme in his
hands.

Fill more dashed over to the unbrella, and got a grip on it.
He pushed aside the drapery that encloaked the left front
wi ndow. The street outside was enpty.
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Shoul d I smash through the glass, make a bit of a vault

into the street? But a thought occurred to hi mconcerning
air-guns. He peered at the dark edifice directly opposite. A
sudden glint of reflected |light shone and was instantly gone, but
it was enough to informFillnore that sonmeone |urked behind

one of the wi ndows of Canden House, which nust be the

enpty home across Baker Street from221. (It was in Canden

House mat Col onel Mran | urked when he attenpted to assas-

sinate Sherlock in "The Adventure of the Enpty House.")

There was no point in trying a dash for it. Unless there was
a back way, Fillnmore was trapped wth Persano.
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"In case you are in a gymastic nood," Persano renarked,
"allow me to advise you that the house is entirely sur-
rounded. Now pray wait a norment |longer. 1 have but a single
page to conplete.”

Fillnmore stood rooted to the spot, his appetite gone, wait-
ing for the villainous Persano to come to the end of the tale in
whi ch he was engrossed.

Persano perceptibly shuddered as he cl osed the book. "That
was i ndeed a horror!" he remarked. "I have al ways been a
devotee of the fantastic. Are you famliar with the genre?”

Fill nmore said not hing.

"Ch, come." said the other, "the nere matter of the

unbrella and your inevitable dem se can surely wait. There is
not hi ng more soothing in this world than to contenpl ate
sonmething truly dreadful, such as Benson's 'Caterpillars,' and
then conme safely back to this mundane world where the only
atrocities are the humdrum stuff of daily business. The tale is
not up to ' The Roomin the Tower,* but then, what is? Still,
the i dea of ghastly crablike caterpillars, giant ghostly crea-
tures and their mniature daylight counterparts that scuttle
about with their excrescent bodies and infect those that they
bite with cancer—such is no ordinary cauchemar. |t al nost
makes the idea of ordinary death-by-viol ence drab and
confortable."

Persano flashed his mrthless snile at Fillnore. Then, in a

| ei surely fashion, he extracted a thin cigar, bit off the end,
spat it and requested a light fromthe scholar. Nunbly,
Fillmore tossed the pillbox to the other, who caught it, took
out a match, struck it and lit me cigar.

Persano regarded the matchbox nmonentarily. "A box |ike

this figures in the tale. Do you know it? An artist captures a
mniature crablike caterpillar and keeps it in the box unlit he
changes his nmnd and treads on the insect, which seals his
doom" Hi's shoul ders went up and he shivered in fear. "I
believe if | found such a creature in this box, ny mnd would
snap. | have seen the ravages of the disease." He regarded

his cigar with nelancholy dissatisfaction. "That is the curse
of all earthly endeavor, is it not? W bargain and bully and
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bl udgeon for our own ends, but in no wi se can we crush the
nm crobes that infest us fromw thin. | should hope ! should go
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mad and do terminal injury to nyself rather than undergo
such a horror as 1” once w tnessed and have just read about."
He regarded nme professor darkly, then his w cked smle
reappeared. "But | wax nel ancholy. Shall we proceed to
brighter matters?

"How did you get in?" Fillnore asked hoarsely.
"Ah, that's the spirit! Ask questions, buy time, my friend.

Si nce you ask, the Raddle's hol dings were recently purchased
by our interests and we set her up here after the death of Ms.

Bardell. She was instructed to informus if anyone of your
description and peculiar appurtenances"—he indicated the
unbrel | a—~shoul d appear to Dr. Sacker. | presune that you

are an agent of Holnes, after all, in which case the dear boy

is grown uncommon carel ess.”
"1 thought you'd drowned," Fillnore accused sullenly.

"Sorry for the disappointnent. But be assured, sir, | hold

no grudge for your maneuver. It was cleverly executed. But |
am no nean swinmer. And as for tracking you down again,

our system of surveillance is so thorough that you woul d have
been found out in any event within a nere matter of hours. |
confess, though, 1 did suspect this is where you woul d proba-
bly go. The only thing that at all bothered me was the
possibility that the unbrella m ght function once nore. But it
does not appear to be in any hurry to renove you fromthis

unl ucky world, does it?"

"One nmust finish a sequence,” Fillnore grunbl ed.
"1 beg your pardon?"

The schol ar briefly explained ne necessity of participating
in some basic block of action correspondent to the base
literary formof the cosnpbs in which one was deposited by

t he parasol

Persano nodded. "I see. That expl ains why the Professor

has not yet returned. But what a deuced unpl easant condition

I mgi ne, for instance, ending up in Stoker's Hungaria and
havi ng no other way out but to combat Count Dracula. A

horror, this unbrella, if one were carried by it into a world of
ni ght."

"Yes." Fillnore observed, stalling for tinme, "but no one
who knows how it works woul d deliberately choose such a
pl ace. "
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"Wll, no matter," Persano said, extinguishing his cigar,
"die time has come to terninate this disagreeable matter.
You will give ne the unbrella."'*

"1 will not!"
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Weariness etched lines on Persano's face as he contem

pl ated a struggle. "Cone, cone, man. bow to the inevitable.
You cannot escape, and you know it perfectly well. Moran

has a bead drawn on the front of the house, and there are
thugs in front and back." He consulted a pocket watch. "It

| acks two or three mnutes of midnight. My nen have been

told to wait until twelve. If | have not returned by then with
me unbrella, they are to forcibly enter and destroy you on
sight. I"'mafraid they would be rather nessy about it."

Persano rose. picked up his cane, which had been resting
on the floor, and withdrew the sword fromits innernost
depths. "Pernmit me | o dispatch you swiftly and mercifully,
white there is still tinme. It is the least | can do for so
i nnovati ve and tenaci ous an opponent."

"Have at you, then!"™ FU nore shouted, suddenly |ofting
the unbrella. Swinging it in both hands, he swept it at
Persano in me manner of an antique broad sword,

Per sano appeared rather disappointed in Fillnore as he

dodged the blow. "As a gentleman, | waited until you woke.
Perhaps, after all, | should have slain you in your sleep." He
parried an unbrell a-swash with a neat turn of the wist.
"Didn't you read Sacker's nessage? | amexpert at this. Your
formis barely passabl e acadeny, and rusty at that,"

Fillmore, not wasting energy replying, panted and puffed

as he tried to hack Persano to pieces. But the other net each
attack with easy indifference, not deigning to attenpt getting
under Fillnore's guard with his own stroke.

When, at last. the scholar coll apsed, breathless, back agai nst
the wall, Persano clucked dolefully- "You expend precious
time needlessly. There is but a scant minute ere the clock
chinmes twelve, and then there will be tedi ous butchery. For

the I ove of order, sir. | entreat you to accept an easy death!"
Fillmore lowered the unbrella. "Well, then," he gasped,
still winded, "I suppose | nust recognize the inevitability of

my nortality. But it's hard." He nodded for the stroke that
woul d end his life.
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Persano reached across the table and, seizing the tawy

port, poured a neasure into a wi ne glass. H& approached
Fillmore, sword in one hand, the glass in the other. He held

out the wine for the professor to take. "Drink this. It contains
a potent sl eeping-draught. Wen the doctor called for Bor-
deaux. The Raddl e, followi ng nmy instructions, brought this
instead. It works quickly. I will wthhold the coup de grace
until you slunber."

Fillmore took the wi ne. The clock began to chine m dni ght
as he raised the glass to his |ips

No/

The instinct for survival was too strong- He tried to dash
the liquor into Persano's eyes, but the villain, half-expecting
me gesture, ducked; the wine spattered his shirt. Persano's
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hand shot out. He grabbed the unbrella and wenched it
around, but Fillnore desperately resisted.

The two struggled fiercely, silently. But me exertions of

the day were too much for Fillmore and he finally coll apsed
beneat h the wei ght and superior strength of the other. Persano,
pul I ed off bal ance, toppled onto his opponent, but even as he
did, he jamed his el bow against Fillnmore's throat.

"You do believe in [ast-mi nuie heroics' You can't say 1
didn't try to bring you a painless death."

He stood up, planting a foot hard against Fillnore's chest,
pi nioning him A poundi ng noi se at the street door. The

| andl ady shot the boll. Coarse voices, the sound of many feet
poundi ng up the stairs.

"My nen," said Persano, mldly regretful. "Farewell."
He poised the sword in the air, ready to plunge it into
Fillnore's throat.

The schol ar braced hinmself. A wave of hatred for Persano
suppl anted what fear he m ght have felt- He clutched the
unbrella, wishing he could wield it one nore tinme. Hs
dunb brushed agai nst the rel ease catch

The tip of the sword started down for Fillnore's jugul ar-
But as it did, something unexpected happened.

The unbrella snapped open with a click.
76 Al arvta Kaye
Chapter Seven

There were dark, rolling clouds overhead, and in the air the
heavy, oppressive sense of thunder. Slowy the darkness fell

and as it did, Fillnore felt a strange chill overtake him and a
| onely feeling.

O Persano, there was no trace. He'd fallen off somewhere
during the flight of the unbrella, his sword flailing wildly as
he fell, screamng, to whichever earth Fillnore's distracted

i magi nati on di ct at ed.

A dog began to how in a farmhouse sonewhere far down

the road—a | ong, agonized wailing, as if fromfear. The
sound was taken up by another dog, and then another and
another, till, borne on the wi nd which sighed al ong the' dark
and | onely nountain road, a cacophony of howl ing tornented
his ears- In the sound, too, there was a deeper chuckling
menace—that of wol ves.

An arch of trees hemmed in the road, which becane a kind

of tunnel |eading somewhere that he dreaded to contenpl ate.
But there was no use trying to avoid a sequence, that was one
fact he'd finally |l earned. The professor trudged on in the
darkness, shivering at the icy air of the heights. The trees
were soon replaced by great frowning rocks on both sides; the
rising wi nd noaned and whistled through themand it grew

col der and colder still. Fine powdery snow began to fall
driving against his pinched face, sealing in his eyebrows and
on the rinms of his ears.
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The bayi ng of the wol ves sounded nearer and nearer. Of a
ways to the left, Fillmnmore thought he could discern faint
flickering blue flanmes, ghost-lights that beckoned to him but
he fearfully ignored them

How |l ong he trod the awful |ightless road, he could not
tell. The rolling clouds obscured the nmoon and he coul d not
read the crystal of his watch, nor could he strike a match.
Persano had never returned them

The path kept ascending, with occasional short downward
respites. Suddenly the road energed fromthe rock tunnel and

| ed across a broad, high expanse into ne courtyard of a vast
rui ned castle, fromwhose tall black casenments no |ight shone.
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Agai nst the noonlit sky, Fillnore studied ne jagged line of
broken battl ements and knew instinctively where he was.

A bit worse than Persano, he nused, approaching the great

mai n door, old and studded with large iron nails, set in a
projecting arch of massive stone. There was no bell or knocker,
but he had no doubt that soon the tenant would sense his
presence and adnmit him

Perhaps it would be better to flee. But he did not relish the
t hought of another minute on the freezing road with the

wol ves constantly drawi ng nearer. True, he'd heard themto

be much maligned aninmals, gentle and shy, but sonmehow be
found it hard to believe at that nonent.

The occupant of the castle was fiercer man wol ves, but

Fillmore guessed it was his destiny to neet him and if so, it
woul d be better to do so face to face rather than hide and wait
for himto seek Fillnore out.

The matter was settled when he heard a heavy step ap-
proachi ng behind the door. A gleam of |ight appeared through
the chinks. Chains rattled, huge bolts clanged back, a key
turned in a seldomused | ock and the rusty nmetal noisily
protested. But at |ast, the portal swung w de.

An ol d man stood there, clean-shaven but for a white

must ache, dressed in black fromhead to toe- He held an old
silver lanp in his hand; it threw flickering shadows every-
where. He spoke in excellent English, tinged, however, with
the dark coloration of a m ddl e- European accent.

*'|1 bid you wel cone. Enter freely and of your own will."
He did not nove. But neither did Fillnmore. A frown creased
the old man's brow. He spoke again. "Wl cone to ny

house. Cone freely. Go safely; and | eave sonething of the
happi ness you bring!"

A bit better. Fillnore thought, stepping across the thresh-
old. As he did, the host grasped his hand in a cold grip strong
enough to nmake hi m wi nce.

Fillmore started to speak, but the tall nobleman held up his
hand for silence until the bowing of the wol ves had died
awnay.

file:/l/F|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%20lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (59 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:20 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt

"Listen to them" he beamed. "Children of the night!
What nusic they nake!"

Dam Persona! Fillnore swore to hinself I'mright! He
78 Marvi n Kaye

woul d have to put such a notion into ny head just before the
unbr el | a opened!

He foll owed his host upstairs. Enroute, he had to tear a
passage through a gigantic spiderweb.

The tall man smled, and Fill nore knew what he was about

to say. "The spider— he began, but the professor finished
it for him

"—spinning his web for die unwary fly. For the blood is
the life, eh?"

The Count frowned. "How did you know what was in ny
m nd?" "

Fillmore shrugged. "Bit of a fey quality, | fancy."

Sonme 500 miles distant fromthe castle is a town, Sestri di
Levante, situated on the Italian Riviera. Near it stands the
Villa Cascana on a high pronmontory overl ooking die irides-
cent blue of the Ligurian Sea.

It was the latter part of a glorious afternoon in spring. The
sun sparkled on the water, dazzling the eye so the place
where the chestnut forest above the villa gave way to pines
could not easily be discerned.

A loggi a ran about me pl easant house, and outside a gravel
pat h threaded past a fountain of Cupid through a riot of
magnolias and roses. In the nmiddle of the garden there sud-
denly appeared a stranger, walking with a cane. He seened
bewi | der ed-

"1've lost himtenporarily," Persano murnured- "But he

must be in this world, and if he is, I'Il find himand finish
himat last. Then I'll take the unbrella and go home. Mean-
time, there are far |l ess pleasant places where 1 have m ght
have ended up."

He gazed about, noting with pleasure the marble fountain
playing nmerrily nearby. He drank in the salty freshness of the
sea wind and decided it would be a good place to sit and
devi se a schene of action. Persano strolled the gravel -path
and stopped at a bench near the Cupid fountain. He sat down
and |it a cigar with the last nmatch remaining in the pillbox
he'd secured fromFillnore. He tossed away the enpty box.

It arced high and | anded in the fountain.

Overhead, a bird twitted in the chestnuts. Sonmeone seated
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in the villa-spying Persano and wonderi ng who he was—
hai |l ed the stranger, but the shouted greeting received no
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answer. Persano was staring at the pillbox bobbing on the
surface of thri water. An awful presentinent overtook him
and the blood drained fromhis face.

Slowmy, reluctantly, step by step, he dragged hinself to the
fountain and stared, horrified, at the floating pillbox, which
had | anded open, like a mniature boat braving the crests of
the fountain freshet.

A small caterpillar had crawed into the cardboard box and

was scuttling this way and that. It was nobst unusual in color
and | oat hsone in appearance: gray-yellow with |unps and
excrescences on its rings, and an opening on one end that
aspirated like a nouth, its feet resenbled the claws of a crab.

Persano's eyes bul ged as the creature, sensing his presence,
began to crawl out of the box and swimin his direction .

"1 admit you are an unusual visitor." said Dracula. "An
interesting fellow, if that is the slang these days- Try sone of
the wine. It is very old."

"No thank you," Fillnore demurred, having had his fill of
soporifics in disguise. "I nust say that you are an excellent
host. The chicken was excellent, if thirsty."

"Per haps you woul d prefer beer?" the vanpire asked,
anxi ous to pl ease.

"If | can open the bottle nyself."

Dracul a shook his head. "You do me wong. There are
anci ent custons which no host nay defy, even if he be-how
do the peasants call it?-nosferatu!’

"Yes, but | seemto recall the case of one Johnat han
Har ker —

"Mar ker?" Dracul a echoed surprised. "How do you know
hin? He is at this monment on the way from England to
conduct sone business for ne."

"And you have no intention of letting himleave here not
undead." Fimmore accused Dracul a.

"You wong nme, young sir. \Wen the fornula | repeated
below is stated by a host and a nobleman, it dare not be
violated. / will do nothing to prevent Marker's departure."

"Except lock the doors and ring the castle with wol ves."
Fill more countered sarcastically.

80
Marvi n Have

The vanpire shrugged. "If | did not |ock the doors, the
wol ves might get in . "

"Weil. at any rate, you can see why | do not trust your
wi ne. "
"Yes," Dracul a nodded, "you seemtotally cognizant of

my identity, nature and intentions. But knowing all this, why

file:/l/F|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%20lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (61 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:20 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt

woul d you enter here of your own free wll?"
"Well, it's a long story."
Dracula smiled icily. "I have until sun-up."

So Fillnore told the story of the unbrella yet again, omt-
ting only the references to Ms. Bardell's cut throat and the
near - skewering of his own jugular by Persano . - . details that
he was afraid m ght disagreeably excite the Count.

"Hah! Can such things be?" the vanpire nused once the

tale was done. His piercing eyes shone with an unholy crim
son light. "Long ago, what arcane researches | carried on,
seeki ng things beyond the nmundane world in which | felt
trapped. And the things | discovered only proved a far worse
incarceration for me. But this—this unbrell a—what opportu-
nity ties withinits mystic conpass!"

Fill more began to grow uneasy. He'd spun out the history

till close to daybreak, figuring that the com ng dawn woul d
enable himto escape while Dracula slept. Even nore to the

poi nt, he nentally punned, he might be able to rid the place
of the vanpire with a stroke of the point of his unbrella and,
in such wi se, conplete the sequence and get out of this world
of horror into which his fight with Persano had unl uckily

pl unged him

It escaped himuntil that nonent that Dracula mght | ook

on the parasol as a far greater tool for spreading the brood of
the devil than the original plan he'd devised to purchase
Carfax Abbey from John Harker and nove to England and its
teeming mllions. But how could London conpare with the
avai | abl e necks of countless billions in worlds wthout nunber?

Fitlmore slole a nervous glance towards the casenent,
hopi ng that dawn mnight shine through it soon. By no neans
could he allow the unbrella to fall into Dracula's hands

"The night is nearly ended," the caped nobl eman said,
rising. Hs eyes fixed Fillnore's in a hypnotic stare. "I nust
sl eep the day- Let ne show you your room"
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"The octagonal one, ! know. Never mind, I'Il findit."
Fillmore strode across the |arge chanber and opened the door
to his bedchanber. It/was just where Stoker said it would be.
At the door, he paused and fixed the vanpire with a stem
gaze that he hoped woul d conmand respect.

"l depend on you. Count, to be as good as your word. A
vanpire may |ie—but a nobl eman, never."

"W understand each other perfectly well,"” Dracula sml ed,
bowi ng his head gravely. "I have given ny word, and 1 will
repeal it. No harmto you shall come fromne."

And he strode fromthe room slanming the door shut
behind him Fillnore hurried to the portal and tried it, but it
was securely | ocked.

The professor was worried. Dracula could not be trusted,
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and yet he had given his word as a patrician. Could he go
against it, evil though he was? Fitlnmore did not think so.

He wal ked back to his room and stretched out on the bed,
exhausted fromthe perils of the unbrella's flight and the
terrible wal k through the Carpathian forest. He began to sink
into a delicious |assitude.

No, no, no, no, no, no! his mnd repeated over and over, a
still, small voice protesting a fact out of joint, a snag in |ogic,
an unforeseen nenace.

"/ have given ny word, and | will repeat it. No harmto
you shall conme fromne."

Dracula did not say Fillnore woul d be unharmed. He said
he woul d not personally hurt him

Fillnmore tried to get up, but his |inbs were | eaden. Above
him not far away, a dancing swirl of dustnotes pirouetted in
a beam of noonlight. In the mddle of the mist shone two
nocki ng gol den eyes, tike those of an ani nal.

He tried to groan, but no sound energed. He had forgotten
Dracula's three undead mistresses who lived (?) with himin
the vaults beneath the castle.

The fairest and npbst favored of the three was in the
coffin-shaped roomwi th Fillnmore, baring her teeth for the
inevitable bite-

He fell into a merciful swoon.
82
Marvin Kaye

Chapt er Ei ght

Sone days, it is nigh onto inpossible to get out of bed. The
body, fitted with a not altogether unpleasant |assitude, refuses
|l o function. Too weak to protest, the mnd feebly struggles to
rouse the linmbs, but to no avail, so weak is the will, so

sapped the corporeal being. Easier to capitulate, to drift in
mat hal f-state between sl unber and waki ng

And so Fillnore remained in a condition of wan enthrall -

ment for the greater part of the day. Only as the autunmmal

gl oom began to draw in, signaling the approach of evening,

did his torpid brain make an effort |o gather in those wander-
i ng fantasies which possessed it and pack them away. Very
deep within, clawi ng at the prison-door of consciousness, a
voi ce urged himto wake

He pushed hinmsel f up unwillingly and sat on the edge of
the soft bed, head dangling, trying to recollect where he was.

A wol f greeted the oncom ng sunset.

Wth a start, he sat bolt upright, renenbering everything.

He peered across the roomw th nervous dread, but to his
surprise, the unbrella was still there. Getting to his feet,
swayi ng from unexpect ed weakness, he lurched over to it and
tried pressing the catch, but as he anticipated, it did not open
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He turned this way and that, seeking a mirror, finally recall-
ing that Dracula did not keep any such rem nders of his
vanpiric status about the house.

VWhen Fillnmore put a hand to his neck, he knew he needed
no glass to confirmwhat his fingers felt. He winced at the
two tender spots, the tiny punctures that still felt tacky. -

Luckily, according to Bram Stoker, vanpires rarely finish

off avictimin one night. But Fillnore felt so enervated that
he very nuch doubted whether he could survive a second

attack -

And the sun was goi ng down-

He ran to the large casenment in the dining roomand stared

out. The castle was built on a rocky precipice. The valley,
spread out far below and threaded with raging torrents, was
such a great distance straight down that if he fell, only a
parachute coul d save him
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But how di d Harker escape in Dracula? He enul ated the
Count, creeping fromrugged stone to stone, crawing down
the side of the castle iike a great lizard to the courtyard
underneath. But this drop was sheer, with no apparent foot-
hol ds or niches for the hands to grasp. Nor was there a
courtyard; only cruel and jagged rocks

He ran to his room and pushed open the narrow aperture.
The sane vista—exit was inpossible fromeither w ndow

Then how did Harker scale the wails? He beat his fists

agai nst his tenples, thinking, thinking. He renenbered that
in the novel, the solicitor wal ked out the dining-room door
into the corridor and explored the vast pile. Somewhere on
the castle's south side nust be the wi ndow that permtted
access to the lower floors and the courtyard.

But the door to the corridor was | ocked.

Fillmore tore about like a madman, trying the door at the
end opposite the octagonal room but it. too, was |ocked- He
set his back to the main door and bumped it, but the only
thing that gave was his back.

Darting to the wi ndow a second tinme, he watched in fasci-
nated horror as the sun di pped beneath the ridges and crests
of the nmountains. Only a thin slice of the golden rimre-

mai ned on the horizon.

Fi gure another five or six mnutes' worth of sunlight, and
perhaps an equal tinme of afterlight. Another minute for the
vanpires to rouse thensel ves and come up here. Then, at the
nmost generous estimate | have an unlucky thirteen minutes to—

"Well, say it'" he snapped at hinself, aloud. "To save
myself froma fate worse than death. Literally."

The teacher sat upon the edge of his bed and applied his
mnd to his predi canent. Panic woul d acconplish nothing, he
realized, so he mght as well enploy the residue of tine in
seei ng whether there were any way out at all

A chorus of wolves shivered on the rising wnd.
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He shudder ed.

"There's enough of that, dam it*" he told hinmself. "It's
about time | slopped behaving like a victimeverywhere | fly
to. Let's see now. can't get out the doors, w ndows are too
hi gh up. no way to safety clinb down the wall. 1'd probably
dash ny brains out, anyway, even if | tried it."

84
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And then a new and startling notion flashed into his nind.
He junped to his feet and nervously paced the room

"No tinme to followit all up," he declained aloud like the
actor he once aspired to be, "but sone of it nust be scanned!
Is mere an alternative reason? Qui ck—awork out a chain of

logic!"

He ticked off propositions on his fingertips. "One: a se-
quence has to be conpl eted wherever one goes with ne

unmbrella. Two: 1 amno |onger in the Hol nesian rough-draft
worl d. Hence: | conpleted the sequence there. But how?

Sone of the literary works on which that place is based were
unfinished in my original earth. Could it be that ny adventure
wi th Persano stopped just because it isn't over?!'"

Fill more shook his head. "Too many paradoxes. The Pi ck-

wi ck Papers was conpl eted by D ckens, and that was—

is—a part of Persano's wortd. So events cannot be dictated
by literature that | know, at |east not entirely. Wiich is
confusing, but forget philosophy for now, ask Hotmes, if |
live to neet hinm*' He put the issue behind himwith a
flourish of one hand, a gesture he often used when confront-
ing an adamantly incorrect student. "The vital question now
i s—why did the unbrella openTl

Only one answer fit. Wen Persano ainmed his sword at

Fillnmore's throat, the scholar's life in that world was, for al
practical purposes, term nated. Therefore, the sequence had

to be at an end, and the unbrella finally worked.

Therefore, in a world of horror, where there are victins
galore, all one nust do to escape is . . . die.

He certainly hoped he was right.

Picking up the unbrella. Fillnore strode purposefully to
the wi ndow and tried opening it. But the rusty latch would
not budge. He spied an i mense pewter candel abra, seized it
and hurled the thing forcibly. It bunped the glass and cl at-
tered to the floor.

"Hel I'" Exasperated, he stuck his face agai nst the w ndow
and saw that it was doubly thick. He also perceived that the
| ast sliver of sun was gone and the afterlight was fading

swiftly.

Then, fromfar belowin the very bowels of the castle, he
heard a netallic grating noise, followed by an iron thunder-
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g
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ous clang, like a great door slanmred open. Deperately he
westled with one of the Count's chairs. It was incredibly
heavy, and took a trenendous effort of the will for himto |oft
it at all, let alone swing it. But swing it he did. and ne

wi ndow shattered nmost gratifyingly. The massive piece of
furniture tunbled after the raining shards down. down into
the depths of the valley.

Fillnore scranmbled onto the wi ndow seat, unbrella in

hand, thunb on the catch. Gazing out at the panoram c vista,

he felt queasy. Heights terrified him If he was wong, and

the unbrella did not open, he would be crushed on the rocks and
t hen—si nce he had been bitten by the vanpire wonman-he

m ght have to join the | egions of the undead.

There was the sound of a heavy tread in ne corridor

outside. Screwing up his courage, Fillnore forced hinself to
| ook out at the |l andscape and conquer his fear of falling. He
saw the vall ey cl oaked in shadow, and very far off, the glint
of rushing water, a distant cataract.

The cataract strong then—

"NO " he adnoni shed hinself."No other literature this
time, just Sherlock Hol nes!"

—eataract strong then plunges al ong—
" Sher | ock Hol nes!"

—striking and raging as if a war wagi ng—
"Sherl ock Hol nes, Sherlock Hol nes, Sherlock Hol nes!"
—+ts caverns and rocks anong—

"SHERLOCK HOLMES!" Fill more shouted, junping out the
wi ndow.

Behind him in ne room the doors flung wi de. The bl ond
fiend raced to the window, snarling.

"Gone!" she howl ed, turning to accuse her mate. "How
did you dare permit this? You m ght have taken nme unbrella
while he slept!"

The Count, entering with a swiri of his cape, coldly re-

plied, "1 pledged nmy word 1 would not harmhim | rmay be a
vanpire, but 1 ama nobleman first, and a boyar does not

break his word." tn truth. Dracula had realized that transport-
ing fifty boxes of native soil across the dimensions would be
a grueling project. London was quite good enough .

The worman told himprecisely what she thought of his
86 Marvi n Kaye

aristocratic airs. "Your precious blue blood." she snapped
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spitefully, "is tainted with the plasma of the | owest village
peasants."
"And yours isn't?" he sneered, staring haughtily down his
| ong aquiline nose at her

"The | east you could have done woul d have been to hide
the thing so I could have supped again!"

"As for that," said Dracula, waving his hand with grand
disdain, "you are already nore plunp than is seemy."

"Plunp'1'." she screaned. "You told nme that's the way

you like me best!"

The matter proceeded through a great many nore ex-

changes and retorts, but it is perhaps indelicate to dwell at

I ength on the secrets of patrician donestic life, and so it were
good to draw the present chapter to a close.

Chapter N ne

Fillmore wanted to throw up, but he was too terrified to
move. Bel ow, the ferocious cataract raged. A needle-spritz of
foam sl ashed up through the curtain of m st created by the
falls, occasionally spattering droplets on his face. The |ong
sweep of green water whirled and cl anmored, producing a kind
of hal f-human shout which boormed out of the abyss with the

spray.

"M serabl e damed unbrellal!" he grunbled. "I said 'Sher-
| ock Hol mes' tine and agai n—NOT The Cataract of Lodore'."

The shelf on which the unbrella had deposited hi mwas

barely big enough for his posterior. Fortunately, it (the shelf)
was cut high and deep enough so he could arch his back

agai nst the black stone. There was just enough space to stand
the unbrella upright next to himalong the vertical axis of the
ni che, but otherwi se there was no roomto nove or turn
Eventual |y, he supposed, he would either fall into the chasm

or else figure a way to get down safely.

Hi s feet dangled precariously over the edge. Bel ow them

the cliff bellied out so he could not see straight down. But to
the right, he spied a footpath that |ooked as if it ought to pass
directly beneath his perch. Yet to the left there was a sheer
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drop into the torrent, so he could not be certain that the path
extended all the way to the point just south of where he sat. If
it did, he mght be able to slide down the cliffside and | and
on the narrow wal kway. It |ooked about a yard wi de, surely

| arge enough to break the monentum of his fall

But what if the path slopped before it got to where he was
sitting? Then he'd plumet right down di e nountain.

Well. sooner or later I'll have to risk it. Unl ess—
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Unl ess the unbrella had whi sked himback to his own

wor | d, where Southey's cataract was situated. Sequence rules
did not seemto apply to one's hone cosnps (or el se the
bunber shoot coul d not have operated in the first place, or so
Fill nmore reasoned).

He pushed the button hal fheartedly. Nothi ng happened. He
was still stuck on the meager rocky mantel

He gl anced above him and saw, too far to reach, a bigger

ni che, covered with soft green nobss. He | ooked down and

was sei zed by vertigo. He shut his eyes and shoved his back
against the eroded cliff wall, w shing he could sink inside it.

"Get hold of yourself! If you have to drop, you' d better be

in full control of your mnuscles!" he told hinself, w shing that
he coul d sonmehow find a way to shut off the sound of the
cascadi ng fl ood—a strange, nelancholy noise like |lost souls

|l anenting in the deep recess of the pool into which the
churni ng streans poured.

He tried to reestablish his equilibriumby turning his atten-
tion to the expanse of blue sky above him The weather was
mld and there was a pl easant breeze that he w shed, all the
same, would stop tugging and flapping his sleeve |like insis-
tent child-fingers begging himto conme play in the rapids

bel ow- There were few clouds, and none obscured the sun,

whi ch shone hi gh and bri ght.

Gazing nervously into the heavens, squinting to mnimze

the glare, Fillnore suddenly opened his eyes wide in surprise.
A fact popped into his head, sonmething he'd read in the
rubric to The Cataract of Lodore in the textbook he used to
teach English Romantic Fiction.

"Tourists who nake special jaunts to view nme site which
i nspired Southey's fanmpus exercise in ononatopoeia are gen-
eral ly di sappoi nted because—~
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Because why? How did the rest of the rubric read?

Bef ore the thought could be brought to nmind, Fillnore was
di stracted by the sound of approaching footsteps ... a rapid,
yet heavy tread.

He sighed with relief. Maybe it'll be soneone who can
kel p me get down from here!

The footsteps neared. Fillnore stared down at the footpath
curving around the mountainside to his right. A long nonment
passed, during which the footfalls grew | ouder, but slowed to
a wal k. And then a nman rounded the bend and energed into

the professor's angle of vision-

The newconer was extrenely tall and thin. d ean-shaven,

with a great dome of forehead and eyes sunk deep in his
skul |, the stranger was pate and ascetic in cast. Chal k dust
clung to his sleeves and his shoul ders were rounded and his"
head protruded forward as if he had spent too nmuch tinme in
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cl oset study of abstruse intellectual problens.

Stopping in ne nmddl e of the narrow path, he peered with
puckered, angry eyes at a place some steps in front of him
He spoke in an ironical tone of voice.

"Well, sir," he said. "as you are wont to quote, 'Journeys
end in |lovers neeting.' "

For a brief, disoriented second, Fillnmore thought he him
sel f was bei ng addressed. Then there was a nurnur froma

spot directly beneath the | edge where he was dizzily bal -
anced, and he realized that soneone had been waiting all the
while right under him hidden by the bellying rock-swell that
t he nmount ai nsi de descri bed just below his feet.

"I warned you | would never stand in the dock," the tal
man said in a dry, reprimanding voice- "Yet you have perse-
vered in your attenpts to bring justice upon ny head."

The unseen man nurnured a |laconic reply.

“In truth,"” the other continued, "I doubted that you could

so effectively quash the network of crime it took ne so |ong
to build up. But you have outstripped your potential, and
underestimated you, to nmy cost." As he spoke, his head was
never still, but noved in a slow oscillating pattern from side
to side, like sone col d-bl ooded reptile. "However, "he went

on, "you have also underestimated ne. 1 said if you were

cl ever enough to bring destruction on ne, 1 would do the

same for you. 1 do not nmake idle threats."
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Anot her murnmur Fillnore could not hear—npre protracted

ms time—and then the tall one grinmy nodded. "Yes, | wll
wai | that |long. He who stands on the brink of worid's-end

rarely objects to the delay of a second or two before tine
stops.”

Crossing his arns patiently, he waited silently, staring
fixedly at the person Fillnore could not see.

But by then, of course, the teacher knew the identity of

bot h ant agoni sts, seen and unseen. Wth the know edge cane

the recollection of the forgotten detail pertaining to the cata-
ract of Lodore.

"Tounsts who rmake special jaunts to view the site which

i nspired Southey's fanpbus exercise in ononmatopoeia," said

the rubric, "are generally disappointed because the falls dry
up by the tine they visit in summer. The Lodore falls are best
seen in col der weather.'

The sky and sun and the breeze told Fillnore it nust be
| ate spring. Therefore, the cascading waters bel ow coul d not
be Lodore.

It had to be Reichenbach Falls, instead.

Rei chcnbach Falls . . . scene of the dramatic final neeting
bet ween Sherl ock Hol mes and his arch eneny. Professor
Moriarty . . . perfectly logical considering that Fillnore si-
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mul t aneously thought of Hotmes and a waterfall. The um
brella took himprecisely where it had been told.

Al the same. he mused grunpily, if mght have picked a
| ess di sagreeabl e ringside seat!

And yet, for all his fearful giddiness, Filtnore felt a bit
like an A ynpian | ooking down on ne petty squabbling of
puny nortals. The anal ogy was furthered by the fact that he
knew bot h what was taking place and that which was about to
happen.

Ri ght now, he thought, Holnmes is witing a farewel|l nes-

sage to Watson. Wien he finishes it. he'll put it on top of a
boul der cl ose by and anchor the paper by placing his silver
cigarette case upon it.

Fillmore had read "The Final Problem several times. It

was a bitter tale, the one in which Arthur Conan Doyle tried
to kill off his fanmpbus detective; Fillnore often wondered what
it must have been like to read it when it first appeared in
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print, not know ng that Hol nes would be resurrected ten
years later in "The Adventure of the Enmpty House." (Fillnore
grinned to hinmself, thinking of the heresy his mnd had

just comritted: referring to Conan Doyl e as the author of
the Hol nmes tales. "Are ye mad. man?" his pals at the

| ocal branch of the Baker Street Irregulars would say.

"Wat son wote those factual accounts. Doyle was just the
good Doctor's literary agent!")

Fillmore finally knew what he was going to do: sinply

wait until the adventure ran its course. Holnmes would finish
the message, rise and walk to the edge of the footpath.
Moriarty, disdaining weaponry, would fling hinmself upon his
eneny and the pair would stniggle and tussle on the very

edge of the falls. At the last, Holnes' superior know edge ef
baritsu ("nme Japanese system of westling, which has nore than
once been very useful to ne") would win the day and Moriarty
woul d take the horrible, fatal plunge alone. Then Fillnore
could hail Hol nmes, who would surely help himto get down.

After that, I'Il warn himthat Colonel Mran is skulking
about here sonepl ace and—

And?

There was no point in naking any other plans just yet. If
Hol mes were unable to rescue himfromthe awful |edge,
there woul d be no future for J. Adrian (Blah!) Fill noret

At that nonment, Mriarty unfolded his arns.

"If the nmessage is done, sir,'
may proceed with this matter?

he said, "then |I presunme we
A murmur and then footsteps.

He's wal king to the end of the path. Now Moriarty wll
foll ow himand suddenly try to push Hol nes of f bal ance.
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Moriarly did not move. A nmirthless trace of hunor tilted
up the corner of his nouth.

Fillmore was suddenly seized by the chill prempnition that
somet hi ng extremely unpl easant was about to take pl ace.

"You surprise ne at the last," the evil Professor re-

mar ked. "Had you expected sone gentlenman's Code of Honor,

sir? My foolish |ieutenant Persano m ght subscribe to such
nonsense, but then again, he would be better suited physically
to grapple with a man thoroughly skilled in singlestick. And

baritsu."
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"What91." It was the first time Fillnore heard the crisp voice

beneath him

"Cone, cone," said Mriarty, drawing a revolver out of
his coat, "I keep files on ny enem es, too, you know. "

No! This is wong? Filinore was stunned. This isn't how
the story turns out!

"I amvexed," Mriarty slated. "You have tw ce underes-
timated ne, sir." He raised the pistol and ai ned.

Fillnore had no tinme to wonder whether direct interference

m ght change the texture of the world he was i n—+t was

already different. He did not concern hinself, either, with the
dangers of subsunption or, for that matter, the nore i nmedi -
ate risk that he nmight break his neck.

Transferring the unbrella to his right hand, he shoved
hi nsel f off the perch with a yell to warn the detective bel ow
As he descended, he Hailed the unbrella in Mriarty's direction

The Professor imrediately raised his arm and snapped off

a shot at Fillnore, but he was ainming at a noving target and
the bullet ricocheted harm essly off a boul der. Before he

could fire a second tine, Holmes grasped his armin an iron
grip and instantly afterwards, Fillnore | anded on the path in a
heap.

The arch-antagoni sts struggled violently scant inches from
the end of the wal kway. Fillnore did his best to get out from
underfoot, but el bows poked his ribs and feet trod his toes.
He was an integral part of the netee.

The detective grunted. The crininal cursed. They swayed

on the very lip of the precipice. Then Hol nes unexpectedly

and slickly slipped out of Miriarty's grip. The novenent set
the Professor off balance. Wth a cry of fear, he flailed, both
hands clawing Il he air. One touched the grip of the unbrella
and. instinctively, Miriarty clutched at it, wenching it from
Fillnore's grasp

Forgetting all danger, Fillnmore lurched forward and tried to
get the unbrella back, but Mriarty, uttering one long terri-
fied scream pitched over backwards into the abyss.

Filinmore scranbled on his hands and knees to the edge
and. with Hol nmes, watched the Napoleon of Crine falling,

file:/l/F|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%20lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (71 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:20 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt

falling, the unbrella wildly waving. He vani shed from view
in the scintillating curtain of spray.

92

For a long while they watched, but they could not discern

any novernent in the maelstrom Still. Fillnmore thought he

could hear Miriarty's cry of terror eternally intermngled with
the hal f-human roar of the falls.

Rousi ng t hensel ves, they wal ked down the path a ways.
Then the tall, thin man with the well-renenbered face ad-
dressed Fill nore good- hunoredly.

"In the past," he chuckled, "I have been skeptical -of the
wor ki ngs of Providence, but nevernore shall | doubt the
efficacy of a deus ex machina, no matter what guise it

descends in!"

Fillmore would have replied but they were all at once
interrupted by a barrage of rocks from above.

"That woul d be Colonel Mran," Fillnmore remarked. "He's
j ust about on schedule.”

Hol mes | ooked at him curiously but decided to forestall all
questions until after they escaped fromthe assi duous adninis-
trations of Mriarty's sole surviving |ieutenant.

Explication and Epil ogue

Late that evening, two nen sat drinking ale in a pothouse in
Rosenl aui. For a long while, only one of them spoke, but at

| ast, he ended his narrative-

"That is certainly the nost singular history i have ever

heard,"” said the other, taller one, signaling to the waiter for
more brew. "It is nore surprising to me than that awful

busi ness at Baskerville and, at least to you, quite as harrow ng."

"And now," said Fillnmore, "I suppose you are going to
suggest | consult a specialist in obscure nervous diseases?"

"Not at all, old chap," the |ean detective grinned. "There

is an internal cohesion that | should be pronpted to trust in,
to begin with. But knowing all that i do about the late

Prof essor Mriarty, your tale nmakes consi derabl e sense."

"It does?"

"Moriarty hinself prefigured the possibility of a dinensional-
transfer engine in his brilliant paper on The Dynam cs of an
Asteroid. Not in so many words, you understand, but the
concept was buried within if one had the conprehension and
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me phil osophical tools to prize it forth. The Professor cer-
tainly foresaw the ram fications of his theory, at least in this
i nteresting—and rather distressing—side-channel of his re-
search. | shudder to think what m ght have happened had he
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manuf act ured enough of themto armhis entire armny of
villains' Crimnal justice in England (perhaps in ne entire
cosnos, eventually) would be totally unworkabl e." Hol nes
tapped his fingers against the frosted stein which the waiter
set down before him "O course, | suppose it would have
then been up to me to devise a simlar engine and nmake it
available to society at large." He shook his head, sniling
ruefully.”"! wish you could have held onto it. 1 should have
been nost interested in examning it."

"I"'mextremely di sappointed nmyself,'* Fillnmore said. "I
came here specifically to ask you about the unbrella, and
now it's gone!"

"You wanted to find out how it worked?"

"No," he replied, shaking his head. "I wanted to | eam
why it works so strangely."

Hol mes | aughed. "Oh, you are referring, | suppose, to the
business of its taking you to so-called 'literary' dinmensions?"

Fill more nodded. He had a sudden inkling of what Hol nes
was about to say.

"That, mny dear Fillmore, is quite elenentary! The physics
and nmat hematics of space strongly inply the coexistence of
many worl ds in other dinensions. What are these places |ike?
Surely, space is so infinite that there nust be an objective
reality to planets of every conceivable kind, variances and
patterns nmundane and fantastic."

"Yes, yes, but why literary permutations?"

"You have been goi ng about the probl em backwards, "

sai d Hol mes. "These places do not exist because people on
your earth dreamed themup. | should say rather the reverse
was nore |ikely."

" Meani ng?"

"Meaning ne 'fiction' of your prosaic earth nust be bor-
rowed, in greater or |esser degree, from notions and concep-
tions that occur across the barriers of the dinmensions. Have
you not heard witers (though surely not Watson) protest that
they do not know from what heaven their inspirations de-
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scend? Even ny good friend the doctor's agent, Conan Doyl e,
has sometines told me that he invents characters in his

hi stori cal romances that 'wite thensel ves.' Does this not
suggest that these artists may be unwittingly tapping the

| ogi cal prem ses of other parallel worlds?"

"Then, in nmy case— Fillnore began, but Hol nes al -
ready knew. n

"Of course! You are an instructor in literature and drana.
Your mind is evidently psychically attuned to the alternative
earths which the literature of your world has told you of —and
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succeeded in captivating your imagination with,"

Fill more nodded and sipped his ale. They sal in silence for
a few nonments before he spoke again.

"Your theory nmakes a great deal of sense, and yet—
"And yet ?' *

"It does not totally explain why it has been necessary for
me to conmplete a sequence of action in each world 1 visit."

Hol mes nodded. "That, 1 should say, is a three-pipe prob-

lem But it will have to be left for a tinme when we can

breathe nore freely. Colonel Moran will surely pick up our trai
before the night is over. W nust proceed swiftly, and you nust
stay close by. Since he may have observed your role in the death
of his chief, you may well be marked for exterm nation."

"1l don't mind at all sticking with you," Fillnore adnitted
as they rose fromthe table, "especially since 1 have no
recourse now but to be subsuned."

i amnot positive that subsunption is an inevitable func-
tion of the unbrella," said Holmes, insisting on taking the
check, "but you are right to the extent that the instrument is
now out of reach of our human resources."

They wal ked out of the tavern and inhaled the clear, cold
air of evening.

"1 suppose you do not intend to get in touch with Watson,
under the circunstances?"

"No," Hol nes shook his head, "it would involve himin

too great a risk. The dear boy is an innocent when it cones to
di ssenbling. Moran will reason ny path lies honeward, but

if | do go to London, there will be danger for all and sundry.
Moran mi ght kidnap Watson to flush nme out. No, 1 nust stay
away from England for a tine."
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"And therefore you will change your nane to Sigerson

and—

"How t he devil did you know that?!" Hol mes snapped, his

brows beetling. Then his face cleared and he nodded merrily.

"Of course! You have a contemnporaneous awareness of cer-

tain likely events in this world. But | pray. sir, if we are to be
travel compani ons, please refrain fromcasting yourself too

often in the rote of a Nostradamus. There is. a piquancy to
quot i di an unawar eness of one's Fate."

Fillmore agreed and they wal ked on for a tinme in silence.
Then Hol mes suggested that the professor ought to consider
what role he mght want to assune in the present world.

"Wy, no one knows ne here," the other said in sone
amazenent. "Wy should | need to be anyone but nysel f?"
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"Because you will bring us into rather risky focus during

our travels abroad if you insist on remaining a man without a
background and point of origin. First thing we nust do is
purchase a good set of false papers. You will need a well -
wor ked- out hi story—

"And a new nane!" Fillnore said suddenly and deci sively.
"What on earth for? What's wong with the one you have?"
"I thoroughly detest it!"

"Yes, yes, but you are apt to slip up if you stray too far
fromyour original nonenclature. If you nmust pick a new
nane, choose one cl ose enough to the present one so it won't
take long to get used to it."

"Very welt," Fillnore agreed, lapsing into thoughtful silence-

/"1l get rid of that hateful mi ddle name and call myself by

my original first one. the one nmy aunt didn't |ike because it

bel onged to ny father. A bitter nmenory crossed his m nd,

and he deternined to be done entirely with the painful past. The
hell with the surname, too! 1'll go back to the old spelling.

They stunped al ong for another quarter-hour and at | ast
Hol mes suggested they take shelter mthe barn he saw upon
the rise and stay there until the norning came. Fillnore agreed.

A few mnutes later, they stretched out in straw and pre-
pared to slunber. A peculiar idea occurred to the scholar at
that nonment, and he sm | ed.

" Sonet hi ng amusi ng?" Hol nes asked.

Fillmore nodded. "It just crossed nmy mind ... if your
theory is correct and artists in nmy world really do unwittingly
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borrow fromthe events of alternative earths, then it is possi-
ble that | amalready figuring in sone work of literature back

where | cane from™

Hol mes chuckled- "I do not think 1 amgoing to dwell on
that thought just now. My poor tired brain has had enough of
met aphysi cs for one day!" /

Wth that, the Great Detective said good night and went io
sl eep.

H s conpanion lay there for a long time, thinking about the
mor r ow when he woul d take on his new name and identity

and start a new life. The professor gazed into nme darkness
and pondered the perilous perplexities of the stars.

In his cozy Victorian study, the doctor gazed down on the
new manuscript. The thing was nore fun. he thought, if he
could think of the perfect nane.
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There was al ready evidence that his readers enjoyed the
wy device of Watson's "stories-yet-to-be-lold." It was a
cl ever method of injecting humor into the often grimtales:

| ease the readers with prom ses of outl andi sh-soundi ng sto-
ries not yet witten up by Watson

For instance, there was the adventure of the Gice-Pattersons
inthe Isle of Ufa (wherever that was!) or the Repul sive Tale of
the Red Leech, or—anobng the npbst outrageous— 'the strange

case of |sadora Persona, the well-known duelist, who was found
stark staring mad with a matchbox in front of himwhich con-

tai ned a remarkabl e worm sai di o be unknown to science ..."

But this name now. J. Adrian FUnore. It didn't have quite

the properly quaint tone he was seeking. It was a trifle stuffy
and stolid. Perhaps it was the middle name ... fry elininat-
ing it. And what night the initial stand for? John? Janmes?

(He chortled as he thought of the printer's error that caused
Watson's wife to call himJanes by nistake. What a tizzy of
pseudo- schol astic comment that had provoked!)

James it would be then. he decided finally. And perhaps an
ol der and quainter spelling of the surnane .

And Art hur Conan Doyl e wote:

** . . the incredible nystery of M. Janes Phillinore,
who, stepping back into his own house to get his unbrella,
was never nore seen in this world ..."

TWEEN
byJ. F. Bone

"Leonard," M. Ellingsen said, "what on earth" are you
doing to your hair?"

"Not hi ng," Lenny said unconfortably. He glared at Mary

Ell en and she | ooked at himwi th eyes of greenest innocence.
Damed witch, Lenny thought. Wat M. Ellingsen should

have said was what in hell is happening to your hair. At |east
hi s geography woul d be nore accurate.

"Hm " M. EH ngsen said- "For a nonent, it |ooked as

t hough unseen hands were ruffling it. It was a thoroughly
unpl easant sight. | have |earned to endure |long hair on young
men, but 1 cannot stand watching it rise and fall |ike waves
on a w ndy beach."

The class | aughed and Mary Ellen | ooked smugly virtuous.
"I didn't do anything." Lenny protested.
"Pl ease don't do it again," M. Ellingsen said.

The cl ass giggled and Lenny w shed that he was mniles

away, or thai Mary Ellen was—preferably the latter. Just why
did she have to pick on hin? He wi shed that he had never
dated her last sumer. Al he'd done was kiss her a couple of
times. And he woul dn't have done that if Sue Canpbell

hadn't been in California with her parents. But the way she'd
acted when Sue cane back was l|ike they'd been nmaki ng out
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ever since Sue left.

[t wasn't true. He'd only tried to go further once, and she
froze like an icicle. She turned off just |like she'd turned a
swi tch. He shrugged; If she wanted to be a cold tomato, that
was her bag, but she needn't have acted |ike she owned him
He dropped her like a hot potato and went back to Sue al nost
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with relief. That was when she started hangi ng around and

bei ng obnoxi ous. But Sue didn't like Mary Ellen, and that

kept the witch away until the end of winter term Jeal ousy
was strong nedicine agai nst witches, Lenny guessed, but it
wasn't perfect because Sue and Mary Ellen were talking to

each ot her now.

That wasn't good. Sue was inpressionable, and she ge-

lieved that crap Mary Ellen dished out. Mary Ellen wasn't too
truthful when she got going. In fact, she was a goddam i ar.
But Sue didn't know that. Mary Ell en sure knew how to get

Sue wor ked up.

A guy would be safer with a rattlesnake. At |east the snake
gave warning before it struck. And its poison was, no worse
than Mary Ell en' s—aow she was making cold chills run up

and down his spine. They really ran, leaving icy little foot-
prints on his vertebrae. Hi s skin tingled and he shivered

uncontrol | ably.

M. Ellingsen | ooked at himagain: A grimace of annoy-
ance twi sted the teacher's pallid face.

Lenny began .to itch. The urge to scratch was al nost
uncontrol | abl e.
"M ss Jones." M. EHi ngsen said.

Mary Ellen shifted her eyes to the teacher. The itching
pronptly stopped, although the cold spots renained.

"What is there about the back of Leonard's head that
demands such intense scrutiny?" M. Hingsen asked.

Mary Ell en bl ushed.

Lenny felt a nmld satisfaction; it served her right. She
didn't like being the center of attention. Wtches never do.
When t hings began to happen to hima nonth ago. he'd been
suspi cious, and after sone readi ng of books in the school and
public library he had becone certain. He was bew tched. It
wasn't sonet hing he could tal k about, and Acre wasn't nuch

he coul d do about it. After all, killing witches was no | onger
a public service, especially not when they were as pretty as
Mary EHen Jones. Anyway, she was nore an annoyance than

a danger. She couldn't really harm hi mnow t hat he was
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carrying a clove of garlic in his pocket and wore a cross, and
a St. Christopher nedal. And in three weeks he'd be graduat -
ing fromdear old John Tyier H gh and that would be the | ast

TWEEN 99

of Mary Ellen. He was going to join the Air Force and
vol unteer for foreign service

Mary Ellen eyed M. Ellingsen with distaste. He didn't

have to call attention to her. He was typical of all that was
wong with rmal e high school teachers, Mary Ellen thought
moodi | y- Possibly he woul d have turned out better if he had
nmore body and | ess brains, but slight, balding, nearsighted
M. EHi ngsen. with his high precise voice and quick birdlike
nmovenents, was a distinct washout. He was al nost as bad as
Lenny Stone. She shook her head. No—that wasn't being fair
to M. Ellingsen, Lenny was uni que. Nobody could be as
bad—as ugl y—as inconsi derate—as horrid as Leonard Joseph
Stone. Lord! How she disliked himi It was an enotion that

m ght welt develop into a first-class hatred. After all, M.
Ellingsen was intelligent in a stupid sort of way, which nmade
himdifferent fromLenny. Still, that hardly conpensated for

his defects. He wasn't human—but then what teacher is? And

he was awfully nean to poor M ss Marsden. Everyone knew

Anna Marsden was in love with him but M. Ellingsen never
gave her a break. He didn't sit with her at the faculty table or
walk with her in the hall. He was too wapped up in Physics

to even see a nmere English teacher. He was absolutely insuf-
ferable. Mary Ellen eyed Ellingsen specul arively. He just

m ght | ose sone of his offensive superiority if one of his
experinents went sour, but nothing ever went wong with an

El I i ngsen denonstration. They al ways went off |ike cl ock-

wor k and al ways proved their point. Mary Ell en sighed. She

wi shed she could do sonmething for Mss Marsden, or do
sonmething to M. Ellingsen. Either alternative would be nore
pl easant than Just sitting here and listening to things she
didn't want to understand. She settled back into a confortable
daydream of experinments going wong, to the conplete frus-
tration of M. EHi ngsen

"The object of this denobnstration,” M. Ellingsen said,

"is to show that the force of gravity is, to all intents and
pur poses, a constant when substances of relatively small nmass
are involved, and that under these conditions, objects will fal
at the sane velocity regardless of their size and weight- O
course, this is within reasonable limts. | suppose that if you
dealt with something as |large as the noon, conpared with
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somet hing as snmall as a steel ball bearing, you would find

dial the noon would reach the earth sooner because it woul d
attract the earth to it nore than the steel ball would, but
insofar as the earth's attraction to the noon is concerned, the
speeds of attraction would be the same, roughly about 16 feet

per second, per second. /

"What I'mgoing to do is show you that a Ping-Pong bal
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and a steel ball bearing of equal size will fall at the sane
speed. "

"Wul dn't nme steel ball hit me ground a | ot sooner if you

dropped themoff a real high place like the top of the clock

tower?" Bill Reichart asked. Bill was an honor student and /

al ways asked questions. M. EU ngsen liked it because it gave <

hi m a chance to expl ain.

"OF course it would, but there are other factors involved."
"Li ke air resistance?" Lenny asked. y:

"Exactly. The air would slow the Ping-Pong ball. But if

you dropped the two balls through a vacuumthey'd fall at the
same speed.”

"Exactly the same speed?" Reichart persisted

"Theoretically no—actually yes. The steel ball should at- n
tract the earth toward it nore than the Ping-Pong ball, but H
their relative masses are so infinitesimatly small as conpared oo

with the nass of the earth that the difference is cal cul able \
only mat hematically and woul d be expressed in a fractional y
skillionth of a nanosecond. At any rate, mere is no instrunent | :

in ms school that can neasure the difference." M. Ellingsen f
was sidestepping the issue. Actually, he wasn't as sure of H

hi nsel f as he had been a few nm nutes ago. There was sorme- H
thing about gravity nibbling at the edges of his nenory, but 11
he consoled hinself with the thought mat if he didn't know, n
neither did the nenbers of the class. He thought wyly that n
this was probably why he was teaching high school rather '
than working for a Nobel prize in physics. He sinply didn't

know enough.

Bill Reichart nodded. "You wouldn't want to bring up ?]

Ei nstein's mat h?" he asked, f

"Not now," Ellingsen said. The class | ooked relieved. n

"I''"ll try to explain,” he continued, ignoring the collective i
sublimnal sigh fromthe students, "but I'll do it with this

TWEEN 101

apparatus. You see. all | want to show at this tinme is that

within practical limts the earth's attraction is a constant.

Indeed, it is enough of a constant that Sir |saac Newton used
it as a base for his theory of gravitation and to develop a
mat hematics that is still useful, despite |later discoveries.
From a practical viewpoint, we have no need for an anal ysis
of gravity that is nore accurate than Newton's, unless we
become astrononers or astronauts.

"Now | et us exam ne the denonstration apparatus,” M.
Ellingsen pointed to the two clear plastic tubes behind him
that reached fromthe floor alnost to the high ceiling.

"These tubes contain a reasonably hard vacuum" M.
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Ellingsen said. "This will elimnate air resistance. They al so
contain two dissinilar objects—a Ping-Pong ball and a stee
ball bearing, and sone el ectronic apparatus to neasure tine.
The | eft-hand tube contains the ball bearing and the right-
hand tube contains the Ping-Pong ball. The Ping-Pong bal

has a fewiron filings glued to its surface. Both balls arc held
in the top of the tubes by el ectromagnets and there is a
sensing device in the bottom of each tube. When | touch this
button it will cut the current to the nmagnets and both balls
will be rel eased sinultaneously. Now watch what hap-

pens. "

M. Ellingsen pushed the button

The Pi ng-Pong ball smacked agai nst the bottom of the

ri ght-hand tube but the steel ball remained at the top of its
container. Wth an exclamati on of annoyance M. Ellingsen
punched the button a second tine. "Apparently the magnet
didn't release,"” he said unconfortably. "Well—we'll try
again- It's no trouble to reset the balls. All we have to do is
turn on the current and invert— Hi s voice stopped and his
eyes bul ged. For the steel ball was floating hesitantly down
the inside of the tube—soving an inch at a tine, pausing
occasionally as though to determ ne whether it was safe to
descend another inch. As M. Ellingsen peered at the ball, it
shivered coyly and retreated to the top of the tube.

"I think | amgoing mad!" M. Ellingsen nuttered. "This
sinmply cannot happen. It repeals the Law of Gavity."

Mary Ell en giggled. The sound held a triunphant note.
The whol e tube quivered, rose slowy fromits nmetallic
102
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base and floated toward the ceiling. M. EH ngsen made a
frantic grab for the plastic colum—-and m ssed.

The cl ass gi ggl ed.

Beads of sweat dotted EHi ngsen's forehead as he wat ched
the tube snuggl e agai nst the ceiling.

"That's a good trick, sir," Bill Reichart said. "Ho" do
you do it?
*'| don't," M. EH ngsen said unhappily. "It's doing it al

by itself."

"I''"ll bet you do it with wires." Mary Ellen offered hel pfully.
"Way should 1?" M. Ellingsen said in a harassed voi ce,

"I don't know. Maybe it's a teaching device."

"I intended to teach you about the Law of Gravity—not to

repeal it," M. EH ngsen replied pettishly. "Both you and 1
know perfectly well that a thing like this can't happen. It's a
physical inpossibility. Yet there it is." He gestured hope-
lessly at the ceiling."It should be down here."
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"But it isn't, sir," Reichart said. "W can all see that.
What makes it stay up there?"

"If I knew, do you think I'd be here?" M. Ellingsen said
"I'd be so busy patenting the process | wouldn't have tine to
teach. What you're looking at is antigravity." He | ooked up
at the tube accusingly. "Cone down this instant'" he ordered-
The tube dropped on M. EHi ngsen's head. He went down

as though he had been pol eaxed—and nmi xed with the horri -

fied gasp fromthe class, Lenny could hear Mary Ellen's

gl oating giggle.

Later, when M. Hardesty, the vice-principal, tried to estab-
lish the cause of the accident that put M. Ellingsen in the
hospital with a m|d concussion, he cane to the concl usion
that everyone in Physics 3 was stark, raving nad—ncl udi ng

M. Ellingsen. The matter was qui ckly dropped and everyone
tried to forget it. O course, no one did, and it was a six days
wonder until it was replaced with sonething else. In Hone

EC cl ass, about a week later and for no reason at ali, plates
and gl assware sailed across the room and shattered agai nst the
wall. Ms. Albritton, the teacher, was put under the doctor's
care, suffering fromnervous collapse. M. Hardesty told
reporters fromthe school paper that Ms. A britton hadn't

TVEEN 103
t.

been feeling well prior to the incident and that everyone
hoped she woul d be better soon. There was no truth in either
st at enent .

The hi gh school baseball team wth worse material man it

had the previous year, when it had a 0-10 season, won ganes
with depressing regularity, and by | opsided scores. The ball,
no matter who hit it, went for extra bases- And the pitching
was uncanny. The only ganes the team | ost were ones a | ong

di stance from hone, and those | osses were by al nost as

ni ght mari sh scores as the wins near at hand.

"I can't explainit,” M. Curtis said, as he flexed his M.
America nuscles, "unless we've got a friendly gremin. |I've
never coached a teamtike this- At home we can't do a thing
wong, and on the road we can't do a thing right. If 1 didn't

know better, |I'd swear that there's a sorcerer in the stands
casting spells for our side. 1 saw one pitch | ast night change
directions twice. | can't figure it." Curtis's nuscles were

fine, but his eyes were a bit weak or were playing tricks on
him At |east that was what nost people figured after listen-
ing. And after M. Hardesty talked to himit was noticeabl e
that he didn't talk so nuch about the antics of his basebal

t eam

Lenny figured it was Mary Ellen's doing. M. Curtis was

wong only in the matter of sex. It wasn't a sorcerer. It was a
witch. Mary Ellen |iked baseball. And she |iked to wn.

Lenny woul d have bet his last dime that Mary Ell en had

hexed the entire baseball teamas well as being responsible

for everything that went wong in school . . . and he would
have been right.
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As Mary Ellen saw it. Anna Marsden was well on her way

to beconing an old maid. Even though she was pretty and
intelligent, she was twenty-five, which was on the downhil
side toward thirty. And everyone knew that thirty was an-
cient\ That was mainly because she had to fall in love with
that awful stick of a M. Ellingsen. Now M. Curtis, the
basebal | coach, was much nicer. Not only did he have hair
and nuscl es, but he had been hangi ng around the English
class for weeks. He said it was because one of his players
was having trouble with English Conp, but it was obvious
that he liked Mss Marsden. M ss Marsden never gave hima
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break, which was silly. Al she could see was that skinny M.
El Ungsen—and he never noticed her at all. M ss Mrsden
would do a lot better with M. Curtis. Now if

The scandal erupted two nights |later when M. EUi ngsen

broke into M. Curtis's apartment and found M ss Marsden

It was only because M. EU ngsen was 'fast out of the hospita
that Curtis was still alive. EU ngsen had hit himw th a bronze
tabl e I anp which should have fractured his skull, but due in
equal parts to the hardness of Curti& s head and Ellingsen's

| ack of strength, all the baseball coach suffered was a split
scal p- EUi ngsen apparently had cause for his actions, since he
had been married to Anna Marsden for nearly two nonths.

"Damed honmewr ecker!" M. Eliingsen snapped fromhis
cell innme city jail. "Casanova!l Wfe stealer! | hope, he's
crippled for life. But he won't be," he added gloomly. "I hit

the oaf on the head!"

*']1 never knew she was married, and she never told ne,"
M. Curtis explained, "i asked her to come up to ny place to
| ook at my Hogarth engravi ngs- She coul d have refused if she

want ed to, but she didn't."

"l don't know what happened. 1 can't explainit at all,"

M ss Marsden said wildly. "I love Reggie. | always will. W
were going to keep our nmarriage a secret this year because of
this silly school board rule about married couples working in
the sane school, and earn the down paynment on a house.

Everyt hi ng was wonderful unti! Bill Curtis began chasing

after ne. | didn't like it and | wanted to tell himso. but I
couldn't. 1 didn't want to go to his apartnment, but when he
asked ne, | said yes. | tried to tell himl| was narried, but the

words wouldn't cone- It was tike 1 was sitting outside nyself
wat chi ng sonmething nove nme |like a puppet. It was horrible!l™

Sue Canmpbell ran off with Bill Reichart and got marri ed,

and their famlies were squabbling about an annul ment. Bill
didn't seemworried about it and Sue had forgotten about
becom ng a medi cal m ssionary and decided to becone a

mot her instead. Sonehow she devel oped an appal | i ng domes-
ticity that made Lenny oddly grateful that things turned-out as
they did, although for a couple of days he despi sed Sue and
hated Bit!- Fortunately it was cl ose enough to graduation that
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the happy couple were assured of getting their degrees. After
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that it wouldn't matter. Reicbart was going to college and Sue
would go with turn

The baseball team won the remainder of its ganes by
| opsi ded scores, went to the state tournanent and was elim -
nated- Mary Ellen was honme in bed with the flu.

Od M. Dodds took the waps off his English History

course the last two weeks before finals and gave hi s-students
enough details about the Regency Period to arouse a burning

| ove for scatology in the breasts of students who had never
cared for history at all. He also gave the class a blanket "A"
He was pronptly suspended for conduct unbecom ng a teacher

and went chortling into retirenent.

"I'"ve been wanting to do that for thirty years," he chuck-

|l ed as he nmade his way through a crowd of admiring students
after his last session with the School Board. "For thirty years
|'"ve taught enascul ated pap for children and | finally got
tired of it. This tinme | gave themthe facts."

"VWhat do you intend to do now?" a reporter asked. "The

Board can't allow you to continue teaching. They' ve got you

| abel ed as a menace to society. In Socrates' rime they'd have
fed you a hem ock cocktail."

"I couldn't care less," Dodds said. '*It makes no differ-
ence what they do. I'msix nonths past retirenent, so they
can't take away ny pension. That was ny last class. | stayed
on only because | was asked." M. Dodds chuckled. "I

guess | have finally beconme too old to be worried about
anything. | was tired of distorting the truth. Put it down to
senile denentia if you wish."

"Your diagnosis may be correct,’
doubt it."

the reporter said, "but |

"You might be right," Dodds replied. "That could have
been the only sane act of my entire He."

And while this was going on and the staid order of John

Tyi er Hi gh School was bei ng destroyed, things were happen-

ing to Lenny. Hi s shoelaces cane untied. H s books disap-
peared. Drinks spilled on him He stunbled and fell in enpty
corridors, and suffered enbarrassing rips in his trousers.

Thi ngs were constantly getting in his way. Accidents ciung to
hi m as though he was their patron saint. He devel oped alert-
ness and a sixth sense of inmpending disaster that enabled him
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to dodge things like falling fire axes and flower pots. Lcnny
was certain that Mary Ell en was behind the trouble. He was

al ways conscious of her presence. And gradually, his feeling
of resentnent and persecution turned fromfear to a grow ng
anger. Enough was enough. He had no desire to becone a
statistic, but he was damed if he'd spend the rest of <he
school year |ooking over his shoulder or listening for things
that went bunp in the dark. He was dammed if he was going

to duck every tine a bird flew over his head. He'd see Mary
El l en alone and settle this once and for all.

It took two days to conmer her in a deserted corridor

"I'"ve taken all I'mgoing to," Lenny told her fiercely.
"Now get off ny back and stay off."

"You just think you have, Lenny Stone," Mary .Ellen
replied. "1 haven't even started on you!" Her eyes wi dened
and her slimbody tensed. "You're going to regret the day
you jilted ne!"

"l never— Lcnny began.
"Don't lie! You kissed ne | ast summer, and then went

right over to Sue Canpbell."

"CGood grief—did you think I nme&nt anything? That was
just comopn courtesy. You giris expect to be kissed. |'ve

known that fromjunior high."

"No boy ever kissed nme before. You lied to ne and you'l

pay for it."

"The way you're overreacting, a guy would think we nade

out," Lenny said. "I wouldn't touch you with tongs- You're

a weirdo of the worst kind. And if you're worrying about me

ki ssing you—don't. It won't happen again. Just lay off, that's

all 1 ask. | don't want any part of you, anytime. Get out of
my life and stay out of it. | don't give a damm what you do to
anyone el se, even though | know you're responsible for
everything that's wong around here. | don't know how you

do it. but so help ne, if you try to put the whanmy on ne
again "Il —=

"You'll what?"
"1 don't knowbut it'll be sonmething drastic." '

Mary's body tensed and Lenny felt an overwhel mi ng wei ght
settle on his shoulders. H's knees buckl ed under the strain

and his body sagged as it was forced toward the floor. "I'd
TVEEN 107
|l ove to see you craw!" Mary Ellen gritted. "You snake!"—

and he was a snhake, conplete with skin and scal es. He
wanted to slither away fromhere. An enmpty high schoo
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corridor was no place for a snake. He shivered and straight-
ened. This was wong! He wasn't a snake; he was a nan!

Sweat poured fromhis face as he forced his saggi ng body
erect, hands clawing at the air for support. One hand struck
Mary Ellen's shoulder, and as it did, a sharp gasp cane from
the girl. The weight on his back was gone, his scal es van-

i shed. Volition rushed back to his nmuscles—and Mary Ell en
withed on her back on the corridor floor |ooking up at him
with hate-filled eyes. "You pushed ne!" she gasped. "You
knocked me down!"

"I told you I'd do sonething if you tried any nore fancy
tricks,'* Lenny said heavily. "So | ong Mary—see you around."
He turned fromher and wal ked away, slowy at first. Then he
began to run. He skidded around a coner and di sappear ed.

Mary Ellen rose to her feet. Rage radiated fromher. He
had made a fool of her again. The w ndow besi de her expl oded
in a burst of flying glass. Two girls com ng down the corridor

were slamred against the wall. Mary stood in the center of
a whirl pool of fury- The floor heaved, a crack appeared in
the ceiling, chunks of plaster fell, and a rain of fine gray

dust drifted down in crazy patterns through the tortured air.

Mary gasped at the ruin surrounding her. Was she doing

this? The thought that Lenny m ght be right crossed her mnd,
followed by a wave of terror. For if he was right, she'd be
expel | ed—raybe even sent to jail! But on the heels of her
terror came another thought. If Lenny was right, and she did
have this kind of power, there nust be a way of controlling
it—Mary Ellen's lips curled in a peculiar half smile that was
hard and unpl easant. Lenny Stone would whistle a different
tune when she got through with him Meantine, she'd better

do sonet hing about those two girls. They had seen her and

the weckage that surrounded her, and they would tal k. They'd
cackle like hens. She'd make them forget—mke t hem forget
everyt hing! She began wal king slowy toward them

Emily Jones intruded into her husband's martini with the
expertise of nearly two decades of narriage. "John," she
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said, "this can't go on nuch longer. Mary Ellen's already
damaged the Ellingsens* marriage, got poor M. Curtis beat
up. put Ms. Albritton in the hospital, ruined M. Dodd's
reputation, interfered with the lives of Bill Reichart and
Susan Canpbel |, and nade ammesi acs of Ellen Andress and
Tam Johnston." Enily eyed her husband accusingly. "You' “re
her father.*' she said. "Do sonething! You should have
known she'd be a tween before we were done here."

"You're overreacting," Jones said. "Just what can | do?
Who can do anything with a tween?"

"W shoul d have watched her nmore closely. It's our fault."
"For heaven's sake, stop acting like the natives. It's not
our fault. Tweens are as old as history- Can't you renenber

what you were |ike?"

file:/l/F|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%20lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (85 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:20 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt

Enily blushed. "I can," she said, "and that's what wor-
ries me."
"Dam it!" Jones said. "It's bad enough living in this

crazy breast-beating society without adopting its attributes. |
figure we have at |east another six nonths. Kids grow up fast
in this environnent, but not that fast. We'll be in the Arizona
desert working with the Navaho by June and after that phase

is over we can go hone. | suppose living around sexual ly

mat ure youngsters fourteen or fifteen years old has sone

effect but it'll wear off once we get into a nore stable

envi ronment. However, |'ll put your data into the matricizer

and run it out."

"What good will that do? What we need is a way to handl e
Mary Ellen right now. W aren't going to be able to carry
this bag of wornms by oursel ves- You know that."

"We're not going to do a thing as long as they don't

suspect her; we're going to keep our hands off. I'"'min the

final phase of this study and if | abort it now we'll wind up in
Li nbo, or on the backside of the moon, or sone other

m sbegotten pl ace where we'd be conveniently forgotten

We' d spend the rest of our lives scratching flea bites and
shaki ng dust out of our clothing. W sinply have to stick it

out."

Enily shook her head. "I think you re wong, John. There

are three weeks left, and by that time—f she keeps grow ng—
Mary Ell en can destroy the school. | don't even want to think
TVEEN 109

of what can happen to the graduation cerenony if she cones
toit in as foul a nood as she was in this afternoon. She
uprooted a whole row of petunias along the front wal k as she
canme in. Didn't |leave a speck of earth on the roots and she
never came within three feet of theml | don't think she

noti ced the damage that followed her fromnme bus and no one
was on the street. No, John, we sinply nust |eave."

"W can't. | can't even pack ny records in a week."
"Call a moving conpany."

"Are you nad? One of those people might be intelligent
enough to know what he was packing. Do you want to bl ow
our cover?"

"I want to get out of here."

"Why? No one has accused us of anything. No one sus-
pects Mary Ellen. W can hold out another two or three
weeks. "

"l suppose you want to wait until she kills soneone. Do
you want your daughter to be a murderess?"

"She isn't going to kill anyone. She's been raised to
respect life."

file:/l/F|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%20lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (86 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:20 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt

"And how nuch does mat nean to a tween in the mddle
of an enotional storn?"

"Dam it, Emly! 1'mnot going to blow fifteen years*
work just to keep an adol escent fromacting like an idiot!"

"I wasn't thinking of us—er even of Mary Ellen." Emly

said, "1 was thinking of the people around us. They're nice

i nof fensive fol ks, but they don't really understand what chil -
dren can do. They take a dimview of vandalism nayhem

and nurder, and they have absolutely no experience handling
tweens. If Mary Ellen is discovered as ne cause of all this,
they might even try to restrain her."

Jones gul ped. He had a nmental picture of what night

happen, and it wasn't pleasant. A chilly grue squiggled down
hi s spine- He shivered, and not entirely fromthe cold. Once
the plaster stopped falling and the bodi es were renoved from
the weckage, his cover woul d be bl own wi de open. And
natural ly, people would draw the wong concl usions, and a
century of study and preparation would go down the drain.

The prospect was appalling. "They'd think we were spies," he
sai d. "They night even think we were a prelude to invasion."
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ee V|| —aren't we?"

"Not that way. We wart to open trade, not war. W want
10 exchange technol ogy."

"Doesn't it anmount to the same thing in the end? W'l
eventual |y make an econom ¢ conquest, and that can be just
as bad as a mlitary one." /

"No one gets killed." (

"Not directly. But the inferior culture doesn't survive. It
gets replaced. And in the end we conquer as surety as if we
cane with bonbs and bl asters.”

John shrugged. "That's not our affair. W have nothing to
do with the econonics of enpire. W sinply collect deno-
graphi ¢ and sociopolitical data."

"You're being awfully narrow m nded. Can't you renmem

ber what happened to £nserala? O won't you think of'what
happened to the primitive societies here when they came into
contact with Europe? The prinitive society always dies ex-
cept for a few taboos and inconsequential customns."

Jones sighed. He couldn't forget it even though he tried.

The path of enpire was strewn with the corpses of civiliza-

tions and cultures. It was inevitable. One could take songe'

confort in the thought mat nothing could be done to a C ass

B culture that was half as bad as the things the culture did to
itself if it developed in the direction of nation-states. This
worl d had a fairly poor prognosis. Indeed it was a miracle

that it had lasted as long as it had. But there was a hard streak
of self-preservation in its peoples. At |least they' d never started
a nucl ear war. Sonehow despite their mass hysterias, their
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irrationality, their uncontrolled appetites, their overbreedi ng,
their prides, ideologies, and bigotry, they never took that cata-
strophic final step. it had aroused Inperial curiosity severa
decades ago after the first surveys gave the planet a potential
ti fespan of about fifty standard years. The world had al ready

| asted al nost a hundred and seened in no particular haste to
extermnate itself. Yet the inhabitants were to all intents and
pur poses a nonsurvival type. They were hardly nore than

tweens wi thout psi—hildren nmasqueradi ng as adults. And

their continued existence drew the attention of Enpire. They

m ght be useful

"They need to trade with us," Jones said. "W can edu-
cate themin the ways of peace and self-control."

TWEEN 111

"You don't nention that trade is the |lifeblood of our
society," Emly said. "Wthout it, we'd have died | ong
ago."

"It gives us a reason for existence," he adnmtted.

"And increases our power and prestige, and gives our
peopl e places to go and things to do."

"I't's not our fault that our ancestors overpopul ated our
wor | d. "

"I won't argue that. W're stuck with a denmographic fact,
and we have learned to live with it, but | don't like thinking
that this beautiful world will become another Lyrane."

"Em | y—we need this world. The Council has it on first

priority. Even though |I like these people and don't want to
see themhurt, | can't scrap ny own |loyalties. The survey and
i nvestigation nmust go on. Wthout data we can acconplish

not hing. "

"They're not going to forgive us if Mary Ellen runs wild."
Emi |y answer ed.

Jones shrugged. It was a rotten little problem "Does she
hat e anyone?" he asked. "Or is she behaving in a reasonably
normal tween fashi on?"

"1 think she doesn't like Lenny Stone, but nmainly she's
peaki ng and bottom ng out enotionally."

"I's Stone that kid who was hangi ng around nost of | ast
sunmmer ? The one whose parents work in the city?"

Em |y nodded.

"l can't see why she'd hate him He's not worth that nuch
t hought . "

"She's a tween."

"Poor Lenny. | should warn him It mght be well if he left
town. "

"He'd think you were crazy." Em |y said.
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"Hey! what's going on here? Are you two plotting sone-
thing?" Mary Ellen's voice preceded her into the room "I
come down for a glass of nmilk and find you two whi spering
over martinis like a pair of spies. Wat's up?"

Jones | ooked at his daughter and choked back a reply that
sprang to his lips. She was a very satisfactory tween, |eggy,
el f-faced, with eyes of clearest green that were al nbst too

| arge. Her bones were good and her body was beginning to
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mature. Odd that he hadn't noticed—but he'd been busy the

| ast few nonths. She was tween all right. There was sone-
thing fey. alien, and appealing about her, |ike a Keane paint-
ing come to life. "It's grown-up talk, sprout,"” he said.

"None of your business."

"W were tal king about your future." Enmily said. /
"Maybe you ought to let me inonit," Mary Ellen said

"W will, indue tine." Emly said blandly. "This talk
was about coll ege and noney and a career—the kind of
background data we have to tal k about before we put the
savi ngs account on the line."

Such a magnificent liar, John thought with adniration. The
diplomatic service lost a star performer when Enily married
and went with himon this mssion.

"After all, dear, you're our only child and we are con-
cerned about you. The way tinme passes and the way you kids
grow nowadays it's alnmost no tinme before you' re adults.
You'll even be able to vote this tali, and chances are you'l
be away from hone and in college.”

"I don't think I want to go to college."
"Way not ?"

"Ch, | don't know. I'msort of tired of school. It's getting
to be areal drag. | think 1'd like to get a job, |ike nmaybe with
di e paper, the U N or the Peace Corps."

"You're old enough, but you'd be better off in school."

"As usual, you don't understand," Mary Ellen said. "I
have to get out- It's—you know-a drag. Irrelevant."

"Stop nouthing,"” John said. "In the first place 1 don't
know, and in the second there's nothing nore relevant to a
modem t echnol ogi cal society than education.”

"You sound |ike a teacher. Daddy."

"Ch—+ won't stop you if you want to get a job. You'l
learn a lot fromthe expenence. And besides, if you earn
nmoney you can pay board, which will help our budget."

"Mercenary." Mary Ellen said.
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Jones grinned. The conversation was safely sidetracked.

He hoped that neither the strain nor the relief showed in his
face. It had taken a genuine effort to keep fromblurting it out
when Mary Ellen had wanted a strai ght answer badly enough

to push for it. If it hadn't been for Emily, he night have done
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just that- He thought bitterly that |ife bad sone dammably
unpl easant epi sodes during its passage- This was going to be
one of them There was no question that the girl was danger-

He'd have to warn Lenny. . . . And he'd have to be

ous. ... He d nave to warn Lenny. . . . And he d have to be
prepared to brainwash the kid if he wouldn't listen to
reason.

John Jones | eaned over the table in the back of McGonigte's
Pi zza Parlor and | ooked at the skinny kid with the shock of
bl ack hair who sal on the base of his spine and eyed a

hal f-consuned ldiot's Delight pizza and an enpty Coke bot -

tle. The boy's face was noody and introspective.

"Are you Lenny Stone?" Jones asked.
"Yeah—that's ne."
"I"'mMary Ellen's father."

"I remenber you fromlast sumer. And if Mary Ellen's
sai d anyt hing about nme, she's lying."

"It's not that. 1 want to talk with you."

"No way. | don't want anything to do with you—er your
daughter. Anything related to Mary Ellen is bad news."

"I don't care what you want. | nust warn you. Your life is
in danger. Mary Ellen is capable of destroying you. I'm
trying to do you a favor."

Lenny shook his head. "Naw-she can't hurt me. Al she
can do is hurt my friends."

"That's not very charitable."

"Who said | was charitable? Look, M. Jones, | hate her
guts. She pesters nme. She broke up ny thing with Sue
Canpbel | . She | ouses up ny classes. The only favor you
could do me woul d be to nove far away and take Mary Ell en
with you."

"I'"ve considered that," Jones said. He woul d have been
anused if he weren't so worried. Lenny and Emily had the
same solution, and the same objections still applied. He
couldn't nove—not now. It was Lenny who'd have to go.

Mary Ellen would rmurder hinml Lenny was a poor innocent

idiot playing with the trigger of a | oaded machi ne gun. "The
only trouble is that I can't nove right now But maybe you
could- 1'll pay the expenses.”

"No way," Lenny said. "No giri is going to run nme out of
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town, and besides, ny folks wouldn't let nme go." He eyed
Jones with a m xture of suspicion and curiosity. He felt
drawn to the man. There was none of the strangeness about
hi mt hat marked his daughter

"I wish |l could do this easily," Jones said, "but | can't.
Sonehow | have to make you understand that mnmy daughter

can kill you, and that she'll probably do just that if you stay
around. She has powers nost people don't possess.”

"You're telling ne? She's a witch." Lenny nodded.. "Il've
known that for weeks, but nobody believes nme when | tel
them She hexed M. Ellingsen. She whanm ed the basebal
team She—"

"She's not a witch. She's perfectly normal."

"Ha!" Lenny eyed Jones specul atively and wondered if

he'd gone too far. Fathers weren't noted for tolerating kids
who bad- nout hed their daughters- But, oddly enough, M.

Jones wasn't affected. He m ght |ove Mary Ellen, although
Lenny couldn't see why, but the love didn't affect his tenper.
"Look, sir." Lenny said, "1 took Mary Ellen out |ast sum

mer. 1 kissed her a fewtimes, but we didn't do anything el se,
no matter what she says."

"She hasn't said anything except that she hates you. Wy
did you stop dating?"

"She got too possessive. Acted |ike she owned ne. |
didn't like it very much, so | dropped her. A week or so later
she chewed ne out and told ne she hated ne."

"When was t hat?"

"Last Septenber." Lenny shrugged. "She kept telling ne
all fail and winter term Kept saying, 'Just you wail, Lenny
Stone. I'Il fix you'"' "

Jones shivered. "Get out of town, Lenny. 1 know what |'m
tal ki ng about. You haven't got a chance."

"But she can't really hurt ne. She's tried."

"She hasn't got her full powers yet," Jones said. "The

best thing you can do is get away while you still can. Get
lost. Vanish. Visit relatives. Don't cone back until we're
gone. I'mleaving in June—by the tenth 1*11 be far from here
and so will Mary Ellen- You' d be safe then."

"Hey—you're really worried."
"You damm well know 1 am " Jones stared at Lenny as
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though he could force his fears and concern into the young
man's mind. The light fromthe window fell on Lenny's face.
It had a stark quality not normally found in an adol escent.
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Lenny shook his head. "It's ny graduation as much as
hers," he said. **| belong there as nuch as she does. I'm
staying."

Jones sighed. "All right, Lenny, let's do it the hard way."
"What do you nean by that?"

"This." Jones said. H's face hardened and Lenny wat ched
himwi th nmild uneasi ness. He was going to gel mad after all

"Are you nad at me for calling Mary Ellen a witch? Are
you—hey—eggo—you can't— Lenny's voice ran down
and stopped as he sat with gl assy eyes clanped in a fixed

stare on Jones's tense face-

This has to be fast, Jones thought. He had perhaps a

m nute before one of Pop M:CGonigie' s teenage custoners

was going to notice that Lenny was sonewhere on cl oud

ni ne. He marshal ed what he thought were the npbst inportant
things for Lenny's safety, gave the necessary instructions,
pl anted the posthypnotic suggestions, and awakened Lenny.

"Goodbye, Lenny, and good |uck," he said.

"Sorry, sir, but I couldn't |eave anyway. My parents
woul d object, and | don't have any relatives."

Jones smled. "Well—you've been warned. | guess that's

alt 1 can do. . . ."He wal ked out of the store feeling reason-
ably happy. By tonorrow, Lenny should be a hundred niles

or more from here

Mary Ell en faced her father across the dinner table. "Wat
were you tal king about with Lenny Stone down at M Gon-

i gie' s?" she asked. "And don't say you weren't because 1
saw you. 1 want to know. "

"Now Mary— Emi |y protested.
"/ want to know "

"That's no way to talk to your father."

"l don't care—you can't touch ne. |'ve got sonething that
makes me bigger than either of you. |'ve found out all about
it."

"I's the high school still standing?" Jones asked. Sweat

br oke out on his forehead. He was conscious of a horrid
conmpul sion to tell everything. He clenched his teeth. Mary
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had a | ast arrived at control of her powers. She was strong-as
strong as Emily had been. He was right when he told Lenny

that he couldn't control her—but he hadn't dreaned how

right he was. He'd thought he could deny her. That was his

wor st m st ake.

Suddenly he was suspended in midair |ooking down at the/
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tight angry face of his daughter. The thought that she had-
learned a lot in a very short tinme dominated his brain. He had
a reasonabl e certainty that he wasn't going to be hurt physi-
cally. even though his position was ridiculous. Adults sinply
didn't levitate. That was kid stuff.

"Mary! Put your father down this mnute!" Enily ordered.

She couldn't resist the wy thought that she would iove to be in
her daughter's place right now But of course she wasn't, and
after all, she couldn't have done a thing like this to John-
StiU, he was a stubborn, opinionated, and unreasonabl e man

at tinmes, and a good shaking would do hima world of good

"I want to know what he was tal king to Lenny about,"

Mary Ellen said, "and I'mnot going to et himdown till |
do." She smiled a tight, hard, snug tittle smle. "I've found
out what | can do—and howto do it," she said. "I'm maybe

the most powerful person in the world. And you're going to
tell me what | want to know and do what | want you to
do—er—'1| =

"You'll what?" Lenny asked. He stood in the kitchen door,

| ooki ng at the suddenly frozen tabl eau. There was a solid
thunp as Jones's buttocks made contact with the floor, fol-

| owed by three- |esser thunps as heels and head foll owed the
exanpl e of his behind. He scranbled to his feet, his face a
study in anger and enbarrassnent.

"You!" Mary Ellen screeched at Lenny. "Go away! GCet
out of here!"

" W]y?ll

"Thanks," Jones said. "I'mglad you showed up, but you
shoul d be running for your life."

"Mom said you did a pretty good job for a quickie,"

Lenny said. "You left only a couple of |oose ends. But those
wer e enough. You gave ne no notivation that woul d stand
probing. ! don't know that | toid you, but 1 can't hide
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anything from Mom Anyway, it |ookes as though 1 cane just
intim."

"You did. I'mtoo old to appreciate being the centrum of a
psi effect."

"I told you to gel out of here." Mary Ellen said, glaring at
Lenny.

"Get lost," Lenny said.

Jones shuddered. |In about ten seconds there would be

bl oodshed-

"I amgoing to wing you out and hang you up to dry,"

Mary Ellen said. "I amgoing to smash you and shred ne

pieces. | amgoing to break you into little bits. | know what |
can do!"

"Big talk," Lenny said. He stood in front of her, his face
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twisted into a nocking gnn. "There's a lot of hot air in you
that ought to be let out," he said. "You're all puffed up
Your hubris is showi ng. You need deflating."

Mary Ellen ground her teeth and her face turned livid with
anger .

"Run!" Emily gasped. "You've gone too far! She'll kil
you!"

The air in the roomthickened and withed and becane a
gelid sonmething that wasn't air. Forces gathered, poised,
pul sed, and as Mary Ellen paused to focus nme effect, Lenny
reached out and touched her. Sonething snatched Mary El -

I en, spun her through the air and bounced her off the fl oor
The room shook, the walls creaked, plaster fell, and a dead
cal m descended upon the Jones kitchen

Emily's eyes opened with a mixture of amazenment and
realization. Jones grinned, and Mary Ellen | ooked at Lenny
with hate-filled eyes. "You did it again!" she said. "Damm
you!"

"It's a good thing you have a well -padded behind,"” Lenny
said. "That was quite a wallop."

"I't hurts," Mary Ell en said-

"Maybe it'll teach you not to act stupid,” Lenny said. "I
told your dad that you couldn't hurt ne. You can't. You and

| —-e're conplements. We cancel out. You're a psi positive.
I"mnegative. It's a defense nmechani smour race has had from
the begi nning. W'd never have survived if a bunch of nutty
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tweens coul d damage each ot her and everyone el se because

they had no self-control. O course, psi effects were useful to
di scourage predators and other big terrifying things. But ex-
cept for telepathy they're no good to help the race becone
civilized Wien you can't lie you' ve gotta be honest. But
psychoki netics such as you have are no good for anything
nowadays. "

"What are you talking about? | don't get it.

"Don't worry, you will as soon as your nom gets through
talking to you. My nromtold ne about it before she sent ne/
over here. And 1 guess it's a good thing she did You were"-
maki ng an idiot out of yourself and you m ght have done
sonmet hing real bad. You can't help being a tween any nore
than 1 can—+t's part of growing up. But you can hel p being
stupid."”

Mary Ellen got slowy to her feet. It dawned on her that

she was abysmally ignorant, and fromthe expressions on her
parents' faces she realized that she was the only one who
was- Her parents knew exactly what Lenny was saying. It
wasn't fair. she thought. And fromthe rel axed smle on her
father's face she was certain that whatever had happened, it
was sonething that took a nonkey off his back. The thought
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was anbi val ent.

"Just keep a hand on her, Lenny," Jones said. "Emly's

bound to have her bracel ets around sonmewhere. She never
throws anything away." Jones sighed with relief. tk! suppose
! shoul d have guessed. You practically toid ne down at
McGonigle's. but | wasn't thinking very well. | had a nenta
pi cture of you on a nmarble slab.’

"Don't worry about the bracelets,"” Lenny said. "Mm
gave ne hers- She figured you might need them" He reached
into his jacket pocket and took out a plain gold bracelet.

There wasn't anything unusual about it except that it |ocked \ f-
with a final-sounding click when he closed it around Mary
Ellen's wist. "I"'mwearing the mate to it." Lenny said,

pushing back the left sleeve of his jacket to show an identica
bracel et around his | ean wnst. "She can't do anythi ng now.
As long as |I'maround, she's neutralized."

"It's amracle!" Emly said. "To think that there was a
conpl enent ary—why ne odds against it are in the nmllions!"
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"Not quite." Lenny said. "You see. Ms. Jones, ny folks

were transferred from Chi cago because ny psych profile and
Mary Ellen's were al nost identical. The—the Council ?" He
paused and Jones nodded."The Council," Lenny conti nued.
"thought Mary Ellen would go tween earlier on this world
than on Lyrane—sonething to do with the kind of sunlight

and the shortness of the years. Since ny pattern fitted hers to
four decimal points, they figured 1 was alnost certainly com
pl enentary, so they sent ny parents here. | guess you have a
hi gher research priority than Dad. Anyway. [ don't know

much about these things."

"1 expect we should have told Mary Ellen." Enmily said.
"You shoul d have," Lenny said. "Tweens aren't really
stupid or uncooperative, we're nerely young."

"Have you | earned the standing rul es?" Jones asked.

"No, but Mom said that was why we never got in touch

We were ready if needed, but we weren't supposed to contact
you. That was why she broke me off with Mary Ellen |ast
sunmmer. | kinda |iked her. but Mom brainwashed it out of

me. It mght have been better if she hadn't. Besides, she
thinks you're crazy to bring a girl here."

"Mary Ellen was born here," Emly said.

"You're going to stay with us, of course,” Jones said.
"Naturally. Your assignment's about over and Mom wants

me to go home for advanced training. 1 think 1'd like to be a
psychol ogi ci an, and you can't get mat sort of education on
this world. My folks say it's all right if I go with you to

Arizona. They'll both be interested in financial operations
this sumer. And when you're done 1 can go hone with
you. "

"Good!" Emly said

Mary Ell en shook her head. "I won't stand for this," she
said. "If Lenny conies into this house, |I'mleaving!"
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"You' re not going anywhere," Lenny said, "or doing

anyt hi ng except graduate from dear old John Tyier High.

After that, you and | and your parents are going to take a |ong
trip to a place called Lyrane. And when the people there get
through with us. we'll be adults. And maybe then 1 won't

| ook so nmuch like a |ouse to you, and you won't | ook so

much like a witch to nme."

120
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"Mom " —do sonet hing!"

Em |y shrugged. Her pleasant face wore a right G oconda
smle, half loving, half cruel. Looking at her, Jones won-
dered if the Momna Lisa had been a Lyranian- It was hardly
possi bl e, but there was nore than a passing resenbl ance.
"Dear," Emly said, "I can't do a thing about it. You'l
simply have to grow up and becone decently inhuman."

THE BOY WHO BROUGHT LOVE
by Edward D. Hoch

On Crucis Two, the second planet of the sun Al pha Crucis,
men still talk of the boy Serov. Some say he possessed magic
powers, while others claimhis only power was the ability to
speak to the people and to | ead them Whatever the truth, it
was Serov who caused the downfall of the evil King Hapan

And he did it with a gift of |ove.

It had been a century of troubles for the people of Crucis
Two, when solar storns buffeted the planet and space pirates

fromother worlds |anded by night to kill and bum Such

conditions had caused the rise of the great Ki ng Hapan, and

e the fact that he was an evil nman was overl ooked in the

n struggle for survival. Hapan ruled with an iron fist, crushing
?; the space pirates and even calmng the solar stornms with the

n aid of great reflecting mrrors. But in the process he dooned

| ? many of his own people, many of the loyal citizens of Crucis

Two.

It was in such a tinme that the boy Serov was first seen,
wandering with the other orphans anong the endl ess desert
canps where those without famlies |ingered and often died.
He was no nore than ten or eleven years old, and the clothes
hung | oosely fromhis frail body. But when he spoke, the

ol der nen and wonen |i stened.

"Some say he is a wizard," his advisers told Hapan- "He
talks in words too wise for one so young."

Hapan, whose title was Ruler of the Suns, glowered at
those around him "You tell nme that | can defeat the space
pirates and |anme the sun itself and yet a ten-year-old boy
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can upset .ny people with his talk? Wiat does he tel

t henP"

"He speaks of freedom and beauty." they said.

Hapan was an old nman at that tine, tired and unwel |. But

be still ruled his people with unyielding force, and he was not

ready to see his power dimnished by the words of a nere
boy. "Arrest him" he ordered. "Bring himto nme!"

The boy Serov was seized in the marketpl ace as he spoke

to the people, and brought before the ruler in chains. "Well, k"
Ki ng Hapan said, staring down at the boy before him "You
have given me a great deal of trouble in recent days."

The boy lifted his chained hands. "I conme in peace. | am
no wizard. 1 only speak to the people of |ove and beauty!"

"You spread uncertainty and distrust. You spread the gerns
of rebellion where before there dwelt only the healthy seeds
of loyalty. | have ruled here nany years on Crucis Two, and
you do not win ny kingdomso easily."

"I bring only love," the boy insisted. "Do you fear that?"

Hapan did not fear |ove, and yet as he stared down at the
face of ne chained, boy, he knew there was a danger here.
This was not an ordinary boy to be won over with trips to the
space zoo or the hologramtheater. The face of Serov held

ki ndness and | ove, but it held sonething el se too. Perhaps it
held a vision of all the forces King Hapan had repressed
during the years of his rule.

"If 1 had you tortured or killed, would you respond with
| ove?" he asked.

"Yes." The boy smiled. "Sonetines |ove can be a pow
erful weapon. Somnetines |ove can even destroy."

The king only | aughed. "You can destroy ne with | ove?"

"Yes." The boy spread out his chained hands. "1 could
send you a gift of love that would kill as surely as a |aser
beam and yet | think you woul d di e happy."

King Hapan at last grew fearful of this talk, and he ordered
the guards to abandon Serov in the w | derness, where the boy
m ght wander and finally perish fromlack of food.

That was the | ast anyone saw of the boy for many nonths,
and Hapan assuned that he had indeed perished. In tinme ne
menory of him passed, and the king began to nake prepara-
tions for the annual Festival of Wl cone.
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For as long as anyone on Crucis Two coul d renenber, the

com ng of spring had been the occasion for great rejoicing.
The cel ebration centered about the Festival of Wlcone, at
which all the people of the area were invited to pay their
respects to the king. Hapan would stand al the gate of his
great chrome pal ace, touching hands with all who cane, and
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sonetines the tine would stretch for miles. It was the custom
that he remained at the gate until all had been greeted, and in
earlier, happier days the ruler often stood there through half
the night—until the very last of his subjects had departed for
hone. Now he was lucky if a few hundred came to touch his

hand.

So the day of the Festival dawned, sunny and warm as

were al) spring days on the planet. He wal ked to the pal ace
gate and was pleased to see that the line had already forned
to greet him It seemed |onger than |last year's |ine had been,
and his heart was gl addened. Perhaps it was a sign that the
peopl e were accepting the necessary harshness of his rule at

| ast. He touched the first man's hands and nurnured the

tradi tional words of greeting.

By the tinme the fifth hour had passed, he knew there woul d

be nore to greet himthan in previous years. Sonme were the
famliar faces of his palace staff, but there were many strang-
ers too. By their dusty garnents he could see they had
traveled far to see himthis day, and he gave theman extra
word of greeting and a squeeze of the hand.

By evening the hne ahead seened no shorter, and only the

pl easure of it all kept himfromtiring. Wrd of nme event had
spread throughout the ki ngdom and an anezi ng thing was

begi nning to happen. Men and wonen who had never in their
lives come to the Festival of Wl cone began now to appear

in the line. Sone he even recogni zed as forner enemes, and
he wondered what had brought themto pay tribute to him

VWhen dawn came, the line at the pal ace gate was stil

nearly a mle long, and through his bleary old eyes Hapan
began to suspect that some of the strangers were com ng
through twice. He considered calling a halt to the Festival of
Wl come, but to do such a thing would only be a sign of
weakness and age. He would last for a few nore hours, till
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noon at least, and certainly by then all would have passed by
hi m

But once again, as the line dwindled to only a dozen or so
men, and Ki ng Hapan began to dream of sleep, others cane
fromthe countryside. Men and wonen working on the big
synthetic farnms put down their tools to join the Iine. Noon
passed, and the heat of the day was upon his head.

Hapan |licked his parched lips and sent for wine. It re-
freshed him and soon he returned to the touchi ng of hands.

On the norning of the third day he was barely able to stand,
and still they came. He recognized nmore of his old enemes,
and wondered why they had joined the line. He saw children
fromthe space schools, and narvel ed at what brought them
here. Toward nightfall he had a chair brought to the pal ace
gate because he could no | onger stand.

Yet still they cane.

He was weaker on the fourth day, and now he knew with a
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certainty that he nust call an end to this madness. Yet they
came on, and he touched themall. Now even his own pal ace
guards and household joined in the procession, lengthening jt
once again.

On the fifth day, toward noon, he could no | onger hold up
his head. He slunped in the chair and woul d have sl ept,
except for the persistence of those who touched his hand.

Toward evening on ne fifth day he opened his old eyes for
the last tinme, and he saw before himthe fanmliar face of the
boy Serov, standing now at the head of the line.

"When?" Hapan nanaged to ask. "Wen will this al
end?"

And the boy answered, "Never, my king. This line goes

on forever, because it is made up not of your friends but of
your enemes. This is me gift of love | prom sed you. Love
fromyour enemes. A love to destroy you.'

And the old king closed his eyes forever, slunping |ower
in his chair, and the people praised the boy who had freed
t hem

THE VACATI ON
by Ray Bradbury

It was a day as fresh as grass growi ng up and cl ouds goi ng
over and butterflies com ng down could nake it. It was a day
conpounded of silences of bee and flower and ocean and

| and, which were not silences at all, but notions, stirs,
flutters, risings, fallings, each in their own tine and match-
| ess rhythm The |l and did not nove, but noved. The sea

was not still, yet was still. Paradox flowed into paradox,
stillness mxed with stillness, sound with sound. The flowers
vi brated and the bees fell in separate and small showers of
gol den rain on the clover. The seas of hill and the seas of

ocean were divided, each fromthe other's notion, by a
railroad track, enpty, conpounded of rust and iron marrow,

a track on which, quite obviously, no train had run in many
years. Thirty mles north it swirled on away to farther msts
of distance, thirty mles south it tunneled islands of cloud
shadows that changed their continental positions on the sides
of far nountains as you wat ched.

Now, suddenly, the railway track began to trenble.

A bl ackbird, standing on the rail, felt a rhythm grow
faintly, mles away, |like a heart beginning to beat.

The bl ackbird | eaped up over the sea.

The rail continued to vibrate softly until at Iong I|ast around
a curve and along the shore cane a small workman's hand-

car, its two-cylinder engine popping and spluttering in the
great silence.

On top of mis small four-wheeled car, on a doubl e-sided
bench facing in two directions and with a little surrey roof
above for shade, sat a man, his wife and their small seven-
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year-ol d son. As the handcar travel ed through lonely stretch
after lonely stretch, the wind whipped their eyes and bl ew
their hair. but they did not |ook back but only ahead. Sone-
times they | ooked eagerly, as a curve unwound itself, some-
times with great sadness, but always watchful, ready for the
next scene.

As they hit a |l evel straightaway, the machine's engine

gasped and stopped abruptly. In the nowcrushing silence, it
seenmed that the quiet of the earth, sky and sea itself, by its
friction, brought the car to a wheeling halt.

"Qut of gas."

The man, sighing, reached for the extra can in the small
storage bin and began to pour it into the tank

Hs wife and son sat quietly | ooking at the sea, listening to
the muted thunder, the whisper, the draw ng back of huge
tapestries of sand. gravel, green weed and foam

"I'sn't the sea nice?" said the wonan.
"I like it," said the boy.
"Shall we picnic here, while we're at it?"

The man focused binoculars on the green peninsul a ahead.

"Mght as well. The rails have rusted badly. There's a
break ahead. W nmay have to wait while | set a few back in
pl ace. "

"As many as there are," said the boy, "we'll have picnics!"

The woman tried to smle at this, then turned her grave
attention to the man. "How far have we cone today?"

"Not ninety nmiles." The man still peered through the

gl asses, squinting. "I don't like to go farther than that any
one day, anyway. If you rush, there's no tine to see. W'l
reach Monterey day after tonorrow, Palo Alto the next day,

if you want."

The woman renoved her great shadowi ng straw hat which

had been tied over her golden hair with a bright yellow

ri bbon, and stood perspiring faintly, away fromthe machine.
They had ridden so steadily on the shuddering rai! car that the
motion was sewn in their bodies. Now wth the stopping,

they felt odd, on the verge of unraveling.

"Let's eat

The boy ran with the wi cker iunch basket down to the
shor e.
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The boy and the woman were al ready seated by a spread
tabl ecl oth when the mad came down o them dressed in his
business suit and vest and tie and hat as if he expected to
meet soneone al ong the way. As he dealt out the sandw ches
and exhunmed the pickles fromtheir cool green Mason jars, he
began to | oosen his tie and unbutton his vest, always | ooking
around as if he should be careful and ready to button up

agai n.

"Are you all alone. Papa?" said the boy, eating.
"Yes."

"No one el se, anywhere?"

"No one else.”

"Were there peopl e before?"

"Why do you keep asking that? It wasn't that |ong ago.
Just a few nonths. You renenber ?"

"Almost. If 1 try hard, then 1 don't renmenber at all." The
boy l et a handful of sand fall through his fingers. "Wre
there as many people as there is sand here on the beach?
What happened to thenf"

"l don't know," the man said, and it was true.

They had wakened one norning and the world was enpty.

The nei ghbor's clothesline was still strung with blowi ng white
wash. cars gleaned in front of other seven-A M cottages, but
there were no farewells, the city did not humwith its nighty
arterial traffics, phones did not alarmthensel ves, children
did not wail in sunflower wildernesses-

Only the night before he and his wife had been sitting on

the front porch when the evening paper was delivered and,

not even daring to open to the headlines, he had said, "I
wonder when He will get tired of us and just rub us all out?

"It has gone pretty far," she said. "On and on. W're

such fools, aren't we?"

"Whuldn't it be nice"—he Iit his pipe and puffed it—if
we woke tonorrow and everyone in the world was gone and
everything was starting over?" He sat snoking, the paper
folded in his hand, his head resting back on the chair.

"If you could press a button right now and nake it happen,
woul d you?"

"1 think I would," he said. "Nothing violent. Just have
everyone vani sh off the face of the earth. Just |eave the |and
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and the sea and the growing things like flowers and grass and
fruit trees. And the aninmals, of course, let themstay. Every-
thing except man, who hunts when he isn't hungry, eats when
full, and is nean when no one's bothered him™"
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"Naturally," she snmiled, quietly, "we would be left."

"I"d like that," he nmused. "All of time ahead. The | ongest
sumrer vacation in history. And us out for the |ongest picnic-
basket lunch in menory. Just you, me and Jim No conmut -

ing. No keeping up with the Joneses. Not even a car- |'d |like
to find another way of traveling, an older way . . . then, a
hanper full of sandw ches, three bottles of pop, pick up
supplies where you need themfromenpty grocery stores in
enpty towns, and sumertine forever up ahead ..."

They sat a long while on the porch in silence, the newspaper
fol ded between them

At | ast she spoke.
"Wul dn't we be ionelyT she said.

So that's howit was the norning of die first day of the new
wor |l d. They had awakened to the soft sounds of an earth that
was now no nore than a neadow, and the cities of the earth
sinking back into seas of saber grass, nmarigold, marguerite
and nom ng-glory. They had taken it with renarkable calm

at first, perhaps because they had not liked the city for so
many years and had had so many friends who were not truly
friends, and had |ived a boxed and separate life of their own
within a nechanical hive.

The husband arose and | ooked out the wi ndow and ob-
served very calmy, as if it were a weather condition, "Ev-

eryone's gone . - -" knowing this just by the sounds the city
had ceased to make

They took their time over breakfast, for the boy was stil
asl eep, and then the husband sat back and said, "Now | rnust
pl an what to do."

"Do? Wiy, why you'll go to work. of course."

"You still don't believe it, do you?" he | aughed. "That |
won't be rushing off each day at 8:10, that Jimwon't go to
school again ever. School's out for all of us! No nore
pencils, no nmore books, no nore boss' sassy |ooks! We're |et
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out, darling, and we'll never cone back to the silly dam dul
routines. Come on!"

And he had wal ked her through the still and enpty city
streets.

"They didn't die," he said. "They just . . . went away."
"What about the other cities?"

He went to an outdoor phone both and di al ed Chicago,
then New York, then San Franci sco.

Silence. Silence. Silence.
"That's it," he said, replacing the receiver.

"1 feel guilty," she said. "They gone and we here. And
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| feel happy. Wiy? | should be unhappy."

"Should you? It's no tragedy. They weren't tortured or

bl asted or burned. It went easily and they didn't know. And
now we owe nothing to anyone. Qur only responsibility is
bei ng happy. Thirty more years of happi ness, woul dn't that
be good?"

"But then we nust have nore children!"

"To repopul ate the worl d?" He shook his head slowy,

calmy. "No. Let Jimbe the last- After he's grown and gone

| et the horses and cows and ground squirrels and garden

spi ders have the world. They'll get on. And sonmeday sone

ot her species that can conbine a natural happiness with a
natural curiosity will build cities that won't even | ook tike
cities to us, and survive. R ght now, lei's go pack a basket,
wake Jimand get going on that long thirty-year sunmer
vacation. |'Il beat you to the house!"

He took a sl edge hammer fromthe snmall rail car and while he
wor ked al one for half an hour fixing the rusted rails into

pl ace, the woman and the boy ran aiong the shore. They

came back with dripping shells, a dozen or nore, and sone
beauti ful pink pebbles, and sat and the boy took schooling
fromthe nother, doing honework on a pad with a pencil for

a time; and then at high noon the nan came down. his coat
off, his tie thrown aside, and they drank orange pop, watch-
ing the bubbles surge up, glutting, inside the bottles. It was
qui et. They listened to the sun tune the old iron rails. The
smelt of hot tar on the ties noved about themin the salt

wi nd, as the husband tapped his atlas map lightly and gently:
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"We'll go to Sacranmento next nmonth, May, then work up

toward Seattle. Should rmake that by July first. July's a good
mont h i n Washi ngton, then back down as the weather coois,

to Yell owstone, a few nmles a day, hunt here, fish there . . ."

The boy, bored, nmoved away to throw sticks in the sea and
wade out like a dog to retrieve them

The man went on: "Wnter in Tucson, nen, part of the

wi nter, noving toward Florida, up the coast in the spring,
and maybe New York by June. Two years from now, Chi-

cago in the sumer. Wnter, three years from now, what
about Mexico City? Anywhere nme rails |ead us, anywhere at

all, and if we come to an old offshoot rail tine we don't know
anyt hi ng about, what the hell, we'll just take it, go down it to
see where it goes. And sone year, by God, we'll boat down

the M ssissippi, always wanted to do nat. Enough to last us a
lifetime. And that's just howlong | want to take to do it

al |

Hi s voice faded. He started to runble the map shut, but
before he could nove, a bright thing fell through the air and
hit the paper. It rolled off into the sand and nade a wet | unp.
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H s wife glanced at the wet place in the sand and then
swiftly searched his face. H s solem eyes were too bright.
And down one cheek was a track of wetness.

She gasped. She took his hand and held it tight.

He cl enched her hand very hard, his eyes shut now, and
slowy he said, with difficulty:

"Wuldn't it be nice if we went to sleep tonight and in the

ni ght, sonehow, it all cane back. Al the foolishness, all the
noise, all the hate, all the terrible things, all ne nightnares,
all nme w cked people and stupid children, all the ness, all the
smal | ness, all me confusion, all the hope, all me need, all the
love. Wuldn't it be nice?"

She wai ted and nodded her head once.
Then both of them started.

For standi ng between nem they knew not for how | ong,
was their son, an enpty pop bottle in one hand.

The boy's face was pale. Wth his free hand he reached out
to touch his father's cheek where the single tear had nmade its
track.
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"You," he said. "Ch, Dad, you. You haven't anyone to
play with, either "

The wife started to speak.
The husband noved to take the boy's hand.

The boy jerked back. "Silly! Ch, silly" Silly fools! Ch,
you dunb, dunmb!" And, whirling, he rushed down to the
ocean and stood there crying, |oudly.

The wife rose to follow, but the husband stopped her.
“No. Let him"

And then they both grew cold and quiet. For the boy,

bel ow on the shore, crying steadily, now was witing on a

pi ece of paper and stuffing it into the pop bottle and ranm ng
the tin cap back on and taking the bottle and giving it a great
giitlenng heave up in ne air and out into the tidal sea.

What, thought the wife, what did he wite on the note?
What's in the bottle?

The bottle noved out in the waves.
The boy stopped crying.

After a long while he wal ked up the shore to stand | ooking

at his parents. His face was neither bright nor dark, alive nor
dead, ready nor resigned; it seenmed a curious nixture that
simply made do with tine, weather and these people. They

| ooked at him and beyond to the bay where the bottle,
containing the scribbled note, was al nost out of sight now.
shining in the waves.
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Did he wite what we wanted? thought the worman; did he
wite what he heard us just w sh, just say?

O did he wite something for only hinsel f? she wondered,
that tonorrow he might wake and find hinself alone in an
enpty world, no one around, no nman, no wonman, no father,

no nother, no fool grownups with fool w shes, so he could
trudge up to the railroad tracks and take the handcar notor-
ing, a solitary boy, across the continental w |l derness, on
eternal voyages and picnics?

Is that what he wote in the note?

Whi ch?

She searched his colorless eyes, could not read the answer;
dared not ask.

@Qul | shadows sailed over and kited their faces with sudden
passi ng cool ness.
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"Time to go," someone said

They | oaded t he wi cker basket onto the rail car. The woman

tied her |arge bonnet securely in place with its yellow ribbon,
they set the boy's pail of shells on the floor boards, then the
husband put on his tie, his vest, his coat, his hat, and they al
sat OD the bench of the car | ooking out at the sea where the
bottl ed note was far out, blinking on the horizon

"I's aski ng enough?" said the boy. "Does w shing work?"
"Sometimes . . . too well."

"It depends on what you ask for."

The boy nodded, his eyes faraway.

They | ooked back at where they had cone from and then
ahead to where they were going.

"Goodbye, place," said the boy, and waved.

The car rolled down the rusty rails. The sound of it dw n-
dl ed, faded. The nman, the worman, the boy dwindled with it
in me distance, anong the hills.

After they were gone, the rail trenbled faintly for two
m nutes and ceased- A flake of rust fell. A flower nodded.

The sea was very | oud
THE ANYTHI NG BOX
by Zenna Hender son

| suppose it was about the second week of school that I
noticed Sue-lynn particularly. O course. |I'd noticed her nane
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bef ore and checked her out automatically for maturity and

ability and probabl e performance the way nost teachers do

with their students during the first weeks of school. She had
checked out mature and capable and no worry as to perform

ance so | had pi geonhol ed her—setting aside for the no-

ment the little nudge that said, '*Too quiet"—wi th ny other
no-worrys until the fluster and flurry of the first days had died
down a little.

I remenmber my noticing day. | had collapsed into ny chair

for a brief respite fromguiding hot little hands through the
intricacies of keeping a Crayola w thin reasonabl e bounds and
the roomwas full of the rel axed, happy hum of a pl eased

cl ass as they worked away, not realizing that they were
rubbing "blue" into their menories as well as onto their
papers. | was nmeditating on how individual personalities were
beginning to emerge among the thirty-five or so heteroge-
neous first graders 1 had, when | noticed Sue-lynn—+eally
noticed her—for the first tine.

She had finished her paper—far ahead of the others as

usual —-and was silting at her table facing ne. She had her
thunbs touching in front of her on the table and her fingers
curving as though they held sonething between t hem—

sonet hing | arge enough to keep her fingertips apart and
angul ar enough to bend her fingers as if for conmers. It was
sonet hi ng pl easant that she hel d—pl easant and precious. You
could tell that by the softness of her hold. She was | eaning
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forward a little, her |lower ribs pressed against the table, and
she was | ooki ng, conpletely absorbed, at the table between
her hands. Her face was rel axed and happy. Her nouth

curved in a tender half-smile, and as | watched, her tashes
lifted and she | ooked at ne with a warm share-the-pl easure

| ook. Then her eyes blinked and the shutters canme down
inside them Her hand flicked into the desk and out. She
pressed her thunbs to her forefingers and rubbed themslowy
together. Then she laid one hand over the other on the table
and | ooked down at themwith the air of conplete denial and
i gnorance children can assune so devastatingly.

The incident caught my fancy and | began to notice Sue-

lynn- As | consciously watched her, 1 saw that she spent npst
of her free tine staring at the table between her hands, nuch
too unobtrusively to catch nmy busy attention. She hurried
through even the fun-est of fun papers and then iost herself in
| ooki ng. When Davi e pushed her down at recess, and bl ood
streanmed from her knee to her ankle, she took her bandages

and her tear-snudged face to mat confort she had so readil y—f

you'll pardon the expressi on—at hand, and enmerged m nutes
| ater, serene and dry-eyed. | think Davie pushed her down
because of her Looking. | know the day before he had cone

up to nme, red-faced and squirm ng.
"Teacher," he blurted. "She Looks'"
"Who | ooks?" 1 asked absentiy, checking the vocabul ary

list in my book, wondering how on earth |'d m ssed where,
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one of those annoying wh words that throw the children for a
| oss.

"Sue-lyrao. She Looks and Looks!"
"At you?" | asked.

"Wl | = He rubbed a forefinger below his nose, |eaving

a clean streak on his upper lip, accepted the proffered Kl ee-
nex and put it in his pocket. "She |ooks at her desk and tells
lies. She says she can see—

"Can see what?" My curiosity picked up its ears.

"Anyt hing," said Davie. "It's her Anything Box. She can
see anything she wants to."

"Does it hurt you for her to Look?"

"Well," he squirmed. Then he burst out. "She says she

saw ne with a dog biting nme because | took her pencil—she
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said." He started a. peli-nell verbal retreat. "She thinks 1
took her pencil. 1 only found— Hi s eyes dropped. "I'Il give
it back."

"i hope so," | smiled- "If you don't want her to took at

you, then don't do things like that."

"Demgirls," he nmuttered, and cl onped back to his seat.
So | think he pushed her down the next day to get back at
her for the doghite.

Several tines after that | wandered to the back of the room
casually in her vicinity, but always she either saw or fell nme
com ng and the quick sketch of her hand di sposed of the

evi dence. Only once | thought | caught a glimer of
somet hi ng—but her thunb and forefinger brushed in sunlight,
and it must have been just that.

Children don't retreat for no reason at all, and though Sue-
lynn did not follow any overt pattern of withdrawal, | started
to wonder about her. | watched her on the playground, to see

how she tracked there. That only confused ne nore.

She had a very regul ar pattern. Wen the aval anche of
children first descended at recess, she aval anched along with
them and nothing in the shrieking, running, dodging nmass
resolved itself into a withdrawn Sue-lynn. But after ten mn-
utes or so, she energed fromthe crowd, tousle-haired, rosy-
cheeked, snmutched with dust, one shoel ace dangling, and

t hrough sonme al cheny that | coveted for myself, she sud-
denly becane untousl ed, undusty and unsmut ched.

And there she was, serene and conposed on ne narrow

little step at ne side of the flight of stairs just where they
di sappeared into the base of the pseudo-Corinthian colum

that graced Qur Door and her cupped hands received what -

ever they received and her absorption in what she saw be-

came so conplete that ne bell cane as a shock every tine.
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And each tine, before she joined the rush to Qur Door, her
hand woul d sketch a gesture to her pocket, if she had one, or
to the tiny | edge that extended between the hedge and the
buil di ng. Apparently she always had to put me Anythi ng Box
away, but never had to go back to get it.

1 was so intrigued by her putting whatever it was on the
| edge that once | actually went over and felt along the gnny

Zenna Hender son
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little outset. 1 sheepishly followed ny children into the hall,"
wi ping the dust fromny fingertips, and Sue-lynn's eyes

bri med anusenment at nme without her nouth's smling. Her

hands m schi evously squared in front of her and her thunbs
caressed a solidness as the line of children swept into the
room

| smiled too because she was so pleased with having
outwitted me. This seened to be such a gay withdrawal that 1
let ny worry die down. Better this manifestation than any
nunber of other ones that | coul d namne.

Soneday, perhaps, I'll learn to keep ny mouth shut. |

wi sh | had before that |ong afternoon when we primary

teachers worked together in a heavy cloud of Ditto funes, the
acrid smell of India ink, drifting cigarette snoke and the
constant current of chatter, and 1 |let Al pha get me started on
what to do with our behavi or problens. She was all raunched

up about the usual rowdy | oudness of her boys and the eterna
clack of her girls, and | —-bless ny stupidity—gave her Sue-
lynn as an exanpl e of what should be our deepest concern
rather than the outbursts from our active ones.

"You nean she just sits and | ooks at nothing?" Al pha's
voi ce grated into her questioning tone.

"Well, | can't see anything," 1 admitted. "But apparently
she can."

"But that's having hallucinations!" Her voice went up a
notch. "I read a book once—=

"Yes." Marl ene | eaned across the desk to flick ashes in
the ash tray. "So we have heard and heard and heard!"

"Well!'" sniffed Alpha. "It's better than never reading a
book. "

"We're waiting," Marlene | eaked snmoke from her nostrils,
"for the day when you read anot her book. This one nust
have been uncomonly | ong."

"Ch, | don'l know." Al pha's forehead winkled with con-
centration. "It was only about— Then she reddened and
turned her face angrily away from Marl ene.

"Apropos of our discussion— she said pointedly. "It
sounds to nme like that child has a deep personality distur-
bance. Maybe even a psychoti c—what ever— Her eyes gli s-
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"Ch. 1 don't know," | said, surprised into echoing her

words at ny sudden need to defend Sue-lynn. "There's
sonet hi ng about her. She doesn't have that apprehensive,
hunched- shoul der, don't-hit-ime-again air about her that so
many w t hdrawn children have." And | thought achingly of

one of mne fromlast year that Al pha had now and was
verbal | y bl udgeoni ng back into silence after all nmy work with
him "She seens to have a happy, adjusted personality, only
with this odd little—plus."

"Well, 1'd be worried if she were mine," said Al pha.

"I"'mglad all ny kids are so normal." She sighed conpl a-
cently- "I guess | really haven't anything to kick about. |
sel dom ever have problem chil dren except w gglers and yakkers,
and a holler and a snmack can straighten them out."

Mar | ene caught ny eye nockingly, tallying Al pha' s class
with me, and 1 turned away with a sigh. To be so happy—

wel |, | suppose ignorance does hel p.

"You' d better do sonething about that girl," Al pha shrilled
as she left the room "She'll probably get worse and worse as
time goes on. Deteriorating, | think the book said."

I had known Al pha a long time and | thought | knew how

much of her talk to discount, but | began to worry about
Sue-lynn. Maybe this was a disturbance that was nore funda-
mental than the usual run of the nmill that | had met up with.
Maybe a child can snmile a soft, contented snmile and still have
little naggots of madness flourishing somewhere inside.

O, by gorry! | said to nyself defiantly, maybe she does
have an Anything Box. Maybe she is | ooking at something
precious. Who am| to say no to anything |like that?

An Anyt hi ng Box! What could you see in an Anything

Box? Heart's desire? | felt ny own heart lurch—ust alittle—
the next tine Sue-lynn's hands curved. | breathed deeply to
hold ne in nmy chair. If it was her Anything Box, | wouldn't

be able to see ny heart's desire init. O would I1? | propped
my cheek up on ny hand and doodl ed aimessly on ny tine
schedul e sheet. How on earth, | wondered—not for the first
time—do | manage to get nyself off on these tangents?

Then | felt a small presence at ny el bow and turned to
meet Sue-lynn's w de eyes.

"Teacher?" The word was hardly nore than a breath.
Zenna Henderson
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"Yes?" | could tell that for some reason Sue-lynn was

loving ne dearly at the noment. Maybe because her group

had gone into new books that norning. Maybe because | had

noti ced her new dress, the ruffles of which nmade her feel very
fem nine and | ovabl e, or maybe just because the | ate autum
sun lay so gol den across her desk. Anyway, she was | oving
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me to overflow ng, and since, unlike nost of the children,
she had no casual hugs or easy npist kisses, she was bringing
her love to nme in her enconpassing hands.

"See ny box. Teacher? It's ny Anything Box."
"Ch, ny!" 1 said. "May 1 hold it?"

After all, | have held—tenderly or apprehensively or

bravel y—tiger magic, live rattl esnakes, dragon's teeth, poor
little dead butterflies and two ears and a nose that dropped off
Soji e one cold norni ng—hAone of which | could see any nore

than | could the Anything Box. But | took the squareness
fromher carefully, nmy tenderness showing in ny fingers and

my face.

And | received weight and substance and actuality!

Alnmost | let it. slip out of ny surprised fingers, but Sue-
I ynn's apprehensive breath hel ped me catch it and | curved
my fingers around the precious warmess and | ooked down,
down, past a faint shinmering, down into Sue-lynn's Any-

t hi ng Box-

/ was runni ng barefoot through the whispering grass. The

swirl of nmy skirts caught the daisies as | rounded the snarled
apple tree at the corner. The warmw nd | ay al ong each of ny
cheeks and chuckled in nmy ears. My heart outstripped ny

flying feet and nelted with a rush of delight into warmess as
his arms—

1 closed ny eyes and swal |l owed hard, my palnms tight
agai nst the Anything Box. "It's beautiful!" 1 whispered.
"I't's wonderful. Sue-lynn. Were did you get it?"

Her hands took it back hastily. "It's mine," she said
defiantly. "It's mne."
"OfF course," | said. "Be careful now Don't drop it."

She smled faintly as she sketched a notion to her pocket.
"I won't." She patted the flat pocket on her way back to her
seat .

Next day she was afraid to look at ne at first for fear 1
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m ght say sonething or took sonething or in sone way

rem nd her of what nust seemlike a betrayal to her now, but
after I only smled nmy usual snile, with no added secret
know edge, she rel axed.

A night or so later when | |eaned over ny noon-drenched

wi ndowsi ||l and lei the shadow of nmy hair hide ny face from
such ebullient glory, |I renenbered the Anything Box. Could

I make one for nyself? Could | square off this aching wait-

ing, this outreaching, this silent cry inside ne, and nake it
into an Anything Box? | freed ny hands and brought them
together, thunb to thunb, fram ng a part of the horizon's

dar kness between ny upright forefingers. | stared- into the
enpty square until ny eyes watered. | sighed, and | aughed a
little, and let nmy hands frane ny face as 1 | eaned out into the
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ni ght- To have magic so near—to feel it tingle off ny finger-
tips and then to be so bound that | couldn't receive it. | turned
away from the wi ndow—turning my back on brightness

It wasn't long after this that A pha succeeded in putting

sharp points of worry back in ny thoughts of Sue-lynn. W

had ground duty together, and one norni ng when we shivered
while the kids ran themselves rosy in the crisp air, she sizzed
in my ear.

"Which one is it? The abnormal one, | nean."

"l don't have any abnormal children,"” 1 said, ny voice
shar peni ng before the sentence ended because | suddenly
reali zed whom she neant.

"Well, 1 call it abnormal to stare at nothing." You could

al nost taste the acid in her words. "Who is it?"

"Sue-tynn," 1 said reluctantly. "She's playing on the bars
now. "

Al pha surveyed the upsi de-down Sue-lynn, whose brief
skirts were belled down from her bare pink | egs and hal f
covered her face as she swung fromone of the bars by her
knees. Al pha clutched her wi zened, blue hands together and
breathed on them "She sure | ooks normal enough," she

sai d.

"She is normal!" | snapped.

"Well, bite ny head off!" cried Al pha. "You' re the one
that said she wasn't, not me—er is it 'not I'? 1 never could
remenber. Not nme? Not |?"
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The bell saved Al pha froma horrible end. | never knew a
person so serenely unaware of essentials and so sensitive to

trivia.

But she had succeeded in making me worry about Sue-Iynn
again, and the worry exploded into distress a few days |ater.

Sue-lynn canme to school sl eepy-eyed and quiet. She didn't
finish any of her work and she fell asieep during rest tine. |
cussed TV and drive-ins and assuned a night's sleep would

put it right. But next day Sue-iynn burst into tears and

sl apped Davie clear off his chair.

"Why Sue-lynn!" | gathered Davie up in all his astonish-

ment and took Sue-!ynn's hand. She jerked it away from ne

and flung herself at Davie again. She got two handfuls of his
hair and had hi mout of my grasp before 1 knewit. She threw

hi m bodily against the wall with a flip of her hands, then
doubl ed up her fists and pressed themto her stream ng eyes.

In the shocked silence of the room she stunbled over to

I solati on and seating herself, back to the class, on the little
chair, she | eaned her head into the coner and sobbed quietly

i n big gul ping sobs.
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"VWhat on earth goes on?" | asked the stupefied Davie,
who sat spraddl e-1egged on the floor fingering a detached tuft
of hair. "Wat did you do?"

"I only said ' Robber Daughter,' " said Davie. "It said so
in the paper. My manma said her daddy's a robber. They put
himin jail cause he robbered a gas station." Hi s bew | dered
face was trying to decide whether or not to cry. Everything
had happened so fast that he didn't know yel if he was hurt.

"It isn't nice to call names," | said weakly. "Get back
into your seat. |I'lIl take care of Sue-lynn |ater."

He got up and sat gingerly down in his chair, rubbing his
ruffled hair, wanting to nake nore of a production of the
situation but not knowi ng how. He twi sted his face experi -
mentally to see if he had tears avail abl e and had none.

"Demgirls,"” he nmuttered, and tried to shake his fingers
free of a wisp of hair.

| kept ny eye on Sue-lynn for the next half hour as

busi ed nyself with the class. Her sobs soon stopped and her
rigid shoul ders rel axed. Her hands were softly in her lap and
knew she was taking confort from her Anything Box. W
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had our talk together later, but she was so conpletely seal ed
off fromne by her msery that there was no communi cati on

bet ween us. She sat quietly watching ne as | tal ked, her
hands trenbling in her lap. It shakes the heart, sonehow, to
see the hands of a little child quiver like that.

That afternoon 1 | ooked up fromny readi ng group, star-

tied, as though by a cry, to catch Sue-lynn's frightened eyes.
She | ooked around bewi | dered and then down at her hands

agai n—her enpty hands. Then she darted to the Isolation

conmer and reached under the chair. She went back to her seat
slow y, her hands squared to an unseen wei ght. For the first
time, apparently, she had had to go gel the Anything Box. It
troubled me with a vague unease for the rest of the afternoon

Through the days that followed while the trial hung fire. | had
Sue-iynn in attendance bodily, but that was all. She sank into
her Anything Box at every opportunity. And always, if she

had put it away sonewhere, she had to go back for it. She
roused nore and nore reluctantly fromthese waki ng dreans,

and there finally canme a day when | had to shake her to

waken her.

| went to her nother, but she couldn't or woul dn't under-
stand ne, and nade ne feel |ike a frivol ous gossi pnonger
taking her mnd away from her husband, despite the fact that
I didn't even nention hi mer maybe because | didn't nen-
tion him

"if she's being a bad girl, spank her," she finally said,
wearily shifting the weight of a whining baby fromone hip to
anot her and pushing her tousled hair off her forehead. "Wat-
ever you do is all right by me- My worrier is all used up.
haven't got any left for the kids right now "
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Well, Sue-lynn's father was found guilty and sentenced to

the state penitentiary and school was | ess than an hour old the
next day when Davie came up, clunsily a-tiptoe. braving ny
wath for interrupting a reading group, and whi spered hoarsely,
"Sue-lynn's asleep with her eyes open again. Teacher."

W went back to the table and Davie slid into his chair
next to a conpletely unaware Sue-lynn. He poked her with a
warning finger. "I told youl'd tell on you."

And before our horrified eyes, she toppled, as rigidly as a
Zenrw Hender sw
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doll, sideways off the chair. The thud of her |anding rel axed
her and she lay linp on the green asphalt tile—a thin paper
dolt of a girl, one hand still clenched open around sonet hi ng.
I pried her fingers |oose and al nost wept to feel enchantnent
di ssol ve under ny heavy touch. | carried her down to the
nurse's room and we worked over her with wet towels and
prayer and she finally opened her eyes.

"Teacher." she whi spered weakly.

"Yes, Sue-lynn." | took her cold hands in mne.
"Teacher, | alnbst got in nmy Anything Box."

"No," | answered. "You couldn't. You're too big."
"Daddy's there," she said. "And where we used to live."
I took a long, long |look at her wan face. | hope it was

genui ne concern for her that pronpted ny next words. 1 hope
it wasn't envy or the nenory of the niggling nagging of

Al pha's voice that put firmess in nmy voice as 1 went on.
"That's play-like," | said. "Just for fun."

Her hands jerked protestingly in mne. "Your Anything

Box is just for fun. It's |ike Davie's cow pony that he keeps
in his desk or Sojie's jet plane, or when the big bear chases
all of you at recess. It's fun-for-play, but it's not for real
You nustn't think it's for real. It's only play."

"No!" she denied. "No!" she cried frantically, and hunch-
ing herself up on the cot, peering through her tear-swollen
eyes, she scrabbl ed under the pill ow and down beneath the
rough bl anket that covered her.

"Where is it?" she cried. "Where is it? Gve it back to
me. Teacher!"

She flung herself toward ne and pull ed open both ny
cl enched hands.

"Were did you put it? Wiere did you put it?"
"There is no Anything Box," 1 said flatly, trying to hold
her to me and feeling nmy heart breaking along with hers.

"You took it!" she sobbed. "You took it away fromne!"
And she w enched herself out of ny arns.

"Can't you give it back to her?" whispered the nurse. "If
it makes her feel so bad? Watever it is—

"Ifs just imagination," 1 said. alnost sullenly. "I can't
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gi ve her back sonething that doesn't exist."
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Too young! 1 thought bitterly. Too young to |learn that
heart's desire is only play-like.

O course the doctor found nothing wong. Her nother

di smissed the matter as a fainting spelt and Sue-tynn cane
back to class the next day, thin and listless, staring blankly
out the window, her hands pal m down on the desk. | swore

by the pal e holl ow of her cheek that never, never again would
| take any belief fromanyone without replacing it with somne-
thing better. What had | given Sue-lynn? What had she better
than | had taken fromher? How did | know but that her
Anyt hi ng Box was on purpose to tide her over rough spots in

her life like this? And what now, now thai | had taken it from
her ?
Well, after a tine she began to work again, and later, to

pl ay. She cane back to smiles, but not to laughter. She
puttered along quite satisfactorily except that she was a can-
dl e blown out. The flane was gone wherever the brightness

of belief goes- And she had no nore sharing smles for ne,

no overflowing love to bring to me. And her shoul der shrugged
subtly away from ny touch.

Then one day | suddenly realized that Sue-lynn was search-
ing our classroom Stealthily, casually, day by day she was
searching, covering every inch of the room She went through
every puzzle box, every lunp of clay, every shelf and cup-
board, every box and bag. Methodically she checked behind
every row of books and in every child's desk until finally,
after al nost a week, she had been through everything in the
pl ace except mny desk. Then she began to materialize sud-
denly at ny el bow every tine 1 opened a drawer. And her

eyes woul d probe quickly and sharply before | slid it shut
again. But if 1 tried to intercept her |ooks, they slid away and
she had sone legitimte errand that had brought her up to the
vicinity of the desk

She believes it again. | thought hopefully. She won't ac-

cept the fact that her Anything Box is gone. She wants it
agai n-

But it is gone. | thought drearily. It's really-for-true gone.

My head was heavy fromtroubl ed sl eep, and sorrow was a
weariness in all my novenents. Waiting is sonetines a
burden al nost too heavy to carry. Wile ny children humred

144 Zenna Hender son

happily over their fun-stuff, | brooded silently out the w n-
dow until | managed a iaugh at mnmyself. It was a shaky | augh
that threatened to dissolve into sonething else. so | bhsked
back to my desk.

As good a tinme as any to throw out usel ess things,

thought, and to see if | can find that colored chalk I put away
so carefully. | plunged ny hands into die wlderness of the
bottomri ght-hand drawer of ny desk. It was deep with a
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hugh accumrul ati on of anythi ng—ust anythi ng—that m ght

need a tenporary hiding place. | knelt to pull out |eftover
Jack Frost pictures, and a broken beanshooter, a chewed red
ribbon, a roll of cap gun amunition, one striped sock, six
Nunbers papers, a rubber dagger, a copy of the Gospe

According to St. Luke, a mniature coal shovel, patterns for
jack-o'-lanterns, and a pink plastic pelican. | retrieved ny
Irish linen hankie | thought |ost forever and Sojie's report
card that he had told ne solemly had bl own out of his hand
and | anded on a jet and broke the sound barrier so loud that it
busted all to flitters. Under the welter of miscellany, | felt a
squar eness. Oh, happy! | thought, this is where | put the
colored chal k! 1 cascaded papers off both sides of ny lifting
hands and shook the box free.

We were together again. Qutside, the world was an en-

chanting wilderness of white, the wind shouting softly through
the wi ndows, tapping wet, white fingers agai nst the warm
light. Inside, all the worry and waiting, the apartness and

| onel i ness were over and forgotten, their hugeness dw ndl ed

by the confort of a shoulder, the warmh of clasping hands—
and nowhere, nowhere was the fear of parting, nowhere the

need to do without again. This was the happy ending. This
was—

This was Sue-tynn's Anything Box!

My racing heart slowed as the dream faded—and rushed
again at the realization. | had it here! In nmy junk drawer! It
had been there all the tine!

| stood up shakily, concealing the invisible box in the flare

of nmy skirts. ! sat down and put the box carefully in the
center of my desk, covering the top of it with nmy palns lest |
shoul d drown again in delight. | |ooked at Sue-lynn. She was

finishing her fun paper, conpetently but unjoyously. Now
THE ANYTHI NG BOX 145

woul d cone her patient sitting with quiet hands until told to
do sonet hing el se

Al pha woul d approve. And very possibly, | thought. Al pha
woul d, for once in her limted iite, be right. W nay need
"hal [ uci nations" to keep us going—all of us but the Al phas—
but when we go so far to try to force oursel ves, physically,
into the Never-Neveriand of heart's desire—

1 renmenbered Sue-lynn's thin rigid body toppling doll-like
off its chair- Qut of her deep need she had found—er created?
Who couid tell ?—sonet hi ng too dangerous for a child.

could so easily bring the brimm ng happi ness back to her
eyes—but at what a possible price!

No, | had a duty to protect Sue-lynn- Only maturity—the
maturity born of the sorrow and | oneliness that Sue-lynn was
only beginning to know-eould be trusted to use an Anything
Box safely and wi sely.

My heart thudded as | began to nove ny hands, letting the
palms slip down fromthe top to shape the sides of —
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1 had noved them back again before | really saw, and 1
have now | earned al nost to forget that glinpse of what
heart's desire is |ike when won at the cost of another's heart.

| sat there at the desk trenmbling and breathl ess, my pal nms
moi st, feeling as if 1 had been on a |l ong journey away from
the little schoolroom Perhaps | had. Perhaps | had been
shown al! the kingdonms of the world in a monent of tine.

"Sue-lynn," | called. "WII| you corme up here when
you' re through?"

She nodded unsmilingly and snipped off the |ast paper

fromthe edge of Mstress Mary's dress. Wthout another | ook
at her handi work, she carried the scissors safety to the scis-
sors box, crunpled the scraps of paper in her hand and cane
up to the wastebasket by the desk

"l have something for you. Sue-tynn," | said, uncovering
t he box.

Her eyes dropped to the desk top. She | ooked indifferently
up at nme. "I did ny fun paper already."

"Did you like it?"

"Yes." It was a flat |ie.

"Good," | lied right back. "But |ook here." | squared ny
hands around t he Anythi ng Box.
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She | ook a deep breath and the whole of her little body
sti ffened.

"1 found it," | said hastily, fearing anger. "1 found it in
the bottom drawer."

She | eaned her chest against ny desk, her hands caught
tightly between, her eyes intent on the box, her face white
with the aching want you see on children's faces pressed to
Chri stmas wi ndows.

"Can | have it?" she whispered

"It's yours," | said, holding it out. Still she | eaned agai nst
her hands, her eyes searching ny face.

"Can | have it?" she asked agai n.
"Yes!" | was inpatient with this anticlinmx. "But—=

Her eyes flickered. She had sensed ny reservation before 1
had. "But you nust never try to get into it again."

"Ckay," she said. the word coming out on a long relieved
sigh. "Okay, Teacher."

She took the box and tucked it lovingly into her smal

pocket. She turned fromthe desk and started back to her
table. My mouth quirked with a smalt smile. It seened to ne
that everything about her had suddenly turned upwards—even
the ends of her straight taffy-colored hair. The subtle flame
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about her that made her Sue-lynn was there agai n- She scarcely
touched the floor was she wal ked.

| sighed heavily and traced on the desk top with ny finger

a probable size for an Anything Box. What woul d Sue-Iynn
choose to see first? How like a drink after a drought it would
seemto her.

| was startled as a snall figure materialized at ny el bow. It
was Sue-lynn, her fingers carefully squared before her

"Teacher," she said softly, all the flat enptiness gone
fromher voice. "Anytinme you want to take ny Anything
Box, you just say so."

I groped through nmy astoni shnent and incredulity for words.
She coul dn't possibly have had tine to | ook into the Box yet.

"Way. thank you, Sue-lynn," | nmanaged. "Thanks a | ot.
woul d Iike very much to borrow it sonetine."

"Wuld you like it now?" she asked, proffering it.

"No, thank you," | said, around the lunmp in ny throat.
"I'"ve had a turn already. You go ahead."
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"Ckay," she murmured. Then—Teacher?"
"Yes?"

Shyly she | eaned agai nst ne, her cheek on my shoul der
She | ooked up at ne with her warm unshuttered eyes. then
both arns were suddenly around ny neck in a brief awkward

enbr ace. \,
"Watch out!" | whispered, laughing into the collar of her
blue dress. "You'll lose it again!"

"No | won't," she laughed back. patting ne flat pocket of
her dress. "Not ever, ever again!"

A BORN CHARMER
by Edward P. Hughes

At sixteen, his father pronoted Dafydd Madoc LI ewel yn.

"Mab," said the tad casually, "I reckon as how you are old
enough now to shoul der sone responsibility. Onain and
have plenty to do about the farm | want you to keep an eye

on the sheep."”

Daf ydd scowl ed down at this boots to mask the di sappoint-
ment. Quardi ng sheep was a dog's job. He had been hoping
for real responsibility. He denmurred. "If we are so short-
handed, cannot the sheep manage w t hout an eye on thenf"

Unexpectedly, his father smled. "Well, you won't only be
wat chi ng sheep, will you? Doesn't the Bangor road go by the
side of Moelfre? And would that not be the way the Raiders
woul d likely conme, if they wanted to get at COwmm Goch?"

Then he punched Dafydd's shoul der proudly. "The Counci

has decided that Many Price is getting too old for sentinel
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They reckon you can take his place!"

Next norning, the tad unl ocked the dining room cupboard

and got out the twelvebore. Until then, Dafydd had handl ed
the gun only under supervision. He watched his father thunb
a shell into each chanmber, then snap on the safety. "Two
rounds shoul d be enough, nmab. One for 'Raiders sighted,'

two for 'Help wanted quick!' " He proffered the gun to

Daf ydd, face serious. "Keep your eye on that road. Don't get
personal ly involved. Let themtake a sheep or two. if that is
alt they want."

Daf ydd accepted the gun, hoping his father woul d not
notice his hands trenbling. He tucked it under his arm

148
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muzzl e down, as he had been taught."! will be nost careful,
tad,'" he prom sed.

His father smled again and patted his shoul der. "Go and
get your dinner now fromthe nom Then get up that hill as
qui ck as you can. It is alnost daylight."

The wind bl ew cold on the slopes of Melfre. The bl ack

slate roof of Careg Ddu | ay out of sight behind the gorse-ciad
shoul der he had just clinbed. Dafydd pulled up the collar of
hi s sheepskin coat, turned his back to the hsing sun, and
scanned the fields and road below. The | ong sl opes were dark
green in the mountain's shadow. Clusters of white dots showed
where the sheep had spent the night. Nothing noved on the
road.

He pulled a hand from his pocket and casually conjured up

a shotgun shell. Easy when you had the knack. And the poor
old tad econom zi ng on ammp because it had beconme so hard
to find! If only he knew that his younger son could produce
shotgun shells at will! Dafydd thought of the charmer they
had caught in the village and shivered at the gruesone nmem
ory. Sorry, tad-some things had to be kept secret!

Not that Dafydd had anythi ng agai nst charners. There

were hardly enough of themto worry about. One in each
mllion people, he had heard. He could even call hinself a
charner—+f he dared do publicly what he practiced in pri-

vate. But folk were queer. Still blamng the charners for
wecking their daft old civilization, and the war finished
thirty years ago. Still ranting on about things you had never

seen—ption pictures, airplanes, oranges. But what you had
never had, you never mssed. And if sone Russky really had
charned an Hbonb or two onto the English Houses of
Parlianment, nore than likely the Saesneg had done it to the
Russkies first. And why keep on about what happened years
ago? The bonbs had not touched Cwm Goch. Maybe a

sprinkle of the fallout stuff blew over now and again, but, if
you could not see it, taste it, nor snell it—how could you
tell?

As he watched, the nist lifted fromthe humps of Yr Eifl
and Moel Pen-Llechog. He saw the sea, and he grinaced.
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CGone for good now, he was willing to wager, would be the
sailing trips with the village |ads. Brother Owain would make

150 Edward P. Hughes

sure that brother Dafydd did not neglect his sentineling and
his mutton-watching on Mielfre. Brother Onvain was rapidly
becoming a pain in the neck- Dafydd hitched bow and qui ver
nmore confortably across his back, tucked gun under his arm
grasped his crook firmy, and started downhill. There was an
ani mal bl eati ng bel ow—probably stuck in a thorn bush. Dafydd
sighed. Dealing with a Raider would be nore fun-

He gained the road before he found the plaintive teg stuck,
legs up, in a ditch. The sun was warm He shed coat and
accouternments, stooped to grasp a front and back | eg. From
the coner of his eye he saw a shadow nove on the road. He
flung hinself sideways. A hand gripping a knife swept through
the space vacated by his shoul der bl ades. He kicked out,
catching a wist, sending a knife flashing end over end. The
aspiring assassin yelled and dived for the weapon. Dafydd
dived after himand got himin a headl ock before he reached
the knife. The man was undernouri shed; Dafydd held him
easily despite his struggles. Wat a sucker he had been
Caught out on his first day as sentinel' Angrily he forced the
man's head down. "What's the idea, eh?"

"Ifor!" yeiled his captive. "Help!"

Ifor emerged fromthe cover of the hedge, knife in hand.
"Hold himstill. Turn," he requested.

Daf ydd hid his shock. "Conme any closer," he warned,
"and your pal is a corpse."”

"Gel his gun," wailed Turn, now bent al nost doubl e.

"I will do that." agreed Ifor. "If only to prevent him
letting it off. W don't want the yokels warned, do we?"

He reached the twel vebore before Dafydd could hook his
foot around it.

"Now. ny bucko I for waved the gun encouragi ngly.
"Suppose you let Turn go. Then we can di scuss things
reasonabl e like."

"l have warned you," panted Dafydd, not quite prepared
to see if Turn's neck would actually break. "Bugger off, or
your pal will suffer.”

"You are being stubborn,” persisted Ifor. "W haven't
waited here all norning, listening to that blolty sheep, to'be
easy put off." He darted sideways w thout warning.

A BORN CHARMER
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Daf ydd swung his captive like a shield. "Turn," he gasped,
"tell your mate to piss off before |I break your neck!"

The man struggled ineffectually. "Ifor! He is killing ne!"
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"Swi ng the bastard round," counseled Ifor. "I can't get at
himw th you in the way."

Daf ydd tensed his nuscles to resist any effort his prisoner
m ght make. Ifor stood barely a yard off, knife poised. Then
Daf ydd heard the sound of hooves. A horse and rider, fol-

| oned by a pack pony, energed fromthe shadow of trees

over hangi ng t he road.

"Hel p!'" yel |l ed Dafydd.

Ifor cursed fluently. Fifty yards away the horseman ki cked
his nount into a gallop. Ifor half turned, one eye on Dafydd,
bl ade ready.

The rider swung under his knife, striking behind the shoul -
der. Ifor screamed and dropped the knife. Hi s arm hung |inp.
He hoi sted the shotgun one-handed and swung after the horse-
man, trying to thunb of f the safety.

Daf ydd hurled his captive away. There was a shotgun in
his hands. He blasted shot into the tarmac at Ifor's feet.

"Drop it!"

Ifor stared, unbelieving. "Duw A blotty charmer!" He | et
the gun fall. Turn cowered on the road, wordl ess.

The rider returned, |eading his horse. He said in Saesneg,
"You didn't need nuch help, friend."

Daf ydd swi tched | anguages. "You spoiled his best arm
That was a good aid.'

The Sai s slapped a | eat her-covered sap on his pal m and
| aughed. "What shall we do with 'enf? Execute them here, or
take themto your authorities?"

Daf ydd gl anced involuntarily fromthe gun in his hands to
its twin on the road. "I do not think I want themto go to ny
village," he admitted.

"Mm" The Sais eyed both guns. "You nust have quite a
coll ection of those things."

Daf ydd had not, but he did not wi sh the know edge broad-
cast. The charner who could get rid of things, besides pro-
ducing them was a very rare bird

"I try to keep it quiet," he confessed.
152 Edward P. Hughes

"Better do 'em here, then," advised the Sais. "And quick

That shot will bring sonmeone.”

Daf ydd nodded. "It is a signal- They will send scouts from
Owmroch. ™

"Well, get on with it. Those villians have said their prayers."

Daf ydd raised the gun. Ifor glared at him nursing his
shoul der- Turn sal uncaring in the road. Dafydd | owered the
gun. "I cannot do it. The gun only cane because | was
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angry, and | amno | onger angry."
"Gve it to ne, then," said the Sais.

Daf ydd handed hi mthe weapon. The Sais ained it at I[for
"Which barrel did you fire?"

"They are both | oaded. But there nust be only one nore
shot. The father gave ne but two shells.”

The Sais snorted. "You are being greedy. You want two

for the price of one. Now there are two guns we can justify as
many shots as we wi sh. Your father doesn't know how many
shells | carry." He brought the gun up to his shoul der.

Daf ydd cl osed his eyes. Then the words burst from him
"Stop! | cannot |let you nurder them"

The Sais kept the gun steady. "I amnot bothered. The
rogues deserve to die. They would have done for you. Let ne
do for them"

Daf ydd shook his head. "Let them go. They are both hurt.
And we have suffered no harm"”

The Sais frowned. "There are probably nore of 'em down
the road, waiting for these two to report back."

"l do not care. The village is warned now. They will go
away. "

The Sais |owered the gun. "If only all the Wl sh were as
soft as you!" He gestured to the captives. "Go on-scat!
Before | change ny mnd."

They hesitated, incredul ous.

The gun roared. Shot sprayed over their heads. They fled
i ke guilty school boys.

The Sais tucked the duplicate gun inside his saddle roil. He
nodded at the sheep bleating in the ditch. "Suppose you get
that cuckoo out of its nest, while | find ny pony?"

Daf ydd had forgotten the trapped teg. He said, "1 reckon
my job will be easier than yours."
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The Sais said. "I wouldn't bet." He put two fingers into
his mouth and blew a shrill blast. "Sonetinmes he cones,

sometines he don't. Not always obedient |ike the horse." He
whi stl ed again, and the pony trotted fromthe shadow of the
trees, where it had been cropping grass. The Sais | aughed.
"Just bei ng awkward, you see!"

Daf ydd grabbed the teg's | egs and heaved. The ani nal

canme free, making nore noise about it than when it had been
born. Dafydd clapped it on the runp to send it squealing up

the hillside. Then, grinning, he put two fingers into his nouth
inimtation of the Sais and blew an echo of his whistle. The
teg ignored him The Sais applauded. "All you need nowis a
reliable horse.™
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"Or nore cooperative sheep," Dafydd anmended.

"My nane," said the Sais, "if you are interested, is Long
John Ledger- O nowhere in particular."

Daf ydd wal ked beside him itching to take the horse's rein.
The Sais was indeed | ong—well over six feet. Corduroy
jacket and britches provided no ciue to his origins. The
mol eskin cap was incongruous, but snart.

Daf ydd i ntroduced hi msel f. Saeson were rare on the Lleyn
since the coll apse of the pre-bonb English tourist trade.
There was novelty in strolling and chatting with sonmeone
froma different part of the world. He asked, "Are you
traveling to Cam Goch?"

The Sais halted while the horse voided a bladder. "I am
making for PWlheii. | have a date with the circus."

"Then you have plenty of time. The circus is not due for a
nmont h. "

The Sais clapped hand to nouth. "A nonth in front of
mysel f, am|1? They nmust have sent me out early, without
letting on."

"Who woul d they be?" asked Dafydd, curiosity vanqui sh-
ing his politeness.

"House of Correction in Bangor. | usually arrange to
spend the wi nter somewhere cozy. They nust have grown
tired of feeding ne."

"What did you do?"

"Stol e sonething—+ forget what." The Sais shrugged,
wi t hout enbarrassment. "It doesn't matter."

Edward P. Hughes
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"And what do you do for a living?"

The Sais doffed his cap and bowed. He extended a hand
fingers spread wide, nade a fist, twirled his wist, and fanned
out a pack of cards.

"A charmer'" Dafydd could not believe his eyes.

The Sais | aughed- "No, sir—a conjurer! |nnocuous and
entertaining. | do parlor tricks ex tenpore. and nore inpres-
sive productions, given tine, | have a contract permtting ne
to set up a stall within the perineter of the circus area at
Pw | heli in June."

"Since you have a nonth to spare," Dafydd suggested,
"you could put on a show in Cwm Goch."

"it is an idea," admtted the Sais. "Do you pay in nobnhey
in OGwm Goch?"

"What is noney?' *
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The Sais rummaged in his pocket. He brought out a couple

of carved bone tokens the size of coat buttons. Dafydd exam
ined them Each had a face and a date cut into one side, and
on the reverse, the larger showed the words One Pound and
the smaller Fifty Pence. Dafydd returned themto the Sais.
"What use are they?"

Long John Ledger |aughed. "No use at all, Dai ny inno-
cent." He tossed the coins into the air, caught them and
showed Dafydd an enpty palm "Voila! The quickness of the
hand deceives ne Dai! But they are used in London Town—
which is where | got them And sonetines | amable to
persuade tradesnen here and there to accept them as pay-
ment, since they are carved fromivory and cannot be

charnmed. "

Daf ydd shook his head scornfully. In Cvm Goch you

di scharged a debt with your creditor, and there was the
Arbiter to decide the value of a |lanb—er a day's work—f
you were not able to agree. The Arbiter would also hold
| QUs until quarter day, if you w shed-

He said, "W can carve our own bones, man. You woul d
be lucky to get anyone | know to accept those things—although,
strangely enough, we use the sane words on our | QUs."

Long John allowed a fifty piece to reappear. It junped
fromknuckl e to knuckl e across the back of his hand. '' Pounds
and pence are words that cone from before the bonbs, when
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everyone used tokens |ike these. They have been reintroduced
in London to nmake trading easier."

Dafydd recalled illustrations in the mami s book. "I have
seen pictures of London. Does the King still live there? W
have our own King Rhys in Caernarvon, now, you know. "

King Rhys of Ruthin was also Lord of the LIeyn Peninsul a.
Daf ydd remenbered being taken to Conway for the coronation

Long John pal ned the tokens. "You could call him"'king
| suppose. Most Londoners call him'The Oamer' because he
owns the town. | amtold he makes charners wel cone. "

Daf ydd made a face. "That woul d be a change. Perhaps,
one day, | shall get to London and see if / am wel cone."

Owm Goch Defense Force were manni ng the roadbl ock at
the junction for Pentre-bach. Dafydd greeted them "It is al
right. They have gone."

Bl acksmith Idris Evans, Commander of the Cwm Goch

Def ence Force, called, "Stand easy, nen!" Forty-odd as-
sorted weapons were uncocked, forty-odd faces turned to
Daf ydd and his conpanion. In a quieter voice. ldris asked,
"Who has gone, mab?"

Daf ydd waved airily. "The Rai ders—they ran away."
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He heard the tad's voice fromthe hillside above the barri -
cades. "How many shots did you fire, Dafydd?"

"One." He pointed to Long John. "He fired the other."

Daf ydd stopped hurriedly, fingering a nonexistent stone from
hi s boot, hoping me tad would not notice the flush in his
cheeks.

"1l said there was two," commented an anonynobus Voi ce.

Enrys Jones the Buss, Senior Village Councillor and only
man of Omm Goch tall enough to match the Sais for height,
said, "And who is this?"

Long John Ledger swept off his cap. He bowed. "A | one
travel er who was able to give assistance to this stalwart youth
inatine of need.”

Forty-odd pairs of ears pricked at the sound of English
Enrys switched | anguages courteously. "And what are you
doi ng here, stranger?"

Long John expl ai ned at | ength.

"And those Raiders? You are sure that they have gone?"
"Li ke rabbits before the reaper.”

156 Edward P. Hughes

Enrys drew hinself to his full six foot four. **W thank
you. Englishman, for the assistance you gave our senti nel
Wl come to Omm Goch!" He turned to Dafydd. "Well done,

| ad!"

Dafydd felt his chest swell. The ticklish part was over
Now he coul d enjoy hinself.

Enrys nmade a sign to Idris. Commander Evans raised his

voi ce- "Troops—formup!" Forty-odd pair of feet shuffled
through an ill-practiced drill which eventually had themall in
|lines facing back toward Owmn Goch. "Forward march!"

The commander was now at the rear of his troops. He

dropped back to chat with the Sais. Dafydd shoul dered the
twel vebore in Defense Force style and got into step. Maybe,
after this, he would be permtted to go on the slate at Jones
the Pub's tavern.

He heard the tad's voice fromthe head of the col um.
"Mob! Who minds the sheep?"

Daf ydd si ghed. Ten steps, and his glory was used up! He
fell out of the colum. Fromthe slopes of Melfre, he
wat ched the Defense Force di sappear into the dust.

"No," said his father. "You may not go on the slate at

Jones the Pub. Not even if every lad in the village is on rt
al ready—whi ch | do not believe. You are far too young to be
drinking spirituous |iquor.

"But —tad!" Dafydd bl eat ed.

H s father's eyebrows came down darkly, like a |ine squall
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"But nme no 'buts,' lad!" His eyes went to the w ndow. -"!
see Ceinwen Thomas is taking the cowto be mlked. If you
care, you may go out immediately and talk to her. O herw se
you have ny perm ssion to stay and hel p your brother and ne
prepare the sheep dip for tonorrow "

Daf ydd got hinself through the doorway al nost before his
father had finished the sentence.

Cei nwen Thomas was not exactly pretty, but Dafydd |iked

her well enough. When the only alternatives were fat Bl odwen
Hughes, G onwy Jones the School m stress, or Mari Evans

who resenbl ed her lad' s pigs—waell, prettiness was not im
portant- Besides, Ceinwen was a good sport—and, also, she
had Dafydd's parents' approval. The Thonases lived in the

| argest house in the village. Before the bonbs, the story

A BORN CHARMER 157
r

went, they had run sonething called a teashop, supplying
Engl i sh holiday-makers with food and drink. The cow was al
that remmined of the business, but Tecwi n Thomas and Arfon
Ll ewel yn still honored a pre-bonb agreenent by which

Cei nwen's father pastured a cow on Ll ewelyn grass.

Daf ydd caught up with her at the gate to the mlKking
parlor. She said, "Were was you today, Dai? Howel and
Get hyn was | ooking for you in the village."

He said nonchalantly. "I am sentinel, now Taking over
fromMtty Price- And | have also to keep an eye on ny
sheep. "

She cocked her head on one side. "Oh—t is inportant we
are. now, is it? Well, did you hear about the Sais?"

Daf ydd, who had spent his second day on Moel fre al nost
hopi ng the Angl esey Raiders might return to relieve the bore-
dom said. "Wat about the Sais?"

Cei nwen tethered the cowto a ring on the wall. She got a
pail and a stool, then rinsed her hands at the yard punp. "He
has been doi ng whal he calls conjuring tricks. You know—
maki ng thi ngs come and go, without you spotting how "

He nodded. "1 have seen himdo it."

"Well, then, he has been fooling us all. Bl odwen Hughes,

who i s hel ping Jones the Pub where your Sais is staying,
went up to do his room She found a Purdy twetveborc

hi dden in the wardrobe. It is the exact twin of your tad's."

Dafydd felt the color rising in his face. "There are hun-
dreds of twelvebores tike ny tads," he objected.

Cei nwen sat down on the stool, pushed her head into the

cow s flank, and began to stroke the teats. "Wth a nmended
trigger guard |like your tad' s? Renmenmber when he broke it

over the back of that fox. the day he ran out of shells?

Bt odwen got Idris to go and look. Idris said the repair was his
own wor k—he woul d know it anywhere."
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Daf ydd flushed hotly. "Are you trying to say the Sais is a
t hi ef 2"

The mi | k nade ringing sounds as Cei nwen began to direct
alternate streans into the pail. "Ch, no! W know you're stil
got your lad's gun. Your man is a charner. They have him

|l ocked in the old Post Ofice. The Council are going to dea

Edward P. Hughes
158

with himtonorrow. He is lucky none of King Rhys' nen are
in the village—they would not wait that long!"

Dafydd's throat felt tight. The |ast charmer taken in the
village had died painfully. "What wilt they do to hinP"

Cei nwen wi ped the sweat from her forehead with the back

of her hand. "Some of the Council wanted hi m put down

straight off, but Pastor Roberts appeal ed for clemency. He
said, if the Sais couldn't see, he wouldn't be able to charmso
they are putting out his eyes in the norning."

Daf ydd coul d not sleep. Around two o' clock, judging by

die stars, he got up and quietly dressed. In the village bel ow
they had a nan | ocked up for a charmer. He-had only to open
his mouth to put Dafydd Madoc Llewelyn in a simlar predic-
ament. Why had Long John not spoken out?

Daf ydd eased up the sash and clinbed through the wi n-

dow. It was an easy drop onto the roof of the unused chem -

cal privy. He soft-footed across the yard, vaulted the fence,
and was off down the hill, wet grass soaking his trousers. The
nmoon provi ded enough light for himto reach the village

wi t hout mi shap.

Owm Goch sl ept. Dafydd avoi ded t he out post sentinels,

and found WIllie Evans on watch before the Post O fice door,
Fl eetest runner in the village, WIllie, but not very bright.
Daf ydd shook hi m awake.

"WIllie+ want a quiet word with the Sais. Go take a

wal k. 1'll keep guard."
Wllie stunbled to his feet- "I've been wanting to go to the
back. "

Daf ydd gave him a push. "Now is your chance, boyo."

The old Post Ofice was a converted wooden barn, unused

for postal purposes since the bonbs. An enornous wooden
beam doweled into position, barred the door. Shuttered wi n-
dows were sinmlarly fastened. The ex-bam had held charners
before. There was no way Dafydd coul d have rel eased the
Sai s without rousing the village.

In English, he hissed, "Are you awake, Long John?"

The Sai s whi spered back. "Wuld you be sl eepi ng under
the circunstances? Wwo is it?"
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"I't is me, Dafydd. What are you going to do?'1
"What can | do, friend? | was foolish to keep that gun. |
A BORN CHARMER
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See

had thought to swap it for a few necessities in Pwlheli.
where it got me?"

"Why have you not told them who the real charner is?"
He heard a rueful laugh. "Is that what you want, Dai?"
"Dul v."' No!"

"I't wouldn't help, anyway. W would both finish up as
suspects. And sone of the tests for charners can be fatal,
even though you are innocent. What's the testing process in
Cwm Goch?"

Daf ydd choked. "They—they are not going to test you
The Council has al ready decided. They arc going to blind you
to nake sure you never charmno nore."

"Mm. . . how exactly do they plan to do that, little
Vel shman?"

Dafydd tried to recall what Ceinwen had said. "They wll

pl uck out your eyes—+ think." He hesitated. "I have heard
thai it is not very . . . painful."
Long John was silent- Dafydd said, "I amsorry."

"It is not your fault, lad. How exactly do they nanage the
job? Come on. little friend. | can take it."

Daf ydd's voice trenbled. "Last tinme they used a spoon. |
can just renenber. | was not very old. Afterwards, die
sol di ers chopped off his head."

"But 1 amto be spared the |ast indignity?"

"Pastor Roberts pleaded for your life. He said, if you was
blind you could not be a charmer. And so they should not put
an innocent man to death.”

The Sais' voice was suddenly urgent. "Dai, can you get
me out of here, now?"

Daf ydd studied the old barn joylessly. Built entirely from

ti mber, dowel s—o nails, no charning could touch it. "There
is nothing | could do that would not nmake a noise. And Wllie
Evans is watching fromover the road."

"Dam WIllie Evans' Can you set fire to this place?"
"Why—are you | oose in nere?"

"I amtied to a chair, hand and foot.

"Then it is too dangerous. | will try to think up something
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for after they bring you out tonorrow "

There was a trenpr in the Sais' voice. "Think hard then,
Daf ydd. They are nme only eyes |'ve got."

160 Edward P. Hughes

He was first up and dressed next morning. Wen his
nmot her canme down, he said, "Can | go to the village today?"

H s nmom said, "And who will watch the Bangor road?"

He fiddled with a coat button, avoiding her gaze. "Ad

Matty Price is still keeping an eye out- They have not told
himyet that | amsentinel also. It is just that his eyes are not
so good as they were. Can | go?"

"You had better ask your [ ad.

"1 only want to see what they do to the Sais. Then | will
go up Melfre."

The nomlit the ready-laid stove with a big Cardiff nmatch.
"I am surprised you should say that, mab. | amsure / should
not like to watch what they do to himthis norning."

"Do you not hate the charners, then, man"

He found himself staring into a pair of placid gray eyes
whi ch made himfeel vaguely unconfortable. Suddenly he

was glad that the Sais was his friend. She said, "Mab—t is
wong to hate anyone. This Sais has done us no harm"”

"But may | go?"
"Ask your tad."

H s father said, "W had enough of you |ast tinme.
Ni ght mar es—waki ng up screaning. You get on up Melfre
as soon as you have finished breakfast."

Dafydd bit his lip. Unless he got to the village, Long
John's eyes were forfeit- If only his father appreciated that.

"But lad—+t is inmportant!"

H s father's eyebrows make a nenacing line. "One Ll ewelyn

at this nmpming's pantominme will be sufficient. Your brother
is staying here. You will be upon Moelfre doing your duty. Is
t hat under st ood?'

Daf ydd nodded neekly.

Once over the gorsey shoul der, he dropped down to the

road and worked his way back to the village. The sun was
wel | up, and people were about by the tine he reached the
gate of the Thomas m | king parlor. Cei nwen was cl osing the
door of the cool house.

He hissed. "Ceinwen! WII you do us a favor?"
She cane to the gate. "Shouldn't you be up on ne hill?"

He nodded. "My tad thinks that is where | am" He
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hesitated only a nmoment. There was no tine for cajoling. He
A BORN CHARMER 161

had to take her into his confidence. "Listen—do you think
that poor bloody Sais deserves to |ose his eyes?"

She picked at the wood of the gate. "My tad says charners
shoul d be destroyed ti ke verm n, because of the damage they
have done."

"l am aski ng you—not your tad."

"Don't shout at me, Dafydd Llewelyn. | amnot your wife
yet."

He hel d back a ready response. "1 am sorry, Cei nwen.
WIl you help ne to save the Sais' sight?"

"I't might be dangerous. Wiy do you want to help hin?' 1
"He saved ny life. Surely | owe hima good turn."
"My tad says—

"Sod your tad! | amtal king about an innocent man's
eyes."

"How do you know he is innocent?"

"Because— He balled his fists in frustration. Hi s nouth
opened and shut. It cane out in a rush. "Because / amthe
charner! | charmed that spare gun."

"Dai!" Her eyes grew round, |ike big daisies.

"Look!" He laid his hand on the top of the gate, palmup
A shotgun shell appeared in it. "Now do you believe nme?"

She grabbed the shell fromhis hand and flung it far into
the grass. "Dai—you nust not let themfind out!"

"Don't worry—+ won't,'
to help the Sais.'

he reassured her. "But |'ve got

She said, "Wiat do you want ne to do?"

The square in Owmn Goch was crowded by the time Dafydd

climbed, crouching furtively, onto the roof of the school -
house. Oanen Onen the carpenter had knocked out the secu-

rity dowels holding the bar which closed the door of the old
Post O fice. Two hel pers withdrew the great beam Then they
carried out the Sais, chair and ail, and brought himto the war
menorial. Six bowren stood in a senmicircle, arrows nocked.

The porters loosed the Sais fromhis chair and bound him

with henpen rope to the pillar of stone. They tied an extra
ligature to hold his head i nmovabl e.

Pastor Roberts in full canonicals stood behind the archers.
The voice of Enrys Jones, speaking English, carried clearly
to me school roof.

162 Edward P. Hughes
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"Engl i shman, you have betrayed yourself as a charner,
and it is useless to deny it. By the taw of the | and, you shoul d
die."

Pastor Roberts raised his voice. "Thou shall not suffer a
witch to |ive. Exodus, chapter twenty-two, verse eighteen."

Enrys ignored the interruption. "Sightless charners can-
not harm Ergo, they are no |onger charmers. Do you under-
stand the need for you to be sightless. Englishman?"

Long John Ledger responded in a |oud voice. "I have done
you no harm | intend you no harm Let ne go, and 1 will
| eave Cwm Goch. "

Enrys Jones wagged his head. "Rhys of Ruthin would
hardly accept that as a valid excuse for releasing you. And we
are accountable to him™"

"I't is not the harmyou do now," pointed out Tecw n
Thomas. "It is the harmyour kind have done in the past.

"The sins of the fathers— began Pastor Roberts.
"Shut up, you old fool!" yelled Cei nwen's father.

"Keep ne prisoner while 1 send an appeal to King Rhys,"
suggest ed Long John

Agai n Enrys Jones wagged his head. "You are playing for
time. Englishman, and we have none to spare. Executor!"

No one noved.

Enrys Jones turned round. "Were is Dylan WIIlians?"
A voice. "He is not here."

"Then who has the spoon?”

No one spoke.

Enrys Jones said, "1 will get another."

In silence the Senior Councillor crossed the road, entered
his house, and returned with a teaspoon. He called, "Stand
forward who will do the job""

No one noved. A voice called, "Find yourself a soldier!"
Daf ydd t hought he recogni zed his father's | augh

Enrys puffed out his cheeks, as he did when faced with
knotty Council problens, "i amsorry that no one is prepared

to undertake an honorable task. | suppose | nmust do ny own
dirty work." He turned back to the Sais. "If this hufls too
much. Englishman, | apol ogi ze. But, consider; it is better to
| ose your sight than | ose your life—and it will be over in a
m nute. "

A BORN CHARMER 163

He approached the Sais, spoon raised.

Daf ydd dared delay no | onger. There was no chance, now,
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that Long John could talk himself out of this fix. Dafydd

glared at the pillar to which the Sais was bound. He knew t he
war menorial as well as he knew his own front door from

the triangul ar apex, past the catal ogue of nanes on its face, to
the base—ehi pped by a Raider's bullet |ong before he was

bom

He charmed, and the war nenorial disappeared. The Sais
stood free, bonds hanging | oosely around him

"Archers!" shrieked Enrys.

Daf ydd charmed again, a picture fromthe nom s book

clear in his mnd. And, |ike sonme nedieval knight, the Sais
stood in a replica of the armor worn by Edward Pl ant agenet,
Bl ack Prince of England. The crowd fell back. A nervous
finger twitched, and aa arrow bounced harm essly off ne
Sai s' breastpl ate.

Daf ydd put two fingers into his mouth and bl ew a shril
bl ast. Down at the tavern, Cei nwen Thomas opened a stable
door to push out a horse and a pony.

Daf ydd whi stl ed agai n. The horse whi ckered and cane up
to the square at a smart trot, towi ng the reluctant pony.

The Bl ack Prince had his sword out-
back!" he ordered. "I command you in the name of Sir
John Ledger de Main!"

The bowren retreated before him On the far side of the
square a nman rai sed a shotgun, and pulled the trigger
i neffectual ly.

Daf ydd gri nned.

He | ooked anxiously up the road towards Pastor Roberts*
chapel. It was high tine his diversion was showi ng. He
glimpsed the unnoticed wi sps of snoke trailing fromthe
chapel wi ndows. From ne cover of the school house project,
he yelled, "Fire! The chapel is on fire!l"

He heard Pastor Roberts' high-pitched shriek. Qher voices
took up the warning. Wien he dared to | ook, the crowd was
stream ng up the road towards the burning buil ding.

Sir John Ledger de Main stood alone in the square. His
horse and | oaded pack pony trotted up and hal ted, whinnying

164 Edward P. Hughes

at the unfam liar arnmor. The Black N ght got leisurely onto
his mount. He raised the sword in sal ute.

"El egantly done, Dai' You did not need much hel p. that
tine!"

Daf ydd gl anced nervously up the street to where the chape
bumed- The danp straw he had set snoldering in the chance
that norning was still producing enough snoke to hold the
firelighters' attention. He stood up to wave at the Bl ack
Knight. "Time you were on your way, Sais!"
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The Bl ack Kni ght waved back. "Thanks for my eyes, little
Wl shman. Don't forget London when your |uck runs out
here! "

Then Long John Ledger sheathed his sword and was of f
down the street, |like some |one Crusader on his way to war.

Daf ydd waved until he was out of sight, then turned his
attention to the burning chapel. Encouraged by Pastor Rob-
erts, the popul ation of Own Goch had forned bucket chains
to drench the chapel through door and w ndows.

They appeared to have forgotten Long John. Dafydd sniffed
scornfully. Wthout the backing of King Rhys' soldiers, Oam
Goch hadn't much stomach for charmer-baiting. They woul d
probably make sure the fire was not out while there was a
chance that the mail-clad nenace was still in the village!
Daf ydd eyed the dense billows of snpke. He had piled the
straw wel |l clear of the wooden pews, so there was little
chance of serious damage. Maybe Pastor Roberts woul d want
sone sooty stonework scrubbed later on: Dafydd Ll ewelyn
woul d be pl eased to vol unt eer

The wi nd veered, sending snoke down the street to enve-

| ope the school house roof. Dafydd coughed am d the funes
and grinned. It had been a good charmene the mam woul d
surely approve of, if only he dared tell her. A full suit of
armor, by damm—and only a picture to work from And
everyone convi nced Long John Ledger was the cul prit!

Everyone, that is, except—

Daf ydd | aunched hi nsel f down the incline, no slipperier

nor steeper than sonme of the slopes on Moelfre. Tinme to go
before his fellow conspirator arrived dying to bl ather on about
the success of their plan. He dropped fromthe drain pipe,

pi cked hinsel f out of the dust. He saw her running up the
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street from Jones' tavern. Cei nwen who knew his secret.
Cei nwen whose father woul d not see reason about charners
Cei nwen who maybe now t hought she had a hold on Dafydd
Madoc LI ewel yn.

He shivered. He was in no nood to face his newally. in

any case, the firelighters would soon discover the fire was
arson and cone | ooking for the crimnal. The tad anong
them He could hear his father's voice. "Dafydd-who m nds

t he sheep?"

He turned towards the square, concentrated, and restored

Owm Goch's war nenorial, bullet chip and all. Then he

started back up the hill towards the slopes of Moelfre. Cei nwen
Thomas, and the future, could |ook after thenselves for the
time being. Dafydd Ll ewel yn now needed an alibi that only
absence fromthe scene of the crime could provide. Let the

tad tell himall about Long John's escape and how t he chapel
went on fire when he got hone that night.

Daf ydd smirked, tasting the wine of success. Too young to
drink spirituous liquor, was he?
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VHAT | F-
by |saac Asi nov

Norman and Liwy were late, naturally, since catching a train
is always a matter of last-minute delays, so they had to take
me only available seat in the coach. It was the one toward the
front; the one with nothing before it but the seat that faced
wong way, with its back hard against the front partition,
Whi | e Norman heaved the suitcase onto the rack. Liwy

found herself chafing a little.

If a couple took the wrong-way seat before them they

woul d be staring self-consciously into each other's faces al
the hours it would take to reach New York; or else, which

was scarcely better, they would have to erect synthetic barri-

ers of newspaper. Still, there was no use in taking a chance
on there bei ng anot her unoccupi ed doubl e seat el sewhere in
the train.

Norman didn't seemto nmind, and mat was a little disap-
pointing to Livvy. Usually they held their noods in conmon.
That, Nornman cl ai ned, was why he renmai ned sure that he

had married the right girl

He woul d say, "W fit each other, Liwy, and nat's the

key fact. Wen you're doing a jigsaw puzzle and one piece

fits another, that's it. There are no other possibilities, and of
course there are no other girls."

And she woul d | augh and say, "If you hadn't been on the
streetcar that day, you would probably never had mnet-ne-
What woul d you have done then?"

"Stayed a bachelor. Naturally. Besides, | would have net
you through Georgette another day."

"I't wouldn't have been the sane."
166

WHAT | F- 167
"Sure it would."

"No, it wouldn't. Besides, CGeorgette would never have
i ntroduced me. She was interested in you herself, and she's
the type who knows belter than to create a possible rival."

"What nonsense."

Li vvy asked her favorite question; "Norman, what if you
had been one minute later at the streetcar conmer and had
taken the next car? What do you suppose woul d have
happened?"

"And what if fish had wings and all of themflewto the
top of the nountains? What woul d we have to eat on Fridays
t hen?"

But they hod caught the streetcar, and fish didn't have
Wi ngs, so that now they had been narried five years and ate
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fish on Fridays. And because they had been married five
years, they were going to celebrate by spending a week in
New Yor k.

Then she renenbered the present problem "I w sh we
coul d have found sone other seat."

Norman said, "Sure. So do |I. But no one has taken it yet,
so we' |l have relative privacy as far as Provi dence, anyway."

Li vvy was unconsol ed, and felt herself justified when a

plunp little man wal ked down the central aisle of the coach
Now, where had he conme fron? The train was hal fway

bet ween Boston and Providence, and if he had had a seat,

why hadn't he kept it? She took out her vanity and consi dered
her reflection. She had a theory that if she ignored the little
man, he woul d pass by. So she concentrated on her |ight-

brown hair which, in the rush of catching the train, had
becone disarranged just a little; at her blue eyes, and at her
little nouth with the plunp Iips which Nornman said | ooked

i ke a pernmanent ki ss.

Not bad, she thought.

Then she | ooked up, and the little nan was in the seat
opposite. He caught her eye and grinned widely. A series of
lines curled about the edges of his smle. He lifted his hat
hastily and put it down beside himon top of the little black
box he had been carrying. Acircle of white hair instantly
sprang up stiffly about the | arge bald spot that nmde the
center of his skull a desert.
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She could not help smling back a little, but then she
caught sight of the black box again and the smte faded. She
yanked at Norman's el bow.

Nor man | ooked up from his newspaper. He had startlingly

dark eyebrows that al nost net above the bridge of his nose,
giving hima form dable first appearance. But they and the
dark eyes beneath bent upon her now with only the usual | ook
of pleased and sonewhat anused affection

He said, "Wat's up?" He did not |ook at the plunp little
man opposite.

Liwy did her best to indicate what she saw by a little
unobtrusi ve gesture of her hand and head. But the little man
was wat ching and she felt a fool, since Norman sinply stared
at her bl ankly.

Finally she pulled himcloser and whispered, "Don't you
see what's printed on his box?"

She | ooked again as she said it, and there was no mi st ake-

It was not very prominent, but the light caught it slantingly
and it was a slightly nore glistening area on a bl ack back-
ground. In flowing script it said, "Wat If."

Tie little man was sniling again. He nodded his head
rapidly and pointed to the words and then to hinmself severa
times over.
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Norman said in an aside, "Mist be his nane."
Liw replied, "Ch. how could that be anybody's nane?' *

Norman put his paper aside. "I'll show you." He |eaned
over and said, "M. If?"

The little man | ooked at hi m eagerly.
"Do you have the tine, M. [f?"

The little man took out a large watch fromhis vest pocket
and di spl ayed the dial.

"Thank you, M. If," said Norman. And again in a whis-
per, "See, Liwy."

He woul d have returned to his paper, but ne little man was
opening his box and raising a finger periodically as he did so,
to enforce their attention. It was just a slab of frosted' gl ass
that he renoved—about six by nine inches in |length and

wi dt h and perhaps an inch thick. It had bevel ed edges, rounded
coners, and was conpletely featurel ess. Then he took out a
little wire stand on which the glass slab fitted confortably.

WHAT | F- 169

He rested the conbination on his knees and | ooked proudly at
t hem

Liw said, with sudden excitenment, "Heavens. Nornman,
it's a picture of sone sort."

Nor man bent cl ose. Then he | ooked at the little man.
"What's this? A new kind of television?"

The little man shook his head, and Liw said, "No,
Norman, it's us."

"What ?"

"Don't you see? That's the streetcar we net on. There you
are in me back seat wearing that old fedora | threw away
three years ago. And that's CGeorgette and nyself getting on
The fat lady's in the way. Now Can't you see us?"

He nmuttered. "It's sonme sort of illusion."

"But you see it too, don't you? That's why he calls this
"What If." It will show us what if. What if the streetcar hadn't
swerved ..."

She was sure of it. She was very excited and very sure of

it. As she looked at the picture in the glass slab, the |ate-
af t enbon sunshine grew di nmer and the inchoate chatter of

t he passengers around and behind t hem began fadi ng-

How she renenbered that day. Norman knew Ceorgette

and had been about to surrender his seat to her when the car
swerved and threw Liwy into his lap. It was such a ridicu-

| ously corny situation, but it had worked. She had been so
enbarrassed that he was forced first into gallantry and then
into conversation. An introduction from Georgette was not
even necessary. By the tine they got off the streetcar, he
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knew where she worked.

She could still remenber Georgette glowering at her, sul k-
ily forcing a snile when they thensel ves separated. Georgette
said, "Norman seens to |ike you."

Liw replied, "Ch. don't be silly! He was just being
polite. But he is nice-looking, isn't he?"

It was only six nonths after that that they nmarried.

And now here was that sane streetcar again, wth Norman

and herself and CGeorgette. As she thought that, the snooth

train noises, the rapid clack-clack of the wheels, vanished
conpletely. Instead, she was in the swaying confines of the
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streetcar. She had just boarded it with Georgette at the previ-
ous stop.

Livvy shifted weight with the swaying of the streetcar, as

did forty others, sitting and standing, alt to the sane nobnot o-
nous and rather ridiculous rhythm She said, "Sonebody's
nmotioning at you. Georgette. Do you know hi nP"

"At me?" Georgette directed a deliberately casual gl ance
over her shoulder. Her artificially |Iong eyelashes flickered.
She said, "I know hima tittle. What do you suppose he

want s?"

"Let's find out,’
wi cked.

said Liw. She felt pleased and a little

Georgette had a well-known habit of hoarding her male
acquai ntances, and it was rather fun to annoy her this way.
And besides, this one seened quite . . . interesting.

She snaked past the line of standees, and Georgette fol -

| owed without enthusiasm It was just as Liwy arrived oppo-
site the young man's seal that the streetcar lurched heavily as
it rounded a curve. Liwy snatched desperately in the direc-
tion of the straps. Her fingertips caught and she held on. It
was a | ong nonent before she could breathe. For sone

reason, it had seenmed that there were no straps close enough

to be reached. Somehow, she felt that by all the |aws of

nature she should have fallen

The young nman did not |ook at her. He was smling at
Georgette and rising fromhis seat. He had astoni shing eye-
brows that gave hima rather conpetent and sel f-confident
appearance. Liwy decided that she definitely liked him

Georgette was saying, "Ch no, don't bother. W're getting
off in about two stops."

They did. Liwy said, "I thought we were going to Sach's."

"W are. There's just sonething | remenber having to
attend to here. It won't take but a mnute."

"Next stop. Providence!" the | oudspeakers were bl aring.
The train was slowing and the world of the past had shrunk
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itself into the glass slab once nore. The little nan was" stil
smling at them

Liw turned to Norman. She felt a little frightened. "Wre
you through all that, too?"

He said, "Wat happened to the time? W can't be rcach-
VWHAT | F- 171

nig Providence yet?" He |ooked at his watch. "I guess we
are." Then, to Liwy, "You didn't fall that time."

"Then you did see it?" She frowned. "Now. that's |ike
Georgette- |'msure there was no reason to get off the street-
car except to prevent ny neeting you. How | ong had you

known Ceorgette before then, Norman?"

"Not very long. Just enough to be able to recognize her at
sight and to feel that | ought to offer her ny seat."

Liwy curled her I|ip.

Nor man gnnned, "You can't be jeal ous of a m ght-have-

been, kid. Besides, what difference would it have nmade? |'d
have been sufficiently interested in you to work out a way of
meeting you."

"You didn't even | ook at ne."
*'| hardly had the chance."
"Then how woul d you have net nme?"

"Some way. | don't know how. But you'll admt this is a
rat her foolish argunent we're having."

They were | eaving Providence. Liw felt a trouble in her

mnd. The little man had been foll ow ng their whispered
conversation, with only the loss of his snmle to show that he
under stood. She said to him "Can you show us nore?"

Norman interrupted, "Wait now, Liwy. Wat arc you
going to try to do?"

She said, "I want to see our wedding day. Wat it would
have been if | had caught the strap."

Nor man was vi si bly annoyed. "Now, that's not fair. W
m ght not have been nmarried on the sanme day, you know. "

But she said. "Can you showit to nme, M. If?" and the
littl e man nodded.

The sl ab of glass was coning alive again, glowing a little.
Then the light collected and condensed into figures. Atiny
sound of organ music was in Liw's ears without there
actual | y bei ng sound.

Norman said with relief, "Well, there | am That's our
weddi ng. Arc you satisfied?"

The train sounds were di sappearing again, and the | ast
thing Liw heard was her own voice saying, "Yes, there you
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are. But where am/?"
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Li vvy was well back in the pews. For a while she had not
expected to attend at all- In the past nonths she had drifted
further and further away from Georgette, w thout quite know
ing why. She had heard of her engagenent only through a

mutual friend, and, of course, it was to Norman. She renem
bered very clearly that day, six nonths before, when she had
first seen himon the streetcar. It was the tinme CGeorgette had
so quickly snatched her out of sight. She had net him since

on several occasions, but each time Georgette was with him

st andi ng bet ween.

Wl |, she had no cause for resentnent; the man was certainly
none of hers. Ceorgette, she thought, |ooked nore beautiful
than she really was. And he was very handsone indeed

She felt sad and rather enpty, as though sonethi ng had

gone w ong-sonet hing that she could not quite outline in

her mnd. Georgette had nmoved up the aisle wthout seem ng
to see her, but earlier she had caught his eyes and sniled at
him Livvy thought he had smiled in return

She heard the words distantly as they drifted back to her,
"1 now pronounce you—

The noi se of the train was back. A wonan swayed down the
aisle, herding a little boy back to their seals. There were
intermttent bursts of girlish laughter froma set of four
teenage girls hal fway down the coach. A conductor hurried
past on sone nysterious errand.

Livvy was frozenly aware of it all

She sat there, staring straight ahead, while the trees outside
bl ended into a fuzzy, furious green and the tel ephone poles
gal | oped past.

She said, "It was she you married."

He stared at her for a noment and then one side of his
mouth quirked a little. He said lightly, "I didn't really,
Aivia. You're still my wife, you know. Just think about it
for a few mnutes.”

She turned to him "Yes, you nmarried ne—because"! fel

in vyour lap. If | hadn't, you would have narried Georgette. If
she hadn't wanted you, you would have narried soneone

el se. You would have married anybody. So much for your

jigsaw puzzl e pieces."

WHAT | F- 173

Norman said very slowy, "Well—'Il|—-be—-darned!" He

put both hands to his head and snoot hed down the straight

hair over his ears where it had a tendency to tuft up. For the
monent it gave himthe appearance of trying to hold his head
together. He said, "Now, |ook here, Livvy, you're naking a
silly fuss over a stupid magician's trick. You can't blane ne
for sonething | haven't done.”
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"You woul d have done it."
"How do you know?"
"You' ve seen it."

"I'"ve seen a ridicul ous piece of—ef hypnotism | sup-

pose." Hi's voice suddenly raised itself into anger. He turned
tothe little nman opposite. "Of with you, M. If, or whatever
your nanme is. Get out of here. W don't want you. Get out
before | throw your little trick out the wi ndow and you after

it."
Liwy yanked at his elbow "Stop it- Stop it' You're in a

crowded train."

The little man shrank back into the corner of the seat as far
as he could go and held his little black bag behind him
Norman | ooked at him then at Livvy, then at the elderly |ady
across the way who was regarding himwi th patent disapproval

He turned pink and bit back a pungent remark. They rode
ma frozen silence to and t hrough New London

Fifteen m nutes past New London. Norman said, "Livvy!"

She said nothing. She was | ooking out the wi ndow but saw
not hi ng but the gl ass.

He said again, "Liwy! Liw! Answer me!"
She said dully, "Wat do you want?"

He said, "Look, this is all nonsense. | don't know how the
fellow does it, but even granting it's legitinmate, you're not
being fair. Wy stop where you di d? Suppose 1 had married
Georgette, do you suppose you woul d have stayed single? For
all 1 know, you were already married at the time of ny
supposed weddi ng. Maybe that's why | narried Georgette."

"I wasn't married."
"How do you know?"

"1 woul d have been able to tell. | knew what ny own
t houghts were."

"Then you woul d have been married within the next year."
174 | saac Asinmm

Liw grew angrier. The fact that a sane remmant within

her clanored at the unreason of her anger did not soothe her
It irritated her further, instead. She said, "And if | did, it
woul d be no business of yours, certainly."

"Of course it wouldn't. But it would make the point that in
the world of reality we can't be held responsible for the 'what
ifs.' "

Livvy's nostrils flared. She said nothing.

Nor man sai d, "Look! You renenber the big New Year's
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celebration at Wnnie's place year before | ast?"

"I certainly do. You spilled a keg of al cohol all over ne.

"That's beside the point, and besides, it was only a cock-
tail shaker's worth. What I'mtrying to say is that Wnnie is
j ust about your best friend and had been | ong before you
married nme."

"What of it?"
"Ceorgette was a good friend of hers too, wasn't she?"
"Yes."

"Al'l right, then. You and Georgette woul d have gone to

me party regardl ess of which one of you | had married. |

woul d have had nothing to do with it. Let himshow us the

party as it would have been if | had married CGeorgette, and

I"ll bet you'd be there with either your fiance or your husband."

Liw hesitated. She felt honestly afraid of just that.
He said, "Are you afraid to take the chance?"

And that, of course, decided her. She turned on himfuri-
ously. "No, I'mnot! And | hope | ammarried- There's no
reason | should pine for you. What's nore, |I'd like to see
what happens when you spili the shaker all over Ceorgette.
She'll fill both your ears for you, and in public, loo. 1 know
her. Maybe you'll see a certain difference in the jigsaw

pi eces then." She faced forward and crossed her arnms angrily
and firmy across her chest.

Nor man | ooked across at the little man. but there was no
need to say anything- The glass slab was on his |ap already.
The sun slanted in fromthe west, and the white foamof hair
that topped his head was edged with pink

Nor man said tensely, "Ready?"

Liwy nodded and let the noise of the train slide away
agai n.

WHAT | F- 175

Liw stood, a little flushed with recent cold, in the ne
doorway. She had just renoved her coat, with its sprinkling

of snow, and her bare arns were still rebelling at the touch of
open air.

She answered the shouts that greeted her with "Happy

New Years" of her own, raising her voice to nmake herself

heard over me squealing of the radio- Georgette's shrill tones
were alnost the first thing she heard upon entering, and now
she steered toward her. She hadn't seen Georgette, or Nor-
man, in weeks.

Georgette lifted an eyebrow, a manneri sm she had lately

cultivated, and said, "lIsn't anyone with you, Oivia?" Her
eyes swept the i medi ate surroundi ngs and then returned to
Li wy.
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Liw said indifferently, "I think Dick will be around
| ater. There was sonething or other he had to do first.'' She
felt as indifferent as she sounded.

Georgette smiled tightly. "Well, Norman's here. That ought
to keep you frombeing lonely, dear. At least, it's turned out
mat way before."

And as she said so, Norman sauntered in fromthe kitchen

He had a cocktail shaker in his hand, and the rattling of ice
cubes castanetted his words. "Line up, you rioting revelers,
and get a mixture that will really revet your riots—Wy,

Li wy! "

He wal ked toward her, grinning his wel cone. "Wuere've
you been keeping yourself? | haven't seen you in twenty
years, seens |ike. What's the matter? Doesn't Dick want
anyone el se to see you?"

"Fill ny glass, Norman," said Georgette sharply.

"Ri ght away, '
one too, Liw? I'll get you a gl ass.
t hi ng happened at once.

he said, not |ooking at her. "Do you want
" He turned, and every-

Liw cried. "Watch out!" She saw it coning, even had a
vague feeling that all this had happened before, but it played
itself out inexorably. His heel caught the edge of the carpet;

he lurched, tried to right hinself, and | ost the cocktail shaker.
It seemed to junp out of his hands, and a pint of ice-cold
i quor drenched Liwy from shoul der to hem

o Kt -
fe
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She stood there, gasping, The noises muted about her, and
for a few intol erable monents she nmade futil e brushing ges-
tures at her gown, while Norman kept repeating. "Dama-

tion!'" in rising tones.
Georgette said coolly, "It's too bad, Livvy. Just one of
those things. | imagine the dress can't be very expensive."

Li vvy turned and ran. She was in the bedroom which was

at least enpty and relatively quiet. By the light of the fringe-
shaded | anp on the dresser, she poked anong the coats on

t he bed, |ooking for her own.

Nor man had cone in behind her. "Look, Livvy, don't pay
any attention | o what she said. I'"'mreally devilishly sorry. "1l

pay—

"That's all right. It wasn't your fault." She blinked rap-
idly and didn't look at him "I'Il just go hone and change."

"Are you com ng back?"
"l don't know. | don't think so."

"Look, Livvy . H s warm fingers were on her
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shoul der s—

Livvy felt a queer tearing sensation deep inside her, as
t hough she were ripping away from clingi ng cobwebs and—

—and nme train noi ses were back

Sonething did go wong with the tinme when she was in

there—n the slab. It was deep twilight now The train lights
were on. But it didn't nmatter. She seemed to be recovering
fromthe wench inside her.

Nor man was rubbing his eyes with thunb and forefinger.
"What happened?”

Livvy said, "It just ended. Suddenly."

Nor man sai d uneasily, "You know, we'll be putting into
New Haven soon." He | ooked at his watch and shook his head.

Li vvy said wonderingly, "You spilled it on nme."
"Well, so | didinreal life."

"But inreal life |l was your wife. You ought to have

spilled it on Georgette this time. Isn't that queer?" But she
was thinking of Norman pursuing her; his hands on her

shoul ders

She | ooked up at himand said with warm sati sfaction, "I
wasn't married."

WHAT | F- 177
OS_

AN

"No, you weren't. But was that D ck Reinhardt you were
goi ng around with?"

"Yes."
"You weren't planning to marry him were you, Livvy?"
"Jeal ous, Nornman?”

Nor man | ooked confused. "OF that? O a slab of glass? O
course not."

"l don't think | would have married him"

Norman said, "You know, | wish it hadn't ended when it

did. There was sonething that was about to happen, | think."
He stopped, then added slowy, "It was as though | would

rat her have done it to anybody else in the room"

"Even to Georgette."

"l wasn't giving two thoughts to Georgette. You don't

believe me, | suppose.”
"Maybe 1 do." She | ooked up at him "I've been silly,
Norman. Let's—tet's live our real life. Let's not play with al
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the things that just m ght have been."

But he caught her hands. "No, Livvy. One last rinme. Let's
see what we woul d have been doing right now, Livvy! This
very minute! If |I had married Georgette."

Livvy was a little frightened. "Let's not, Norman." She

was thinking of his eyes, smling hungrily at her as he held
the shaker, while Georgette stood beside her, unregarded.
She didn't want to know what happened afterward. She just
wanted this life now, this good life.

New Haven cane and went.
Norman said again, "I want to try, Livvy.'*

She said, "If you want to, Norman." She decided fiercely
that it wouldn't matter. Nothing would matter. Her hands
reached out and encircled his arm She held it tightly, and
while she held it she thought: "Nothing in the nake-believe
can take himfromne."

Norman said to the little man, "Set *em up again."

In the yellow light the process seened to be slower. Gently
the frosted slab cleared, tike clouds being torn apart and
di spersed by an unfelt w nd.

Nor man was sayi ng, "There's sonmething wong. That's
just the two of us. exactly as we are now. "

He was right. Two little figures were sitting in a train on
178 | saac Asi nov

the seats which were farthest toward the front. The field was
enl argi ng now-they were nerging into it. Norman's voice
was di stant and fadi ng.

"It's the sane train," he was saying. "The wi ndow in
back is cracked just as—

Liwy was blindingly happy. She said, "I wish we were in
New York."

He said, "It will be less than an hour, darling." Then he
said, "I'mgoing to kiss you." He made a novenent, as

t hough he were about to begin.

"Not here! Ch, Norman, people are |ooking."

Nor man drew back. He said, "W should have taken a taxi."
“From Boston to New York?"

"Sure. The privacy would have been worth it."

She | aughed. "You're funny when you try to act ardent."

"It isn't an act." Hi s voice was suddenly a little sonber.
"I't's not just an hour, you know. 1 feel as though |I've been
waiting five years."

"l do, too.
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"Why couldn't | have met you first? It was such a waste."
"Poor Georgette," Liwy sighed.

Nor man nmoved inpatiently. "Don't be sorry for her, Liwy.
We never really nade a go of it. She was glad to get rid of
ne. "

"I know that. That's why | say 'Poor Ceorgette.' |'mjust
sorry for her for not being able to appreciate what she had."

"Well, see to it that you do," he said. "See to it that

you're imrensely appreciative, infinitely appreciative—er nore
than that, see that you're at |least half as appreciative as | am
of what |'ve got." '

"Or else you'll divorce ne, too?"
"Over ny dead body," said Norman.

Liw said, "It's all so strange. | keep thinking; 'Wat if

you hadn't spilt the cocktails on ne that tinme at the party?

You woul dn't have followed ne out; you wouldn't have told

me; | wouldn't have known. It woul d have been so different
everything."

"Nonsense. It would have been just the sane. It would
have all happened another tine."

"1 wonder," said Liw softly.

WHAT | F- 179

Train noises nerged into train noises. City lights flickered
out si de, and the atnosphere of New York was about them

The coach was astir with travelers dividing the baggage anong
t hensel ves.

Liw was an island in the turmoil until Norman shook her.

She | ooked at himand said, "The jigsaw pieces fit after
all."

He said, "Yes."

She put a hand on his. "But it wasn't good, just the same-
1 was very wong. | thought that because we had each ot her.
we should have all the possible each others. But all the
possi bl es are none of our business. The real is enough. Do
you know what 1 nean?"

He nodded.
She said, "There are mllions of other what ifs. | don't
want to know what happened in any of them |'ll never say

*What if again

Nor man said, "Relax, dear. Here's your coat." And he
reached for the suitcases.

Liwy said with sudden sharpness, "Were's M. [f?"

Norman turned slowy to the enpty seat that faced them
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Toget her they scanned the rest of the coach
"Maybe, " Norman said, "he went into the next coach."

"But why? Besides, he wouldn't | eave his hat." And she
bent to pick it up

Nor man sai d, "What hat?"

And Liwy stopped her fingers hovering over nothingness.
She said, "It was here—+ alnost touched it." She straight-
ened and said, "OCh. Norman, what if-—=

Norman put a finger on her nouth. "Darling . . ."

She said, "lI'msorry. Here, let nme help you with the
sui tcases. "

The train dived into the tunnel beneath Park Avenue, and
me noi se of the wheels rose to a roar.

M LLENNI UM
by Frednc Brown

Hades was Hell, Satan thought; that was why he | oved the
pl ace. He | eaned forward across his gl eam ng desk and flicked
the switch of the intercom

"Yes, Sire," said the voice of Lilith. his secretary.
"How many today?"
"Four of them Shall | send one of themin?"

"Yes—wait. Any of them | ook as though he m ght be an
unsel fi sh one?"

"One of them does. | mink. But so what, Sire? There's
one chance in billions of his naking The Utimte Wsh."

Even at the sound of those | ast words Satan shivered

despite the heat. It was his nost constant, alnost his only
worry that sonmeday soneone night make The U timate Wsh,

the ultimate, unselfish wish. And then it woul d happen; Satan
woul d find hinself chained for a thousand years, and out of
busi ness for the rest of eternity after that.

But Lilith was right, he told hinself.

Only about one person out of a thousand sold his soul for

the granting of even a minor unselfish wish, and it might be
mllions of years yet, or forever, before the ultinmate one was
made. Thus far, no one had even cone close to it.

"Ckay, Lil," he said. "Just the same, send himin
first; 1'd rather get it over with." He flicked off the
i ntercom

The little man who cane through the big doorway certainly
didn't | ook dangerous; he | ooked plain scared.
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Satan frowned at him "You know the terns?"

"Yes," said the little man. "At least, | think | do. In
180
M LLENNI UM is |

exchange for your granting any one wi sh | make, you get ny
soul when i die. Is that right?"
"Ri ght. Your w sh?"

"Well," said the little man, "1've thought it out pretty
carefully and—

"Get to the point. I'mbusy. Your w sh?"

"Well ... | wish that, w thout any change whatsover in
mysel f, | becone the nost evil, stupid and m serabl e person
on earth."

Sat an screaned.
DREAMS ARE SACRED
by Peter Pbillips

When | was seven, | read a ghost story and babbl ed of the
consequent nightmare to ny father.

"They were coming for ne. Pop," | sobbed. "1 couldn't

run, and | couldn't stop 'em great big things with teeth and
claws like the pictures in the book, and | coul dn't wake
mysel f up. Pop, | couldn't come awake."

Pop had a few quiet cuss words for folks who | eft such

things around for a kid to pick up and read; then he took ny
hand gently in his own great paw and led ne into the six-acre
pasture.

He was wise, with the canny insight into human notives

that the soil gives to a man. He was close to Nature and the
hearts and minds of nen, for all men ultimately depend on
the good earth for sustenance and life.

He sat down on a stunmp and showed ne a big gun. | know

now it was a heavy Service Colt .45. To ny child eyes, it

was enornous. 1 had seen shotguns and sporting rifles before,
but this was to be held in one hand and fired. Gosh, it was
heavy. It dragged ny thin armdown with its sheer, grim

wei ght when Pop showed nme how to hold it.

Pop said: "It's a killer. Pete- There's nothing in the whole
wide world or out of it that a slug fromBilly here won't stop.
It's killed lions and tigers and nmen. Wiy, if you aimright,

it'll stop a charging el ephant. Believe nme, son, there's noth-
ing you can neet in dreans that Billy here won't stop. And
he'll come into your dreanms with you fromnow on, so

there's no call to be scared of anything."
He drove that deep into my receptive subconscious. At the

182
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end of half an hour, nmy wist ached abomi nably fromthe

kick of that Colt. But 1'd seen heavy slugs tear through
two-inch teakwood and m|d steel plating. |I'd | ooked al ong
that barrel, pulled the trigger, felt the recoil rip up ny arm
and seen the fist-size hole blasted through a sack of wheat.

And that night, 1 slept with Billy under ny pillow Before

slipped into dreanland, |'d felt again the cool, reassuring
butt.

When the Dark Things came again, | was al nost gl ad. |

was ready for them Billy was there, lighter than in ny

waki ng hours—er naybe my dream hand was bi gger —but
just as powerful. Two of the Dark Things crunpled and fel
as Billy roared and kicked, then the others turned and fl ed.

Then | was chasing them Ilaughing, and firing fromthe
hi p.

Pop was no psychiatrist, but he'd found the perfect antidote
to fear—the projection into the subconscious mnd of a comon-
sense concept based on experience.

Twenty years later, the same principle was put into opera-
tion scientifically to save the sanity—and perhaps the |ife—of
Mar sham Craswel | .

"Surely, you've heard of hinP" said Stephen Bl aki ston, a
college friend of mne who'd majored in psychiatry.

"Vaguely," | said. "Science fiction, fantasy . . . |'ve read
alittle. Screwy."

"Not so. Sonme good stuff." Steve waved a hand round the
bookshel ves of his private office in the new Pentagon Mnta
Therapy Hospital, New York State. | saw nulticol ored naga-
zi ne backs, row on row of nem "lI'ma fan," he said

simply. "Wbuld you call me screw?"

| backed out of that one. I'mjust a sports columist, but I
knew Bl aki ston was tops in two fields—the psycho stuff and
el ectronic therapy.

Steve said: "Sone of it's the old 'peroo, of course, but the
|l evel of witing is generally high and the ideas thought-
provoki ng. For ten years, Marsham has been one of the nobst
prolific and best-loved witers in the gane.

"Two years ago, he had a serious illness, didn't give
hinself tine to conval esce properly before he waded into
witing again. He tried to reach his previous output, tending

184 Peter Phtllips
nmore and nore towards pure fantasy. Beautiful in parts, sheer
rubbi sh somneti nes.

"He forced his imagination to work, set hinself a wordage
routine. The tension becane too great. Sonething snapped.
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Now he's here."

Steve got up, ushered me out of his office- "I'Il take you

to see him He won't see you. Because the thing that snapped
was his conscious control over his imagination. It went into
hi gh gear, and now instead of witing his stories, he's living
themquite literally, for him

"Far-of f worlds, strange creatures, weird adventures—the
detail ed phantasmagoria of a brilliant mnd driving itself into
insanity through the sheer conplexity of its own invention

He's escaped fromthe harsh reality of his strained existence
into a dreamworld. But he may make it real enough to kil

hi nsel f.

"He's the hero, of course," Steve continued, opening the

door into a private ward. "But even heroes sonetines die-

My fear is that his norbidly overactive imaginati on working
through his. subconscious mind will evoke in this dreamworld
in which he is living a situation wherein the hero nust die.

"You probably know that the synpathetic nagic of wtch-

craft acts largely through the inagination. A person inmagi nes
he is being hexed to death—and dies. |If Marsham Craswel |

i magi nes that one of his fantastic creations kills the hero—
hi nsel f +hen he just won't wake up again.

"Drugs won't touch him Listen."

Steve | ooked at ne across Marsham s bed. | | eaned down
to hear the nutterings fromthe witer's bloodless lips.

We nust search nme Plains of Istak for the D anond.

I, Multan, who now have the Sword, will |ead thee; for the
Snake rmust die and only in virtue of the D anpbnd can his
deat h be enconpassed- Cone."

Craswell's right hand, lying linp on the coverlet, twtched.
He was beckoning his foll owers.

"Still the Snake and the Di anond?" asked Steve. "He's

been living that dreamfor two days. W only know what's
happeni ng when he speaks in his role of hero. Often it's quite
unintelligible. Sometines a spark of consciousness filters
through, and he fights to wake up. It's pretty horrible to

DREAMS ARE SACRED 185

wat ch himsquirmng and trying to pull hinmself back into
reality. Have you ever tried to pull yourself out of a night-
mare and fail ed?"

It was then that | renenbered Billy, the Colt .45. | told
Steve about it, back in his office.

He said: "Sure. Your Pop had the right idea. In fact, I'm
hopi ng to save Marsham by an application of the same princi-
ple. To do it, 1 need the cooperation of sonmeone who com
bines a lively imagination with a severely practical streak,
boss-sense—and a sense of hunmor- Yes—you."
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"Uh? How can 1 help? | don't even know the guy."

"You will," said Steve, and the significant way he said it
sent a trickle of ice water down ny back. "You're going to
get closer to Marsham Craswel | than one nman has ever been

to anot her.

"I"'mgoing to project you—the essential you, that is, your
m nd and personality—+nto Craswell's tortured brain."

| made pop-eyes, then thunbed at the mmgazi ne-lined wall
"Too much of yonder, brother Steve," | said. "Wat you
need is a drink."

Steve lit his pipe, draped his long | egs over the armof his
chair. "Mracles and witchcraft are out. Wat 1 propose to do
is basically no nore mracul ous than the way your Pop put
that gun into your dreams so you weren't afraid anynore. It's
merely nore conplex scientifically.

"You' ve heard of the encephal ograph? You know it picks

up ne surface neural currents of the brain, anplifies and
records them showi ng the degree—er absence—ef nental

activity. It can't indicate the kind or quality of such activity
save in very general terns. By using conparison-graphs and

other statistical nethods to analyze its data, we can sone-

ti mes di agnose incipient insanity, for instance. But that's

all —until we started work on it, here at Pentagon

"W inproved the penetration and induction pickup and

needl ed the selectivity until we could probe any known por-
tion of the brain. What we were | ooking for was a recogni z-
able pattern anong the nmillions of tiny electric currents that
go to nake up the inmagery of thought, so that if the subject

t hought of sonethi ng—a nunber, maybe—the instrunents

woul d react accordingly, give a pattern for it that would be
repeated every tine he thought of that nunber.

186
Peter Philtips

"W failed, of course. The najor part of the brain acts as a
unity, no one part being responsible for either sinple or
conpl ex inmagery, but the activity of one portion inducing
activity in other portions—wi th the exception of those parts
dealing with automatic inpulses. So if we were to get a

pattern we shoul d need t housands of pickups—a practica
impossibility. It was as if we were trying to divine the pattern
of a colored sweater by putting one tiny stitch of it under a

m croscope.

"Paradoxi cal Iy, our machi ne was too selective. W needed.

not a probe, but an all-enconpassing field, receptive sinmulta-
neously to the nultitudi nous currents that nmade up a thought
pattern.

"W found such a field. But we were no further forward.

In a sense, we were back where we started from-because to
anal yze what the field picked up woul d have entailed the use
of thousands of conplex instrunents. W had anplified

t hought, but we could not analyze it.
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"There was only one single instrument sufficiently sensi-
tive and conplex to do that—-another human brain."

1 waved for a pause. "I'mhone," 1 said. "You' d got a
t hought -readi ng nachi ne. "

"Much nore than that. Wien we tested it the other day,

one of my assistants stepped up the polarity reversal of the
field—+that is, the frequency—by accident. | was acting as
anal yst and the subject was under narcosis.

"Instead of 'hearing' the dull incoherencies of his thoughts,
| became part of them | was inside that man's brain. It was a
nightmare world. He wasn't a clear thinker. | was aware of
my own individuality. . . . \Wen he cane round, he went for
me bal d-headed. Said |1'd been trespassing inside his head.

"Wth Marsham it'll be a different matter. The dream
world of his conma is detailed, as real as he used to neke
dreamworlds to his readers.”

"Hold it." 1 said. "Why don't you take a peek?"

Steve Btakiston smled and gave nme a hi gh-vol |l age shot
fromhis big gray eyes. "Three good reasons: |'ve soaked in
me sort of stuff he dreanms up, and there's a danger that 1
woul d becone identified too closely with him Wat he needs
is a salutary dose of common sense. You're the man for that,
you cyni cal ol d whi skey-hound.

DREAMS ARE SACRED 187

"Secondly, if ny nmind gave way under the inpress of his

i magi nation, i wouldn't be around to treat nyself; and thirdly,
when—and i f—-he comes round, he'll want to kill the man

who' s been heterodyning his dreans. You can scram But 1

want to stay and see the results."”

"Sorting that out. | gather there's a possibility that | shal
wake up as a candidate for a bed in the next ward?"

"Not unless you let your mnd go under. And you won't.

You' ve got a cast-iron nongullibility conplex. Just foot around
in your usual iconoclastic manner. Your own inmgination's
pretty good, judging by some of your fight reports lately."

| got up, bowed politely, said; "Thank you, ny friend.
That rem nds me—+'mcovering the big fight at the Garden
tomorrow night. And | need sieep. It's late. So |ong."

St eve unfol ded and reached the door ahead of ne.

"Pl ease," he said, and argued. He can argue. And |

couldn't duck those big eyes of his. And he i s—er was—ny

pal. He said it wouldn't take |ong—ust |like a dentist—and he
smacked down every "if | thought up

Ten nminutes later, | was Iying on a twin bed next to that
occupied by a silent, white-faced Marsham Craswel|l. Steve

was | eaning over the witer adjusting a chronme-steel bow |ike
a hair drier over the man's head. An assistant was fixing ne
up the sanme way.
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Cables ran fromthe bows to a novabl e arm over head and
thence to a wheel ed nmachine that | ooked |Iike sonething from
t he Whacky Sci ence Section of the Wrld's Fair, A D 2,000.

I was bursting with questions, but the only ones that would
conme out seenmed crazily irrel evant-

"What do 1 say to this guy? ' Good norning, and how are

all your little conplexes today'? Do | introduce nysel f?"
"Just say you're Pete Parnell, and play it off the cuff,"
said Steve. "You'll see what | mean when you get there."

Get there. That hit ne—the idea of making a journey into
some nut's nut. My stomach drew itself up to softball size.

"What's the proper dress for a visit like this? Fornmal ?" |

- asked. At least, 1 think 1 said that. It didn't sound like my
Voi ce.

"Wear what you like."

n "Uh- huh. And how do | know when to draw ny visit to a
o cl ose?"

188 Pei er Phitlips

Steve cane round to ny side. "If you haven't snapped

Craswel|l out of it within an hour, I'Il turn off the current."
He stepped back to the nmachi ne- "Happy dreans."

1 groaned.

It was hot. Two high sumers rolled into one. No, two suns,
bl ood-red, stark in a brazen sky. Should be cool underfoot—
soft green turf. pool-table smooth to the far horizon- But it
wasn't grass. Dust. Burning green dust—

The gl adi ator stood ten feet away, eyes glaring in disbelief.
Al'l of six-four high, great bronzed arms and | egs, knotted
muscl es, a long shining sword in his right hand.

But his face was unni st akabl e.

This was where | took a good hold of nyself. |I wanted to
sW6-
"Boy!" | said. "Do you tan quickly' Couple of m nutes

ago, you were as white as the bedsheet."

The gl adi ator shaded his eyes fromthe twin suns. "Is this
yet another guise of the mmgician Garor to drive ne i nsane—an
Eart hman here, on the Plains of Islak? O am | already—
mad?" Hi s voice was deep, snoothly nodul at ed

My own was perfectly normal. Indeed, after the initia
effort, | felt perfectly normal, except for the heat.

| said: "That's the growi ng idea where |'ve just cone
fromthat you're going nuts."

You know those hal f-dreans, just on the verge of sleep, in
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whi ch you can control your own inagery to sonme extent?

That's how 1 felt. | knew intuitively what Steve was getting at
when he said 1 could play it off the cuff. 1 | ooked down.

Tweed suit, brogues—naturally. That's what | was weaning

when | last |ooked at myself. 1 had no reason to think | was
weari ng—and therefore to be weari ng—anythi ng el se. But

sonet hing cooler was indicated in this heat, generated by

Mar sham Craswel | ' s i nmagi nati on.

Sonething like his own gl adi ator costune, perhaps.

Sandal s—fine. There were ny feet—n sandal s-

Then | laughed. 1 had nearly fallen into the error of accept-
ing his imgination.

"Do you mind if | switch off one of those suns?" | asked
politely. "lIt's alittle hot."

DREAMS ARE SACRED 189

I gave one of the suns a very dirty look. it disappeared.
r The gladiator raised his sword. "You are—Garor!" he
cried. "But your witchery shall not avail you against the
Swor d! "

He rushed forward. The shining blade cleaved the air
towards ny skull.

| thought very, very fast.

The sword cl anged, and streaked off at a sharp tangent
fromny GI1. brain-pan protector. I'd last worn that honely
pi ece of hardware in the Argonne, and | knew it would stop a
mere sword. 1 took it off.

"Now listen to me, Marsham Craswell," | said. "MWy
nane's Pete Panell, of the Sunday Star, and—
Craswel | | ooked up fromhis sword, chest heaving, startled

eyes bright as if with recognition. "Wait! 1 know now who
you are—Nel par Retrep. Man of the Seven Mons, cone to
fight with ne agai nst the Snake and his ungodly disciple,
magi ci an and sorceress, Garor. Wl cone, ny friend!"

He held out a huge bronzed hand. | shook it.

It was obvious that, unable to rationalize—er irrationalize—
me, he was witing me into the plot of his dreaml R ght. It
had been anusing so far. |I'd string along for a while. My

i magi nati on hadn't taken a |icking—yet.

Craswel | said: "My followers, the great-hearted Dok-nen

of the Blue Hills, have just been slain in a gory battle. W
were about to brave the nmany perils of the Plains of Istak in
our quest for the Diamond—but all this. of course, you

know. "

"Sure," | said. "What now?"

Craswel | turned suddenly, pointed- "There." he nuttered.

"A sight that strikes terror even into ny heart—Garor returns
lo. the battle, at the head of her dread Legion of Lakros,
beasts of the Overworid, drawn into evil synbiosis with alien
intelligences—+nvul nerable to nen, but not to the Sword, or
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to ne nighty weapons of Nel par of the Seven Mons. W
shall fight them al one'"

Raci ng across the vast plain of green dust towards us was a
horde of ... er ... creatures. My vocabulary can't cope

fully with Craswell's imagination. G gantic, shinmering things,
drooling thick ichor, half-flying, half-1lolloping. Enough to

190 Peter Philiips

say | | ooked around for a washbasin to spit in. | found one,
with soap and towels conplete, but | pushed it over, |ooked
at a patch of green dust and thought hard.

The outline of the phone booth wavered a little before
could fix it. | dashed inside, dialed "Police HQ ? Riot
squad here—and quick!"

i stepped outside the booth. Craswell was whirling the
Sword round his head, yelling war cries as he faced the
onrushi ng nonsters.

Fromthe other direction came nme swelling screamof a

police siren- Half a dozen good, solid patrol cars screeched to
a dust-spurting slop outside the phone booth. | don't have to
think hard to get a New York cop car fixed in nmy nind.

These were just right. And the first man out, running to ny
side and patting his cap on firmy, was just right, too.

M chael O Faolin, the biggest, toughest, nicest cop |I know.

"Mke," | said, pointing. "Fix 'em
*' Shure, an' it's an aisy job fthe bhoys |'ve brought
along," said Mke, hitching his belt.

He depl oyed his nen.

Craswel | | ooked at them fanning out to take the charge, then
st aggered back towards ne, hand over his eyes. "Madness!"
be shouted. "Wat nmadness is this? Wiat are you doi ng?"

For a nmonent, the whol e scene wavered. The |lone red sun

bli nked out. the green desert became a nurky transparency
through which | caught a split-second glinpse of white beds
with two figures lying on mem Then Craswel|l uncovered his
eyes.

The nonsters began to di mnish sone twenty yards from

the riot squad. By the time they got to the cops, they ,were
man-si ze, and very anenabl e to discipline—enforced by raps
over their hony noggins with nightsticks. They were bundl ed
into the squad cars, which set off again over die plains.

M chael O Faolin remmined. | said: "Thanks, Mke. 1 may
have a coupl e of spare tickets for the big fight tonorrow
night. See you later."

"Just what | was wanrin', Pete. *Tis me day off. Now,
how do 1 get hone?"

1 opened the door of ne phone booth. "Right inside." He
stepped in. | turned to Craswell.
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"M ghty magic, O Nelpar!" he explained. "To creatures
of Garor's mind you opposed creatures of your own!"

He' d woven the whole incident into his plot already.

"W nust go forward now. Nel par of the Seven Mbons—
forward to the Citadel of the Snake, a thousand | okspans over
the burning Plains of Istak."

"How about the Di anpond?"
"The D anond—=2"

Evidently, he'd run so far ahead of hinmself getting ne
fixed into the | andscape that he'd forgotten ail about the
D amond that could kill the Snake. | didn't rem nd him

However, a thousand | okspans over the burning plains
sounded a little too far for wal king, whatever a | okspan m ght

be.

| said: "Wiy do you make things tough for yourself,
Craswel | ?"

"The name,"” he said with tremendous dignity, "is Miltan."

"Mul tan, Sultan, Shashlik, D kkidam Hamaneggs or

what ever pol ysyl | abi ¢ pooh-bah you wish to call yoursel f—+
still ask, why make things |ough for yourself when there's
pl enty of cabs around? Just whistle."

i whistled. The Purple Cab swung in, perfect to the |ast
detail, including a hul king-backed, unshaven driver, dead
ringer for the inpolite gorilla who' d brought me out to Penta-
gon that evening.

There is nothing on earth quite so unutterably prosaic as a
New York Purple Cab with that sort of driver. The sight upset
Craswel |, and the green plains wavered again while he strug-
gled to fit the cab into his dream

"What new nmagic is this! You are indeed m ghty, Nelpar!"

He got in. But he was trenbling with the effort to maintain
die structure of this world into which he had escaped, agai nst
my deliberate attenpts to bring it crashing round his ears and
restore himto col orl ess—but sane—ormality.

At this stage, | felt curiously sorry for him but 1 realized
mat it mght only be permitting himto reach the hei ghts of
creative imagery before dousing himw th the sponge from

me col d bucket that 1 could jerk his drifting ego back out of
dr eam and.

It was dangerous thinking. Dangerous—for ne.

192 Peter Phiilips
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Craswel | 's thousand | okspans appeared to be the equival ent

of ten blocks. O perhaps he wanted to gl oss over the mun-
dane near-reality of a cab ride. He pointed forward, past the
driver's shoulder: "The Citadel of the Snhake!"

To me, it |ooked remarkably |ike a weddi ng cake desi ghed

by Dati in red plastic: ten stories high, each story a platter
half a mile thick, each platter dimnishing in size and offset to
the one beneath so that the edifice spiraled towards the gl ossy
sky.

The cab rolled into its vast shadow, stopped beneath the
sheer, blank precipice of the base platter, which m ght have
been two nmiles in diameter. O three. O four. Wat's a mle
or two anpng dreaners?

Craswel | hopped out quickly. | got out on the driver's side.
The driver said: "Dollar-fifty.'*

Square, unshaven jaw, |ow forehead, dirty-red hair strag-
gling under his cap. | said: "Cones high for a short trip."

"Lookit the clock," he grow ed, squirm ng his shoul ders.
**Do | cone out and get it?"

1 said sweetly: "Go to hell."

Cab and driver shot downward through the green sand with
the speed of an express elevator. The hole closed up. The
times 1've wanted to do just that—

Craswel | was regarding ne open-nouthed. | said: "Sorry.
Now | ' m bei ng escapist, too. Get on with the plot."

He muttered something 1 didn't catch, strode across to the
red wall in which a crack, meeting place of mghty gates, had
appeared, and raised his sword.

"Open, Garor! Your doomis nigh.-Miltan and Nel par are

here to brave ne terrors of this Citadel and free the® world
fromthe tyranny of the Snake!" He hanmmered at the crack
with the sword-hilt.

"Not so loud,” | murnmured. "You'll wake the nei ghbors.
Way not use the bell-push?" 1 put ny thunb on the button
and pressed. The towering gates swung slow y open

"You . . . you have been here before—=
"Yes—after ny |ast |obster supper.” | bowed. "After
you."

1 followed himinto a great, echoing tunnel with fluorescent
wal I's. The gates cl osed behind us. He paused and | ooked at
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me with an odd gleamin his eyes. A gleamof-sanity. And
there was anger in the set of his lips. Anger for ne, not Garor
or the Snake.

It's not nice to have sonmeone tranpling all over your ego-
Pride is a tiger—even in dreams. The subconscious, as Steve
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had explained to nme, is a function or state of the brain, not a
small part of it. In thwarting Craswelt, | was disparagi ng not
merely his dream but his very brain, sneering at his intellec-
tual integrity, at his abilities as an imagi native witer.

In a brief nmonent of rationality, | believe he was strangely
aware of this.

He said quietly: "You have linmitations, Nelpar. Your
outward-turning eyes are blind to the pain of creation; to you
the crystal stars are spangles on the dress of a scarlet woman,
and you nock the God-bl essed unreason that would make life
more than the crawing of an animal -fromwonb to grave. In
tearing the veil frommystery, you destroy not nystery—for
there are many nysteries, a mllion veils, world wthin and
beyond worl ds—but beauty. And in destroying beauty, you
destroy your soul ."

These | ast words, quiet as they sounded, were caught up by

the curving walls-of the huge tunnel, anplified then dimn-
ished in pulsing repetition, |oud then soft, a surging hypnotic
echo: "Destroy your SOUL, DESTROY your soul. SOUL—

Craswel|l pointed with his sword. Hi s voice was exultant.
"There is a Veil, Nel par—and you nust tear it lest it becone
your shroud! The M st—the Sentient Mst of the Ctadel!"

I"lIl admit that, for a few seconds, he'd had me a little
groggy. | felt—subdued. And | understood for the first time
hi s power as a word-spinner.

I knew that it was vital for me to reassert nyself.

A thick, gray mist was rolling, weathing slowy towards
us, filling the tunnel to roof-height, puffing out thick, groping
tent acl es.

"I't lives on Life itself,” Craswelt shouted. "It feeds, not

on flesh, but on the vital principle that animates all flesh. |
am safe, Nelpar, for | have the Sword. Can your nmgic save
you?"'

"Magic!" | said. "There's no gas invented yet that'll get
through a Mark 8 mask."

194 Peter Philiips

Gas-drill —+ace-piece first, straps behind the ears. No, |
hadn't forgotten the old routine.

| adjusted the mask confortably. "And if it's not gas," |
added, "this will fix it." I felt over ny shoul der, undi pped a
nozzle, brought it round into the "ready" position

I had only used a one-man fl ame-thrower once—n traini ng—
but the experience was etched on nmy nenory.

This was a deluxe nodel. At the first thirty-foot oily,
searing blast, the Mst curled in on itself and rolled back the
way it had cone. Only quicker.

I shucked off the trappings. "You were in the Arny for a
while, Craswell. Remenber?"
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The shining translucency of the walls di med suddenly,

and beyond them | glinpsed, as in a movie close-up through
an unfocused projector, the square, intense face of Steve
Bl aki st on.

Then the walls re-formed, and Craswell, still the bronzed.
naked-1inbed giant of his imagination, was |ooking at ne
again, frowning, worried. "Your words are strange, 0 Nel par
It seens you are master of nysteries beyond even ny

know ng. "

I put on the sort of face ! use when die sports editor queries

my expenses, aggrieved, pleading. "Your trouble, Craswell,

is that you don't want to know. You just won't renenber.

That's why you're here. But life isn't bad if you oil it alittle.
Way not snap out of this and come with nme for a drink?"

"l do not understand," he muttered. "But we have a
m ssion to perform Follow " And he strode off.

Mention of drink rem nded ne. There was not hing wong

with ny nenory. And that tunnel was as hot as the green
desert. 1 renenbered a very small pub just off the streetcar
depot end of Sauchiehall Street, d asgow, Scotland. A ginger-
whi skered ancient, an exile fromthe Hi ghlands, who'd |is-
tened to me enthusing over a certain brand of Scotch. "If ye
think that's guid, non, ye'Uno' tasted die brew from ma own
private deestillery. Smack yer |ips ower this, |addie— And
he'd produced an antique silver flask and poured a generous
measur e of gol den whisky into ny glass. | had never tasted
such nel |l ow nectar before or since. Until | was wal ki ng

down the tunnel behind Craswell,
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I nearly envisaged the glass, but changed ny mnd in tine
to nmake it the antique flask. 1 raised it to ny lips. |nmagine
don's a wonderful riling.

Craswel|l was talking. I'd nearly forgotten him

". . , near the Hall of Madness, where strange nusic
assaults the brain, weird harnonies that enchant, then kill,
rupturing the very cells by a m xture of subsonic and super-
soni ¢ frequencies. Listen!"

We had reached the end of the tunnel and stood at the top

of a slope which, broadening, ran gently downward, veiled

by a blue haze. like the smoke fromfifty million cigarettes,
filling a vast circular hall. The haze eddi ed, noved by va-
grant, sluggish currents of air, and reveal ed on the farther
side, dwarfed by distance but obviously enormous, a conpl ex
structure of pipes and consol es.

A dozen M ghty Wirlitzers rolled into one would have
appeared as a mniature piano at me foot of this towering
musi ¢ nmachi ne.

At its many consol es which, even at that distance. | could
see consisted of at |least half a dozen manuals each, were

mul tilinbed creatures—spiders or octopuses or Poliiollipops—2
didn't ask what Craswell called them was |istening.
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The opening bars were strange enough, but innocuous.

Then the multiple tones and harnonies began to swell in
volume. | picked out the curious, sweet harshness of oboes
and bassoons, rile eldritch, rising ululation of a thousand
violins, the keen shrilling of a hundred denonic flutes, the
sobbi ng of many 'cell os. That's enough. Misic's ny hobby,
and | don't want to get carried away in describing how dial
crazy synphony nearly carried ne away.

But if Craswell ever reads this, 1'd like himto know t hat
he missed his vocation. He should have been a nusician. His
dream nusi ¢ showed an amazing intuitive grasp of orchestra-
tion and harmonic theory. If he could do anything like it
consciously, he would be a great nodern conposer.

Yet not too nmuch like it. Because it began to have the

ef fects he had warned about. The insidious rhythmand wld
mel odi es seened to throb inside ny head, setting up a vibra-
tion, a burning, in the brain tissue.

I magi ne Puccini's "Recondita Armeni a" reorchestrated by
196
Peter Phitlips

Stravi nsky then rearranged by Honegger, played by fifty
synphony orchestras in the Holl ywood Bow , and you ni ght
begin to get the idea

I was getting too nuch of it. Did | say nusic was mny
hobby? Certainly—but the only instrunent 1 play is the har-
moni ca. Quite well, too. And with a nicrophone, | can nake
| ots of nice noise.

A m crophone—and plenty of anplifiers. |I pulled the har-
moni ca from ny pocket, took a deep breath, and whooped
into "Tiger Rag," ny favorite party-piece.

The stunning bl ast-wave of jubilant jazz, nffs, tiger-grows
and tremol o discords fromthe tiny nmouth organ crashed into
the vast hall fromthe anplifiers, conpletely swanping
Craswel I's nmad nusic.

I heard his agoni zed shout even above the din. His tastes in
music were evidently not as catholic as mne. He didn't like
jazz.

The nusi ¢ nmachi ne quavered, the nmultilinmbed organists.

ludicrous in their haste to escape froman unreal doom

shrank, withered to scuttling black beetles; the Iighting effects
that had sprayed a rich, unearthly efful gence over the con-

sol es died away into pastel, blue gloom then the great na-

chine itself, caught in swirl upon wave of augnmented chords

conpl enented and reinforced by its own outpourings, shiv-

ered into fragnents, poured in a chaotic streamover the floor

of the hall.

| heard Craswell shout again, then the scene changed

abruptly. | assuned that, in his desire to blot out the trium
phant paean of jazz fromhis mnd, and perhaps in an uncon-
scious attenpt to confuse nme, he had skipped a part of his

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%20lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (158 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:21 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt

pl ot and, in the opposite of the flashback bel oved of screen
witers, shot hinself forward. W were—sonewhere el se.

Perhaps it was the inferiority complex | was inducing, or in
the transition he had forgotten how tall he was supposed to
be, but he was now a nere six feet, nearer ny own height.

He was so hoarse, 1 nearly suggested a gargle. "*I . . . |
left you in the Hall of Madness. Your nmagic caused the roof
to collapse. | thought you were—killed."

So the flash-forward wasn't jusl an attenpt to confuse ne.
He'd tried to lose ne. wite nme out of the script altogether
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I shook ny head. "Wshful thinking, Craswell old man," 1
said reproachfully. "You can't kill me off between chapters.
You see, |I'mnot one of your characters at all. Haven't you
grasped that yet? The only way you can get nd of me is by
waki ng up."

"Again you speak in riddles,"” he said, but there was tittle
confidence in his voice

The place in which we stood was a great, high-vaulted
chanmber. The lighting effects—as | was coming to expect—
wer e unusual and adnirabl e—Aany col ored shafts of radi-

ance from unseen sources, slowy noving, neeting and nerging
at the farther end of the chanmber in a white, circular blaze
whi ch seenmed to be suspended over a thronelike structure.

Craswel | 's size-concepts were stupendous. He'd either stud-

i ed the biggest cathedrals in Europe, or he was reared inside
Grand Central Station. The throne was apparently a good

hal f-m | e away, over a conpletely bare but softly resilient
floor. Yet it was coming nearer. W were not wal ki ng.

| ooked at the walls, realized that the floor itself, a gigantic
endl ess belt, was carrying us al ong.

The sl ow, inexorable novenent was inpressive. | was
aware that Craswell was covertly glancing at ne. He was
anxi ous that | should be inpressed. | replied by speeding up

the belt atrifle. He didn't appear to notice.

He said: "W approach the Throne of the Snake, before

whi ch, his protector and disciple, stands the fenal e nagician
and sorceress Garor. Against her, we shall need all your
strange skills, Nelpar, for she stands invul nerable within an
invisible shield of pure force.

"You nust destroy that barrier, that | may slay her with
the Sword. Wthout her, the Snake, though her master and
sel f-proclai mred master of this world, is powerless, and he
will be at our nmercy."

The belt came to a halt. W were at the foot of a broad
stairway leading to me throne itself, a nassive netal platform
on which the Snake reposed beneath a brilliant ball of |ight.

The Snake was—a snake. Coil on coil of overgrown py-
thon, with an evil head me size of a football swaying slowy
fromside to side
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| spent little rime looking at it. |'ve seen snakes before.
198 Peter Phtllips

And there was sonething worth much nore prol onged study
standing just below and slightly to one side of the throne.

Craswell's taste in femnine pulchritude was uni npeach-

able. I had half expected an ancient, wthered horror, but if
Fl o Ziegfeld had seen this baby, he'd have been scranbling
up those steps waving a contract, force shield or no force
shield, before you could get out the first glissando of a

wol f -whi st e.

She was a tall, oval-faced, green-eyed brunette, with ev-
erything just so, and nothing nmuch in the way of covering—a
scanty metal chest protector and a knee-length, filny green
skirt. She had a tiny, delightful nole on her left cheek

There was a curious touch of pride in Craswell's voice as
he said, rather unnecessarily: "W are here, Garor," and
| ooked at me expectantly.

The girl said: "Insolent fools—you are here to die."

Mn m m—that voice, as snooth and rich as a Piatigorsk

‘cello note. | was ready to give quite a lot of credit to
Craswel | 's imagination, but | couldn't believe that he'd dreaned
up this baby just like that. 1 guessed that she was nodel ed on
life;, someone he knew, soneone |'d |like to know-soneone

pul I ed out of the grab bag of nenory in the sane way as

had produced M ke O Faolin and that grubby-chinned cab

driver.

"A luscious dish," 1 said. "Renmind ne to ask you | ater
for the phone nunber of the original, Craswell."

Then 1 said and did sonething that | have since regretted.
It was not the behavior of a gentleman. 1 said: "But didn't
you know they were wearing skirts |onger, this season?"

1 | ooked at the skirt. The hemline shot down to her ankl es,
eveni ng- gown | engt h.

Qutraged, Craswell glared at his girlfriend. The skirt be-
came knee-length. | made it fashi onabl e again.

Then that skirt-hem was bobbi ng up and down between her

ankl es and her knees like a crazy window blind. It was a

contest of wills and inaginations, with a very pretty pair of

wel | -covered tibiae as battleground. A fascinating sight, Garor's
beautiful eyes blazed with fury. She seemed to be strangely

aware of the misbecom ng nature of the conflict.

Craswel | suddenly uttered a ringing, petulant how of anger
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and frustrati on—a score of |usty-lunged infants whose rattles
had been simultaneously snatched fromthem coul dn't have

made nore noi se—and the intriguing scene was erased from
view in an eruption of jet-black smnoke.
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Wien it cleared, Craswell was still in the sane rel ative
position but his sword was gone, his gladiator rig was torn
and scorched, and thin trickles of blood streaked his nuscul ar
ar ns.

I didn't like the way he was | ooking at ne. I'd booted his
superego pretty hard that tine.

| said: "So you couldn't take it. You've skipped a chapter
again. Wse nme up on what |'ve missed, will you?" Some-
how it didn't sound as flippant as | intended.

He spoke incisively. "W have been captured and con-
demmed to die, Netpar. W are in the Pit of the Beast, and
not hi ng can save us, for | have been deprived of the Sword
and you of your magic.

"The raveni ng Jaws of the Beast cannot be stayed. It is the
end, Nel par. The End—

H s eyes, large, faintly lumnous, |looked into mine. | tried
to glance away, fail ed.

Irritated beyond bearing by ny inmportunate clowning, his
af fronted ego had assuned nme whol e power of his brain, to
assert itself through his will—to dom nate ne.

The volition may have been unconsi cous—he coul d not
know why he hated me—but ne effect was dammabl e.

And for the first time since ny brash intrusion into the
nmost private recesses of his mind, | began to doubt whether
t he whol e busi ness was quite—decent.

Sure, | was trying to help the guy, but... but dreans are
sacr ed.

Doubt negates confidence. Wth confidence gone, the gate-
way is open to fear.

Anot her voice, sibilant. Steve Bl akiston saying "... un-
| ess you let your mnd go under.'' My own voice " wake
up as a candidate for a bed in the next ward—' No, not—

not unless you |l et your mind go under— And Steve
had been scared to do it hinself, hadn't he? |I'd have sone-
thing to say to that guy when | got out. If |I got out. . . if-—=

The whol e thing just wasn't amusi ng anynore.

200 Peter Phillips

"Quit it, Craswell," | said harshly. "Quit naki ng goo-goo
eyes, or I'll bat you one—and you'll feel it, conma or no
coma. "

He said: "What foolish words are these, when we are both
so near to death?"

Steve' s voi ce: synpathetic magic . . . inmagination
If he imgines that one of his fantastic creations kills the
her o—hi nsel f —he just won't wake up again."

That was it. A situation in which the hero nust die- And he
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wanted to envi sage ny death, too. But he couldn't kill ne.
O could he? How coul d Bl aki ston know what powers ni ght

be unl eashed by the concept of death during this ultramun-
dane communi on of m nds?

Didn't psychiatrists say that the death urge, the will to die,
was buried deep, but potent, in the subconscious m nds of

men? It was not buried deep here. It was glaring, exultant,
starkly displayed in the eyes of Marsham Craswel |

He had escaped fromreality into a dream but it was not
far enough. Death was the only full escape—

Per haps Craswel | sensed the confusion of thought and spec-
ulation that laid my m nd wi de open to the suggestions of his
rioting, perfervid, death-intent inmagination. He waved an arm
with the grandil oquent gesture of a Shakespearean chorus
introducing a last act, and brought on his nonster

In detail and vividness it excelled everything that he had
dreaned up previously. It was his swan song as a creator of
fantastic forns, and he had wought well.

| saw, briefly, that we were in the center of an enornous.
st eep- banked anphitheater. There were no spectators. No
crowmd scenes for Craswell. He preferred that strange, tine-
| ess enptiness which cones from using a m ni num nunber

of characters

Just the two of us, under the blazing rays of great, red suns
swinging in a nolten sky. | couldn't count them

| becane visually aware only of the Beast.

An ant in the bottom of a washbowl wth a dog snuffling at
it might feel the sane way. If the Beast had been anything
like a dog. if it had been anything |ike anything.

it was a mass the size of several el ephants. An obscene
hul ki ng gob of animated, semitransparent purple flesh, with a
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gaping, circular nouth or vent, ringed .inside with pointed
besli med tusks, and outside wth—eyes.

As a static thing, it would have been a filthy envenoned
horror, a thing of surpassing dread in its nere aspect; but the
nost fearsonme thing was its nightnarish node of progression

Linbless, it jerked its prodigious bulk forward in a series
of heaves—and lubricated its path with a glaucous, viscid
fluid which slopped fromits nouth with every jerk

It was heading for us at an incredible pace. Thirty
yar ds—Fwent y—

The rigidity of utter fear gripped ny linbs. This was true

nightmare. | tried desperately to think . . . flane-thrower
how ... | couldn't renenber ... ny mind was slip-

ping away fromne in face of the onward surging of that

protoplasm c juggernaut ... the sline first, then the nouth,

closing ... ny thoughts were a screaning turnoil—
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Anot her voice, a deep, drawling, kindly voice, froman

unf orgettabl e hour in chil dhood—There's nothing in the

whol e wide world or out of it that a slug fromBilly here
won't stop. There's nothing you can neet in dreans that Billy

here won't stop. He'll come into your dreams with you from
now on. There's no call to he scared of anything." Then the
cool, hard butt in ny hand, the recoil, the whining irresist-

i bl e chunk of hot, heavy netal —deep in my subconsci ous.

"Pop!" | gasped. "Thanks, Pop."

The Beast was |ooming over me. But Billy was in ny

hand, pointing into the nouth. | fired.

The Beast jerked back on its sliny trail, began to dw ndl e,
fold in onitself. | fired again and again.

| becane aware once nore of Crasweli beside ne. He

| ooked at nme dying Beast, still huge, but rapidly dimnishing,
then at the dull netal of the old Colt in ny hand, the w sp of
bl ue snmoke fromits uptilted barrel

And then he began to | augh
Great, gusty laughter, but with a touch of hysteria.

And as he | aughed, he began to fade fromview The red
suns sped away into the sky, becane pin points; and the sky
was white and cl ean and bl ank—i ke a ceiling.

In fact—what beautiful words are "in fact"—n fact, in
sweet reality, it was a ceiling.

202 Peter Phillips

Then Steve Bl aki ston was peering down, easing the chro-
m um bowl off the rubber pads round ny head-
"Thanks, Pete," he said. "Half an hour to the mnute.

You worked on himqui cker than an insulin shock.
| sat up, adjusting nyself nmentally. He pinched nmy arm

"Sure—you're awake. 1'd like you to tell me just what you

did—but not now. 1'll ring you at your office."
1 saw an assistant taking the bow off Craswell's head.
Craswelt blinked, turned his head, saw ne. Half a dozen

expressi ons, none of them pleasant, chased over his face.
He heaved upright, pushed aside the assistant.

"You | ousy bum" he shouted. "I1'Il rmurder you!"

1 just got clear before Steve and one of the others grabbed

his arns.
"Let nme get at him+'Il tear himopen!"

"1 warned you," Steve panted. "Get out, quick."
I was on ny way. Marsham Craswelt in a nightshirt may

not have been quite so inpressive physically as the bronzed

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%20lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (163 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:21 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt
gl adi ator of his dreans, but he was still passably nuscul ar
That was | ast night. Steve rang this norning.

"Cured," he said triunphantly. "Sane as you are. Said he
realized he'd been overworking, and he's going to take things
easier—give hinself a rest fromfantasy and wite sonething
el se. He doesn't renenber a thing about his dream coma—

but he had a curious feeling that he'd still like to do some-
thing unpleasant to a certain guy who was in ne next bed to
hi m when he woke up. He doesn't know why, and t haven't

told him But better keep clear."

"The feeling is mutual ," | said. "I don't like his line in
monsters. What's he going to wite now+tove stories?"

Steve | aughed. "No. He's got a sudden craze for West-

erns. Started tal king this norning about the sociol ogical and
hi storical significance of the Colt revolver. He jotted down
the tide of his first yam=*Si x-Gun Rule.' Hey—+s that based
on sonething you pulled on himin his dreanP"

1 told him

So Marsham Craswetl's as sane as nme, huh? | wouldn't take
bet s.

DREAMS ARE SACRED 203

Three hours ago, | was on ny way to the | atest heavy-

wei ght match at Madi son Square Garden when | was button-
hol ed by an of f-duty policenan.

M chael O Faolin, the biggest, toughest, nicest cop 1 know.

"Pete. mboy," he said. "I had the strangest dream | ast

night. | was helpin' yez out of a bit of a hole, and when it
was all over, you said, in gratitude it may have been, that yez
m ght have a couple of spare tickets fthe fight this very
night, and | was wondering whether it could have been a sort
oftellypathy like. and—=

| grabbed the corner of the bar doorway to steady nyself.

M ke was still jabbering on when 1 funbled for ny own

tickets and said: "I'mnot feeling too welt, Mke. You go

I"I'l pick ny stuff up fromthe other sheets. Don't think about
it. Mke. just put it dowmn to the luck of nme Irish."

I went back to the bar and thought hard into a | arge
whi skey, which is the next best thing to a crystal ball for
providing a focus of concentration

"Tel i ypat hy, huh?"
No, sai d the whiskey. Coincidence. Forget it.

Yet there's sonething in tel epathy. Subconsci ous tel epat hy—
two dreaming minds in rapport. But | wasn't dreanming. 1 was
just tagging along in sonmeone el se's dream M nds are partic-
ularly receptive in steep. Prenonitions and what-have-you

But | wasn't sleeping either. Six and four makes ninus ten,
strike three—you' re out- You' re nuts, said the whiskey.
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| decided to find nyself, a better-quality crystal ball. A
Scotch in a crystal glass at Cevali's club

So | hailed a Purple Cab. There was sonethi ng rem ni scent
about the back of the driver's head. | refused to think about
it. Until the pay-off.

"Dol lar-fifty," he growl ed, then | eaned out. "Say—ain't |
seen you sone place?"

"I"'maround." | said, in a voice that squeezed with rel uc-
tance past ny larynx. "Didn't you drive ne out to Pentagon
yest erday?"

"Yeah, that's it." he said. Square unshaven jaw, |ow
forehead, dirty red hair straggling under his cap. "Yeah—but
there's sonething el se about your pan. | took a steep between
crui ses last night and had a daffy dream You seened to

204 Peter Phillips

come intoit. And | got the screw est idea you al ready owe
me a dollar-fifty."

For a monent, | toyed with me idea of telling himto go to
hell. But the roadway wasn't green sand. It | ooked too solid
to open up. So 1 said, "Here's five," and staggered into
Ceval i's.

1 |l ooked into a whiskey glass until ny brain began to clear,
then | phoned Steve Bl akiston and talked. "It's the inplica-
tions," 1 said finally. "I"'mdriving nyself bats trying to
figure out what would have happened if I'd conjured up a few
score of ny acquai ntances. Wuld they all have dreaned the
same dreamif they'd been asl eep?"

"Too diffuse," said Steve, apparently through a nouthfu

of sandwi ch. "That would be like trying to broadcast on
dozens of wavel engths sinultaneously with the same trans-
mtter. Your brain was an integral part of that machine,
occupying the sane position in the circuit as a conpl exus of
recording instrunents, keyed in place with Craswell's brai n—
until the pickup frequency was raised. What happened then |

i magi ned purely as an induction process. It was—as far as the
Craswel | hookup was concerned, but—*

! couldn't stand the juicy chanpi ng noi ses any |onger, and
said: "Swallow it before you choke." The guy lives on
sandw ches.

Hi s voice cleared. "Don't you see what we've got? During

the anplification of the cerebral currents, there was a backsurge
through the tubes and the nmachi ne becane a transmtter

These two guys were sleeping, their unconscious m nds w de
open and acting as receivers; you' d seen themduring ne day,
envi saged nem vi vidl y—and got tuned in, disturbing their

m nds and giving them dreans. Ever heard of synpathetic
dreans? Ever dreaned of soneone you haven't seen for

years, and ne next day he | ooks you up? Now we can do it

del i berat el y—nechani cal ly assi sted dreamtel epathy, the waves
reinforced and transmitted electronically! Come on over. W've
got to experinent sone nore."
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"Sometimes,"” | said, "I sleep. That's what 1 intend to do
now—wi t hout nechani cal assistance. So |ong."

A nightcap was indicated. 1 wandered back to the club bar
I shoul d have gone hone.

DREAMS ARE SACRED 205

She hi pped her way to the mcrophone in front of the band,
five-foot-ten of dream wapped up in a white, glove-tight

gown. An oval -faced, green-eyed brunette with a tiny, de-
lightful nole on her left cheek. The gown was a little exigu-
ous about the upper regions, perhaps, but not as whistle-worthy
as the outfit Craswell had dreanmed on her.

Backstage, | got a double shot of ice fromthose green

eyes. Yes, she knew M. Craswell slightly. No, she wasn't

asl eep around m dnight last night. And would | be so good as
to informher what business it was of mine? College type,
ultra- How they do drift into the entertai nnent business. Not
that | mnd.

When | asked about the refrigeration, she said: "It's nerely
that | have no particular desire to know you, M. Panell."

n W]y?ll

"I"'mhardly accountable to you for ny preferences." She
frowned as if trying to recall sonething, added: "In any
case—1 don't know. ! just don't like you- Now if you'l

pardon ne. 1 have another nunber to sing—

"But, please ... let me explain=
" "Expl ain what ?"

She had me there. | stunbte-tongued, and got a back view
of the gown.

How can you apol ogi ze to a girl when she doesn't even
know t hat you owe her an apol ogy? She hadn't been asl eep,

so she couldn't have dreaned about the skirt incident. And if
she had—she was Craswell's dream not mne. But through

sone aberration a trickle of thought waves from Bl aki ston's
machi ne had pl anted an unreasonabl e antipathy to ne in her
subconscious mnd. And it would need a psychiatrist to dig it

out. Or—

I phoned Steve fromthe club office. He was still chew ng.
| said: "l've got sone intensive thinking to do—nto that
machi ne of yours. I'Il be right over."

She was | eaving the m crophone as | passed the band on
my way out. | |ooked at her hard as she came up, getting
every detail fixed-

"What tinme do you go to bed?" | asked
1 saw the slap coming and ducked.
| said: "I can wait. 1'll be seeing you. Happy dreans.”

THE SAME TO YOU DOUBLED
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by Robert Shecl dey

In New York, it never fails, the doorbell rings just when
you' ve pl opped down onto the couch for a well-deserved
snooze. Now, a person of character would say, "To hell with
that, a man's hone is his castle and they can slide any

tel egrans under the door." But if you're |like Edel stein, not
particularly strong on character, then you think to yourself
that maybe it's the blonde from 12C who has cone up to
borrow a jar of chili powder. O it could even be sone crazy
filmproducer who wants to nake a novie based on the tetters
you' ve been sending your nother in Santa Monica. (And why
not; don't they nmake novies out of worse naterial than that?)

Yet this tine, Edelstein had really decided not to answer
the bell. Lying on the couch, his eyes still closed, he called
out, "t don't want any."

"Yes you do," a voice fromthe other side of the door replied,

"I'"ve got all the encycl opedi as, brushes and waterl ess
cookery | need," Edelstein called back wearily. "Whatever
you've got. |I've got it already."

"Look." the voice said, "I'mnot selling anything. | want
to give you sonething."

Edel stein smled the thin, sour smle of the New Yorker
who knows that if someone made hima gift of a package of
genui ne, unmarked $20 bills, he'd still sonehow end up
having to pay for it.

"If it'syree," Edelstein answered, "
afford it."

men | definitely can't

"But | mean really free," the voice said. "1 mean free that
it won't cost you anything now or ever."

206
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"I"'mnot interested," Edelstein replied, admring his firm
ness of character

The voice did not answer.

Edel stein called out, "Hey, if you're still there, please go
away. "

"My dear M. Edelstein," the voice said, "cynicismis
merely a formof nai'vete. M. Edelstein, wisdomis discrim -
nation."

"He gives me |lectures now," Edeistein said to the wall.

"A'l right," the voice said, "forget the whole thing, keep
your cynicismand your racial prejudice; do 1 need this kind
of trouble?"

"Just a minute," Edel stein answered. "Wat nakes you
think 1I'm prejudi ced?"
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"Let's not crap around," the voice said. "If | was raising
funds for Hadassah or selling Israel bonds, it would have
been different. But, obviously, 1 amwhat | am so excuse
me for living."

"Not so fast," Edelstein said. "As far as |'m concerned,
you're just a voice fromthe other side of the door. For all |
know, you could be Catholic or Seventh-Day Adventist or

even Jewi sh."

"You knew." the voice responded.
"Mster, | swear to you—
"Look," the voice said, "it doesn't matter, | cone up

against a lot of this kind of thing. Goodbye, M. Edelstein."
"Just a minute," Edelstein replied.

He cursed hinself for a fool. How often had he fallen for
some huckster's line, ending up, for exanple, paying $9.98
for an illustrated two-volume Sexual History of Mankind,
which his friend Manowi tz had poi nted out he could have
bought in any Marboro bookstore for $2.98?

But the voice was right. Edeistein had sonehow known
that he was dealing with a goy.

And the voice woul d go away thinking. The Jews. they

think they're better than anyone el se. Further, he would tel
this to his bigoted friends at the next neeting of the El ks or
the Knights of Colunbus, and there it would be, another

bl ack eye for the Jews.

"l do have a weak character," Edel stein thought sadly.
208 Robert Sheckl ey

He called out, "All right! You can come in! But | warn
you fromthe start, | amnol going to buy anything."

He pulled hinmself to his feet and started toward the door
Then he stopped, for the voice had replied, "Thank you very
much, " and then a nman had wal ked t hrough the cl osed,
doubl e-1 ocked wooden door.

The man was of medi um height, nicely dressed in a gray

pi nstripe nodified Edwardi an suit. H s cordovan boots were
hi ghly polished. He was bl ack, carried a briefcase, and he
had stepped through Edel stein's door as if it had been made
ofiell-0.

"Just a minute, stop, hold on one mnute," Edel stein said.
He found that he was clasping both of his hands together and
his heart was beating unpleasantly fast.

The man stood perfectly still and at his ease, one yard
within the apartment. Edelstein started to breathe again. He
said, "Sorry, | just had a brief attack, a kind of hall ucina-
ti on—

"WAnt to see nme do it agai n?" the man asked.
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"My God, no! So you did wal k through the door! Oh,
God, | think I"'min trouble."

Edel stem went back to the couch and sat down heavily.
The man sat down in a nearby chair.

"What is this alt about?" Edel stein whispered.

"l do the door thing to save tine," the nan said. "It
usual ly closes the credulity gap. My name is Charles Sitweil.
| ama field nman for the Devil."

Edel stein believed him He tried to think of a prayer, but

all he could remenber was the one he used to say over bread
in the sumer canp he had attended when he was a boy. It
probably woul dn't hel p- He al so knew the Lord's Prayer, but
that wasn't even his religion. Perhaps the salute to the flag.

"Don't get alt worked up," Sitweil said. "lI'mnot here
after your soul or any ol d-fashioned crap like that."

"How can 1 believe you?" Edel sl ein asked.

"Figure it out for yourself,"” Silwelt told him "Consider

only the war aspect. Nothing but rebellions and revol utions
for the past fifty years or so. For us, that neans an unprece-
dented supply of condemmed Americans, Viet Cong, N gerians,

Bi af rans, | ndonesians, South Africans, Russians, |ndians, Pak-
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istanis and Arabs. Israelis, too, I"'msorry to tell you. Al so.
we're pulling in nore Chinese than usual, and Just recently,
we' ve begun to get plenty of action on the South Anerican

mar ket . Speaking frankly, M. Edelstein, we're overl oaded
with souls. If another war starts this year, we'll have to
decl are an ammesty on venial sins."

Edel stein thought it over. "Then you're really not here to
take ne to hell?"

"Hell, no!" Sitweil said. "I told you, our waiting list is
| onger than for Peter Cooper Village; we hardly have any
roomleft in linbo."

"Well. . . . Then why are you here?"

Sitwell crossed his legs and | eaned forward earnestly. "M.
Edel stein, you have to understand that hell is very nuch |ike
US Steel or I.T.&T. We're a big outfit and we're nore or

| ess a nonopoly. But, like any really big corporation, we are
i mbued with the ideal of public service and we like to be well
t hought of."

"Makes sense,"” Edel sl ein said.

"But, unlike Ford, we can't very well establish a founda-

tion and start giving out schol arships and work grants. People
woul dn't understand. For the sanme reason, we can't start
bui I di ng nodel cities or Fighting pollution. W can't even
throw up a damin Afghani stan w thout someone questi oni ng

our notives."
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"l see where it could be a problem" Edel stein adnitted.

"Yet we like to do something. So, fromtime to time, but
especially now, with business so good, we like to distribute a
smal | bonus to a random sel ection of potential custoners."”

"Custoner? Me?"

"No one is calling you a sinner," Sitweil pointed out. "1
sai d potential —-whi ch neans everybody."

"Ch. . . . Wat kind of bonus?"

"Three w shes,
tional form™

Sitweil said briskly. "That's the tradi -

"Let nme see if |I've got this straight," Edelstein said. "1
can have any three wishes | want? Wth no penalty, no secret
ifs and buts?'

"There is one but," Sitweil said.

"I knew it," Edel stein said.

210 Robert Shecktey

"it's sinple enough. Whatever you wi sh for, your worst
eneny gets double.”

Edel stei n thought about that. "So if 1 asked for a million
dol I ars—=

"Your worst enemy would get two million dollars.”
"And if | asked for pneunonia?"
"Your worst eneny would gel double pneunonia.”

Edel stein pursed his tips and shook his head. "Look, not

that | nmean to tell you people how to run your business, but |
hope you realize that you endanger custonmer goodwill with a
clause like that."

"It's a risk, M. Edelstein, but absolutely necessary on a
couple of counts,” Silwell said. "You see, the clause is a
psychi ¢ feedback device that acts to maintain homeosiasis."

"Sorry, I'mnot follow ng you," Edel stein answered.

"Let me put it this way. The clause acts to reduce the
power of the three w shes and, thus. to keep things reason-
ably normal. A wish is an extrenely strong instrunment, you
know. "

"I can imagine," Edelstein said. "lIs there a second reason?"
"You shoul d have guessed it already,"” Sitwell said, baring
exceptionally white teeth in an approxinmation of a snile.
"Clauses tike that are our trademark. That's how you know
it's a genuine hellish product.™

"l see, | see," Edelstein said. "Well. |I'mgoing to need
sonme time to think about this."
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"The offer is good for thirty days." Sitwelt said, standing
up. "Wen you want to make a wish. sinply state it—learly
and loudly. 1'll tend to the rest."

Sitwell wal ked to the door. Edelstein said, "There's only
one problem 1 think I should nmention.”

"What's that?" Sitwell asked,

"Well, it just so happens that | don't have a worst eneny.
In fact. 1 don't have an eneny in the world."

Sitwell laughed hard. then wi ped his eyes with a mauve
handkerchi ef. "Edel stein," he said, "you're really too nuch!
Not an eneny in the world! Wat about your cousin Sey-

mour, who you wouldn't lend five hundred dollars to, to start
a dry-cl eaning business? Is he a friend all of a sudden?"

"l hadn't thought about Seynour." Edel stein answered.
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"And what about Ms. Abramowitz, who spits at the

mention of your name, because you wouldn't marry her

Manori e? What about Tom Cassiday in apartnent 1C of this
bui |l di ng, who has a conplete collection of Goebbel s' speeches
and dreans every night of killing all of the Jews in the world,
beginning with you? . . . Hey, are you all right?"

Edel stein, sitting on the couch, had gone white and his
hands were cl asped tightly together again.

"l never realized," he said.

"No one realizes,'* Sitwell said. "Look, take it easy, six
or seven enenmies is nothing; | can assure you that you're well
bel ow average, hatew se."

"Who el se?" Edel stein asked, breathing heavily.

"I"'mnot going to tell you," Sitwell said. "It would be
needl ess aggravation."

"But | have to know who is ny worst eneny! Is i
Cassiday? Do you think I should buy a gun?"

Sitwell shook his head. "Cassiday is a harmess, half-

witted lunatic. He'll never lift a finger, you have ny word on
(hat. Your worst eneny is a man nanme Edward Sanuel
Manowi tz. "

"You're sure of that?" Edel stein asked incredul ously.
"Conpletely sure.™
"But Manowi tz happens to be ny best friend."

"Al so your worst eneny," Sitwell replied. "Sonetines it
works |ike that. Goodbye, M. Edelstein, and good |luck with
your three wi shes."

"WAit!" Edelstein cried. He wanted to ask a mllion ques-
tions; but he was enbarrassed and he asked only, "How can
it be that hell is so crowded?"
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"Because only heaven is infinite," Sitwell told him
"You know about heaven, |o00?"

"COf course. It's the parent corporation. But now 1 realty
must be getting along. | have an appoi ntnent in Poughkeep-
sie. Good luck, M. Edelstein."

Sitwell waved and turned and wal ked out through the
| ocked solid door.

Edel stein. sat perfectly still for five minutes. He thought
about Eddie Manowitz. H s worst eneny! That was | augh-
able; hell had really gotten its wires crossed on that piece of

212 Robert Sheckl ey

i nformati on. He had known Manowitz for twenty years, saw
himnearly every day. played chess and gin rumy with him
They went for wal ks together, saw novies together, at |east
one night a week they ate dinner together.

It was true. of course, that Manowitz coul d sonetinmes open
up a big nouth and overstep the boundaries of good taste.

Sometimes Manowitz could be downright rude

To be perfectly honest, Manowitz had, on nore than one
occasi on, been insulting.

"But we're friends,"” Edelstein said to hinself. "W are

friends, aren't we?"

There was an easy way to test it, he realized. He could
wi sh for $1, 000, 000. That would give Manowi tz $2, 000, 000.
But so what? Wuld he, a wealthy man, care that his best
friend was weal thier?

Yes! He would care! He dammed well would care! It would
eat his life away if a wise guy |like Manowitz got rich on
Edel stein's w sh.

"My God!" Edel stein thought. "An hour ago, | was a poor
but contented man. Now | have three w shes and an eneny."

He found that he was tw sting his hands together again. He
shook his head. This was going to need sone thought.

In the next week, Edel stein managed to get a | eave of absence
fromhis job and sat day and night with a pen and pad in his
hand. At first, he couldn't get his mnd off castles. Castles
seemed to go with wi shes- But, on second thought, it was not
a sinple matter. Taking an average dreamcastle with a
ten-foot-thick stone wall, grounds and the rest, one had to
consider the matter of upkeep. There was heating to worry
about, the cost of serveral servants, because anything | ess
woul d i ook ridicul ous.

So it cane at last to a matter of noney.

| could keep up a pretty decent castle on $2000 a week,
Edel stein thought, jotting Figures down rapidly on his pad.
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But that would nean that Manow tz woul d be nai ntaining
two castles on $4000 a week'

By the second week. Edel stein had gotten past castles and
was specul ating feverishly on the endl ess possibilties and
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conbi nations of travel. Wuld it be too nuch to ask for a
crui se around the worl d? Perhaps it would; he wasn't even
sure he was up to it- Surely he could accept a summer in
Europe? Even a two-week vacation at the Fonlainebleau in
M am Beach to rest his nerves.

But Manowitz would get two vacations! |f Edel stein stayed
at the Fontai nebl eau. Manowi tz woul d have a penthouse suite
at the Key Largo Col ony O ub. Tw ce.

It was al nost better to stay poor and to keep Manowitz
depri ved.

Al nost, but not quite.

During the final week, Edelstein was getting angry and des-
perate, even cynical- He said to hinself, I'man idiot, how do
I know that there's anything to this? So Sitwell could walk

t hrough doors; does that make hima magi ci an? Maybe |'ve

been worried about not hi ng.

He surprised hinself by standing up abruptly and saying,
inaloud, firmvoice, "I want twenty thousand dollars and
want it right now"

He felt a gentle tug at his right buttock. He pulled out his
wal let. Inside it, he found a certified check nmade out to him
for $20.000.

He went down to his bank and cashed the check, trenbling,
certain that the police would grab him The manager | ooked
at the check and initiated it. The teller asked hi mwhat
denom nations he wanted it in. Edelstein told the teller to
credit it to his account.

As he left the bank, Manowitz canme rushing in, an expres-
sion of fear, joy and bew | dernent on his face.

Edel stein hurried hone before Manowitz coul d speak to
him He had a pain in his stomach for the rest of the day.

Idiot* He had asked for only a | ousy $20,000. But Manow tz
had gotten $40, 000!

A man could die fromthe aggravation

Edel stein spent his days alternating between apathy and
rage. That pain in the stomach had conme back, which neant
that he was probably giving hinmself an ul cer.

It was all so dammed unfair! Did he have to push hinself
into an early grave, worrying about Manow tz?

214 Robert Sheckl ey

Yes!
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For now he realized that Manowitz was really his eneny
and that the thought of enriching his eneny was literally
killing him

He t hought about that and then said to hinmsel f, Edelstcin,
listen to ne; you can't go on like this, you nust get sone
sati sfacti on!

But how?

He paced up and down his apartnment. The pain was defi -
nitely an ulcer; what else could it be?

Then it came to him Edel stein stopped pacing. H s eyes
rolled wildly and, seizing paper and pencil, he made some
Iightning cal cul ati ons. Wen he finished, he was flushed,
exci ted—happy for the first tinme since SitwelFs visit.

He stood up. He shouted, "1 want six hundred pounds of
chopped chicken liver and 1 want it at once!"

The caterers began to arrive within five mnutes.

Edel stein ate several giant portions of chopped chicken liver,
stored two pounds of it in his refrigerator and sold nost of the
rest to a caterer at half price, nmaking over $700 on the deal.' The
janitor had to take away 75 pounds mat had been overl ooked.

Edel stein had a good | augh at the thought of Manowi tz standing

in his apartnent up to his neck in chopped chicken liver.

Hi s enjoynent was short-lived. He | earned that Manowitz

had kept ten pounds for hinself (the man always had had a
gross appetite), presented five pounds to a drab little w dow
he was trying to make an inpression on and sold ne rest back
to the caterer for one third off, earning over $2000.

I amthe world' s prize inbecile, Edelstein thought. For a

m nute's stupid satisfaction, | gave up a wi sh worth conserva-
tively $100, 000, 000. And what do | get out of it? Two

pounds of chopped chicken liver, a few hundred dollars and
the lifelong friendship of ny janitor!

He knew he was kilting hinmself from sheer brute aggravation-
- He was down to one wi sh now.

And now it was crucial that he spend that final w sh
wi sely. But he had to ask for sonething that he wanted
desper at el y—sonet hing that Manowitz would not like at all.

Four weeks had gone by. One day, Edelstein realized
glumMy that his tinme was just about up. He had racked his
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brain, only to confirmhis worst suspicions: Manowitz |iked
everything that he liked. Manowitz |iked castles, wonen,
weal th, cars, vacations, w ne, nusic, food. \Whatever you
naned, Manowitz the copycat liked it.

Then he renmenbered: Manowi tz, by sone strange quirk of
the taste buds, could not abide I ox.
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But Edel stein didn't like |lox, either, not even Nova Scoti a-

Edel stein prayed: Dear God, who is in charge of hell and
heaven. | have had three w shes and used two mi serably.

Listen, God, 1 don't nean to be ungrateful, but 1 ask you. if a
man happens to be granted three w shes, shouldn't he be able

to do better for hinself than | have done? Shouldn't he be

abl e to have somet hi ng good happen to himwi thout filling

the pockets of Manowitz. his worst enemy, who does not hing

but collect double with no effort or pain?

The final hour arrived. Edelstein grew calm in ne manner

of a man who had accepted his fate. He realized that his
hatred of Manowitz was futile, unworthy of him Wth a new
and sweet serenity, he said to hinself. 1 am now going to ask
for what |. Edelstein, personally want. If Manowitz has to go
along for nme ride. it sinply can't be hel ped.

Edel stein stood up very straight. He said, "This is ny |ast

wi sh. 1've been a bachelor too long. Wat | want is a wonman
whom | can nmarry. She should be about five feet. four inches
tall, weigh about 115 pounds, shapely, of course, and with
naturally blond hair. She should be intelligent, practical, in

love with me. Jewi sh, of course, but sensual and fun-Ioving—=
The Edel stein m nd suddenly moved into high gear!

"And especially," he added, "she should be—+ don't

know quite how to put this—she should be the nost, the

maxi mum that | want and can handl e, speaking nowin a

purely sexual sense. You understand what | nean, Sitwell?
Delicacy forbids that | should spell it out nore specifically
than that. but if the matter nust be explained to you . "

There was a |ight, sonehow sexual tapping at the door

Edel stein went to answer it, chuckling to hinself- Over twenty
t housand doll ars, two pounds of chopped chicken |iver and

now ms' Manowitz. he thought, | have you now. Double the

nmost a nman wants is sonething 1 probably shouldn't have

wi shed on ny worst eneny, but | did.

A FTS. .
by Gordon R Dickson

The paper boy, cutting across soft spring grass of the front
lawn in the bright sunshine of a |ate May afternoon, was so
full of bubbling expectations that he did not see Jim and

al nrost threw the newspaper into Jims face.

"Ch, here, M. Brewer," he said, checking and handing it

up the height of the three concrete steps. He squinted agai nst
die sun up at the chunky, adult body in blue wash sl acks and
T-shirt and the square-boned face under short red hair. "W're
having a P.T. A carnival at school, tonight. You com ng?"

"1 guess not tonight. Tomy," said Jim

"They're going to have a shooting gallery," said Tommy,
and hurried on to the neighbors.

Jim turning, went back through the screen door into die
l'iving room
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" Somet hi ng?" call ed Nancy, fromthe kitchen. He went

on into her, still carrying the paper. She was standing by the
sink, peeling potatoes for the casserole of a Friday dinner, the
transparent, tight-tied apron making her | ook slimer and

bl onder and younger—i ke a new bride just beginning to play
housewi f e.

"What ?" Ji m asked.

"I heard you tal king." She | ooked aside and up at him

"Just the paper boy," he said. "Wanted to know if we're
going to a P.T. A party at the school, tonight."

She | aughed cheerfully.

"Tell himto wail until Joey's old enough for school. Then
we'll go to all the P.T.A parties."

"If we can afford it." Jimbatted the paper idly against die

216
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refrigerator. "It's a fund-raising deal, of course. You have to

spend—ni ckel s and di nmes, but it adds up."
She wat ched him

"Worrying, hon?" she asked. He shook his head; then
grinned at her.

"Just thinking. A week of filling prescriptions and selling
hone pernmanent wave kits doesn't add up to rmuch. A two-
year-ol d house tike dlis—a three-year-old car—and what's
left over? Alot of running Just to stand stilt."

"You'll have your own drugstore soneday."
"Someday is right."

She finished oft" die potato in her hands w di out taking her
eyes of f him

"You're hungry, "she said. "Go sit down. Dinner'!! be
ready soon."

"Al'l right." He went back into the living room opening
di e paper as he went. He was just sitting down in the green
arnchair across fromdie tel evision when the doorbell chined.

"Il get it," he called to the kitchen. Nancy did not

answer. Just as he had called, Jimhad heard the back door
slam and the noise of their son, Joey, and Pancho, the famly
cocker, was filling the kitchen air.

Ji m approached the front door and saw t hrough the screen
die dark faces of two slim mddle-aged nen, tall in business
suits. The Comunity Fund, thought Jim renenbering sud-
denly that dlis was the week of their drive for a new hospital

"May we conme in?" asked die taller of the two.
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"Sure, cone on in," Jimopened the screen for nem and

led ne way to the living room He was turning over in his

head t he possi bl e amounts he woul d have to subscribe- "Sit
down." The two men sat side by side on die sofa. "What can
I do for you?"

"My nane is Long." said the taller one. "And dlis is
Wiite. "

"Pleased to neet you." Jimhalf-rose fromhis own chair
to shake hands with both of mem They | ooked enough ali ke,
he thought, to be brothers.

"M. Brewer," said Long, "you have a dog in the house."

"Wiy, yes," answered Jim He | ooked at them suddenly
frowning, and then a slight scraping noise, as of claws on a
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polished floor, caught his ear and he turned his head to see
Pancho standing in the entrance to the kitchen, head and tai
up, staring at the strangers. The cocker spaniel was perfectly
still and rigid, leaning forward, nose extended, alnpbst in
point. Then, slowy, with the delicate care with which he
approached birds in cover, the dog began to advance. Step by
sl ow step he came up before the two nmen, who had not

moved, but sat watching with patient eyes. Before them he
halted. Then, equally slowy, he began to back away from

them step by step, until he came up hard against Jims |egs,
pressi ng sideways against themw th hip and flank, his head
still turned to the two on the couch. Through the thin materia
of his slacks, Jimfelt Pancho's whol e body trenbling.

"Easy, boy," said Jim automatically, putting his hand on

the furry head. "Easy." He stared at the two; and then

suddenly a col dness ran down the narrow | ine of his spine and

he felt the fine hairs on his own neck begin to rise as his body
tensed in the chair. He was watching the two faces, so nuch
al i ke, and he saw nmem now as notionl ess and i npersonal as

masks.

"Yes," said the one called Long. "You see that we aren't
human. "

Jimsaid nothing- But he could hear the sound of Nancy

M d Joey's voices in the kitchen and he was slowy, as slowy
as Pancho had noved, shifting the weight of his body for-
ward in the chair, so that it would be over the bone and
muscl e springs of his knees.

"Pl ease," said the one introduced as Wite. "There's
nothing for you to be afraid of. W won't harmyou. And you
can't harmus. We only want to talk to you."

Ji mwas poi sed now. He was thinking that he could | eap
forward and yeli at the same tinme. But there was the danger
that Nancy and Joey would only be bewi |l dered by his shout
and cone instead into ne living roomto see what was the
matter.

"What about ?" said Jim
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"You' ve been chosen," said Long, "at random Not en-

tirely at random but mainly so, to answer a question for us.
That's all there is toit." He looked into Jimls eyes; and Jim
had the inpression that he smled suddenly and warm vy,
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al though Long's lips did not nove. or any part of his face.
"It's a question that concerns your interests, only. not ours.
Only you ought to get over being afraid of us. Here—=*

He extended his hand toward Pancho. He did not snap his
fingers or beckon in any way, but nerely held out his fingers,
waiting. And after a slow still novenent, the dog began to
move, step by step away fromthe confort of Jimis | egs and
toward the stranger. He approached the hand as he night
approach a new dog in the nei ghborhood, stiffly and with
caution. For a long second, with neck outstretched, he sniffed
at the fingers—and then, with a change as dramatically sud-
den as the snapping of a violin string, his tail wagged and he
shoved his head forward onto the hand of Long.

Long brought forward his other hand and scratched Pancho
bet ween the ears. He | ooked up at Jim

"You see?" he said.

"That's a dog," said Jim but he had rel axed, nonethe-
| ess. Not conpletely, but relaxed. "Wll, what is it?"

"Did you ever think much about ethics, M. Brewer?"
said Long, still petting Pancho.

"Ethics?" Jiml|looked fromone to the other of them

"Perhaps you might call it norality,"” said Wite. "The
duty of norality. The duty to your neighbor."

"W get a lot of that here," said Jim thinking of the
P.T.A and the Comunity Fund and all the nany other
drives and coll ections.

"You have a lot," said Wite. "But did you ever m nk
much about it?"

"You don't think about things like that," said Jim stil
wat chi ng them "You just do them"

"But," said Wiite, '“there are two sides to that coin. The
coin called charity."

"What do you nean?" said Jim He | ooked fromWite to

Long. who was still holding Pancho's head in one slimpalm
and stroking between Pancho's ears now. with the other. The
dog's eyes were closed in an ecstasy of pleasure.

"We're tal king," said Long, suddenly, "about the ethics
of Charity. If your dog here were tost far from your hone,
and trying to find his way back—f he were obviously hun-
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gry, you'd think soneone el se was a good person, if he or
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she fed hinP"
"Certainly," said Jim

"And what if the dog were interested only in getting back

to you? Wuld it still be a kindness to tie himup untilLhe did
eat? And perhaps force himto stay, in an effort to feed him
up agai n?"

"That's what we'd call a m staken ki ndness,"” said Jim

"Look, what's the point of all this?"

"The point is the ethics of Charity," said Long, "and that

we feel the same way about themyou do. Charity isn't a

ki ndness when the one receiving it doesn't really want it. It's
an instinct anong civilized people to give hel p—but the
instinct can be nistaken."

"I still don't get what you're driving at," said Jim

Long | et go of Pancho, who shoved a furry head forward

onto his knee. He reached into his right-hand suitcoat pocket
and took out sonething small enough to be hidden in his

hand.

"M. Brewer," he said, "when you were very young.'did
you ever dream of having sonet hi ng—sonet hi ng nagi ca
that could grant all your w shes?"

Jimfrowned at him

"Doesn't everybody?"

"Everybody does," said Long. He turned his hand over

and opened it out. Lying in his palmwas what | ooked |ike a
child's marble, a glassy snmall globe of swirled color, green,
and rust, and white. He half-stood and passed it into Jinms
automatically receiving hand. "There you are."

"There I am what?" denmanded Jim staring at it.

"There you have your w sh-granler," said Long.

Jiml ooked back up into the dark face of the slimnan and
smled alittle.

"No," said Long. "It's quite true. C ose your hand on it
and w sh."

Jim | ooked back at the marble. The others waited. Long
had gone back to petting Pancho.

"No, | don't think so," said Jim handing the nmarble
back. Long accepted it, put it back in his pocket. They both
stood up, and went toward the door
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"Wait," said Jim getting up hinself. "You're going?"
"W took it you had answered us," said Wite.

"No, wait— said Jim "Cone on back. Let ne see that

again."
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The two of nemreturned to the couch and sat down. Long
passed over the marble. Jimtook it, sitting back down him
self, and turned it over curiously in his fingers."

" Anyt hi ng?" he said.

Once nore Jimhad the inpression of a snile fromthe
unnmovi ng count enance of Long.

"Al most anything," he said. "The al nost doesn't have to
concern you."

Slowy, Jimclosed his hand over the nmarble- He squeezed
his eyes shut and thought. He opened t hem agai n.

He was standing in the drugstore where he worked. A

ni ddl e- aged worman custoner was just wal ki ng out past him
filling his nostrils with an invisible cloud of her col ogne.
Behi nd the drugs and toiletries counter Dave Hogart, the
owner, was |looking up at him his face winkled in surprise.

"Jim | didn't see you conme in. Wat're you doi ng back
down here?" he said.

"Uh . . . aspirin,"” said Jim "Fifty of the kid aspirin,
Dave. Joey's got a slight cold.”

Dave turned and reached to an upper shelf, turned back and
handed Jimthe bottle. He rang it up on the charge key of the
cash register, the fingers of his left hand resting swollen and
hunched on the bare counter beside the register

"How s the arthritis?" Jimfound hinself asking, suddenly.
Dave jerked his head up with a grin.

"Not bad enough to nake ne want to retire yet," he said.

"Want to buy the store?"
"Wsh | could," said Jim

"l guess we're going to be ready to nake that deal about
the sane tine," said Dave. "Hope Joey's all right in the

nmor ni ng— Anot her custonmer was conming into die store.
"See you, Jim" He noved off.

Both their backs were turned. Jimclosed his hand on the
mar bl e and wi shed agai n.

He was back in his own living room He sat down again in
his chair and noticed the small transparent bottle of orange-
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colored tabiets was still in his hand. He set it carefully down
on the coffee table by his chairside and | ooked up. Long and
Wiite were still sitting, watching him

"1 don't understand," said Jim "l just don't understand."
Long pointed to the hand of Jims that still held the marble.

"That," he said. "isn't inportant. W only wanted some-
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thing to show you, sonething to convince you with. The
whol e story's much bigger."

Ji m gl anced suddenly toward the kitchen entrance and the
voi ces of Joey and Nancy com ng through il

"Don't worry," said White. "They won't think to cone in
until we're through here."

"You see," said Long. "W don't cone from anywhere

near the famly of worlds that go around your sun- But we
couldn't hel p discovering you people, when you started doi ng
things. W've been watching you for some years now. You
people are like we were—a long tine back on our own worl d.
*You have the sane troubles, the same sorrows, much the

sanme hopes. You renmind us very nmuch of us; in the
begi nni ng. "

"You're that rmuch like us?" said Jim dazedly.

"Well, not so nmuch as you mght think just by | ooking at
us—and agai n, much nore so than you would realize in ways
you've yet to team about,"” said Long. "The point is. we

| ook at you—wi th your conflicts, your diseases, your pains
and fam nes—all| your |acks. And many of them are things

we can do sonething about. We could heal your sick, we can
gi ve you |longer and nore useful lives. W can help you to go
out anong the stars and find nore living room W could

open up great new fields of opportunity for you."

"Well," said Jim |ooking fromone to the other, "why
tell ne about this? Wiy don't you?"

"Because we're not sure it would be right," said Wite.
"We're not sure you want our help."

"For those things?" said Jim "Are you crazy? O course
we do."

"Are you sure?" said Long.

They sat watching him and Jimstared back at them The
monent stretched out | ong between them

"Of course I'msure,"” said Jimat |ast-
d FTS 223

"l hope so,'* said Wiite. "Because the decision is up to
you. "

Jimjerked his gaze suddenly over to |l ook at Wite.
"Us?" he said.

"No," answered Wiite, knitting his long ringers together
in his lap. "Just you, you alone.”

"Me?" cried Jim and then checked his voice to hold it
down below a level that would carry into the kitchen. He
stared at them "Just ne? Wiy? Wiy, nme?"

"W picked you at random and on purpose,” said Wite.
"W think you are nost likely to give us the truest answer."
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"But you don't want nme!" said Jim turning to Long.
"I'"'m nobody to make a decision for the whole worid! Look,
there's the President. O me United Nations—*

"You see," said Long, patiently, "me question isn't a

|l ogical one- It isn't an intellectual one, to be investigated by
charts and speeches and discussions. It's an enotional ques-
tion, dealing with deep and basic instincts. It isn't what help
we can give you, it's—do you want hel p? Any hel p? Hel p of

any ki nd?"

He stopped speaking and waited. Jimdid not say anything.
"Are you still so sure?" asked Wite, gently.

Ji msagged slowy back in his chair. He turned his head
slowy and | ooked at the aspirin bottle. Beyond it, me wn-
dow was just beginning to tint with the first translucency of
twilight. Slowy, he shook his head.

"l don't know," he said, in a low voice- "I don't know **

"You can think it over," said Wite. "Take toni ght and
think about it. W can conme back for your answer, tonorrow,"

"I'"'mnot the man," said Jim weakly. "I'"mnot the man to
ask—sonething like that.'

"You are ne man," said Long, as they got up. "because
we picked you to be the man."

Jimrose also. The faces of all three of memwere very
close together. He felt their alienness now, nore strongly
than at any earlier noment since they had cone in.

"Let me help you with a little advice," said Long. "For-

get that you're deciding for a world. Don't try to think of

how all the rest will feel. Decide only for yourself. | promse
you, what you sincerely feel, the great and |lasting part of
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your people, those who work and nmarry and have chil dren
and endure, will fee! the same."

They turned away from himand went through the screen
door into the strong glare of the sunset. Jimheard the screen
door slam quietly behind them

"Dinner's ready!" called Nancy, fromthe kitchen

I ncredi bly, he actuaHy forgot about it during the genera
chatter and excitenent of dinner. It was only later, after Joey
had been put to bed and he and Nancy were sitting in the
living roomwatching television, that it all canme back to him
He waited until the western they happened to be watching

cane to its noisy climx and then got up fromhis chair.

"I'"ve got sonme letters to wite," he told Nancy.

He went into the extra bedroom that they called the office,
and shut the door- He sat down in the chair before the card
table that did service as a desk and turned on the lanp. Its
I'ight shone warmy at the bookcases and secondhand over -
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stuffed chair that had been their first furniture purchase for
the apartnment he and Nancy had noved into after their honey-
moon. He got out his fountain pen, the notepaper and

envel opes—and then took the marbl e once nore fromhis

pocket and laid it on the white sheet of paper before him It
gl owed back up at him reflecting the I anplight-

"I"ve got to think this thing out," be told hinself.

But no thoughts canme. Once he closed his hand around the
marbl e hesitantly, but then et go of it again without using it.
He tried to inagi ne what the world would be like if he should
tell Long and Wiite that his answer was yes. No hospitals,
different kinds of cars, he supposed—he was not very good at
this kind of imagining. If everybody had everything they
needed, what about noney—and j obs.

He checked suddenly. Funny it had not occurred to him
before. O course, his own job would be one of the first to
go. Well people wouldn't need nedicine. And as for all the
rest of the stuff a drugstore sold, beauty aids and the rest,
there woul d probably be new versions that would last for a
lifetime. Magazines would probably be left, candy, iee cream
toys - . . \Wat would happen to Nancy and Joey if he had no

j ob? What woul d eventual |y happen to hinf
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But he was forgetting. Under the new set-up they wouldn't
want for things they needed. No need to worry there. But

what woul d he do? He couldn't just sit around for ne rest of
his life. O could he? There were things he'd al ways wanted
to do, like deep-sea fishing and places he'd al ways wanted to
go. But woul d that be enough?

On second thought, there would probably be thousands of
new j obs opening up. Long and White obviously bel onged to
a peopl e who had work to do. Perhaps there would be some-
thing he would like better than pharmacy, sonething that
woul d give hima feeling of really getting sonewhere, mak-
i ng progress .

After sone while, he glanced at his watch, h was al nost

el even; he had been sitting here close to two hours. And
not hi ng was deci ded. He stood up, feeling the weight and

weari ness of his own body. His eyes smarted fromstaring at
tfie light reflected fromthe blank white paper before him He
put everything away, turned out the tanp and went to his and
Nancy's bedroom

Nancy was already in bed and readi ng the newspaper. She
| ooked up as he cane in.

"What time do you go in the norning?" she asked.

"Not until noon," he said. "Dave's opening up tonor-

row. " He took off his shirt and went about the business of
getting ready for sleep. Nancy put ne paper away on the

shel f underneath the night table beside their double bed. She
yawned and slid down under the covers.

"I'"ve got to take Joey shopping tonorrow, " she said.
"He's just bursting out of his socks."
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"Yes," he said. He turned out the light and got into bed.
The peaceful darkness washed in around him He. lay there,
slowy breathing. There was a novenent under the covers
and he felt Nancy's hand touch gently upon his arm

"What's wong?" she asked softly.

He sighed, deeply and gustily; and, turning toward her, he
told her, the whole story about Wiite and Long, and all that
they had said and done.

Nancy al ways had been a good |listener. She |listened now,
without interrupting himw th questions, her face a pale blur
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inthe little light filtering in around the edges of the w ndow
shades. Toward the end of it they were both sitting up in bed;

and Jimgot up to turn on the light and retrieve the nmarble
fromhis pants' pocket. He brought it back to her and got into
bed agai n.

She took it fromhis hand and turned it over in her own

fingers. The light fromtheir bedstand | anp caught and glinted
fromits surface, making the three colors seemto flow as she
turned it, as if they were being stirred about within a transpar-
ent shell. She | ooked at Jim

"Could I?" she said. "Do you suppose—
"Go ahead," said Jim

She cl osed her fingers about the marble and cl osed her
eyes. A fur stole appeared on the bl anket before them Nancy
opened her eyes again.

"Ch!" she said, on alittle intake of breath. She reached

and touched the fur with a feather touch, stroking it al nost

i mperceptibly with the ends of her fingers. She got up sud-
denly, clinbing over Jim who was on ne outside of the bed,
carrying the stole, and went to the mrror of her dressing
tabl e- She put the stole around her neck and held it there with
bot h hands, gazing into the mrror- Watching her, standing
there in her nightgowmn with the fur around her. Jimfelt a
sudden ridiculous tightening in his throat.

"Nancy, " he said.

She turned about and cane back to the bed, clinbing in
again and reaching for the marble. As her hand cl osed about
it, the fur vanished.

"Nancy said Jim "You didn't have to do that. You can

keep it."

"If you decide, 1*11 get it back," she said. Wthout warn-
i ng she kissed himon the cheek. "Thank you, darling."

"1 didn't do anything," said Jim
"Thank you for saying | could keep it."

He squeezed her hand in his; but he still frowned at the
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mar bl e |ying before themon the bl anket.
"What'|i | do? What'Il 1 do?" he murnured.

He feit the light touch of her hand on his shoul der.

"Why don't you sleep on it," she said. "You'll think

better in the norning."
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"All right," he sighed. "I"lIl try. Only | don*t think
can. "

But he did sleep. He had not known how tired he was and
unconsci ousness had flooded in on himalnost in the nonent
in which he closed his eyes. Only with sleep canme the
dreans, a nultitude of them-vast confused fantasies of enor-
nmous ships that sailed above cities under hot house dones.
And houses unroofed to the ever-present air, beneath the
donmes. And people at work w th shining nmachi nes whose

pur pose he coul d not conprehend.

Then, later on. the dreans changed back to the ordinary
worl d; and there cane the only c¢c'w that he was ever to
renenber clearly afterward. In it he stood on the custoner's
side of a counter in the drugstore where he worked; and
facing himon the counter's other side was Joey, in a while
pharnmaci st's jacket. Joey, grown to a man now. A young

man, but with the hair already receding on his forehead and
tired lines of premature age on his face; and the drugstore
about hi mwas di ngi er and shabbier than Ji mrenenbered.

Joey handed hima bottle filled with small, pink children's
aspirin.

"Take this to ny boy." Joey was saying. "It's not nuch,
but it's the best we have."

Jimtook it fromhim and as Jimdid so, he noticed that
Joey's fingers had swollen, arthritic joints as Dave's hand
had. Joey saw his eyes fail on them and | ook the hand away,
hiding it under the counter

"I"'msorry. Joey!" cried Jim suddenly.

"It's not your fault." said Joey. But he had turned his
head away; and would not | ook at his father.

Ji m woke, sweati ng.

He lay flat on his back on his side of the bed. Beside him
Nancy slept sweetly, breathing silently, with her face pressed
agai nst her pillow Pale tines of beginning dawnlight were
mar ki ng the wi ndows around the edges of the pulled w ndow
shades.

Jim breathed deeply; and slowy, quietly, got up out of the
bed. He dressed while Nancy continued to sleep, |ooking
over at the alarmclock on the night table. Its white hands
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stood at the black nunerals that told himit was five-thirty, an
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hour and a half before the alarmwas due to go off. Dressed at
last in slacks and shirt, he went out through the silent living
roomto the front door, opened it, and went down the steps

onto the front walk

He stopped, breathing in the fresh norning air and | ooking

at the sky. It was as cloudl ess as clear water and the new rays
of the morning sun made it scintillate as if it was possessed of
a light of its own. The |lawns up and down the bl ock on either
side of himand across the street glittered greener than ever
with the night's dew. The other houses all seened sl eeping;

but as he watched Chuck Elison canme out of his kitchen door
five doors down on the street's other side and clinbed into
his panel truck with "Elison Plunbing" painted on its side
Chuck's wife, Jean, cane out the kitchen door to stand in her
apron and wave at himas he backed down his driveway,

turned the truck up the street, and drove off. She went back
into their house.

Jimturned, slowy fromhis gazing at the street, to | ook at
his own house. The yellow trim around the screens and

wi ndows was beginning to flake a little. He should repaint
before the heat of the summer nonths really got under way.
And the grass woul d need cutting, soon—by Sunday, anyway.

Under the picture wi ndow of the living roomthe early

tulips were in bloom the yellow tips of their scarlet petals
form ng neat, scaltop-edged cups. He reached out a forefin-
ger, bemused, to touch one. He could not renenber, just

now, seeing any flowers in his dreans of the domes and

shi ps. Undoubtedly they had been nere, but-—ever had he

felt before how beautiful these small plants were.

A slight sound of shoes on the sidewal k behi nd hi m made

hi m strai ghten and turn- Long stood there alone, the norning
sun lighting up his strange, dark face. For a nonent they
nmerely | ooked at each ot her saying nothing. Then Long spoke.

"Do you want nore tinme?" he asked.

Ji m sighed. Once nmore he | ooked around the street on both
sides of him

"No," he said. Slowy he put his hand into the right-hand
pocket of his slacks. The marble was there. He took it out
and handed it over to Long.
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Long took it and put it back in his own pocket.
"You' re sure?" he asked, |ooking closely at Jim

"1 think," said Jim and sighed again, "we ought to get it
for ourselves."

Long nodded, thoughtfully. He was turning to go when Jim
st opped him

"Was that the right answer?" Ji m asked.

Long hesitated. For a second there seenmed to be sonething
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strange and sad, but at the sane time warmand friendly
behind his eyes; but it was gone too quickly for Jimto pin it
down.

"That's not for me to say." he said. And then, astonish-

ingly, he did snmle—for the first and only time; and the smle
lit up his face like sunset after a storm has bl own away. " But
ask your grandson."

And, suddenly, as shadow, he was gone.
I WSH 1 MAY. 1 WSH 1 M GHT
by Bill Pronzm

He sat on a driftwood throne near the great gray rocks by the
sea, watching the angry foam ng waves hurl thensel ves again
and agai n upon the cold and enpty whiteness of the beach

He listened to the discordant cry of the endlessly circling
gull s overhead and to the sonorous |anment of the chill Ccto-
ber wi nd. He drew neani ngl ess patterns in the silvery sand
before himwi th the toe of one rope sandal and then erased
themcarefully with ne sol e and began anew.

He was a pale, blond young man of fourteen, his hair

cl ose-cropped, his eyes the color of faded cornflower. He was
dressed in light corduroy trousers and a gray cloth jacket, and
his thin white feet inside the sandals were bare. H s nanme was
Davi d Lanni n.

He | ooked up at the | eaden sky, shading his eyes against its
filtered glare. H's fingers were blue-nunb fromthe cold. He
turned his head slowy, bringing within his vision the eroded
face of a steep cliff, with its clunps of tule grass |ike patches
of beard stubble, rising fromthe beach behind him He

rel eased a long, sighing breath and turned his head yet again

to |l ook out at the conbers breaking and retreating.

He stood and began to wal k slowy al ong the beach, his
hands buried deep in the pockets on his clomjacket. The
wind swirled | oose sand agai nst his body, and there was the
icy wetness of the salt spray on his skin.

He rounded a gradual curve in the beach. Ahead of him he
coul d see the sun-bl eached, bark-bare upper portion of a huge
tinmber half-buried in the sand, some twenty yards fromthe
wat er's edge. Sonething green and shiny, sonething which
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had gone unnoticed as he passed earlier, lay in the wet sand
near it.

A bottle.

He recognized it as such inmmediately. It was resting on its
side with the neck partially buried in the sand, recently
earned in, it seened, on the tide. It was oddly shaped, the
gl ass an opaque green col or—the col or of the sea—very
snoot h, without markings or |abelings of any kind. It ap-
peared to be quite old and extrenely fragile.
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David knelt beside it and lifted it in his hands and brushed
the clinging particles of sand fromits slender neck. Scarl et
seal ing wax had been liberally applied to the cork guarding
the mouth. The wax bore an indeci pherable enblem an

ancient seal. David's thin fingers dexterously chipped away
most of the cerarion, exposing the dun-col ored cork beneath.
He managed to | oosen the cork—and the bottle began to

vi brate al nost inperceptibly. There was a sudden | oud pop-
pi ng sound, |ike a magnum of chanpagne opening, and a

m crosecond | ater an intense, blinding flash of crinson
phosphor escence.

David cried out, toppling backward on the sand, the bottle
erupting fromhis hands. He blinked rapidly, and there cane
fromvery close to himhigh, |oud peals of resounding |augh-
ter that conmingled with the wind and the surf to fill the cold
autumm air with rolling echoes of sound. But he could see

not hing. The bottle lay on the sand a few feet away, and there
was the linber and the beach and the sea; but there was

not hing el se, no one to bhe seen

And yet, the hollow, reverberating |aughter continued.

David scranbled to his feet, looking frantically about him
Fright kindled inside him He wanted to run, he tensed his
body to run—

Al'l at once, the | aughter ceased.

A keening voice assailed his ears, a voice out of nowhere,
like the laughter, a voice wi thout gender, without inflection,
a neuter voice: "I wish | may, | wish | might."

"What ?" David said, his eyes wide, vainly searching.
"\Where arc you?"

"l amhere," the voice said. "I amhere on the wind."

"Where? | can't see you."
232 Bill Pronzini

"None can see ne- | amthe king of djinns, the ruler of
genies, the all-powerful —unjustly doonmed to eternity in yon
flagon by the nortal sorcerer Anroj." Laughter. "A thou-
sand years alone have | spent, a nmllenniumon the cold dark
enpty floor of the ocean. Al one, inprisoned. But now | am
free, you have set ne free. 1 knew you would do thus. for 1
know all things. You shall be rewarded. Three wi shes shall |
grant you, according to custom according to tradition. | wish
I may, | wish | mght. Those be the words, the gateways to
your fondest dreans. Speak them anywhere, anytinme, and 1
shal | hear and obey. | shall make each of your w shes cone
true.”

Davi d noi stened his lips. "Any three w shes?"

"Any three," the voice answered. "No stipul ations, no
limtations. | amthe king of djinns, the ruler of genies, the
all-powerful. I wish |l may, | wish | mght. You know the

wor ds, do you not?"
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"Yes! Yes, | know them"

The | aughter- "Amroj, foul sorcerer, foul nortal, | am
avenged! Avaunt, avaunt!”

And suddenly, there was a vacuum of sound, a roaring of
silence, the presence of which hurt David's ears and nade
himcry out in pain. But then the nonent passed, and there
was not hing but the sounds of the tide and the wind and the
scavenger birds winging low, |ow over the sea.

He gained his feet and stood very still for perhaps a

m nute. Then he began to run. He ran with w nd-speed, away
fromthe tinber half-buried in the sand. away fromthe snooth
enpty green bottle; his sandal ed feet seenmed to fly above the
sand, leaving only the barest of inprints there.

He fled along the beach until, in the distance, set back
fromthe ocean on a short bluff, he could see a small white
house with yellow warntfi shining through its front w ndow.
He left the sand there, running across ground now nore solid.
running toward ne white house on the bl uff.

A wooden stairway appeared on the rock. w nding sky-

ward. As he neared it, a woman cane rushi ng down the
stairs. She ran toward himand threw her arns around him
and hugged himclose to her breast. "Ch, David, where have
you been! |'ve been frantic with worry!"

I WSH I MY, 1 WSH 1 M GAT
233

"At the beach," he answered, drinking great nouthfuls of
the cold salt air into his aching lungs. "By the big rocks."

"You know you're not supposed to go there." the woran
said, hugging him "David, you know that. Look at the way
you're dressed. Ch, you nustn't ever, ever do this again-
Prom se you won't ever do it again."

"1 found a bottle by the big tinber." David said. "There
was a genie inside- 1 couldn't see him but he | aughed and
| aughed, and then he gave me three wi shes. He said that all
have to do is wish and he'll nmake ny wi sh cone true. Then
he | aughed sone nore and said some things | didn't under-
stand, and then he was gone and ny ears hurt."

"Ch, what a story! David, where did you get such a
estory?"
"I have three wi shes," he said. "I can w sh for anything
and it will cone true. The genie said so."

"David. David, David"

"I'"'mgoing to wish for a mllion-trillion ice cream cones,

and 1'mgoing to wish for the ocean to always be as warm as

my bathwater so 1 can go wadi ng whenever 1 want, and |'m

going to wish for all the little boys and girls in the world to
be just tike me so I'll never-ever be wi thout sonebody to play
with, "
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Gently, protectively, the nother took the hand of her re-
tarded son. "Cone al ong now. dear. Cone al ong."

"l wish |l may. | wish 1 mght." David said.
THREE DAY MAG C
by Charlotte Arnstrong

Do you believe in magic? A d-fashioned nagi c? That which
can twang the threads of cause and effect, take a sw pe right
across the warp and woof of them and alter the pattern?

If you ask George this question, he will get a ook on his
face, a certain look, as if he were renenbering a tine, an
hour, maybe only a certain feeling that once he had. He'l
answer, yes, he believes in magic. But he won't explain.

You'll concede he has the right to nean whatever he neans
by that. You'll like George-

The Casino at the Ccean House, up in Deeport, Miine, was a
long roomwith windows to the sea. Its tables and soft lights,
the dance nusic, gave the hotel's guests something to do in
the evening. It was a huge success. Even the village ol dsters
were proud of it. "Beth'z down to the Casino, |ast night,"”
they'd say. "Ceorge'z got a new trunpet. Fellow from Bat h.
Ayah. Pretty good, she says."

George Hale and his band played in the Casino every

sunmer, but George, hinself, belonged to Deepen, as had

his Pa and Grandpa and nmany ot her Hal es before him Tour-

i sts exclainmed over the old Hal e house, up on the slope, when
they saw it glimering behind the lilacs, under the el ns. But
George always thought it was nost beautiful in the winter
when the flounces and ruffles of green fell away and it stood
forth, bared and exquisite, etched by delicate shadow, white
on white.

Here, also, lived his nother and two of her sisters, all three
of them wi dows, all three doting on George, but each pre-
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tending, with a native instinct towards severity, that this was
not so. Nor did Nellie Hale, Aunt Margaret or Aunt Liz ever
admt that the way he earned a living was "work" at all

George had too nuch fun. George knew he had fun and he

knew t he Casino was a success. But he did not suspect what a
huge sucess he was.

He was perfect for the Casino. For George felt he was in

me middle of a party, any night; therefore, when he took up

hi s saxophone as if he hod to join, something better than the
seabreeze bl ew across the floor. George's nusic may have

been a little bit corny. He liked all kinds. CGeorge did, but
what ever he, hinself, touched, canme out with a jig quality, a
right foot. left foot, whirl-me-around-again ta-ra-ra-boom de-ay
effect. But he was right for the Casino. He kept the custoners
remenbering that here they were, up on the coast of Mine.
breat hi ng deeper than they breathed in town, and in touch for
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two weeks, nore or less, with sone sinple source of joy.

The Casino paid CGeorge well, in fact, enough to last hima
frugal winter. But it never occurred to George to push on-
ward. Wnters, he went right on enjoying hinmself. Then the
band, and at | ocal fees. would play for the El ks, or the High
School prom In fact, for sone niles around, wherever peo-
pl e gathered together for fun and society, George was usually
right there, beating out the festive rhythm of their nood.
Deeport was proud of him for in the winter, like the streets
and the shore, he was theirs al one.

George was nearly 29, and unnarried. The nei ghbors spec-

ul ated about this, sonetinmes. But his nother and the Aunts,
if they specul ated, said nothing. Aunt Liz damed his socks
exquisitely. Aunt Margaret ironed his shirts to perfection
And his nother, wi thout seemng to do so, based the nenus
on his preferences.

Naturally George had his secrets. For one thing, he played

sonme pretty hi ghbrow records when he was al one. For an-

other, he believed in true love. He wasn't so naive as to think
it happened to everybody, but he did hope it was going to
happen to him There were certain volunmes of English po-

etry, never caught off the shelves in the old Hal e house,

whi ch grew, neverthel ess, dog-eared and | oose at the bind-

ings. Ch, Ceorge had his secrets.

236 Charlotte Armstrong

One evening in August, George was | eading the boys

through a waltz, when a red-haired giri in a white dress

floated out of the dimess in sonebody's arm Sonething

about the line of her back, the tilt of her head as she took the
turns (George played a fast bright waltz, nothing dreany)

pl eased himvery nmuch for no reason he could trap by taking

t hought. Wen | ater, she danced by with John Phel ps 3rd, an
oid-tinmer anong the sunmer people, George gave the baton

to his second fiddle, clinbed down, and sought Phel ps out.

She was sitting at a table with an el derly bal d- headed man,
who had a |l ong sour face and cold gray eyes over which
hony lids fell insolently. She was M ss Douglas. He was M.
Bennett Blair. CGeorge didn't know who Bennett Blair was
and didn't care. He invited M ss Douglas to dance.

The nusi c happened to be another waltz. George held her

off, the prettiest way to waltz, and somehow, on the crowded

floor there was plenty of room They flew al ong, dipping like
birds. Her long white skin fanned and flared. Her bright hair
swung. Her brown eyes smled at George and he smil ed

gently down.

She had no "tine." Neither did George, of course. They
exchanged a little information. They told each other where
they lived. She lived in New York with M. Blair who was
no kin but her guardian. She |iked Miine very nmuch. George
said he'd been to New York twice and he liked it very nuch.
It was a wonderful city. She said it was wonderful up here,
she thought. And they waltzed.

Wien it was over, there was a small warm spot, some-
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where under Ceorge's dress shin, a little interior glow, per-
haps in the heart.

The next norning George was hangi ng around the drugstore
when she canme in. It wasn't nuch of a coincidence, because
all the sumer people went to the drugstore at |east tw ce
every day. She cane in alone. She wore a blue dress that was
solid in the mddle. He' d known she wouldn't come down to
the drugstore with her ribs bare. He felt very close to her,
havi ng known nis in advance as he had.

Her name was Kathleen. After she accepted his invitation
to a Coke so graciously, it seened all right to ask her
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She said she was called Kathy. He said there wasn't any

ni ckname for George, except Georgie, but he'd outgrown that
of course, by the time he was six. Then he was telling her
about his nother and the Aunts. Pretty soon, George and

Kat hy were wal king up High Street towards the old Hale

house, and inside, against their coming. Aunt Liz was w ping
the pink hobnail pickle dish. Aunt Margaret was straightening
the antinmacassars in the sitting room and Nellie Hale was
adding just a little nore mlk to the chowder.

Kat hy stopped at the gate and said ne exact right thing.

She said, "It nmust be just beautiful in the wintertinme!"
George's hand on the gate shook a little as he opened it.
There was a neaning to the tine. It would be renenbered,
this nonent in which Kathy Dougl as stepped through his

front gate-

Nellie Hate and the Aunts, for aH one could tell, were

absol utely hardened to George's well-known habit of bringing
strange and beautiful red-haired girls home for dinner. They
thought nothing of it at all- But in alittle while they began to
unbend fromthis stiff proud nonchal ance. For Kathy tal ked
about ol d things and she understood them too. Ad things
that had bel onged here a long long tine. She asked about
Captai n Enos Gray, whose cherry table they sat around. And
about Captain Mark, who'd brought the china hone. She

i stened, benused, while ne ships went out again and sone
went down ... the tales were spun ... the worn rosary of
famly legend was told out, bead by bead.

It was after three o' clock before George took her back to
the Ccean House. They | aughed a | ot, skipping along the
afternoon streets, her hand in his arm

They were a little giddy, both of them

Phel ps 3rd was on the veranda, |ooking concerned. M.

Blair, in a form dable beach outfit, was waiting in the | obby.
He shooed Kathy upstairs. He | ooked at George from under

his horny lids and grunted and wal ked away.

George cane, blinking, out on the veranda again, and
now, too late, Pheips 3rd told him

Kat hy Dougl as had as her inheritance about $5, 000, 000 of
her own. Bennett Blair had about $10, 000,000 of his own
and was a power in the land. Also, upright and cold, he was a
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guardi an who realty guarded. Nobody woul d get K-athy ex-
cept the crene de la crene in blood, character, business
ability and financial standing.

She was a flower, a lovely lovely flower, but not a wild
fl ower, nor one that had grown under amateur culture in a
suburban garden. No, delicately and expensively nurtured,
preci ous and unobt ai nabl e was Kathy. She was not, adnitted
Phei ps 3rd, for such as he, who was heir to only half a
mllion from Phetps 1st, toothpaste.

She was not ... oh, heavens, never' ... for such as
CGeor ge!

For a dashed nonent or two, it seened to George that he

must give her up. But then his vision cleared- By definition it
was no solution to give her up. So he dism ssed the notion
fromhis mnd.

The aroma of millions clung to M. Blair and around

Kathy. too. It wafted al ong the harsh Maine sand to the
beach, where Kathy and her Fraul ein spent npbst of the day.
Natural ly, George took to the beach. Afternoons, he would
greet M. Blair, back fromhis norning golf to stretch his
knobby white knees to the sun. But George couldn't for the
life of himdig up any nutual interests. M. Btair |ooked
wearily down from an eni nence of age and experi ence and
not hi ng George had to offer seened worth his response. Yet
George knew he was not ignored- He felt, in the afternoons,
the weight of that cold glance. He felt himself being | abel ed
and filed in some conpartnent of that shrewd old brain. M.
Blair was a guardi an who really guarded. Phetps 3rd had
known what he was tal ki ng about, alt right.

But, sonehow, seeing Kathy every day, the problem post-
poned itself and hung suspended in a golden tine. For Kathy
wasn't di scouraging at all

A gol den week went by and then, one norning, Kathy

came running to tell him "George, we're | eaving- W have
to go!" Couds fell over the day. "M . Blair had pl anned
anot her week, but sonmething has cone up."

"Gosh," said George fromthe bottomof his heart, "I'm
sorry to hear that." And yet, sonewhere inside his head a
little lick of triunph told himthat nothing had cone up at all
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George folded hinself up and sat down where he was and
Kat hy knell beside him "Wen. Kathy?" he asked bl eakly.

"This afternoon.” She was frankly full of woe.
George bit his lip thoughtfully. "Back to New York?"

"Yes."
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George | ooked at the ocean and sonething closed in his

m nd. Somet hing said goodbye to it. "Me, too." he said.

"Ri ght after Labor Day, when the Casino closes, |I'mcomn ng
down. "

"Ch, George! You'll cone to see ne!" She was all vivid
and gl ad. Her hand noved on the sand towards his.

"I can't say anything, Kathy. 1 can't ask you anyt hi ng,
yet."

"Ask me what?" Her eyes were shining.

But George, in the bottomof his soul. agreed with M.

Blair. Nothing was too good for Kathy. O course, she was
infinitely precious and she nust have the best, the very best
of everything. So he put his lips on her hand, just once, and
let it go. "I'mgoing to be able to ask M. Blair," he said
grimy, "ne very sane day."

Yet, here on the beach in the sunshine, with Kathy near

and the dark blue sea and the whole world sparkling around
them the future cleared before him He'd go down to New

York and settle hinself and nmake about a million dollars in
sonme sound respectable way and nmen he'd ask her. !t seened

not only clear and sinple, but certain that ail this nust come
to pass.

For Kathy wasn't discouraging at all

George's decision was the result of a marching | ogic. Now,

in the bl ood and character departnents. George was fine. \Wat
he | acked was in the success departnent. So he nust abandon
this easygoing life. He nust acquire the proof, that is to
say, the noney- Nothing he could do in Deeport would | ead

to the kind of noney M. Blair probably had in mnd. So ..

The boys in the band were disconsol ate. The manager of

the hotel set up such a pained and frantic how that George

fled his office, with bitter reproaches of ingratitude, picas for
mercy, predictions of the Casino's ruin, ringing in his ears.
George thought this was shock. He was sorry.
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He arranged to |l eave the bulk of his earnings in the bank
for his nother and the Aunts where it would, as it always
had, take themnicely through the winter. "So you see,"
George explained to them hopefully, "it's not going to nmake
any difference to you."

The three ladies tightened their nmouths and agreed. Aunt

Mar garet, although plunp, was the one who tended to fear

the worst, but, of course, she didn't weep. Aunt Liz, tiny and
angul ar, chose to |l ook on the bright side, and sniled nysteri-
ously to herself as if she'd been tipped off by a private angel
Nellie Hale, a blend of both tenperanents, sinply tightened
her nouth. "George is grown," she said, and that was all she
woul d say.

So, darned and nended, cleaned and pressed, and fed to
me utter limt, George, with $200 in his pocket and his
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saxophone in his hand, took the train one Septenber evening,

wi thout the faintest conception of the gap his departure tore in
the whole fabric of the town's life. Al hints of this he took
for kindliness and so he was spared. He suffered only the

w ench of his own honesi ckness.

New York received George and his saxophone with her cus-
tomary indifference. Yet he was lucky in me first hour, for he
wal ked by Ms. M@irk's four-story brownstone on West

69th Street just as her hand in me front wi ndow hung up the
vacancy si gn.

George, trained all his life to pretend that only cl eanliness
mattered, saw that the square ugly roomon the fourth fl oor
was clean and so said he'd take it. Ms. MQrk sniffed.

Take it, indeed" She said she'd take him Rent by the nonth,
in advance. That was her rule. George paid and | ooked about
him The room had no charm but George, although he had
always lived in the nobst charm ng surroundi ngs, knew not

the word or its definition. The place felt queer. He inmgi ned,
however, that it was only strange.

Ms. MCGurk was a w dow. 40-odd, toughened by her

career. The poor wonan had a nose that took, from head-on,
the outline of a thin pear, and was hung, besides, a trifle
crookedly on her face. Her character, though scrupul ously
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honest, was veiled by no soft graces. Like the room she was
cl ean but she had no charm

What ot her roonmers night hole up, two to a floor, bel ow
himin this tall narrow house, George did not know. He tried
to say "Good day" to a man who seened about to energe
fromthe other door on his |landing, but he got no answer. All
he saw was a brown beard, a narrow eye, and the door
reversing itself, closing softly to wait till he had gone by.

George shrugged. He had other matters on his mnd. First,

he had to get a job- This was not very difficult, since he was
a menber of the union in good standing. Pretty soon George
bad. hired hinmself and saxophone out to Cannichael's Cats, a
smal | dance band, playing in a small nightclub. It wasn't such
a wonderful job, but CGeorge felt that in this great city first
one got a toehold and then one took the tinme to | ook around.

H's first night off, he called on Kathy. She lived only just
across the Park in Bennett Blair's gray stone house that

| ooked to George exactly like a bank building. He was re-
ceived in a huge parlor, stuffed full of ponderous pieces, dark
carving, stifled with damask in nal evol ent reds and dusty
greens, lit by | anps whose heavy shades were nuddy brown.

Kathy was glad to see him Bennett Blair was not.

George wal ked home through the Park, and on its margins

the tall buildings glittered, high and incredible in the dark.
" Tisn't going to be so darned easy!" George thought to

hi nsel f. And he tightened his nouth.

George, fromhis toehold, had no tine to | ook around
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because the toehold gave way. Cannichael's Cats were sorry
but they couldn't use him He wasn't right.

George had to stir himself and get another job w th Baney

and his Bachelors. They played, as had the Cats, a jagged

and stylized kind of rmusic, full of switches and turns. Baney
nked to anmbush hinself, to |l eap on a sweet passage with an
odd blue interruption, to fall froma fast blare to a | ow

whi nper with shock tactics. These tricks were no ingredient
of CGeorge's bag. it wasn't that he didn't like the effect. He
admired it. But he couldn't do it. Baney could jerk and

shake up the whol e band, but not George. George would try,

but first thing he knew, there he'd be, tootling along in his
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own jig tine, following one note with the probable next at the
probabl e interval. Being obvious! Barney was disgusted

So George left the Bachel ors, unhappily, and approached
Harry and his Hornets.

Each new nonth, Ms. McCGurk waited for dawn to crack

but no longer. Pay in advance was her rule and her system
had no flaws. Rarely, indeed, did the sun go down upon a
deficit, or a rooner escape to carry his debt unto the second
day.

On the fourth floor, George, occupationally a late riser
was just getting up when she sang out, "First of the nonth,
M. Hale." Her initial assault was al ways blithe and confident.

"Why, sure,"” drawl ed CGeorge. "Cone in a mnute." He

funmbl ed under his handkerchiefs in me top drawer. "Hey,"
cried George in honest surprise. "I don't seemto have much
nmoney! "

The | andl ady's nostrils quivered, scenting battle.

"Cosh," said Ceorge reasonably, "I can't give you all of
this!" in the nmidst of turmoil, changing jobs, George had not
noticed how | ow his capital funds were getting. He stared at
calanity. He had been here a nmonth and a half, now, and he
had not only had nmade no progress toward his mllion dollars,
he dared not pay the Novenber rent!

Ms. MGurk was naggi ng nonotonously. "Mnth in ad-
vance. Told you ny rule. Took the room didn't you?"

Up in Deepen, of course, noney lay in the bank. But it
was not his.

"Rent's due," shrilled Ms. McG@urk. "You ve got it!"

George pulled hinmself together. "How about taking half of
it?"

She | ooked at the bills he offered and on her | opsided face

there was no recognition. "Half of it now " urged George.
"I'"ve just got a newjobh. Al 1 want to do is see the nman and
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get an advance." George was not going to | et next week's

meal s out of his fingers. He couldn't. This crisis had sneaked
up on him but his instinct was to neet it with caution and
conprom se. There was a sense, here, in which Geek net

G eek.

Ms- MQGQurk snorted. "Wy don't you pay nme and then
go get this advance?"
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"Because |'d rather do it the other way around," said
CGeor ge

"Nope," said Ms. MQ@urk
“Yup. "
"Nope. "

"Do you think I"'mtrying to cheat you?" George was
really curious.

"I got ny rules, young nman, and nobody's tal ked ne out
of themfor twenty years."

George sat down on the bed and ran his hand through his
hair. "1 wish alittle bird would tell ne where the noney's
gone." he said ruefully.

"Either pay up or get out'" Ms. MQ@rk wanted no
persiflage. "I'll take two weeks' notice noney- You want it
i ke that? Eh?"

George said. "The first of the nonth lasts till mdnight.

Take half. If | bring you the rest before mdnight, it's nmy rent
ontine. If | don't, then this is notice noney," Her face, if
possi bl e, hardened. "That's fair," said George.

"That's not the way i do business."

"But it's fair," he insisted.

"You got it, right there, and | want it!"

"You're not going to get it." said George quietly. He put
the bills on the bed.

Ms. MGurk was wi |l d. George swung around. "Of course,
there's another way that's just as fair. Gve me back a half,
tonight, if things go wong- Want ne to trust you?" GCeorge
smled. "OK"

Head down, she glowered at him Her hand snatched at the
money on the bed and stuffed it furiously into her old brown
handbag. Ms. McGurk was fit to be tied- During the years of
shortages, what with rent ceilings and rising costs, she had
not grown rich and avarice was not her trouble. But she had
acquired a taste for power, and she was not going to be

j ockeyed out of position. "You gime the rest before m d-

night," she cried, "or I'll rent the roomout from under you
tomorrow. " She flung herself out the door and pounded
across the hall. "M. Josef! M. Josef!"
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George cl osed his door gently. He had to think, what to
do. As a matter of fact. Harry, the bandl eader, hadn't been
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absol utely definite about taking George on. And no use | ook-
ing for Harry this early. Ceorge sal down on the bed and
removed all artificial props fromunder his spirits. Pronptly
they sank, way down. This ugly roomwas nore unfriendly,
uglier than ever.

But the nobod was one George had been taught to cast off.
He thought he'd go across the Park and see K-athy for a
m nut e.

Kathy cane in a little girl's hop down the great stairs,
seem ng, as always, glad to see him But she said, "Oh,
George, M. Blair is home. He wants to have a talk with you
and 1 pronmised ..." George felt a chill of foreboding.
"Maybe, " she added hopefully, "he's too busy."

But M. Blair was not too busy. George was taken from

Kat hy' s side and ushered through the high roons to the
library where M. Blair, entrenched behind his desk, frostily
received him

M. Blair was old and cold and his past |lay around him

here in this sanctum relics of past enthusiasms, the accumnu-
lations of his mnd. The total effect was overwhel mi ng. There
was so rmuch, and everywhere each single itemin the mass
reeked of its expense. The snell of noney rose |ike dust.
George nearly choked.

M. Blair nmassaged the vague arthritic pains in his knuck-

les. "M. Hale," he said crisply, '"*am | correct in guessing
that your reason for transplanting yourself to this city is your
interest in ny ward?"

"Correct," croaked Ceorge.

A faint sigh came out of M. Blair. It seened to set the

dust dancing. "l envy your youth," he said in his rusty

voi ce. CGeorge thought of the knobby old knees that had never
tanned, in all that M ne week, though he had held them so
faithfully to the sun, and felt, oddly in this place, a brief pang
of pity. "But," the tough old lids |owered, "I nust ask you

to consider my point of view"

"l recogni ze your point of view, sir. | wouldn't think of
asking for Kathy . . . yet.'

M. Blair pushed out his lower |ip. George had junped the
interview several steps ahead. "You expect to be in a posi-
tion to ask for her, ever?
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"Yes. sir. | do."

M. Blair went into a fast rhythm "Wat is your work?"
He barked.
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"1. . . uh- . "

"You play a saxophone."” M. Blair knew the answers,
too- "How rmuch do you earn?"

"Uh..."
"Not very much. \What prospects for the future?"
"welr .o

"Few," said Blair. "As a matter of fact, you are just
floundering. And even if you had a job, at this nonent, what
prestige, what standing in the comunity are you ai m ng
for?"

"But..."
"When cah you hope to ask for Kathleen?"
George wilted. "I don't know," he adnmitted.

M. Blair |ook another tack. "Now, if." he purred, "you
point out to nme that Kathleen already has enough nere noney,
| would agree with you. But I'Il ask you this. Have you had
any business training? Have you the slightest idea bowto
wat ch over and guard her estate?"

"I intend to learn," said George desperately.

M. Blair let his lids fall in pure disdain. "Let nme speak
plainly. If you were to defy ny expressed opinion, | am
enpowered to divert her estate into charitable channels ..

"No, sir," said CGeorge pronptly. "That won't happen."

Bennett Blair's lids lifted and he stared a nonment. "I don't
accuse you of fortune hunting," he said stiffly. "I merely say
that since it will take you many years to achi eve the standing
I consider necessary, will you ask her nowto fix her affec-
tions on you? Can't you see that's unfair?"

George | eaned back. "It certainly is," he answered stead-

ily. "1 shouldn't even risk her liking me, now. Sonebody
better for her than 1 am m ght be shut out. That's what you
mean, sir, isn't it?" M. Blair's fish nouth remained a little
open. "It does ne a tot of good to see her," said George
wistfully. "But I'll have to get along without that."

"Quite right." snapped M. Blair. "You realize what it
means?"

"Yes." said George sadly.
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"l cannot," said M. Blair crossly, "be so swayed by ny
admration for your handsone attitude that | will forget to
insist upon a strict accord between your principles and your
actions."

"Did you think I was just tal king?" asked Ceorge for-
lornly- He got up. "Is there some back way out?"
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M. Blair caught his tongue between his teeth and around
this physical arrangenent crept a reluctant grinmace verging
on a smle. "Ch, no, no, no," he waved a hand. "You may
speak to Kathleen, of course. You might tell her," he added
ruthl essly, "how we agree."

Kathy was waiting in the parlor. CGeorge took her hands.
" Goodbye, " he said.

She scranbl ed out of the chair in alarm

"M. Blair's been explaining some things and he's right,
Kathy. |'d better not sec you any nore. Until maybe .
soneday. "

Kathy's hair gleamed as if it brightened with her tenper.
*'| won't be seeing you at all? Because M. Blair says you
mustn' t?"

"But he's right, Kathy. Maybe you don't realize
"You haven't asked ne what | realize."

"1 know you never think about nobney or success or things
ti ke that," groaned George. "But they have a neaning, just

the sane. | ... | have a lot to do." He stepped away from
her. "In the nmeantinme, don't wait."

"What ! "

"Don't. . . don't wait . . ." said George, ready to baw .

Kathy flung out her hands in a gesture that m ght have
been despair.

"There's only one thing to do," babbl ed George.

Kat hy cocked her head. "Are you sure you know what it
is, George?"

George's eyes were storing up the sight of her.

"I haven't any intention of waiting for you!" said Kathy

bol dl y.

George was beyond heeding. "Then . . . Kathy, good-

bye," he groaned. She | ooked so |lovely, so tenpting, so
perfect, CGeorge felt he couldn't bear it another mnute. He
blurted out, "I hope I'Il be seeing you ... but if I never
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do. it was wonderful to have seen you at all. Goodbye
Goodbye. "

He turned and fl ed.

Kat hy began to breathe very quickly, in angry little gasps.
She ran after him She cried out, to the door that had al ready
cl osed behind him "Aren't you going to ask me what 1

mean?" The last word went up in an outraged wail. But

Kat hy took her hand from me door and drew away.

It was a bl ack norning. George wal ked al ong, staggering
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under a succession of blows. He was about as far down as he
could get. But, gradually, the bottom began to feel solid
under his feel

He woul dn't be seeing Kathy. so he nust use every no-

ment to claw and fight his way back to her. Definitely, he
must kick away the toehold of his musical background. That
meant no Hornets. That neant no advance! That neant rais-
ing the rest of his rent some other way.

Well, he'd sell his saxophone. So nuch was settled. CGeorge's
spirits began to bounce. He would close his nmind to what
Kat hy had said. Wether she waited or not, nothing could
keep himfrom hoping, fromtrying

By sheer luck, he caught the | andl ady off guard and ran up
the long stairs. On the last flight he overtook the bearded
figure of his fourth-floor-mate. "Pardon," said CGeorge. The
man flattened hinself against the wall, palns in, head turned,
eyes furtive. He stood as if he felt hinself to be invisible
agai nst the protective coloration of the wall paper

George paid himno mnd. He knew what he had to do.

When his hand went cozily around the handle of his instru-
ment case, he beat down the sentinental pang. He reconnoi -
tered- Ms. M@rk's voice was raised, back in her kitchen
regions, so he fled past the | ast newel post and escaped.

He tranped along the street, west, his nmind busy solidify-
ing plans. Sell the sax, pay the rent, read the ads, go to
enpl oynent agenci es, poke and pry, wedge hinself in some-
where. His inmagination glanced off mracles of one kind or
anot her, bounci ng, steadyi ng.

There probably weren't going to be any niracles, George
rem nded hinself. He nustn't expect any mmgic.

He didn't believe in magic, at this tinme.
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Sonething told himto stop wal king. He saw that he stood
bef ore a pawnshop, looking into a very dirty wi ndow at a
junble of stuff that gleanmed in the dust, whether jewelry or

junk he couldn't tell. But deeper within he could discern the
di m shapes of |arger objects, anong themthe unm stakabl e
curve of a violin. Misical instrunments? Well, he could ask

George opened the door and went in. A bell made a fl at

cl ank over his head- CQut of the shadowy back regions, the
proprietor approached, a very small nman, hunped and tel e-
scoped with age, his face netted with a mllion winkles. He
had a dark eye, this little man, dark, liquid and gl eam ng

"Yess?" he said-
George lifted his case. "How nuch for this?" he asked,
speaking distinctly in case these ancient ears were deaf.

The proprietor fluttered back of the counter. He noved
silently and sonmehow wei ghtl essly. "Sixteen dollarsss," he
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said in a dry wi sp of sound.
"Not enough," said George's Yankee bl ood pronptly.

The ol d man noved his shoulders in |ight indifference. But
the dark eyes swamto | ook up, as if to suggest a hesitation
So George stood still, although his urgency, the glow of his
resol ution, the steam George had up, tunbled and churned
around him

The old man said, "I've got things | give you to boot."

"What things?" said George. "Look, 1 don't want to
swap, you know. 1 want "

"Yesss ... but cone. The whole little nman was

noddi ng, now.

George followed himalong a dark lane that led to the

darkest interior corner. The proprietor paused in a clearing in
the jungl e of objects, picked up sonmething and set it on a | ow
table. "If you wish," said the proprietor, "sixteen dollarsss
and t hi sss. " "Thisss" was an old carpet bag.

"What's in it?"
"See . . ."

George pulled at the doubl e handle. "Nuh-uh. Wat woul d

1 want with . . . ? Hey, what's thai?" He reached in. There
was an old sword wedged diagonally in the bag. George had

a fancy for old things and a snall-boyish |ove for swords. He
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fondled the hilt of this one. The scabbard was some worn
crinmson stuff.

George waked hinself out of a dream The old man's
bright eyes were avid and sly. "No, no," said Ceorge.

"Maybe isss antique.

"Looks antique, alt right," George fished into the bag and
found a small carved box. The lid opened by sliding. There
was nothing in it but a flower A rose. Artificial, he sup-
posed. He dropped the box and rummaged agai n. There were
soft cloth masses. There was a piece of flat netal, franed
with a wought design, burnished in the center- Ad, very
old. There was a snall dark | eather pouch. "Wat's this?"

"Open," said the proprietor softly.

George pulled the thong fastenings. Inside, he found a
single piece of metal. Flat, |opsided, with sone worn engrav-
ing on it. perhaps it was gold. "Hey," said George, "did

you know this was in here?" The old man made his butterfly
shrug. "lIs it a coin? Is it gold?"

"Maybe . . ."

"This m ght be worth sonet hing,
"dd coins, y' know. "

George said honestly.
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"May be ..." said the proprietor indifferently. "You
t ake?"

"WAit a minute." said George, "how do you know this
isn't gold? How do you know it isn't worth a |ot of noney?"

"1l amtired," said the old man.

George | ooked dubi ous. He chewed on his Iip. The whol e

thing was queer. Queer shivery feeling to this place. "1
certainly don't want this bagful of junk. Gve nme $25 and the
coin. How about that?"

"I give twenty and all thisss. So no nore, not less." The
sibilants sighed on the dusty air.

"You seemto want to get rid of it," rmurnured George.

Hi s inmagination was junping- Maybe the coin was worth a

| ot. Maybe the sword would sell for sonething to a man who
knew about swords.

"I amgoing," said the proprietor softly, "to California."

Ah! George rel axed. He had a sense of satisfaction, and
clearing of contusion. O course!l Anyone who was going to
California flung off the winter garments of old caution. He
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woul dn't want to bother, this old fell ow whose bones were
promi sed to the sun!

But Ceorge was young and full of beans, and George could
spare the energy that lurks at the bottom of nobst strokes of
luck. Ceorge said, "It's a deal ."

The old man's hands cane up as if he would rub them
together, but cautiously, he did not. He sinply nodded, all
over, as before, and fluttered towards his till.

When Ceorge lugged his new property out into the street, he
felt perhaps he'd been had. One thing led himto hope he'd

done well. The queer stark |ook with which the old nan's ?;

eyes clung to the carpel bag, there at the last ... as if there n
were sonmething . . . something unusual. . i about this carpet ; C
bag.

As a matter of fact. it was ol d-fashioned, ungainly, ms- A
shapen, distended ridiculously at one bottom conmer because n

the sword inside was really too long, and it nade George feel Ar
foolishly conspicuous. The only thing to do was dunp it in | ]

his room | A

Even as he gained the second floor, he heard a henlike

flutter in the lower hall. He went up fast, anyway, shut

hinsel f in and began to enpty the carpet bag out on his bed. 11
M ght as well see what he had here. n,
Across the hall, M. Josef held his ear against the inside

panel of his own door. His eyes rolled, relishing ms pose. His

fat hand. on which the nails were chewed away, caressed the n

i nner knob with delicious stealth. ~8~
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Down bel ow, Ms. MGurk muttered to herself and began |
to clinb. '

Qutside, the city roared. ;

George | ooked at what he had here. There was the pouch

He tossed it aside. The box that held a rose, the sword .

George balanced it a nonent in his hand and it felt alive. He

had a terrible suspicion that he could never sell it. n

There was that flat metal oval. Then there was a strange |
object, in nmetal mat resenbl ed a teapot and yet was not a n
teapot. Baffled, George put it down. He fished out a queer n
old flask. It seened to be nade of pinkish stone, with a stony
stopper, the whole bound in an intricate netal lattice. Some-
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thing sw shed inside. George could not get the stopper out to
sniff at whatever was in there. He put it down and del ved
deeper.

Now he came to the fabric- First, he drew out an odd

garment, nade of a black, rather porous cloth that was opaque
and yet so soft it seened to nmelt under his fingertips. The
tiling was designed to be worn. The top of it was cut.
obviously, to fit around one's shoul ders. CGeorge blinked and
put it by.

He certainly did not understand what kind of person packed
this bag, nor of what kind of household these things could be
the relics. There nust be some rhyne or reason to this

congl oneration. True, all these things were old. But what
other quality they had in common he couldn't ... at this

time . . . inmagine.

Rolled tightly at the bottomof the bag there now renai ned

a small thin, old, and shabby Oriental rug. As Ceorge ex-

tracted it, sonmething el se dropped. The | ast object of all in die
bag was a ring.

Very ol d. Not gold, however. Perhaps it was bl ackened

silver. On a plain band, a wought setting in the same dark
metal hel d an uncut | unpish stone of a bluish-gray color.

This stone was curiously filmed over. George put his thunb
onit. It wasn't dusty. Nothing rubbed off. It was certainly a
queer-looking ring. He held it in his palm thinking suddenly
of Kat hy.

Ms. MQurk rapped sharply, opened the door, and stepped
in. She | oosened the set of her nouth |ong enough to let out a
"\l | 2"

George dropped the ring and felt for the coin in his pocket.
"I't's not midnight yet," he said mldly. It occurred to him
that he had better hunt up an old coin nman as soon as possi bl e.

"Lying, weren't you?" she sneered. "You got no new
Job, and no man to see!"

George didn't answer. He just net her steady glare with a
steadi er | ook of patience and regret. Ms. MQirk's eyes fel
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away- They spied the bed. "I'd thank you to keep that junk
of f nmy bedspread,” she snapped.

"Sorry," said George gently. "l've got to go out again
now. "
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Ms. MQurk said venonpbusly- "Don't hurry. |'ve de-
cided not to accept your fuH nmonth's rent. |'mgiving you
notice, M. Hale."

"Al'l right," said George patiently. "Excuse ne." He
went out, past her, |eaving her there.

He felt stiff and sad. There was no need for such unpl eas-
antness. It served no purpose except to sadden and enbitter
the i nnocent day.

M. Josef stood in the hall. Wen George appeared, he

turned his back and pretended to be entering his room GCeorge
started downstairs- He | ooked back. M. Josef was in a
ridiculous position. He seened to be staring into the bl ank
wood, a foot and half fromhis face. He was not, of course.

H s eyes, sidew se, were watching George

"Who, " wondered Ceorge, "does he think he is, anyway?"

M's. MGQurk, having been rude, ugly and unjust, was of

course funous. She stal ked about George's room | ooking for
sonething to pin her fury on. George, however, kept his

things clean and orderly as effortlessly as he breathed. There
was nothing for his |landlady to pounce on, except the bed and
its array of strange objects.

Ms. MQurk approached it then, with nostrils dil ated.

But, dusty and old as many of these things appeared, nothing,
no dust of any kind, had been transferred to the bedspread.
Ms. MQurk's fury began to give way to sheer curiosity.

The cl oak she nmade nothing of. It couldn't bel ong usefully
to a personabl e young man |i ke George. The metal things she
shook her head over. Junk- She wouldn't, she huffed to
hersel f, give them houseroom

What qui et there was, existing under the constant flow of
sound fromthe city, was being broken hideously by a cat,

down bel ow. He was a displaced feline who lived by his wits

in the deep yards in the heart of the block. He was sitting on
a fence, wailing his heart out. Ms. MQGIrk winced at the
piercing pain of his cries.

She picked up me pinkish stone flask and shook it, but she
couldn't get the stopper out, either She opened the pouch

and drew her nmouth down at the sight of the flattened | unp of
gold that lay within in. She could not know that George, even
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now, was taking a simlar coin out of his pocket to showit to
a man behind a counter, two bl ocks south. Nor could she
know t hat George had not the slightest idea of the existence
of this second coin. No thief, she nerely drew the thongs
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tight and cast the pouch down, inpatiently.

The cat wailed as if the world's end were at hand. Ms.
McGurk nmoved to the wi ndow and joi ned the neighbors in a
lively exchange of shouted despair. The cat had no m nd for
me troubl es of humans. It wailed on

Shaki ng her head, Ms. MQurk drew it into the room

again. She picked up the ring. A curious piece of work. She
slipped it on her finger, where it fit with a pleasant weight to
it and | ooked, for all its queerness, rather well on her work-
bitten hand.

The cat thought of sonething particularly outrageous and
screaned in an ecstasy of self-pity. "1 wi sh to goodness,"
said Ms. MGurk out loud, "that cat would slop its yowing!"

On her hand, the dull bluish lunp of stone in the ring
began to catch light. For a brief monent, it gl eaned. The
dusty look of it seemed to bum away.

The cat stopped it. Abruptly. His current yow, in fact. was
cut off in the mddle and never finished. Silence poured down
i ke water and extingui shed the noi se.

Ms. MQurk blinked. The precipitate quiet was just a

trifle uncanny. She listened with a curious eagerness for nme
cat to resune, but it did not. She tok off the ring and dropped
it back on the bed, vaguely sorry, in an inexplicable way. that
she had ever touched it.

For just a monent, me things Iying on the bed up here in
George's roomwere nore than queer. Their antiquity was
wor se than puzzling.

"Fifty?" said the old coin man. casually. H's thunb came up
in a caressing pinch. His junior clerk wasn't breathing.

George made a low mirthful sound. "You' ve certainly
been hel pful," he said cheerfully. "May | see your classified
directory?"

"One hundred dollars," said the nman.

"Two hundred," said George gaily.

"It's a deal," snapped the nman and now George stagger ed.
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In a tense silence, the junior took the coin, the noney was
fetched and George signed sonet hi ng.

Then the tittle office blooned with three wide sml es.

"I"msatisfied, you know," said George. "But | w sh
you'd tell ne . , ."

"Rare!" babbled the man. "Rare? Not even l|isted. And

i ndi sput ably genui ne. The inscriptions the feel of the gold
" he rubbed his fingers, "greasy with tinme . . ." He

slapped me counter jubilantly. "Now tell ne. Were dld you

ge( it?"
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"Found it, like |I told you," said George cheerfully. "I'm
certainly glad you liked it. Tell you what, if | ever run across
anot her one, I'll let you know. So |ong."

George went off jauntily. The boss's nouth curled. "He'l
bring us another one! Ha!"

"Ha ha!" echoed the clerk,

Ms. MCGurk had shaken off her funny feeiing. She went on

exam ning this queer collection, and at |ast she picked up the
little carved box with the sliding lid and | ooked sourly at the
rose inside. Artificial, she presumed. Yet ... no ... or, if it
was, it was a marvel! Her woman's eye coul d see as nuch

, She touched it and the petals were sweet and cool. Ms.

McGurk raised the box to her crooked nose. To her senses

came the unm stakable fresh nch fragrance of the living rose.
Just then, George opened his door.

Rose to nose, Ms. M@urk |ooked full at him

Until this day, Ms. MQurk's inpression of George had

been mld. Her trained gaze had gone over himand not

finding die mark of the conplainer, or the destroyer of rented
property, or die innocent stare of the deadbeat, she had

| ooked no nore.

Thi s norning, however, he had offered her good faith and
fair play and she had been obliged to turn them down. Under

her tough protective crust still existed an uneasy heart that
knew and recogni zed her |osses. George had what she had no
nmore ... the capacity for trusting- Sonething about hi mwas

sweet to the core and it hurt! So, of course, she had been
stubbornly angry.

But now, as the perfune of the rose penetrated her senses,
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sonet hing very strange happened to Ms. MQurk. This crust

of hers seened suddenly and for no cause to dissolve. Her
bosomswelled as if sonme withered seed, |ying dornmant in her
heart, had been touched by nmagic noisture so that it sprang
into life and began to grow. Looking full at George, the |ight
in her eye grew suddenly tender. How was it she had not

noti ced before the gentleness of his eyes, the sweetness of his
smle? This was such a boy as one could be fond of, as if he
were one's own, alnmost. Ms. MQurk had the sensation of
melting. She swayed a little. She put the rose, in its box,
down on nme bed and she snil ed.

Even in its best day, Ms. M@urk's snile had been rather
terrifying, involving her long teeth bared to the upper guns
and sonehow the illusion that the bul bous end of her nose
had taken a sudden twitch farther off center. "I'msorry, M.
Hal e," said she contritely. And her inner being swooned and
swamin the luxury of this humlity. "I was rude and unj ust
to you and I"'mterribly sorry."

George realized at |ast what she thought she was doi ng

with her face. However, to hima kindly feeling was the nost
natural thing in the world and he accepted it inmredi ately.
"That's alt right, Ms. MQrk. | was probably irritating.
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I've got the nobney, now,
anyt hi ng?"'

" he added gently. "Do | owe you

"My dear boy!" cried Ms. M@irk, "of course not! You
paid me for two full weeks ahead! And you must stay! This
roomis yours. | want you to feel at hone!'*

It was the first tirnfi the sweet -sense of honme had cone to
her mind for years and years. Ms. MG@irk's eyes filled. She
wanted to do nore for George. She tell a conpelling urge to
make hi m happy. "Please |let ne show you ny second fl oor
front," she snuffled. "Such a lovely roomit is, M. Hale. It
woul d JUS! suit you! Only one flight up and a private bath."

"That's mighty nice of you," said George, somewhat
bewi | dered. "But you know | can't afford . . ."

"Same price!" cried she. "And handy to the phone!"

"Well, 1 ... nh ... if you say so." said George weakly.
"It's very nice of you. But | want to pay ny full nonth
ahead. Please. 1 knowit's your rule."

"One has to have rules, M. Hale. The people | nmeet. . ."
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“Sure. | know. | don't bla—=*

"But | should have seen," said his |andlady, "that you are
different!"

George realized, with some dismay, that Ms. M@k was

trying to be charming. There she stood, in her shapel ess print
dress, with her hair piled up in the usual slapdash coiffure,
the sane woman ... and yet ... The head was cocked,

now, in a kind of old-fashioned coquetry, the curled |lip bared
the long teeth; the gl ance cane sideways from under arched
brows, with the left eye not quite in focus- It was a formni da-
bl e sight'

George swal | oned. But, being George, he gave her ful
marks for effort. He thanked her

"Ch, you will stay?" cried she. "I'Il go right down. And
freshen up the rooma bit. Don't bother about your things. |'lI
move them It's no trouble. | feel," said Ms. MGurk "so
happy to have sonmeone like you in the house, 1 can't tel

you . . . !'" The brows ached with sweetness. She went out

with a bob and a flirt of her skirt.

George sank down on the bed. He robbed the back of his
head- The noney was in his hand. He stared down at it. It
occurred to himthat this was one of the strangest days of his

life.

But here was $200, here in his hand. He began to wonder

if there was nore, disguised in the heap of stuff beside him
He shoved the noney into a pocket and reached for that flat

oval ... But his thoughts drifted off to Kathy. Now that he

had $200, was he any nearer? When woul d he see her again,

her sweet pretty face, the red-gold of her hair, the enchanting
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lights in her tawny eyes?

Kathy was standing in the mddle of a dainty bedroom.
on a thick white rug . . . near a soft green chair . ,

George inhaled a great gasp
He WOJ seeing her

He had been | ooki ng absently into the burnished metal and
now it was acting like a mrror but what it reflected was not
here! He coul d see Kal hy!

He Iifted the thing in both trenbling hands. The vision did
not go. It trenbled a little, but the tiny Kathy began to
funbl e at the fastenings of her dress!
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George's hair rippled OB the back of his neck. He'd heard
there were people who could see things in a crystal ball. Now
he, Ceorge Hal e, of Deepen, Mine, was seeing things!

Why, the strength of his |love was so great . . . !

Kat hy began to wiggle out of her dress. She stood in her
slip. bare-shoul dered, adorable. Another figure crossed the
little reflected scene. Frdul ein!

Now, George knew darned well he wasn't in love with
Fraul ei n!

He breathed. He had to. The image in the Magic Mrror
shook with his body but did not fade.

Magi c?

Kat hy pushed the straps of her slip down and took hol d of
it at the hem She was going to take it off. No doubt of it.
Ri ght now, across the Park. Kathy was undressing!

But Ceorge, in spite of his state of absolute astoni shnent,
was yet a gentlenman, and. above all, he adored her. So he
tore his gaze away fromthe enchanted bit of netal, turned it
over, dull side up, and slid it away fromhim under the
pillow

He put his reeling head in his hands.

Inalittle while, he lifted his face. It was rather white. Not
every day does a man run into ol d-fashioned nmagic! Slowy,

be drew the pouch to him opened it, and observed with only

a dull thud of verified suspicion the presence therein of

anot her gol den coin. He took this out and put it in his pocket,
drew the thongs together for a nonment, and | ooked inside

again. Sure enough. There lay the third coin. George left it
there. This was the Magic Purse that never stayed enpty!

Here? On 69th St.?

But what el se? Suddenly he was in a frenzy to know what

el se. That carpet. Wl l, of course! He had no doubt it was the
one mat could fly! He got up and began to paw over his

strange loot. He took up the soft black cloak, put h over his
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shoul ders, and vani shed.

That is, of course, George remained standing right where
he was, but when he | ooked down al ong his body, he couldn't
see it! This was the C oak of Darkness! The very one!

He shuddered out of the thing. Cold chills were racing in
258 Charlotte Armstrong

his spine. He hung the Coak in his closet, aimessly, wthout
t hought -

Ah. the thing Iike a teapot' He recognized it now He'd

seen it drawn, in a hundred illustrations. It was the Lanp, the
only Lanmp that could qualify for this collection! A addin's!
Must be! Must be! But George wasn't going to rub it. Not

now. He didn't want to neet the Slave of the Lanp! Not this

af t ernoon!

George inched it aside. He was excited and he was scared.

He daren't stop and mink. That ring? Ah, but alt the old tales
were full of rings, with one nagic property or another. He
slipped it on his finger, where it seenmed to fit confortably.
Not hi ng happened.

H's eye it on the pink stone flask and he picked it up. He
was convi nced, now, that this, too, was. magically endowed.
Sonehow, he had here the strangest of all collections.

(The little old proprietor nmust have known! How ol d? How
old was that man? A thousand? Five thousand? He'd said he
was tired! George trenbled. Never mind. Don't think of it!)

Oh yes, everything here, logic insisted, nust be nagical

The pink flask was heavy in his right hand. He rubbed his
head. *'| wish," he murnmured, "murnmured, "a little bird
would tell ne what's in here."

In the Ring. forgotten on his left hand, and back of his
head, the dull stone brightened. It lit, like an eye that saw,
suddenl y.

"Water fromthe Fountain of Youth." This sentence cane

into me air. It was like a line of nmusic, high and full of flats.
George turned his head in sharp alarm Had he heard it? O
thought it? No sound now, certainly. Only beyond the win-

dow sill. the flutter of wings . . . some sparrow .

Water fromthe Fountain of Youth! George |oosened his
fingers- He wanted none of that! Suddenly, he wanted none
of any of it. He stripped off the Wshing Ring and threw it
down. He understood that one mght wish to get rid of these
t hi ngs.

It wasn't . . . well, it wasn't right! He wanted to craw
back within the safety of the possible, the steadiness and
order of the natural world, the sane and sinple world of
splitting atons, of nebulae, of radar and penicillin.
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It is not so easy to believe in nagic.

George paced up and down, conquering his fright, assim -
| ating his wonder.

There remained the Rose and the Sword. He mistrusted the
Rose. He had a shadowy recollection of the Rose and the tale
of the Rose. He picked up the Sword and drew it fromthe
scabbar d.

It leaped in his hand. Wat a piece it was! George swung

his wist over and sliced off the top of the bedpost. The hard
brass separated, clean and sharp. The upper six inches fell off
on the floor.

It was inpossible not to take another sw pe at sonething.
George brought his arm around. The Sword | eaped and fl ashed
down t hrough the back, the seat, the springs of his |ough,

har d- cushi oned | eather chair. Cattering, it fell apart in two
perfectly neat sections. Wod, fabric, metal, anything' Lord,
tordy, what a sword! The Sword of Swi ftness, or maybe
Excal i bur itself! He whirled the blade around his head. Whis-
tling sweetly, it descended and cl eaved the washbasin as if it
were butter. A chunk of the hard porcelain cane cl ean away
and dropped with a bang on the floor. Lucky he'd m ssed the

pl umbi ng, for heaven's sakes! CGeorge realized he'd better
restrain hinmself. This thing was dangerous! Mich, much too
dangerous to play wth.

He flicked the Sword at the window sill, cutting a swift

notch with the bare tip. He took a neat triangle delicately out
of the mrror. He fought tenptation. Sweating, he made

hi nsel f take up the crinson scabbard and insert therein the

wi cked and utterly fascinating bl ade.

(Qutside, in the hall, M. Josef stood quivering. Hi s beard
was agitated. His eye yearned for George's keyhole.)

But Ceorge sheathed the Sword and put it away from him

He puffed out his breath. Wat to do now? Anybody el se

m ght have run for a good stiff drink, but to George cane the
thought that he'd had no lunch! No wonder he fell queer.

Besi des, he'd think better on a hill stonach.

Oh, he hadn't forgotten what he was really after- It would
take nore than a bag of nagic to nmake George forget what
he'd wrapped his whole |ife around. Now, sonehow, he was

Charlotte Armstrong
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going to be able to ask for Kathy! Al he had to do was cal m
himsel f, and think it out!

He shoved all the stuff back into the carpet bag, or thought

he did. He hadn't counted the nine objects. He was too

excited to check. He forgot the Mrror, stil! under his pillow,
and the Coak, in his closet.

The rest he packed and then he shoved the bag under the
bed with the instinct to hide it. He felt of his nbney. He was
whi stling a Georgi sh version of Tonight W Love as he
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sl ammed out of his door, and went downstairs with swft
heel s beating out the jig time of his tune.

No sooner did George depart, in the very backwash of the
sound of his going, M. Josef oozed across the hall. H's ears
shadowed George out nme door far below, checked the finality
of its slam Then, softly, he put his own key into George's
lock. it yielded. M. Josef poured hinself around the edge of

t he door and inside.

He stared at the enpty roomas if he would hypnotize this
space to remain enpty. The cl oset door was hal f-open. M.
Josef went slinking along the wail towards it, his right hand
in his pocket. Finally, he took a | eap and a whirl and brought
hi nsel f up sharp with the cl oset door w de open and him
confronting and threatening George's blue serge and ot her

gar nent s.

M. Josef watched the blue serge closely for a nonent.

Then he took his hand out of his pocket, arranged the nuscles
around his eyes, and began to rake the place nethodically

with a narrowed gl ance. When he spied the chair, lying so
absurdly in two pieces, his eyes rounded. In fact, they popped.

But he noved coolly to exanmine it. He saw t he washst and

and blinked incredulously at the thick raw edge where George

had sliced it, at the hunk of the outer curve that lay like a
pi ece of nmelon on the floor. As he crept over and touched it,
gingerly, nere came fromdeep in the house the thunp of feet

on the stairs.
It was, in fact, Ms. M@rk, com ng up.

M. Josef rolled hinmself a glance of dark warning, via the
mrror. He took |Iong crouching steps across to the door. He
skat ed down the hall.
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Wen Ms. McGQurk. humming My Wild Irish Rose in a

gay wobbly soprano, had gone into George's room M. Josef
slipped like a shadow in soft pell-nell down the stairs to the
t el ephone.

" X?"
" Y. "

*'Z!" breathed M. Josef. "Listen, | have stunbled on
sonething terrific! | nust have help at once! Sonething
bi gger even than A. You know what | nean?"

"Frankly, no," said Y, wearily.
"A, | say!'*

"A for apple?"
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"No. no, no. Nuclear Fission," hissed M. Josef. "Send
Gogo, At once! | tell you, they have a secret weapon!"

"Yeah?"

<t! sawresults with my own eyes, you fool! This is of
desperate i nportance! Mther rmust know "

"Hn?0h, yeah," munbled Y, "Mther Country, that is."

"Stupid!" M. Josef spat into the phone- "Send Gogo. At
all costs, | will secure for us this secret!"”

"O K" said Y. "Keep your shirt on. OK OK"

"I will expect himhere in five nmninutes," said M. Josef
silkily. He hung up, silkily.

Y | ooked across the plain office toward the other desk
"Josef. That clown. He's got a spy conplex."”

"Hs is a spy," said the other man, placidly, "W all are,
| suppose." He wote down a neat nuneral.

"I'"d better send sonebody around, if only to keep an eye
on him it's enbarrassing. Wy doesn't the FBI pick him
up?" frothed Y. "We' ve betrayed him six tines over."

The ot her man shook his head, went on totaling some
figures, conpiling information received-

Y got on the phone again, angrily.

Ms. MQurk stopped humm ng for a nonent, when she saw

the broken chair, the washbasin, the bedpost. But the warm
flood of happy activity on which (under the spell of the Rose)
she was floating bore her right by such details. |If George had
done the damage, he, being George, would of course nake it
right. They would talk it over, once he was snug downstairs.
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She found his enpty suitcase under the bed, beside an old

carpet bag, already packed. Ms. MGurk opened CGeorge's

dresser drawers and began to fill the suitcase. At |ast, stag-
gering a little, she lugged both pieces to the top of the stairs
and started down.

The second floor front was a room of pleasing proportions-

Ms. MCGurk felt proud of it. Into the clean paper-1lined
drawers of her best dresser she put George's clothing, fussing
daintily with the arrangenent. She was an absol utely happy
woman. She was creating, with | ove. She was Mking a

Home.

She cl osed the drawers. The top of die dresser was bare.

Ah, but his own things ... all the little touches . . . She
dove into the carpet bag. This flask, now, was a pretty thing.
But ne netal lattice work seemed dull- Ms. MCQurk fetched

a rag and sone scouring paste- Snatches of old tunes cane

humm ng out of her as she worked. Her fingers felt tireless.
She was so light of heart that she wondered, intermttently, if
she was not com ng down with somet hing.
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At last the flask shone as bright as she could nake it and
she set it on the dresser and cocked her head. It |ooked well,
but certain artistic instincts were stirring in Ms. MQrk
today. It needed bal ancing. She dug into the carpet bag and
came out with the |anp.

Naturally, at the first swi pe of her cleaning rag across its
surface, the Genie materialized. It seemed for a noment that
steam was pouring out of the spoutlike protuberance on the

| anp, but the cloud fell away rapidly to reveal a rather

pl easant -1 ooki ng man, whose skin was on the dark side, and
who wore, of course, an Oriental costune of Al addin's day.
He was standing in the air about a foot above the floor.

Ms. MQurk |eapt. She screaned! The lanp rolled off her

| ap. Before the Genie had time to make his set speech about
being the Sl ave of the Lanp and so forth (which perhaps he
del ayed in the process of translating it fromthe Arabic) Ms.
McGQurk cried, "Eek! Go away!"

The Sl ave of the Lanp, of course, obeyed her.

Ms- MQurk stood trenbling in an enpty room Then she
fled that place. R cocheting fromwall to wall, blindly, she
raced for the sanctuary of her kitchen.
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George nmunched his lunch, considering ways and means. The
thing was, he concluded, to show the old man that Kathy
woul d be safe and sound as George's wife. even w thout her
i nheritance. That George, all by hinmself, with his own re-
sources, could take care of her.

At last. George rose and paid for his neal and sloped his
course towards Ms. McQurk's. stepping jauntily, trying to
beat down a persistent little twinge of uneasiness. He told
hinself that with the Lanp, with the bottonl ess Purse, all
must be mmgically snmooth. There was a | egl ess man, beggi ng

in nme street. CGeorge put two fingers on the old gold coinin
his pocket, tossed it into ne cup and went swiftly on. it nade
himfeel a trifle better to do this.

He had forgotten about his new quarters. He proceeded up

the stairs, as usual, put his key in the |lock of the door, and
wal tzed blithely in. Something hard jabbed himin the nbs. A

t housand notion pictures, fromchil dhood on, had condi -

tioned himto know, at once, exactly what it was. H s arns
began to go up.

The voice behind himsaid. "My dear M. Hate, won't you
sit down?"

George saw the nocking eye of M. Josef, gleamng with

pl easure. A second man cane from behind the door, a targe
creature with a flat inpassive face. George recogni zed t he
type. A henchman!

"Cl ose the door." hissed M- Josef. The henchman ki cked
it shut.

George let the tail of his eye explore the room The bed-
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spread had been flung up over the pillow. He could see the
curls of dust on the bare floor under the bed. The carpet bag
was not where he had left it.

"Now, if you please," said Josef sternly, "the secret, and
qui ckly" "

"What secret?"

"Come now, M. Hale. Surely we needn't pursue the
chil di sh course of torture?"

"l don*t know what you're tal king about," said Ceorge.
"My noney's in my pocket." He pointed with his el bow
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M. Josef put his head to one side. "Gogo. he is going to
be stubborn.'*

"What did that?" said Gogo suddenly in a reasonable tone
of curious inquiry.

"Did what? Ch . . ." Ceorge saw that he neant the cut up

the washbasin. "Way ... uh ..." He swallowed hard.

" Accident,'”~lie croaked. It did not seem possible to answer
this question. CGeorge realized he was in quite a spot. The
fourth floor was well renoved froma policeman. The house

had been so quiet, no help could be init. And there were two
of them

"What kind of accident?" asked Gogo skeptically.

Josef shoved hinsel f between them The gun | ooked w cked
and unsafe in his gloved hand. "M . Hale, naturally you are
| oyal to your governnent. But we will, you know, by one
means or another, possess this new ray."

"Huh?" said George
M. Josef chuckled. "So it is a ray!" he purred triunphantly.
"Ray!" said George in perfect astonishnent.

"You woul d never," teased M. Josef, "nake your for-
tune on the stage."

George sinply goggl ed-
"Can we bribe you, M. Hale?" inquired Josef suddenly.
"Bribe me to do what ?"

"Ch, give us specifications. W wish to know ne source of
this ray's power, howit is controlled, all about it. Cone now "

"There is no such thing!"
M. Josef smiled.
"I don't know what you nean!" cried George.

M. Josefs eyebrows rose, pityingly.
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George knew. now, he had to get away. There wasn't

anyt hing he could say. They had in their heads an expl anation
for the damage in his roomthat was just about as preposter-
ous as the real one. They weren't going to listen to his

ol d-fashioned stuff. And torture wasn't going to get anybody
anywhere, especially CGeorge. He said, in an artful whinper,
"Don't hurt nme." He stumbled back a little farther. '*! can't
tell you anything."

"A hero," said M. Josef regretfully. "Ah, well, we have
our little ways. No one regrets these necessities nore man |
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do," cried M. Josef, frothing a bit at the nouth, "but we
nmust know what you know, and know it now And if we pay
eventually with our lives for what we do . . . be it 50!" The
gun quivered with his fervor.

George nmade up his mnd and | eaped backward into the

closet. He wound hinself into the C oak and | eaped out again
as the gun in M. Josefs startled hand went off. The bull et
got George's blue serge in the heart, but George, in his gray,
invisible and whole, slid along the wall away from danger.

"A secret passage!" screeched M- Josef, tearing his beard.
He staggered towards the closet, eyes bulging. George lifted
an invisible foot and ki cked Gogo hard on the seat. The shock
on the toe of his shoe felt wonderftri. He only wished it had
been M. Josef.

His visitors did not notice the door apparently open by
itself, for Gogo was growing in his throat, |ooking on all
sides for what had hit him And M. Josef, with his eyes so
narrowed that he could hardly see at all, was frantically
clawi ng the inside closet wall

George, still in the Coak, flitted down to the second fl oor.
The carpet bag was there, all right. He had deduced as much
Furthermore, it had been opened. Ceorge spotted the Flask
Then he saw the Lanp, on the floor. Wen he al so saw the
cleaning rag, where Ms. MCGurk had let it fall, George
deduced the rest.

He sighed. He supposed the poor |ady had been frightened

out of her wits. He hated to sneak out on her now, especially
since she had been so kind. But he could not stay in the sane
house with M. Josefs obsession. And his new plans in-

vol ved | eavi ng here, anyhow.

So George scribbled a note. "Encl osed please find a ful

month's rent . . . also what | hope will pay for the dam
ages. . . . Many thanks for your kindness. ... Al best
wi shes ..."

Then he listened to the house- There was a nuted, though
furious buzzing still going on upstairs. He guessed he was
safe here for a few nore m nutes.

George slid out of the C oak and packed it- He took up the
Lanp. Gently and sonewhat fearfully, he brought his palmto
its side and rubbed.
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When the Geni e appeared, George, having been braced for

this, found hinmself unalarmed. This Genie | ooked |ike a nice
fellow. Nothing ferocious about him Little bit up in the air, of
course, Ceorge smied cordially.

"I amthe Slave of the Lanp," said the Genie slowy.
"What are your conmands?" He used the broad A, GCeorge
noti ced.

"Unh, how about getting me a reservation at the WAl dorf
for the night?" asked George a bit nervously. "Single room
with bath, of course. Nanme of Hale."

The Geni e bowed his turbaned head. "I hear and obey,"
he mur mur ed.

"Wail a minute." said George, nore easily. "As long as

you're here, listen. You could build ne a house, 1 suppose?

A real nice house, furnished, and with pretty grounds? Fix it,
with servants and all, so 1 could invite some people, say, to
| unch?"

The Geni e bowed.

"Lessee," said George. "About how long would it take
you? Could 1 count on that by the m ddl e of Novenber?"
The Geni e | ooked sinply scornful. "By next week then?"
The Geni e's expression remai ned haughty. "Tonorrow "
cried George joyfully.

The Genie drew air whistling in through his teeth, "1 hear
and obey," he said, as before.

"WAit a minute. Don't be in a hurry," George wi shed this
fellow would relax and chat. "Fix it up ... say ... uh ..

in one of the nice parts of Wstchester County. | want it to
| ook rich, you know. Maybe there should be a sw mr ng

pool . But everything the best quality. Nothing flashy. How
will 1 know nmy address?" demanded George, who |iked

things cl ear.

"I will return. Master."

"Call nme ... uh ... M. Hale," said George, shudder-

ing- "And, by the way, the servants should be regular. Not
uh ... slaves, y'know. O K. ? Then. tonorrow nmom

ing, I'll be seeing you."

The Geni e appeared to shimrer in the air. CGeorge didn't
say any nore. The Genie quietly vanished, CGeorge took up
the Lanp and packed it. He felt exhilarated, w th something
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of me sensation of one who defies the |aws of gravity on a
tight rope and wal ks on the w ngs of nere bal ance. Things
were moving fast all right.

He got out of the house without any trouble- The spies

must have stil! been rooting around in the upstairs closet, and
poor Ms. McGQurk was nowhere to be seen. George hefted

roe carpel bag and set off down the street. \Watever way he

was goi ng, he knew he was headed for Kathy.

He went by way of the Waldorf. George's natural caution

just common sense, after all ... told himhe'd better
check on this Genie's powers, before assumi ng too nuch.
But everything was fine. The great hostelry swallowed himin
without a ripple in its digestion. George |ooked around the
roomthey gave him which wa& extrenely handsone, and he
deci ded the Geni e nust be the MCoy.

The tinme had come, here, now, and on the sane day. He
could call up Kathy- His throat all but closed up when he
heard her voice. He managed to say, "It's George."

"Ch, George!" Kathy wasn't anything but glad. "Were
are you?"

"At the waldorf."
"What ?"

"Kathy, 1 ... did you mss ne?" He knew it was ridicu-
| ous, but he couldn't help it.

"Ch, Ceorge," she said. "I've nissed you terribly!"
Then they both knew that they neant the |long vista of enpty
days ahead of them not the mere afternoon behind.

"Kathy, darling," cried CGeorge, in spite of hinself. "WII
you marry me?"

"I certainly will!" said Kathy. "Oh. George, |I'mso glad
you cal l ed!"

"1 love you, | love you, | love you," he said.

"I'mso glad ... so glad you c-call ed. "

George felt like crying, too.

"Are we going to run away?" she was asking. "Shall we
go to Maine? Ch George, let's! M. Blair can't do anything
that matters."

"Kathy. I'mgoing to ask himfor you and he's going to be
gl ad about the whole thing ..."
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"But..."
"Listen, | want you and M. Blair to come to |lunch

tonmorrow at ny house . "
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"Your house? Do you nean in Mine?"

"No, no ... ny new house."

"But..."

"Tormorrow, Kathy. 1'Il call himup nyself. You'll come
to lunch and you'll see. Because | can take care of you,

Kathy. And | can prove it. You' re going to be surprised.”
"George, are you com ng over?"

He said, "Kathy, |'d better not, because 1 prom sed. Sweet-
heart, until | can ask him... and 1 can, tonorrow .
Don't you see?"

"CGeorge, are we engaged to be married?"

"I meant to wait," he groaned.
"But you didn't and | said, 'Yes.' So we are!"

"We sure are!”

"Well, then," said Kathy, "I don't see what difference
anything el se nakes. Honestly. 1 don't. But do it your own
way. |'Il give you till tonorrow. "

"Kat hy, don't be nmad! Kathy, would you like an eneral d?"
"I'"ve got an enerald," she wail ed.

George said. "I can't stand it! WIIl you neet ne in the
tearoom on Madi son, right now?"

"No," said Kathy, fenmale that she was. "You proni sed.

Besides, |I'mall dressed for the evening. Tonorrow, dear
dear Ceorge . "
"Until tonorrow," said George, "Ch, dearest Kalhy . . .**

He | oved her, he loved her, he | oved her!

Most of Ms. McQurk's roomers were in their roons on
Sunday norning. Ordinarily, therefore, this was Her Day, to
which Ms. McQurk | ooked forward as quite the liveliest day
in the week. But m s Sunday, she was not in the nood.

She was. in fact, disconsol ate.

The eveni ng before, having finally conquered her fright,

she had gone up to the second floor and found George's note.
It seenmed to her to be the sweetest letter she'd ever had, and
it broke her heart. Ms. MQurk did not see how she coul d

Go On.
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Mysteriously, he had left his clothing behind in the draw
ers. She puzzled alt night |ong over this. She hoped it neant

he woul d return, if only for a few mnutes. . . . Oh, she
could not rent his room No, indeed! It would remain as it
was, yearning for him and maybe . . . someday , . , She
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took to conforting herself with dreans.

Cane the dawn, she realized that there was no sense

mai ntaining two shrines to CGeorge's nenory, on two differ-

ent floors. So, rather eariy Sunday norning- Ms. MQurk
climbed up to his old room She let herself in. Yes, she

t hought sadly, here was the real shrine, after all. For had it
not been CGeorge, hinself, who had broken that washbasi n?

Ms- MCGurk saw other traces of his being, and she flung
herself on his bed for a good cry. Dimy, she perceived the
luxury of this, how even her tears were a bath and a refresh-
ing. Still, she wept with all her heart, until her nose, burrow
ing against the pillow, nmet sonething hard.

She explored with her hand and drew out the Mrror.

Ms. MQurk sat up and wi ped her eyes. This, whatever it
was, had been His. Her hands caressed it- Ch, if he had only
told her where he had gone! She could | et himknow She
could get in touch with him But he had di sappeared into the
outer world and she had no clue. Ch, would she ever again
see his dear face or his darling smle?

Ms. MCGurk was ready to fling herself howing into the

pill ow once nore, when she noticed a noving image on the
burni shed netal surface she held in her hands. This was odd!
Stony with shock, Ms. MGrk watched the magi c scene.

She had been thinking of George, so, of course, it was
George she saw.

George was wal king on grass, |ooking up at the facade of a
magni fi cent house. He noved besi de beds of gorgeous flow
ers. chrysanthemuns in white and bronze nmasses. He strolled
on the edge of a great pool that lay like a jewel in the

| eaf -strewn | awn.

But it was George.' Ceorge, with his hands in the pockets of a
new tweed suit. . . . Ms. MQ@irk clutched the Mrror. She
was over 40. In her day, Bluebeard had nurdered all his

wi ves but one without benefit of Dick Tracy. Ah, Ms-

McGurk had known the old tales, the classics! Furthernore,
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j ust yesterday, she had seen a Genie! Now, two and two
whirl ed together in her head. She didn't understand, but she
recogni zed, and her heart began to beat in wild elation.

Even as she stared, CGeorge was strolling down a |ong

curving drive. Where was he? Were? Ah, if he kept on as he
was goi ng, she might find out' Since it was the Magic Mrror
and her thought controlled it, the imge shifted, running
ahead of Ceorge. Yes, there it was, on a stone pillar there at
the end of the drive. She began to nutter, over and over

agai n, "2244 Meadow Lane . . . 2244 Meadow Lane . . ."

Now Ceorge strolled into the scene and stopped, with that

|l ook on his face. that dear baffled | ook he was wearing, to
touch his own nanme on the handsone nail box.

Ms. MCGurk sighed in a flood of peace and joy. George
was at a place of his own and she had the address. She
pressed the Mrror to her heart. It should never |eave her!
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Away down bel ow, sonebody was | eaning on her doorbell.

Ms. MCGurk, light as a girl. flew dowward. She thrust die
Mrror inside the bosomof her dress, where it was extrenely
unconfortable, flung open her front door, and | avi shed one of
her toothiest smles on a perfect stranger who was teetering,
in an obvious rage, on the stoop.

"George Hale live here?" yel ped ms nman.
"He isn't here right now," tnlled she.

"You can tell himfromme, he's a dirty crook!" cried the
calier. "Look at that!" In his trenbling palmlay tw old
gold corns, exactly alike. "You can tell himfromnme,"
stornmed the rare coin dealer, for it was he, "that he needn't
send any nore beggars around to ny conpetitors with any

more of this junk! He can't kid around with the Law of

Supply and Demand! Maybe he tricked nme once! But you tell
him if any nore of these show up, |I'll get the governnent
after himfor hoarding gold!l And | nean it! CGood day!"

"Good day," said Ms. MQurk. She closed the door. Her
surprise gave way to a belated but |oyal anger. She was about
to open and shout defiance at the eneny's back when she
realized that she was not al one. Sonebody was breathing on
her neck.

it was M. Josef, who had crept close behind her in his
furtive way. He fingered his beard. His eyes were sly.
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"Morning." said his |andl ady shortly.

"Ch. Ms. Ma@urk," said the spy, "could you supply ne
with M. Hale's forwardi ng address?" She | ooked at him
sourly. "1 amrather anxious to get in touch with him"
drawl ed M- Josef "Something to his advantage . "

The end of Ms. MQ@rk's nose tw tched thoughtfully.
"You don't happen to have a street map, do you?"

"Many. Many." He rubbed his hands together. "OfF what
district?"

"Well ... uh ... 1 don't know. You see, | ... happen
to have the street nunber, but not the ... uh ... commu-
nity," blushed Ms. MCurk.

"Quite a pretty little problem " cried M. Josef, in great
delight. "Conme. we shall solve it. This," said he happily,
"is just the sort of thing | amrather good at. Ah, fear not!
We shall ferret himout, you and I!"

George had. sonehow, envisioned a | arger or perhaps fresher
copy of the old Hal e house, when he had given his orders. He
had certainly expected sonmething sinpler in |line and decor
than this! But the Genie, naturally, George supposed, would
have nore Oriental ideas of what |uxury was. Anyhow,

George conceded, it was sure sonme house! It would certainly
inmpress M. Biair. Since that was the point, George felt he
shoul d be sati sfied.
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It was still quite early Sunday norning. He had come up

by Genie. That is. as soon as he'd shaved and had breakf ast,
he' d rubbed the Lanp- The Genie had nmaterialized somewhat
tardily. He'd seemed rather out of breath, too, and there had
been definite beads of sweat on his coffee-col ored brow
George had asked him in all synpathy, if anything was the
matter, but the fellow had only rolled his eyes in a stiff
unfriendly way. George didn't wish to offend by insisting.
He'd | et hinmself be whisked up here.

In fact, George didn't know exactly where he was.

He' d gone through the whol e place, picked out a suit he
liked, up in the master chanber, and put it on. He'd given
orders to the butler about |uncheon. Now he was restless. He
was anxious to get Bennett Blair out here and inpress him
and get it over with.

Charl otte Armstrong
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He'd drive hinself back into town. he decided, incidentally
finding out where he was and how to get back again. He'd
call for Kathy and her guardian in the ... lessee ... the
Cadi | t ac,

As he drove out the gate, a state cop stopped him "You
live here?"

"Quess so," said George cheerfully. "Hate's ny nanme."
"OK ," said the cop mldly. He spat at the pavenent.
"Say," said George, "what's the best way to get to New
York from here?"

The cop told himand CGeorge rolled snoothly off, waving

his thanks. In a nmle or two, he wondered whether he had a
license plate. If so, was it on the records, sonewhere in the
vast recesses of the Bureau of Mtor Vehicles? George shook
of f the thought. It nmade his head ache. He began to experi -
ment with the throttle. He felt, all of a sudden, that he'd

better hurry.

The cop, |eft behind, stayed where he was for a while,
ni bbing his chin on his palm gazing thoughtfully at the

house.
The. funny thing was, he'd been by here yesterday, and

there' d been no house.
Hi s head was aching a little, too.

M. Blair sat like an old toad, notionless, in the tonneau
The sweet air blew on himin.vain. Wen they turned in at
the gates, however, he roused. They bow ed up to the front
entrance. A manservant cane to hand themfromthe car. The
butler stood respectfully in the great doorway.

Wthin, sunshine sifted through splendid drapery to gl ow
on the polished floor. This entrance hall al one woul d knock
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the old man's eye out, thought CGeorge to hinself. The great
stairs winding up, the rich dark paneling, the white cockatoo
in his silver cage, adding that one exotic note

Kat hy sai d, "Oooooh!"

M. Blair said nothing. George |led theminto the draw ng

room It was baronial. On the vast floor lay a rug of such
exquisite color and pattern, such size, such texture, that M.
Blair was forced to cover a covetous gasp with a fake clearing
of his throat. George bit on his ow snile. Blandly, he
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ordered cocktails in the library. Then, with the tail of his eye
on the old man's face, George ushered themthrough the
green-and-silver nusic room(with its silver piano) to the

col ossal coziness of the library. A soft fire bloomed in me
grate. Cocktails cane at once in a gol d-and-crystal shaker.

The sonber beauty of the roomwas absolutely still. Kathy,
since her first gasp, had made no sound. M. Blair was
stricken dunb. But he was not paral yzed. He wal ked to

and fro. He went over to the bookshelves and drew out a

vol unme or two. Then he began to pat his hand al ong the shelf
and nutter in his throat. He went close to a painting, peering
at the coner of it. He turned on George.

"You inherited this place!"

"Well, in a way," said George. "Anyhow, it belongs to
me, sir."

"Furni shed, as it is?"
"Ch, yes. Sure."

"Did you know," demanded M. Blair, going so far as to
point, vulgarly, with a forefinger, "that whole shelf there is
all first editions?"

"is that so?" said George pleasantly.
"That rug in the other room. . . Were did it conme fronP"
"I't was just here," said George.

"You realize this is a Matisse?" snapped M. Blair, indi-
cating the painting.

"I''l'l be darned," said George feebly. "I guess | hadn't
noticed."

VWhat there was of hair on M. Blair's head seened to stir
as if it would rise on end. He fell into a chair and seized his
drink, thirstily.

Kat hy went over to | ook out of the w ndow. George stood
behind her. "It's pretty ... uh ... big ..." he murnured.
Kat hy nodded. "Too big," said George quietly.

Kat hy | eaned back just enough to seemto say, "Thou art
my shield ... inthee | trust . . ."
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"Don't worry," he whispered. "W don't have to live
here." She turned her cheek against his |ips.

Meanwhil e, M. Blair had picked up a small chi na bow
fromthe table. Now he | ooked at the underside of it and
began to curse softly.
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"Looking for an ashtray, sir?" George gave a hostlike
|l eap. "I guess that will do, won't it, sir?"

M. Blair cast George a wild glance and | eaned back and
blew his breath in puffs toward the ceiling.

Luncheon was served in the 40-foot dining room where

they gathered Iike two kings and a queen in great carved
chairs- At once, M. Blair began to exanine the lace in the
t abl ecl ot h.

"Kinda pretty, isn't it?" CGeorge beaned innocently. "M
Aunt Liz used to crochet a lot."

"Your Aunt Liz," exploded M. Blair. "never crocheted
thist™"

"Well, no, of course she didn't."
"Came with the place, eh?"

"Ch, yes . . .*'

"Don't know much about |ace, do you?"
"Wl | -ah—no0. "

"No." said M. Blair.

Kat hy was | ooki ng bl ankly at the china, the crystal. Her
puzzl ed eyes kept com ng back to George's face, to say, "It's
all right, of course. Because it's you."

George squirned a tittle. He fell, hinself, that the food

was, well, astonishing. He had tried to tell ne butler what he
woul d I'i ke served for this neal, but he nust have been

vague, or left a lot of |eeway sonehow, because he didn't
recogni ze one single dish. Akhough it tasted fine. M. Blair
seenmed to think so-

Al so, the butler kept filling w neglasses with different

ki nds of wine, and each time, M. Blair would sip and then
close his eyes as one in pain. George didn't drink nmuch w ne.
It all tasted alike to him anyhow, he expl ai ned cheerfully.
Kathy sal, hardly eating anything but a little of the cucumnber
mousse, and George couldn't really eat, either-

Just so M. Blair had a good |unch. Because after |unch

woul d be the tinme to ask him

In the drawi ng room George's nmanservant brought cigars
and cof f ee.

George cleared his throat. "M. Blair, 1 wanted you to
conme today because ..."
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"Yes." M. Blair's attention cane away fromthe furnish-
ings with a snap

"Because | want to nmarry Kathy." said George. "I wanted
to show you that | can take care of her. So now l... uh ...
ask your pernmissionto ... uh ..." George forgot the

sentences he had nade up ahead of time. *"1 | ove her so
darned much!" he cried. "And she . "

Kathy's hand was in his. It had flown there. "Me. too,"
sai d Kathy. Their hands, hol ding each other tight, lifted
between them entreating him

Suddenly M. Blair |ooked very old and very patient. He

said gently, "I take it all this magnificence is supposed to
i npress ne."
"I't does," said CGeorge, sharply, for him

"Ch, it does. It does, George," conceded M. Blair. He

| eaned back and said. coldly. "I would Iike very nuch to
meet what friend of yours so kindly | oaned you this place for
me day."

George said, "Nobody |oaned it to me, sir. It's mne."
"You will produce certain proofs?"
"Proof s?"

"A deed to the property, perhaps. The inevitable records

of ownership. My dear chap. this is rather astonishing, you
know. For Kathleen's sake, | nust see the proof, and you
cannot afford to be offended that 1 ask for them"

"Well, of course not," stammered George. "CGosh. |...

"However," said M. Blair, "granting the existence of
such proof, if you then think you have proved your capacities

in such a way as to satisfy ne, | amsorry you are so
decei ved. What you have done," said M. Blair, opening his
eyes wide with an effect of pouncing, "is exactly the oppo-

site! You've proved yourself a perfect ignoranus!"”
"Huh?"

"You have no nore idea what is in this houae than a
Hottentot!" rasped M. Blair. "You offer ne a bow of

pricel ess porcelain for an ashtray! You never heard of Matisse!
Don't tell me! How you imagine that 1 will permt "

"Just a minute," said Kathy, very quietly. "George and
arc engaged to be married.’

Charlotte Arnstrong
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"I"'mSorry to hear that. Kathleen," said her guardian

levclly and col dly.
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"WAit," cried George- "Maybe | don't know very rmuch,
but I can learn, and anyhow, it doesn't malter!"

snarled M. Blair. "Kathleen's fortune wll

"It matters,
never pass into the hands of

"l don't need Kathy's fortune!"
"1 don't care!" said Kathy.

"Sit down. Kathleen," barked M. Blair. "There a good

deai that nust be explained. | want to know, and so should

you, ny dear. exactly how a saxophone player wi thout a

penny to his nane, yesterday, clains to be in possession of a
place like this, today. If, as 1 all along suspected, he's only
borrowed it, then he is a cheat. And you'd better know it. So
sit down.''

Wth an expression of disdain on her face, an expression
that signified her perfect faith in George, Kathy sat down.

"Now, " snapped M. Blair. "Do one of two things, George,
if you please. Produce your papers and explain how you got
them O nane the real owner." Suddenly M. Blair's toe
rubbed across the soft silk of the rug, as if it had been

wanting to do so for mnutes. "In a way," he said, with
genial brutality, "I hope you can prove yourself the owner,
because if you do, Ceorge, | intend personally to sw ndle you

out of several things you don't yet know you've got here."

George | ooked about him wildly. It was if his fairy god-
nmot her had turned and bit him

But then the butler, at George's el bow, said, "I beg par-
don, sir."
" HP"

"Peopl e are approaching ne house, sir. In fact, there are
persons at ne door. 1 don't quite know what you wish in the
mal t er "

They all becane aware of crowd noi ses. George strode to
the wi ndow. Men were mlling around out there.

"Excuse nme," said George. He wal ked down the | ong

drawing roomto nme hall and he opened the front door. The
first face he saw was mat of the cop he had spoken to that
morni ng. "Say, what is all this?" asked George, in his
friendly fashion
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Everybody began to tal k at once. The group converged on
the door. It advanced and i nvaded. George was soon sur-
rounded. Conpeting voices rose | ouder and | ouder

"Who inspected your wiring here?" "Permt?" "Fire | aw

says . - ." "Way didn't the Building Departnent get an
application?" ."I"'mfromthe union . . ." "Wo put in the
pl umbi ng here?" "Zone . " "You can't put up a prefab
unless . . ." "My client " "Second nortgage . . .*'
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"Title . . ." "Tax ..."

Sonebody was snapping the lights off and on. It seened
that others were darting off in all directions, into the depths
of the house. "Hey!" said George.

"Electricians | ocal won't
ers got a beef if you .

"Pai nters and Paper hang-
"Where's your neter?"

Some were returning and screani ng now.

"My God, he's into the gas lines'" "Wo inspected
"VWhat about the sewers? He can't. . ." "Wait till the water
company . . .!" "Slap a sumons on him. " "Wong-type
construction . " "Have to tear it out. "Permt.

George, in the center of the mass, struggl ed.

Alittle dark man screeched. "Tel ephone!" He fought his
way towards the instrunment. "Can't be a tel ephone," he

whi npered. Now the state cop was braying down the noise.
He achi eved an uncertain quiet. He said, init, "OK , M.
Hal e. Your turn," The whol e house vibrated.

The little man could be heard npbaning low into the phone.
"You're wong. Qperator! There is no such nunber!"

George clutched his hair. "Listen, | ... | don't know

what to say." A wordless grow rose fromthe pack "I didn't
mean to break the regulations.”

The state cop said sourly, "I figgered, when | saw this

pl ace, which wasn't here, yesterday ... | figgered you mighta

forgot a few dee-tails."

"This ain't no prefab!" said one. "Mwed it in?" "Say,
listen, you can't nmove a house . . ." "Permt?" "Wt til
Ac office opens . - ." "Jeese," said one, furiously, "who
does this guy think he is!" "Yeah," they cried, "who do

you think y'are?"
Kat hy, cowering in me sofa, nmurnmured, "Ch, please, M.
278 Charlotte Arnmstrwi g

Btair!" Her guardian, who had sat stonily through the begin-
ning of it, now rose.

"Not here yesterdecyV said the gas man suddenly, with
di stended eyeballs. They grew quiet. Al grew quiet. M.
Blair stood still.

"Not here!" screamed the white cockatoo, fromhis silver
cage. "Not here!" Sonmething |like a shudder passed through
the crowmd. They noved cl oser to each other. They seened to
press in on George now, silently. Their breathing al one was
very | oud.

"Yest erday! Yesterday!" squawked the pink-eyed bird.

George threw out his arns, thrusting them back. "Now
listen, whatever | have to do to nmake this right, 1'Il do. So go
away. Wite ne letters, will you?"
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"WIIl you?" said the cockatoo

Sound began to swell again fromtheir throats. It was
wor ki ng up.

"My nane is Blair," said that gentleman- "Bennett Blair,"

The perfune of his wealth, the strong odor of much noney,

was wafted on the heated air- "I think ny young friend."

said M. Blair with the faintest accent on the significant

noun, "is right. | fear his inpetuous haste has cut a |ot of red
t ape- But " Hs fish mouth closed, his cold eye held

mem "Red tape doesn't bleed, you know. " They gave him

their murnuring chuckle, on cue. They shifted their feet in

soft confusion on the carpet. "So suppose we go about nis in
sone orderly fashion. Tonorrow i s a business day . -

"Yeah, that's right . . ." "Good enough for me, M.
Blair." "Sure, let the office handle it." "1 woul dna cone
out here, only Joe called nme." "Proper channels ..."
"Sure . "

The little man at the phone had dropped his head on his

arm "Ah ... no ..." he kept npaning. He was cursed

with imagi nation. He contenplated the System the ramfica-
tions, the delicate, vast, and incredibly dainty conplexity .
He stared starkly into the floor with white eyes.

"I"'mafraid," said M. Btair. with distaste, "this man i s
unwel | "

"Come on, Riley." Somebody scooped up the tel ephone man.
"Gve himair." "Cone on. you guys. Get himouta here."
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Thus, M. Blair, by a potent and rather frightening magic

of his own, got themall out of there. George wi ped his face.
The jittery butler closed the door. Then M. Blair allowed
hinsel f to trenble.

"CGeorge," he said, with a fearful quaver. "Was this house
here yesterday?”

"No," said George, and sent M. Blair tottering.
"For the | ove of heaven, boy!"

"I was going to explain," said George. "1 will. Gee! Now

I understand! Poor fellow No wonder he | ooked pal e! Things

must have gotten a little conplicated since his day." He

pul l ed hinself together and smiled at Kathy. "Wait,", he

said, "till 1 get my carpet bag. Let's go into the library, shal
we?"

So George expl ai ned.

Now, M. Blair lay back on the |eather sofa. H s hooded

eyes were brooding. Kathy, beside him rested her cheek on
her hand. George was sitting on the floor, the other side of
the | ow table on which he'd spread his bagful of uncanny
property. The big roomwas filled with sonber |ight. Cutside,
it had come on to rain. Leaves rattled in the wet w nd. But
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the high thick book-lined walls around them were ranparts of
si | ence.

Kathy said, dreanmly, "I suppose when he built a pal ace,
in me old days, it would stand all by itself."

"Sure," said George. "No ... uh ... connections." He
| ooked sadly at his collection. "I guess this stuff is kinda out
of date. 1 wish | had the Mrror, though. It was wonderful."

Kathy smiled. "Was it sonething like tel evision?"

George smiled back at her. "But wi thout any sound. Doesn't
it seemas if a lot of things people have wi shed for, they've
got ?

"l guess you tend to get what you wi sh for," dreaned

Kathy. "nore or less like magic."
"Too bad . , ."

"Yes, too bad," she nmused. "People wi sh for ways to kil
and yet be far away. . . . Can you unwi sh? Wat if there gets
to be too much of some kinds of magic?"

"Well," said George stoutly, "look . . . magic can go out
280 Chartottf Armstrong

of dale and get outgrown. Men go past it. People change the
way they think and the day cones ... we just have no use
for some kinds."

"OfF course," said George, l|louder, "you'd be able to live
pretty confortably with these things to fall back on."

M. Blair raised his head-

"Anyhow, sir," said George to himdirectly, "now you
see why, if there's anything in this house you want, you're
wel cone to it."

The ol d man | ooked around the room "No," he said.

"Not now. | don't want these first editions, George. O that
pai nting. .God knows what it is. It isn't human! So what does
h nmean?" He fidgeted. "The aroma's gone. The patina. Do

you know what | nean?"

"I't's kind of phony," said George sadly. "Then | can't
bri be you, hn?"

M. Blair said nothing for a | ong nonent. Hi s crabbed
hands massaged his knees. "Maybe you can bribe ne," he
said at last. "Maybe you can.”

George was very quick. "Any of this stuff?" He gestured
towards the table. "Because |'d rather have Kathy."

Kathy said quickly, "I'd rather, too."

"Money and power," nused the old man, staring at the

table, "1 have. I've had a long tine. Furthernore, | worked
for it. 1 carved it out. No, there's only one of your little
gadgets, George, that . . . tenpts ne. sonewhat."
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Slow y, George reached out. "You're welcone to this
Rask. "

M- Blair grunted his admration. "Yes," he said, "I
thank you, ny boy. | sonehow feel you are going to be ..
right for Kathleen. You may take it that | withdraw any
obj ections.”

George | ooked at Kathy Joyfully and she smiled |ike a rosy
angel .

M. Btair's gnarled hand cl osed softly on the pink stone
Flask. He rested it on his knee. Hi s head dropped forward.
Chin on breast, nme old man sat dream ng

George snatched at the Ring. "Wuld you wear this ..
tenmporarily?"

Kathy said, "If you want ne to."
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He put it on the proper finger. He drew her up out of the
seat. They skipped off together, out of the anber-col ored
roomentirely. Her shoul der tucked under his, they slipped
around me dreaming old man. They cl osed the door between.
In the green-and-silver nusic room they kissed, and then,
George, holding her, could not speak, so filled was he with
happi ness.

Inalittle while, they sat down on a wi ndow bench in a

nook behind the silver piano. George just could not say a
word. He just kept looking at her ... dear, darling, delicious
Kat hy'

Kathy smiled and then her eyes grew noist and she sniled
agai n. She | ooked down at the Ring- She twisted it. She put
her head on Ceorge's shoul der and out of George came a soft
sound like a purr, wordl ess, and not even chopped into
thoughts at all.

Kathy sat up a little straighter and blinked her eyes. **1 .
I wish it would stop raining." she said, just ainlessly, grop-
ing for the earth.

I't slopped raining.
"CGeorge." she said, "this Ring winked at me!"

* ' Hhmmmmmmmmmm?'

"it seemed to. Oh, | suppose it caught the sun." The sun
was shining. Kathy turned her wondering head to | ook out,
and George kissed her. She pushed himaway a little, |augh-
ing. "1 feel so funny," she admtted. "Do you? As if it all
happened so suddenly. OCh, dear, 1 wish | hadn't eaten those
cucunbers. "

The pronpt distress on George's face was com cal. "COh,
never mnd, silly," laughed Kathy- "It isn't inport

Li ps parted, she | ooked down with quick suspicion at her |eft
hand. For nme taste of cucunbers had vani shed. She said, in a
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funny little voice, "George ..

" Hmmmmmmmmmm®?" He was still in a state.
"Ch . . ." she burst out. "1 wish you'd say sonething'"
"I love you," said George immediately. "I |ove you so

much | can hardly tal k- Wheeee! Kathy, darling, | thought I'd
| ost my voice."

But Kathy was staring at the Ring. "It w nked again.
George, do you suppose ... ?" She | ooked around the
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room "George, wouldn't you like to be up in Miine, right
now?"

"l don't care where we are," he babbl ed.

Kathy said, rather slowy, quite deliberately, "I wsh we
were in Deeport, Maine."

Not hi ng happened.

The stone in the ring remained dull and lifeless. It felt
heavy on her finger.

"Ch," said George, catching on, "you thought it was a
Wshing Ring! Say, maybe it is!"

"Maybe, " said Kathy thoughtfully. "One person gets just
three wishes. Isn't that so?"

"That's the rules and, regulations, the way | heard it,"
babbl ed George. "The heck with them" He kissed her.

But Kathy's fingers noved. The forefinger . . . rain! The
mddle finger . . . cucunbers! The ring finger . . . yes, in-
deed! George had sai d sonet hi ng!

"it's a bad habit," said Kathy, when she could, "to go
around saying 'l wish' all the time."

There was a middl e door of this room and now the knob
turned, the door cracked. "Beg pardon, sir. A Ms. MQ@irk
is here to see you. Are you engaged, sir?"

"Danmed tooting | am ™" replied George happily. "Ms
McGQurk here! For heaven's sakes! Cone on. Kathy. i want
you to neet her. Let's tell her! Gee, |I've got to tell sonebody!"

Ms. MQurk was waiting in the drawing room She was

dressed as for church. Her hat was | ast Easter's madness, and
under it her hair was crinped violently. Her face was stiff
with peach-colored cal simine, and she'd left a little lipstick
on her long teeth.

It wasn't in George to rebuke the surge of affectionate

pl easure that brought her two hands reaching out to him The
hat and the calsinmne did not obscure, fromhim the rea

moi sture in her eye. "It's nice to see you." said he cordially,
and bent to pick up her handbag off the floor. It was one of
those soft suitcases. There was sonething hard and heavy in
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it. "Did you get ny note?"
"Ch, | did! | did!'" She gave him a Look.
But George didn't notice. "Kathy."
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Ms. MQurk became aware of Kathy, graceful in a soft

bl ue wool frock, noving up within George's arm with her
red gold mane so near his shoulder. "Ms. MQ@irk, this is
Kat hy Douglas. Kathy . . . Ms. MG@rk . . ."

The | andl ady' s head, which had frozen in md-nod, went
on with the gesture it had begun. Then she swerved and
tapped CGeorge on his forearm "But oh ... please, George,
' Constance' ? My nane, you know?"

"Uh . . . very pretty nane," said CGeorge feebly. He took
a step back. He had a horrid suspicion.

"Have you conme far. Ms. MG@rk?" said Kathy politely.

"Just fromthe city," said Ms. MGrk with a lofty sniff-
"Afriend with a car drove ne."

"But how did you . , .?"

Ms. MQurk cut George's question off. It could only |ead
to her surrender of the Mnor. So she ducked it. "Ch,

George," she cried. "I thought you should know A man
called. He made the nastiest threats. Sonething about
gold ..."

" CGol d?"

"Coi ns, you know. He had two of them He seened to
thi nk you had deceived him"

"Ch, gosh!" said George. In his mnd he ticked off the
bottom ess Purse. Obsolete! "Well, it was kind of you to
bot her." George whi pped back to his main concern. "Ms.
McQurk, what do you think? I'mgoing to be married. Kathy's
prom sed!"

"I'mso glad," said Ms. MQurk, with fingers turning
white on the handbag. "It isn't going to nmake any differ-
ence," she blurted.

"VWhat ?" sai d Kat hy.

"I want you to go on thinking of nmy house as hone,"
wai | ed Constance. "And if ever"-she now shot a hard
suspi ci ous | ook at Kathy—you are troubled and need a
friend ..."

"1 beg your pardon," said Kathy. "George, dear, is this a
relative of yours?"

"No. no. Ms. MCQGurk runs a room ng house where |
she was very kind," said George desperately. He backed
awnay.
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"1 understand!" cried Constance, dramatically. "Now,
you have all this! The world is at your feet! Only renenber,
my dear. glitter isn't everything. Kind hearts do count.

"ditter?" said Kathy, a bit tensely.

"And a pretty face and a hank of red hair," went on the
| andl ady, quite carried away, "may not take the place of

"What pl ace?" asked Kathy om nously.

"Of one who . . . boo hoo hoo ... oh ... hoo . "
"CGeorge,** said Kathy. snoldering, "if you'll excuse ne,
pl ease ..."

"Don't, Kathy. Ms. MG@urk, now, you nustn't cry."

Ms. MCGurk's hat was askew. So was her nose, even

nmore than normally. "George, she isn't right for you! For-
give nme! But | think of you and you only. See how cold she
is! George, think! Before it is too late!"

In Kathy a dam busted. "I'm sony, but she can't cone in
here and say things like that!"

"She doesn't know what she's saying," said George in

anguish. "Just . . . just bear with it "
"Wuldn't it be sinplest if she ... left?" asked Kathy
brightly.

"You see!" The |l andl ady clung to George's hand. "She'd
turn me out of your life! Your true friend, George ... the
truest friend ..."

"Now, wait a minute." George held out his other hand to
Kathy. "She's not to blame, Kathy. She can't help it. |
realize what nust have nap—+ can explain."

But Kathy's mane rippled and flared with the swing of her
body. "Maybe you'd better take this back." She pulled off
the Ring and smacked it into his palm "until you do!"

" Kat hy! "
"Ch, evil tenper!" cried Ms. MGQurk.

"M. Blair," called Kathy. as she ran. "I want to go
hone. M. Blair, please . "

George ripped his hand from Ms. MQirk's moist grasp

and rounded on her. "Now see here! Rose or no Rose. you're
going to have to understand, Ms. MQ@irk. As far as I'm
concerned you were kind . . . sonetimes . . . and that's all!
You can't insult ny girl and I won't . . . Wat's that?"

At the window there was a profile, pressed against the
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glass. Its eyes squinted to peer through its own shadow. Like
a strange outl andi sh piece of vegetation, the hair of its beard
hung t here.

It was M. Josefs face. of course.

George said, "How ... ? He ... Wwo ... ?" He
shoved the Ring on his finger. H's hands curled into fists.

"M . Josef brought ne," wailed Ms. M@irk. "Ch
George, don't be mad at ne! | can't bear it!" She burst into
tears.

"Excuse nme," said George. He dashed off towards the
musi ¢ room the way Kathy had gone.

The old man sat dream ng. Menory, flowi ng |ike water,

gentiy exploring the vast fields of past tine. Ah, the |ong,
| ong days of his life! How various they had been. How .
after all and on the whole ... he had enjoyed them How

wi se he felt! How vividly he could now see the interplay of
i nfluences, how he had been deflected, in what ways, and
why.

He should be tired. Wll, he was tired, the old man

thought, often and often. But the fatigue was in his body, his
bones, his sinew. Not in the mnd. A mnd, fortified with so
much experience, could play the gane of life on a different
level. Al was illumnated, now. He saw further ahead, fur-
ther behind. If it were not for the weariness of his flesh .
what fun! Wat fun!

Young in spirit, he thought conplacently, | have kept, for 1
have only refined ny taste, not |ost ny appetite.

He roused fromhis reverie to realize he was al one. They'd
gone, the young pair. Gone to enbrace, to murnur plans. He
knew. He knew. It was a shane and a pity and a waste .

yes, waste! . . . that all he knew, all he renenbered, all he
had | earned with such difficulty, so many pains ... all this
was tied to a declining body, chained to the span of a creature
who nust, at the appointed hour, long since struck for him
begin to die.

M. Blair took the stopper out of the Bask. He'd seen old

flasks of this type. He knew the trick. It was one of the little
bar nacl es of know edge that had accumul ated to him He

sniffed at the neck of the Flask and detected no snell. He

| ooked about himfor a vessel- There was his coffee cup. He
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enptied the dregs into a saucer- He drew out his handkerchi ef
and wi ped the cup quite dry.

There were no printed instructions on any |abel. He shook
the Flask. Then he tipped it up and poured a tittle liquid out

into the cup. A fleeting fear of poison or ... worse ... flat
di sappoi ntnent (for perhaps il was plain water) crossed his
m nd. But he faced the chances. Lips touched the rim He

dr ank.

It was perfectly tasteless.
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He put down the enpty cup and sat quietly where he was.
He closed his eyes. Atree, in early spring, before it pushes
forth its buds, nust fee! a deep interior thril

M. Blair had a nonent to think this gentle thought and

then he experienced a kind of personal earthquake, a sensa-

tion so entangled with that of speed that he was out in the

clear at the other tinme-side of the whole shaking experience
before he could tell hinself what it felt tike!

He opened his eyes and the roomleapt into clarity. He could
see, but how marvelously well! He'd forgotten howit was to
see with a depth of focus, w thout glasses, with young eyes!

He bounded off the sofa. Ch, the spring in his legs! The
freedomto nove quickly' The strong respondi ng punp of the
willing heart!

But his clothes were all askew. H's trousers were far, far

| oo | oose at the waist. His coat was tight on the edge of his
shoul ders. Its tail was out like a bustle in the back. M. Blair
unbuttoned his vest. He had to. He flexed his biceps. He held
out his hands before himand saw that they were young.

He felt of his face, patting it with loving frantic fingers. He
felt of his hair. Ah, the warmplenty of it! The soft thatch, the
crisp wave at the tenmples! (Il was blond and parted in the

m ddl e.)

George's butler crossed, with grave nien, the kitchen of
George's house and said to the cook, who was his wife,
"Marie, we've decided right. W give notice.'*

She nodded. "I don't like it, Edgar. It's odd. Those nen
running in . "

He | eaned closer. "It is very odd. For instance, the master
has a wonan by each hand, in the drawi ng room"'"'
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"Teh . . . t"

"There is also a nan with a beard goi ng around the house,
| ooking in at the w ndows."

VK

"Also . . . don't be alarned, Marie . . . there is another
man, a big fellow, watching this back door."

"Ooh . . ." said Marie. "That is odd, isn't it?"

"And," said the butler, "a strange young gentleman 1
never saw before is standing on his hands in the library.'*

"Standi ng on his hands!"
"As 1 breathe! Feet in the air!"

"Qdd," she said. "No place for us, Edgar.'

"Ch, no," he said. "Certainly not!"
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Kathy ran through the music room She fell against the door
to the library. "M. Blair!"

M. Blair, enjoying the sweet coursing of his blood, never-
thel ess realized that he nust stop this nere junping about.
There were bound to be certain problens. He nust face them
He must contrive to avoid the hurrah and the vulgarity of
public know edge, and blend this mracul ous renai ssance into
a prosy world without an uproar. He woul d, sonehow, ar-
range for old Bennetl Blair to fade away. Yes, and he woul d
substitute hinself as his own . . . what? G andnephew Ben-
nett Biair 2nd! He fancied that! He would, for instance,
change his signature.

Wait . . . ! M. Blair took out his pen, snatched a book

and scribbled his name on the nargin. Good heavens! Not so!
On the contrary, he nust leamto forge his own signature and
force this snmooth young script into the former crabbed scraw
of his ripened personality.

He | aughed out loud. It didn't worry him

Sonehow, M. Blair's wise old mind (and it saw and knew

and didn't care) was being subtly altered by the vigor of his
new young body. That C oak, for instance. He'd been indif-
ferent toit. Mght be a lot of sport, though, it now occurred
to him He chuckled. He picked up the little box. George had
warned themnot to touch it, or he would have put the Rose in
his | apel out of sheer exuberance.

288 Charlotte Armstrong

CGood fellow, George! They could be friends, pals. side-

ki cks, buddies . . . Anused at the layers of slang that lay |ike
strata in his nenmory, M. Blair, just exercising another of his
five rejuvenated senses, lifted the box and snelled the Rose.

He drew the perfume. Ah . . . |

He heard his name. Kathy turned the knob. She opened the
door -
Dead sil ent astoni shnent held them bot h.

Kat hy caught on qui ckly. She got her voice back. "M M.
Bl ai r ?"

"Call nme Bennett!" he said in a rich tenor. "Ch please,

Kat hl een. Ch, how | ovely you are! | have never seen you
before. Kathleen, do you know ne? | am young again, and
oh, ny dear ... | amyoung again for you! Kathleen,

beautiful darling, ms mracle is ours!"

"OQAl'" she screaned. "Ch no!" She slamed the door
bet ween them GCeorge tore in fromthe drawi ng room

"What's the matter?"
"He's yuh-yuh-young! He's tal ki ng about Mve!"

"That damed Rose!" said George at once. "Ms. MQ@urk
too. It is the Rose of Love. It makes you fall "
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"Ch!" She was enlightened. "Oh, Ceorge, forgive ne, |
didn't understand. But oh, take nme away from here." She
was unnerved and trenbling wth shock

"WAit, there's a spy ... that crazy Josef

She started blindly toward the drawing room "Not in

there," warned George. He whi sked her through the mddle
door to an el bow of the great hall. They were together, and
this was good. This was, however, about the only factor that
could be called good or even fair anpng all the existing
circunstances, as George soon di scovered.

He peered toward the front door. The big Cadillac was stil
standing in the drive. They might pass swiftly across the
arch, ignore Ms. MGk . . . "Wiit a mnute," said CGeorge
"Nope. He's right out there. Josef. He's dangerous, believe
me. We can't go that way, not that way."

They stood, armand arm in a quandary.

M. Blair noved swiftly through the enpty nusic room At the
drawi ng room door he cane face to face with Ms. MQ@urk
"Where is she?" "Were is he?" they cried.
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"Whoops!" said George, in the halt. He drew Kathy into
the morning roomon the opposite side of the house-

M. Blair strode over the great silk rug, his young feet
spuming its fabul ous beauty. He burst into the hall, flung
open the front door. He cried into Josef's startl ed beard.
"Hey, have you see a beautiful red-haired girl?"

M. Josef, confounded, tried to ook as if he were waiting

for a streetcar. But M. Blair, seeing the Cadiltac still there,
sl amred the door and stood with his back to it. If only he
could find her! He'd done wong. He'd frightened her. G eat
tides of potential gentleness, deep wells of soothing charns
surged restless in his breast- If only he could find her

George and Kathy slipped fromthe nmorning roomto the

dining room through the butler's pantry to the kitchen to the
back door. The servants might have been so many cupboards.
George saw no way to explain this spectacle of the naster

and his lovely luncheon guest sinply flying by, hand in hand.

On the brink of an exit, George reversed t hem agai n.
"Gogo," he said. "We'd better not go this way "

"Why don't we use the nagi c? George, why can't we get
the Genie?"

"Say!" said George. He pulled Kathy another way, into
the hall again, the hall that lay like the hole in a doughnut, at
the center of everything.

Ms. MQurk was in the library!

"Wait," said George. "WAit, Kathy." He was nobst reluc-
tant to face the poor woman. He hesitated. He drew Kat hy
behi nd the di ni ng-room door to think
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This was an error.

M. Blair stood over the second maid. "Went out the back
door, did they?"

"No, sir."

"Didn't?" Following a reflex, he chucked her under the
chin. "Were then?"

"That way."
M. Blair heaved at his sagging trousers and pursued.
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* * *

The butler peered palely fromthe pantry.

M- Blair rushed into the hail, dug his heel into the carpet to
brake himself, heard breathing in the library, and veered that
way.

Soneone was breathing. It was Ms. MCQurk. "Seen then"

She shook her head. "They're in the house. They haven't |eft
it." Her woebegone face brightened a little. "How about
giving me a hand?" suggested M. Blair. "Otherwi se we can
run circles in this squirrel cage for days."

"I want to talk to George," she quavered

"CGood. Fine." M. Blair's legs had tenporarily given

over to the jurisdiction of his wise old brain. Now he remem
bered to pick up the Flask and shove it into his pocket. He
said. "You conme and stand where you can watch the front

door and UK stairs while 1 go around again."

Ms- MCGurk nodded- But she was full of suspicion. That

was George's flask! She knew it. Had she not polished it with
her own two hands? Who was this odd-1|ooki ng young man?

And what right had he to put George's property into his
pocket ?

When he had gone ahead, through the nmusic room then

qui etly, before she followed, Ms. MGurk took up the Lanp.
She knew its val ue. George should not lose it' Not while his
Constance lived! Yes, it was his, and she would defend it!
One day he woul d thank her devotion for (his!

When Ceorge and Kathy eased into the library, it was too

| ate. The Lanp had gone! George sucked a tooth. His coll ec-
tion was sure getting scattered, and it wouldn't do. He had a
dreadful sinking feeling, a foreboding. This was just going to
lead to all kinds of trouble. He bundled into the carpet bag all
of the magi c objects that renmined.

Kat hy whi npered. CGeorge said, "Honey, this is just aw
ful! But 1 can't take you outside with those thugs hangi ng
around." They had reached nme hall's el bow agai n.

"Can't we try upstairs?"”

George said, "Upstairs is a dead end, Kathy. You put on
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the Coak. Slip out. . ."
£
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"I want to stay with you."

"But -uh—they m ght shoot!"

"Then you nust wear the d oak!"

"No, because if they should grab you, I'd

I'd

I"d

Kathy pulled herself together. "Wy don't 1 just face M.
Blair?" Her pretty mouth grew firm "I1've been silly .
yes, |1've been silly."

"Honey . " George ached to protect her. "There nust

be a way out of this, if | had the sense. . . i wish," he
mur mur ed unhappily, "a little bird would tell ne how 1 could
get out of here.”

"On the Flying Carpet." said the white cockatoo tartly.
"Eh? What's that?" said George

He was wearing the Ring. He had slipped it on his finger.

Il ong ago. At his words, of course, the stone mthe R ng had
becone quite clear and shining. George wasn't noti cing,
however. He was gazi ng, astonished, at the cockatoo, and the
cockat oo stared back insolently, as if to say. "You dope!
You shouda thought of that!"

"George!" Kathy was jolted out of her nervous reaction
"The Ring! Ch, give ne that Ring!"

"Wha. .. ?"

"Quick! 1 can't expl—eh, quick, before you say anot her
wor d! "

George gave it to her. "Wiat's the matter?" he said. "By
golly, it's the perfect solution! Conme on. Upstairs."

M. Blair heard Ms. MQurk give tongue, but too |ate.
George and Kathy scranmbled out a windowto a flat roof. He
spread out the Carpet and they sat down on it.

"Take us to Maine, if you please," said CGeorge firmy
"Deeport, Maine." And then they rose. They fell giggling
into each other's arns. It was so wonderfully absurd and
delightful. Here they were, together. The mad afternoon was
over. They floated, free. The sun was sinking behind a band
of red.

"Well, they're gone," said M. Blair.
"Yes." sighed Ms. McQurk. Her face was calm
M. Blair thought he knew whither the fugitives were
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flying. He saw no reason to tell this old harridan what he had
guessed.

Ms. MCGurk, for her part, knew exactly what she was
going to do and how she was going to find them But she
didn't intend to let this wild young man in on her secret.

"I shall go back to town," said he. "I shall just borrow
George's car. May | give you a lift?"

"Ch no, thank you," she said. "I have a car."

They parted. It didn't occur to either to wonder why the
ot her was so calm

The rose and the gold withdrew, |eaving a thin gray sky.

They huddl ed together in the very center of the Carpet.
because it was quite small, for two, and steep and enpty air
was nost vividly near, on ail sides. Their vehicle was rolling
al ong through chilly space with an undulating flutter that had
been a little trying, at first.

Al so. there was nothing between themand ne stellar dis-
tances to keep off drafts. Ah, it was bitter up here' Bitter
Finally, George had haul ed the C oak out of the bag and
wrapped it around them both. This hel ped a great deal,

al though it was rather frightening and bl eak to be invisible.
They had to hang on to each other very close to be sure each
was not utterly alone, in the nmddle of the air.

Irritably, George said he wi shed he knew who the di ckens
had sw ped that Lanp.

Kathy said, "Don't w sh, George.'*

He stretched a cranped | eg very cautiously |lest a shoe fal
into New Engl and. "Say. Kathy, why did you nake roe take
of f the R ng? Wat happened?"

She expl ai ned. George found her freezing hand and felt of

the Rhng with a numb thunb. "Kathy, if it is a Wshing

Ring, | can't have used all mne up." He straightened and the
Cloak fell back. "Let me gel you a sandw ch!"

"A sandwi ch! O all things, George!"
"But you're hungry! You're starving!"

"I"'mnot starving," said Kathy- "I just fee! as if 1 were
starving. No!" She sat on the hand mat wore the Ring. "You
know, " she went on thoughtfully, pulling a corner of the
Cl oak up and vani shing, "you and M. Blair nmake the sane
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m st ake. You both want to take care of ne. You forget |I'm

alive . . . and thinking and doi ng* | have sone sense!" She
squirmed indignantly. "Whatever nade M. Blair think I'd let

you throw ny fortune around foolishly? I'd be there, wouldn't [?
I f anybody was going to throw it around foolishly, it would

be both of us! You nmen!" Her body | eaned on his. It wasn't

as mad as her voice sounded.
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"Honey, give me the Ring- This darned thing is too darned
drafty and slow ..."

"First you're going to have to think back. One wi sh you
wasted, | know. That silly bird."

"Bird!" said Ceorge feebly.

"You've got a pet phrase. You said .
"Ch, CGeorge, how nany times?"

Geor ge groaned.

"Once before, in ny room | renenber, now It was a
sparrow. ' *

"Two wi shes gone!" wailed Kathy. "And all of m ne!
That certainly settles it! No sandwi ch, and we'll proceed to
Mai ne the way we're going."

"Honey, please ... | don't like you to be cold .

"I'"'mthinking of both of us. W just can't afford .

"I know and you're wonderful and | |ove you but

Kat hy said she loved him too, and the point of their

di spute got | ost, somehow. After a while, Kathy laid her head
snug on his shoul der. The Carpet kept rolling along, and

m serable as they were, it was peaceful in the silent sky.

Suddenly, it wasn't silent. George heaved his shoul der. He
poi nted with an invisible hand.

It was an airliner, a silver thing, speeding the way they

were going with a steady roar. It pursued. It caught up. It
passed. The Carpet tossed its invisible passengers, as it bucked
and staggered in the backwash.

Through the little wi ndows they could see where the dim

I'ight bathed the warm uphol stered scene. Leaning at his ease

in the deep cushi oned seat was a young man with blond hair
(parted in the mddle). He'd been dining. Now he was snok-

ing. A pretty hostess bent to renove his tray. M. Blair (for it
was he) knocked, as he whisked by in the sky, his |lazy ashes
off, and smiled up into the pretty face with a quaint tum of-
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the-century wol fi shness, the image of which persisted on the n
gray cold air when he had gone. n

The Carpet kept |unbering al ong- n

The night wore on. Ms. McQurk took the Mrror, once A

nore, out of her bag. She was tired and brui sed from bounc" n
ing through the night in M. Josefs old rattletrap of a car, | ]
whi ch he pushed so recklessly at a speed beyond confort. At n
times, she'd been about to ask bun to sl ow down, but she N,
hated to tanper with his absorption. n
"Still east?" he asked. , N>
"Still east, | judge. They seemto be nearing Narragansett.'?*

She and M. Josef were, she feared, far, far behind. Ms.
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McGurk sighed. She was weary and her heart was sore, and

she began to suspect that this was ridicul ous. She hardly
knew anynore what she hoped. At first, it was only to see
George, face to face once nore, but now her resol ution
flagged. She was di scouraged. She was . . . and her heart
ached . . . growing old. Ch, she'd known that, all along.
Still, she bad hoped that even her m ddl e-aged heart could
hold the luxury of devotion. A secret spring of joy, it might
have been! Ah, that devil jeal ousy had undone everyt hi ng!

She had wept already. In her distress, she'd babbled. She'd
ment i oned magi c.

But M. Josef didn't believe. He thought they were pursu-
ing a helicopter. He didn't even believe in the Mrror. He'd
said scornfully that Ms. MG@rk was guilty of reactionary
thinking. No doubt, he said, it was sinple radar. But when
she swore she could | ead themto George, he'd been perfectly
willing, even eager, to go on-

The other one, that Gogo, had left themflat. He'd given a
brief total opinion of the whole matter. He'd said, "Nuts!"

M. Josef had screamed sonething after him something |ike
"Traitor!" Traitor to what? she wondered sleepily. She thrust
her precious Mrror back into the depths of ther bag, and this
time her fingers stunbled on the Lanp!

For heaven's sake! Wat a fool she was!

"M . Josef," she cried. "Stop, please!"

"At the next gas station, nadane." he said patiently.

Ms. MQurk bit her tongue. She forbore to correct him
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She really could not imagi ne what the sight of the Genie
m ght do to M. Josef. She decided she had better not rub the
Lanp until she was al one.

A mangy little roadhouse lay just beyond the next bend. It
| ooked and was a dunp. But Ms. MG@urk cried, "Stop

here, M. Josef. Maybe," she fluttered, "you would care for
sonething to drink? | might take a little nyself.'

"Ah, perhaps so." They pulled up. M. Josefs hand under
her arm and he | ooki ng suspiciously on all sides, they went in.

Behind the bar a hairless man with a roll of fat at the back
of his neck | ooked up without expression. The stale-snelling
twilight seened otherw se deserted

Ms. MCuric asked the bartender and he told her. There
was the usual anteroom the powder table. She took the
Lanp out of her bag, pulled herself together, summopned
courage. So, in the lady's roomof Joe's Bar and Gi U,
Cocktails, French Fries, she net, for the second tine, the
Sl ave of the Lanp. This time Constance McGQurk did not
flinch. She waited calmy while he introduced hinself with
his formula, until he had asked me conventional question
"What are your conmands?”

"Bring George Hale to ne," she said.

"I regret, madanme,"” he replied, "it is not within ny
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power . "
"What's that?" Ms. MG@rk was outraged.
"Magi ¢ cannot cross magic," the Genie told her

"I's that so! You nmean to tell ne, just because he is riding
around on that Carpet . . . ?"

The Geni e bowed.

"Wl I!" said Ms. MG@irk in a huff. "A fine thing! Look
here, you can do it if he gets off, can't you?"

The Geni e bowed.

"Very well," she snapped. "The minute he does get off
that thing, then bring himto me."

"l hear and obey.

"Wherever | am" she added sharply.

"l hear and obey.

"And never mind that giri. Do you understand? | don't
care - " The knob on the door behind was rattling. "That's
all," she said quickly. "Shoo ... go on, now"
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The Geni e vani shed. A sullen-1oo0king blonde in a fur

jacket was entering this sanctuary. Her black eye flickered on
the big handbag in Constance's hands. O did it remark her
ruby (relic of M. MQ@urk) solitaire?

The bl onde passed on to the inner sanctum Ms. MGQrk
slipped off her ruby and hid it, too, in her bag, which she
swung by its long strap over her shoulder. It had occurred to
her that she m ght be anobng thieves.

Ms. MQurk was suspicious all over, but she had her own

brand of toughness- She demanded a piece of string fromthe

bartender, and she tied the strap of her bag to her slip strap
no silken wisp, this. but a broad band of strong cotton

She even tied the clasp of the bag with several |oops of cord.

Now! To rob her would involve nore serious crine. Let them

try it if they dared! '

Now she turned commandi ngly. She said to Josef, "I want
to go hone."

Hi s beard tipped up. "Dear |ady," he soothed, "you nust
not | ose heart.*'

"1 want to go back."
"No, no, we go on!"
"It isn't necessary,'* she snapped.

"Ah," he purred, "1 amafraid, dear |lady, you don't quite
understand. W ... Go on!" M. Josef, locking eyes with
the bartender, reached out and grasped her hand.
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"Take your hand off me!" said Constance in shrill alarm

"You see." said M. Josef silkily, "you are to lead ne to

Hal e."
"Lead you!"
"Did you think," M. Josef |aughed nastily, "I've taken

so many pains with no notive of ny own? Ah, cone," he
chi ded. Then he barked. "To the car!"

"Hel p," said Constance feebly.

"Not in here, Mac." said the bartender. "Qutside." He
jerked his chin. He turned his back

"Hel p! Murder!" cried Constance. She ran

"Ah, no, ny chickadee," said Josef nerrily. As she fel

out the door he caught her by her arns. He forced them back-
Wth sone of the bartender's cord. he was binding her wists
together. Joe's Bar and Gill remained indifferent. Only ne
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neon fluttered over their heads. In this dead of night/the road
| ay bare.

Josef marched her to the car. forced her to the seat. "MW
dear woman," he said righteously, "let ne assure you, you
are only a neans to an end. Function as that neans and you
are perfectly safe." He wal ked around and got in at her side.
"East?" he inquired calmy

"East,'' quavered Ms. M@urk. ' "Ch,'' prayed she,
"Ceorge! Ch, Ceorge!"

When the sun rose, George at |last threw off the protecting
Cl oak and peered over the edge. Bel ow was Maine, and al
around was norni ng, and suddenly George wanted the world
to be as clear and crisp as it | ooked.

"Kathy, let's dunp all this stuff! it's no good!" He held
up the Rose in its box. "W don't want this around, do we?"

"I don't think you ought to dunp it," said Kathy thought-

fully. "You just can't tell. It's not the fault of the things,
George." She was sitting with her |egs crossed, her brown
eyes serious- "It's Just that the nore power you' ve got in

your hand," nused Kathy, "the nore careful you have to be
how your hand turns."

George took out the Purse. "Gold sure ain't what it used to
be. "

"But we'll keep it.'
pocket of her dress.

Kathy put it and the Rose in a deep

"Let's see. Ms. Mc@rk nust have the Mrror. M. Blair's
got the Rask. One of thenis got the Lanp. W're sitting on
die dunb Carpet. And you're still wearing the Ring."

"Yes," she said. "I nmust renenber. And here's the C oak."
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She folded it over her arm as one mght put on her gloves
when the train is entering the station-

"One thing left." George drew out the Sword. The hilt
snuggl ed into his hand as if the bl ade were begging to dance.
"I'd kinda like to ... uh ... hang on to this," said George
sheepishly. "But |I'm darned tooting going to get rid of this
bag!" He buckled the sword belt around his waist. Then he
lifted the carpet bag and heaved it over into space.

"There!"
He felt better. He lay down on his belly and inspected the
298 Charlotte Armstrong

terrain. He thought he could spot the Congregational spire.
George bet Kathy a dollar his nother woul d nmake hi m shave
on an enpty stomach. So they lay, giggling, peering down,
| acking their heels, and the sun was warm on their backs.
They forgot they'd been miserable. They were al nost hone.

M. Blair touched earth | ong before dawn, hired a car, and
drove hinself to Deeport. At the Ocean House, he registered,
unchal | enged, as Bennett Blair 2nd. He reserved a suite for
M ss Dougl as. He had her |uggage put there.

Oh, he was a fox! He chuckl ed, |ooking down at George's

suit that he had filched fromthe vast array in the upstairs
war dr obe at George's fabul ous house. Al his own suits were
hopel ess. He was a fox! He'd thought of this!

Ch, it had been jolly, whipping dowmn the parkways in

George's Cadillac, sneaking into his own house, conmandi ng
Fraulein in an imtation of his own old voice, over the house
phone, to pack for Kathy- Maneuvering the servants out of

the way before he made his dash to the streets again. He was
post poni ng, he was evading. First and forenost canme Kathl een

The darling giri had run away, and be could not blame her
for that. He had overwhel med her too suddenly, pouring out
such tal k! Well, he could not blame hinself for that, either
That gl orious surge of the heart had overwhel med him He
did not regret it.

Al would be well, yet. M. Blair felt absolutely invincible.

He breakfasted in his room alone. This was his first free
time with a | ooking glass. He tried to part his blond hair on
the side, but it refused. How old was he? he wondered. A

scar, there, at the hairline. He renenbered the occasion of it.
He nmust be at | east twenty-five. A good age' Just the right
age for Kathl een!

Kat hl een! M. Blair was, actually, in a state of civil war,
hi s physical youth resisting his foxy old brain, so that he
swayed between dreams of |ove and the cool er strategy of
conquest .

At last, he realized that even that ancient decrepit Carpet
woul d be anbling into port soon. So he tore his gaze fromthe
fascinating face in the gl ass, borrowed binocul ars, drove off
to an unpopul ated stretch of beach. He would take up a post.
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He woul d neet the norning Carpet- M. Blair chuckl ed.
What a glorious norning! He frisked on the pebbly strand.

M. Blair's wise old mind, bouncing, willy-nilly, while the
rest of himdanced, remarked that Wall Street had never been
li ke this!

The Carpet began to lose altitude. It was coming in for a

| anding on a deserted potato field. George peered anxiously
over. He saw a car draw up. The figure of a man got out and
ran, arns waving. **0h, ny gosh!" said George in di smay.

"It's M. Blair, isn't it?" said Kathy calmy. "Never
m nd." George squeezed her hand.

The Carpet cane softly, softly down. George stepped off,
turned to hold his hand to his |ady, and vani shed.

M. Blair came bounding up- "Hello, hello."*

"Helto," said Kathy coolly. The fact that George had

vani shed didn't perturb her at once. After all, they had both
been vani shing, off and on, all night |ong. She was perfectly
accustonmed to the idea

"Have a nice trip?" said M. Blair pleasantly.

"Not very," she answered severely. "George . . ." She
m ssed the feel of his hand, the sense of his near shoul der.
even nore. . . . "Shall we go hone?"

No answer cane.

"Where'd he go?" said M. Blair, |ooking about them

Bul Kathy began to wal k strai ght ahead of her. She was so
very tired, so very hungry , . . And George - . . why didn't
his arm cone around her weary shoul ders? Tears stung her
eyes. She lifted her own armto nop at themw th fabric.

The C oak hung on her arm

But then . . . I "Ch!" cried Kathy. "Ch! Ch!" The
Lanp! Now she remenbered its lost Md terrible power!

"l don't understand what's happened to CGeorge." said M.
Blair, rather angrily, "but if this is the way he takes care of
you . . . I"

"I'mafraid . . . there was sonething," she said forlornly,
"he had to do."

M. Blair's brain beat his body down in a short sharp
struggle, for it knew an opportunity when it saw one. He
became the soul of tender kindness. He woul d take care of
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her. He brought her to her roomat the Ccean House. Ah, the

sweet wann confort of it, after the vast chill inhumanity of
the sky! He commanded themto bring coffee ... oh, blessed
I'i quid!
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Thus he conforted her with the civilized arts. Now, she

must bathe and rest, he said, and then-take |unch, perhaps?
M. Blah-'s breath grew a trifle gaspy. "Kathleen, won't you
call me Bennett. now?"

He was being so kind. Kathy couldn't be ungraci ous. She
smled and said she'd try.

M. Blair's wise old nind fought |ike a nmaddened hor net
in his skull against his urge to grab her. "Rest well," he
counsel ed, and wit hdrew.

Sore and bew | dered, Kathy neverthel ess bathed and dressed
herself in fresh clothing. Wiat to do? George was gone! And
she coul d not think how, except by the power of the Lanp.

And who. then, had invoked its power but mat fatuous old

Ms. MGurk? But what to do? She turned over what nmagic

she had in stock. The Rose and the Purse? She put themin

the handbag Fraul ei n had supplied. George was right. These
things were no good. Neither could the Cloak help her. It |ay
on the bed. The Carpet?

Oh, heavens' It lay abandoned in the field, and what nad
adventure waited now for some Yankee farmer, she dreaded
to imagi ne. Oh, George had been so right! This troubl esone,
troubl esome nmagi ¢! She wished . . -

W shed! Wshed, indeed! Kathy threw herself down to
weep. Here hung the Ring on her finger, and she with no
Wi shes |eft!

"Cb, CGeorge," wept Kathy, "George

When the sun rose and peopl e began to appear, M. Josef
abandoned the hi ghways. He nade the car slink through back
all eys and lanes. It seened to put one wheel cautiously ahead
of the other, |ike pussy feet. Even the engi ne whi spered

al ong.

He had not gagged Ms. MQurk. The poor woman was

nearly speechl ess anyhow with msery. She had kept saying,
"Bast . . . North . - ." at random and he followed her
directions with a queer blindness.
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He kept tal king He expounded his phil osophy, expl aining

how, by stealth, treachery, and violence, he would hel p make
a fairer world. "No nore slaves!" cried M. Josef, pounding
the steering wheel with his fist- Ms. MQrk's enslaved ear
heard all this, but her unregenerate mnd was going furiously
around the sanme old circle. How to get free?

The Lanp was here, still tied to her person. Wiat if M-
Josef shoul d open her handbag? How coul d she benefit? If he
shoul d accidentally rob the Lanp and summon the Genie' O
course, M. Josef could not, on principle, acquire a Private
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Sl ave. No, no, all mnust be chained alike to the wheel of the
State! Ms. MQurk wondered to herself if there was an
Amal ganmat ed Brot herhood of Oriental Genii with a cl osed
shop. She felt hysterical. She fought down the feeling.

They were slinking along a country | ane. "North?" asked
M. Josef.

"Alittle east." she answered wearily, as she had been
answering for hours, quite at random

He stopped the car- There was a glade at their right; an old
crabappl e tree stood anbng wild grasses. On the left a little
wood and the curve of the lane closed themin.

"W have been here before," said M. Josef, and he
turned and behind his eyes there burned a reddi sh anger-

Ms. MQurk closed her eyes. He'd cone out of his state.
He'd noticed they weren't getting anywhere. And what to do

or say now, she did not ... did not... know.
Then, suddenly, George . . . Ceorge hinself . . . was
mere, standing beside the car, leaning on the sill at her side,

| ooki ng reproachfully into her face. "You shoul dn't have
done this, Ms. MGurk," he said, nore in sorrow than in
anger .

She screaned. "George! Be careful! He ... gun , . . mad
oh . . . I"

"Huh?" said George-

M. Josef got ninbly out on his side and raced around the
hood. A gun was in his hand.

George backed away fromthe car in confusion and sur-

prise- Hs feet slipped anong the sweet-scented tall grasses of
the glade. His hand went, with an ancient instinct, to the hilt
of the Sword.
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M. Josef, gun in hand, charged at him "Ha!" cried the
spy. "Haha! Haha!" Hi s face went into its nost menacing

| eer. His beard wagged. "W shall continue," purred M.
Josef, "our little chat. | will have the secret of the ray,
pl ease. And now |'Il give you two m nutes, 120 seconds, to
expl ain the process verbally or turn over docunments ..."

"Secret! Docunents!" cried George. "You dumb bunny!
Listen, | cut up that stuff in ny roomwith this old sword."

"inmpossible," said M. Josef calmy.

George said, "Let me show you! Maybe you'll believe it
when you see it. Maybe you'll stop this idiotic G ade-B
nonsense!" He pulled the Sword half out of the scabbard.

"Nonsense, " said the spy thickly. "That's typical of you
stupid Americans!”

Then George really did get nad. "Now, wait a mnute," he
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said. "Shut up a nminute, you with the beard! Suppose | had a
secret ray? What in hell," cried CGeorge, "nmakes you think

I'"d give it to such as you? What nmakes you think |'d let a nutt
i ke you, waving a gun around, steal a better weapon? You're
not fit to be trusted with a bow and arrow. 1 wouldn't give you
any secret any tine anywhere for any reason . . . you and

your corny threats!" cried George. He drew the Sword out all
the way. "You obsolete old bully! Get out of the way!"

M. Josef raised the gun. The rules of his craft did not
permit himto kill dead somebody with a secret. |deol ogy said
torture. Hs eyes narrowed, cal cul ating pain.

The Sword leapt in George's hand. It glittered across the
air like a fork of lightning. It cut the gun—and a fingertip—
from Josef's hand.

Bl ood fl owed -

M. Josef | ooked down. He often had thoughts of blood, but

not often was the blood in his thoughts his blood. M. Josef
turned very pale. Holding the wounded hand before him he

ti pped, fainting, forward- Fascinated, CGeorge watched him

fall . . . against the blade! The w cked bl ade, still poised in
George' s hand!

M. Josef expired at once.

George | oosened his hand fromthe hilt of the terrible toy.
It fell on the ground beside the body. H s hand was stinging.
It was divorced fromthe rest of him by its independent guilt.
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George sank his face in his hands and groaned al oud.

Ms. MQurk said, "George, dear George, don't you nind!
You couldn't help it! Untie nme," she begged. "Ch. George.
you don't know! Wen you hear, you won't fed quite so bad
about him It was self-defense, George. You had to do it."

"Untie you?" said George stupidly. He cane to the car.
He worked at her wists. He would not touch that Sword
again, even for mercy's sake. He cut the cord with a dul
penkni fe from his pocket.

Ms. MQurk. in spite of the pain, noved her hands to her
handbag. "Don't worry . . . don't worry . . . you and 1 wll
be far far away. See what | have!*' she cried, as to a hurt
baby. (See! See the pretty Lanp!)

But George shook hinmself. Wat's done is done, he thought
in some hard sturdy core. Never neant to kill him Was a
ki nd of accident and in self-defense; besides. |I'mnot, proba-
bly, going to prison. He | ooked down the long vista of his
days, every one of which the nmenory of this day would nar.
No, he would not go to prison, he thought bleakly.
Ms- McCurk cried out, trying to work her fingers, "Open
my bag. George. The Lanmp!"

"No," he said. "1 can't do mat." He put his hand on the
bag's tied-up clasp. "This isn't the way, Constance . . . |'ve
got to go straight through everything, now. O always be
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sorry. Sorrier, | mean, than 1 amalready. W'll have to
notify the police- You'll . . . help me, won't you?"

"I will! I will!" sobbed Ms. MCGurk. "Ch, George, dear
George. I'lIl tell themhow it was. You' ve saved ne!"

A brown ani mal broke out of the woods, it was a nule- A

stout old woman in a dirty gi ngham garnent, an old wonan

with a face like the gray bark of an ancient tree, was hol di ng
a rope attached to the aninal.

"How do?" she said "Had a |little troubl e?"

"Yes, we ... yes .

"Seen it," she said. "Sent a kid up to the main road. He'l

be back w d sonebody,"” she continued. She |eaned on the

mul e and scratched her tousled gray head with a twig she now
t ook out of her nouth.

"Wth sonebody? You nean the police?"
"Ay-ah."
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"Ch," said George. "Well, thanks very nuch."

There was a tabl eau, mnutes of no sound and no noti on,
except the mule's gentle cropping at the grass. Then sound
and notion were approaching. Ceorge left Ms. MGQrk's
side and went to neet the man in uniform

"What goes on here?" said the Law. "That a dead nman
over there?"

"Ch, officer!" cried Constance. "He was trying to Kkidnap
me! He had a gun! This young gentl eman was forced to ..
doit!"

"He was trying to kidnap you, you say!" said the cop,
focusing on her face. Her nose was violently askew, after ai
she had been through. The cop blinked and | ooked about him

"You know ne," said the woman with the nule, putting
the twi g back into her nouth. ' n

"Say! Sure. You're the woman who keeps a bunch of pigs
down there in ne hollow You see what happened here?"

"Ay-ah."
"He kill hinfP" The cop indicated George.
"He killed him all right. Sliced into him | seenit."

The cop stepped over the tall grass, |ooked down, | ooked
up. "Why'd you do it?" said he suddenly, savagely, to George

"It was - . . nore or less ... an accident
was feeling sick.

Ceorge

"Nan," said the wonman with the nmule, spitting out the
tw g.
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"No?" said the cop. "What would say it was, hey?"

"Murder. That's what it was,"” said the pig wonman, not
violently at all. Her dull eyes rested indifferently on George.

About noon, Kathy and Bennett Blair were settled snugly in
the bar, sipping sherry. Kathy was the prisoner of inaction
M. Blair had agreed that, no doubt, George nust have been

ki dnapped (in a sense that was the word) by Ms. MGCurk.

But, he suggested gently, if George did not now care for the
situation in which he found hinself, then, being grown and
responsi bl e, he would nmake his own efforts to change it. Let,
hinted M- Blair, George do it. Wile they were waiting for
himin this pleasant neantinme, he and she mght just explore
each other's friendship a little.
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Ah, he was a fox! Kathy relaxed. There was nothing el se

to do. And she was warm and not very hungry any nore, and
there was the old beauty of the sea. outside, and she snug
beside a friend who knew her well.

The nmanager cane into the bar. "Say, Frank, | just heard
sonet hing over the air. Fell ow name of George Hal e got

pi cked up over to Snowden." Hi s voice was |ow, but at that
nane Kathy was clutching the edge of the table.

"Pi cked up!" said the bartender. "What for?"
"Homicide. That's nurder, to you."
"Murder!"

"Coi nci dence, eh?" chuckl ed the manager. "1 bet you
Mz Hal e's phone is going to be ringing."

"Nah," said the bartender. "Nobody's going to think
that's George! Wuldn't hurt a fly, for gossake. Besides, he's
still down to New York."

"Lots of fools in this world," said the nmanager cheerfully.
"Seens this fellowran a nan through with a sword."

"Sword, eh? Kinda unusual. 1 wonder if somebody hadn't

oughta tip George off," nused the bartender. "Tell himto

call up his folks and say it ain't him You think Mz Margaret
is liable to worry any?"

"Mz Liz and Mz Nell won't let her," soothed the nman-
ager. "Just the sane. 1'd certainly like to talk to George. It
could help to talk to George."

"He oughta conme back home."

"Frank, nobody knows . . . nobody knows how 1 wi sh
he' d come back hone!" nourned the nanager.

"Boys in the band feeling pretty sick. too."
"Coing to be a io-ong winter."

"Sweet guy, that George." The bartender's was a senti -
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mental trade. "I dunno what it was about him . . . GCee.
wouldn't 1 like to see himwal k in!"

The manager stifled a sob.

Kat hy | eaned over. "W have to go there." she whi spered
fiercely. "Now "

"Suppose," said M. Blair cautiously, "1 ... er ... see
what | can find out."

"Just let's go," said Kathy and she rose.
Charlotte Arnstrong
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"Kathy. please listen, ny dear
*'You can't go there!"

He caught up to her.

"But of course 1 can!"”

"No. no, dear." H's hands were kind but they held her-
mt's a nasty nmess. Didn't you hear him say 'honicide'?
George is evidently in jail. You can't go there."

"Wy not ?" she bl azed.

"Because you nustn't be involved. Think of the newpapers!
The whol e noronic public licking its lips ... Kathy, con-
sider. George wouldn't warn you to go through ail that. You
are too precious. / don't want "

"What you want," said Kathy coldly, "and even what

George would want, is not the point exactly. / want.' Did you
ever think of that? You don't even consider |I'malive! Al so"—
her hair swung in a gl eam ng we—you don't nean 'precious.'

You nean delicate and breakable! Well, |'m not breakabl e!
I"'mnme! And if / want to be there when George is in
trouble, | amgoing to be there

"Ch, no," said M. Blair, losing his head.
"Ch, yes." said Kathy, turning her back
"Ch, no," he cried, seizing her arm

"Ch, yes," she cried, tw sting away.

"Kathy," he blurted. "He isn't worth it!"
"Ch. isn't he?" said Kathy, very, very dangerously.

M. Blair groaned, regretting error. He let her run up the
one flight of stairs. He followed. She ran to her room He
took a stand in the corridor.

He tried lo think what to do or say now. |If she insisted,
why. he'd better take her to Snowden, defend her from what
annoyance he could, regain what ground he had just lost, so
foolishly. He wouldn't | ose his head agai n!

Kat hy opened her door, wearing her jacket, purse under
her aim She was so beautiful! M. Blair's head went | ooping
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away fromhimlike a collar button under the dresser.

"Kathy!" he cried in his throbbing tenor- He took a step
as if he would surge on one knee with hands up to plead . ,

She slipped back behind the hal f-cl osed door. She picked

the O oak off the bed-

Had M. Blair not been so furiously occupied, retrieving

his head for the second tine and jamming it fiercely back in
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pl ace, he night have noticed certain dainty depressions, dot-
ting al one al ong the padded fl oor.

It was a crude little jail, but George was tight in a cell just the
sanme, the only prisoner at the nonent.

Beyond a thick door, he knew there was a kind of ante-

room and that there, side by side on hard straight chairs,
Ms. MQurk and the pig wonan were waiting. He knew this
because every now and then soneone connected with the | aw
woul d wal k through this corridor. Wenever the end door at

the left swng in, he could see that bare and dusty place, and
the two of them

George stared at the wall. The cell block srmelled dismally

of antiseptics. He felt anesthetized. He would rouse hinself
and his thoughts would go spinning around the circle of his
anxieties. Kathy . . . whether M. Blair was being a probl em

. whet her to insist that his people be notified ... H's
nmot her and the Aunts, he knew, would march in cl ose forna-
tion, right beside him heads up, nouths firm right through
this trouble. Yet, if he could spare them any confusi on before
it was clear just what kind of trouble this was going to be,
George fell he nust.

Then there were the pig woman and Ms. MG@irk. both

probl enms, and his legal status at their oddly assorted nercies.
And there were the conplications he'd | eft behind, about the
bi g house. And other conplications ahead. There was M.

Blair. So his thoughts went around and cane out at the sane

pl ace, and neanwhile, there arose about himthe carbolic-
flavored. dreary, and sonehow official snell of delay.

An attendant of sone kind pushed ne end door inward.
Ms. MCurk sailed around his bulk. She cried, "George!"

George rose politely. "Wat's happeni ng?"

"They're waiting- As soon as sonebody or other conies

back, then they'll start asking questions. Ch, George!" Her
strange nose was pi nk from weepi ng and wangling. "Re-
menber," she whispered, "renmenber we can still gel away."

George roused in alarm "No, no. Don't do that, Con-
stance, please!"

"We can leave all this behind," she breathed. There was a
308 Charlotte Arnmstrong

light in her eye he groaned to see. "Everything behind us!
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Some desert isle . . . far, far away ..

George felt the inpulse of his hair to stand on end. He
could look right into her dream He could see the hibiscus in
her hair.

"That woul d be the worst thing you could possibly do,"
said George in a stem desperate whisper. "No, please. You'd
better give ne the Lanp."

"They'd only take it away from you. George, you nust
trust nme!"

George tried very hard not to | ook as frightened as he felt-
"1 do," he said. "I know you know | can't spend the rest of
my life a fugitive. | nmust clear ny nane. You understand!"

"l suppose so," she sniffled. It was on the tip of George's
tongue to point out that he'd been whisked into that strange
duel . It had been her doing. But he dared not. "Don't you
know, " he pleaded, "every tine that trick is worked it only
causes troubl e?"

"Trouble for you, but oh, George, ft wasn't trouble for
me. It was ny salvation!"

Ms. MGurk had it all twi sted around. She'd forgotten

thai Josef had been after CGeorge. She saw herself in the
juiciest role, naturally. She was the Heroine. George was, of
course, Her Hero. It was maddeni ng.

George changed the subject. "Could you do anything with
that pig wonman?"

"Pig woman! " spat Constance. "l've tal ked and tal ked!
She won't listen. We know she's lying. They'll have to
believe us. They'll have to'"

But CGeorge thought to hinmself. No, they won't either have

to. It was a queer thing, but Ms. MQrk's obvious partisan-
ship was going to make the truth sound like alie, while the
pig woman's |ie, because she told it w thout heat, was going
to shine forth as a sinple inpersonal objective statenent of

fact.

He shook his head. "There'll be sonme way to prove the
truth,"” he soothed, trying to sound serene and confident.
"Don't worry. Don't do anything. Nothing to do but wait till
they ask for our story."

Ms. MQurk nodded. She straightened her tired back
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"We'll tell our story," said she. But George saw right through
to the female squirmof her judgnent. "But if they don't
believe it," Ms. MGQrk was saying darkly to herself, "I
shall act! |, Constance, shall save him in spite of hinself!"

George stifled a groan. And as Ms. MQurk, not entirely
without realizing the drama of it all, let herself be | ed away.
he beat his head on the bars. Tetl their story, eh? Including
one thing and anot her? George closed his eyes and wi nced al
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over.
Kathy's voice said, "Hello."

The end door was sw nging shut. He seemed al one. "Kat hy,
where are you?"

"CGeorge, have you had any food?"

"No," he”aid. "Yes. | nmean, no. Kathy!"

i brought you a couple of sandwi ches,"” said she in
busi nessli ke tones. He felt the package in his hand. As she |et
go of it, it becane visible.

"Ham Cheese! Darling!"

"And a thing of coffee."” The hot carton canme out of the

an .
"Kathy, how . . .?"

"Il tell you while you cat." He could feel her presence,
just outside his bars. "Golly, George, do you know somne-

thing? Being invisible isn't what it's cracked up to be. I'mso
battered. | took a bus and five people nearly sat on ne. | was
| eaping fromseat to seat the whole time. And it's seventy
mles. You see, i didn't have any noney, except this old

gold, and it would have just caused a commtion. And M.

Blair had the keys to his car in his pocket. George, 1 stole the
food. Is it good? The only advantage when you're invisible is
that you really can steal things quite easily."

George, even anong the sandw ches, was a-grin all over.
He felt so much better he could hardly believe it. "Kathy,
this coffee is delicious!"

"Did | sugar it right?"

"Ch, perfectly! Just perfectly!" How dear and cl ose they
were, even in so small a thing! Ch how nuch cozier was
even trouble when it was built for two! "Kathy," he said,
"we can get through this, sonmehow, if she only won't
take us apart."

310 Char hae Anfstrong

K-athy said, "I want you to tell nme. I'mtrying to wait til
you're not so hungry."

Angel ! thought George, and washed down a big bite. Then
he tol d her.

"*0h, dear!" said Kathy at |ast.

"Honey, was M. Blair . . . uh . . - 2"

"Wl I, not very," she said. But George knew i he problem
of M. Btair was not diminished. "Wll." He could feel her
brace up as she spoke. "Wiat can we do? Let's see. Ceorge,
I think 1"l go and steal the Lanp."

" Say! "
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"That would hel p, wouldn't it?"
"Boy, would it!"

"Al'l right. That's one thing we can do. O course, there's
this." He felt the warmnetal circle slip into his palm 'The

Ring! "We're pretty sure you've got one wish left," she
rem nded him "The only trouble is ... George, what should
you w sh?"

"Ch. Kathy. | w=*

Her warm hand nmuffled his nouth. "Sssssh . . . sssssh

For goodness sakes! This time, we've got to figure it out
careful ly."

"l guess that's right."'*

"Don't even speak," warned Kathy, "because ... for

i nstance, you could wish we had the Lanp, but it would be
silly not to try to steal it first. Because maybe you'll need the
wi sh to make the pig woman stop lying ... but then .

there are so many angles . she wailed. "1 think we'd
better try everything else first and save the Ring for an
energency. "

George wondered, for a nonent, what she called an ener-
gency. Then he pressed his lips tight. He agreed. For if, he
thought, Ms. MGurk were to whisk himoff to a desert i&l e,
that sure would be the energency of all tine!

Kat hy' s hand touched his goodbye. "Call the nan, so he'l
open the door." Ceorge diverted the attendant for a nonent
or two. Ch, wonderful Kathy!

Say!

VWhat if he and she ... CGeorge and Kathy . . . were to be
magi cally transported to a flowery isle? There was an i dea.
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George stared at the wall. He knew right away it wasn't any

good. A man can't leave what life is, in the name of life. No,
if they were not to be with their kind, to mx in, to take part,
to struggle humanly in the great conplicated nesh that nade

the world of nen. then what was life for? No ... no good.

The Ri ng hung heavy on his hand. One magi c wi sh! Just
one! Darned if George could think what it ought to be.

In the anteroom an unseen Kathy hovered over the ladies in
their chairs. Ms. MQrk was cross-exam ning. "Now,"

she said, "when you first caught sight of nme car, what was
happeni ng?"

"You was screanmng," said the pig woman readily.
"Wy was | scream ng?"

"Because the fella wid the sword just cone outa the woods
at ya."

"No, no, no,*' protested Ms. MCurk.

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%20lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (256 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:22 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt

"Fella wid the beard goes running around to get rid of
him ™"

"Exactly! So it was self-defense."

"Sure it was. Fella wid the beard was defending the both
ofya."

"No," screeched Ms. McGurk. "Listen . . ." she began
agai n.

Kat hy saw no | anp-shaded bul ges in the | andl ady's print
dress. The Lanp nust be in that fat handbag. And it, she

di scovered, was tied tight to Ms. MGurk. No way to stea
the handbag. Kathy touched the clasp with a careful forefin-
ger. Alas, the clasp itself was tied around and around with
cord.

Kathy drew back to think it over. Very well. Attack the
probl em anot her way. Ah, suppose Ms. MQurk was not so
sentinentally attached to George? Then woul d she even think
of whisking George and herself away where they couldn't be
found? No, of course she wouldn't! Kathy took the Rose,
invisibly, out of her own purse. It was worth trying, she
thought in excitenment. If only she could induce Ms. MGQurk
to sniff the Rose a second tine and then let her eye |light on
anot her, not George

On whon? Kat hy | ooked about her. Wy, on the fat
312 Charlotte Armstrong

attendant, of course. He would do quite well. Kathy crept
cl oser on quiet feet.

A great |loop of Ms. MQurk's hairdo had conme | oose,

and it bobbed and di pped with the vehenence of her continu-
ing argunments. She paid no attention to the Rose, as Kathy
tossed it into her |ap.

"My wists were tied behind my back!" she fumed. "Ti ed,
m nd you! 1 can prove it! Was it George who tied then"

"l dunno," said the pig woman. "Was it?" Her flesh

sagged all around the inadequate surface of the narrow chair.
Her coarse hands were fol ded across her stomach. Her bul k

was inert. Ms. MQurk, in conparison, bounced like a

Pi ng- Pong ball. Thte Rose bounced in her rayon |ap. Just then
the attendant got up and went to the door. off on one of his
mysterious strolls down George's corridor. Kathy reached for
t he Rose.

So, yawning, did the pig woman. Her big hand cl osed. Her
thick fingers were in possession. Now the dainty bl ossom
(Kathy watched it, helpless with dismay) noved in that coarse
grasp towards the stub of her nose.

"Puny flower," said the pig wonan. "Were'd this cone
fron?" She sniffed. The hul ki ng bosom heaved a si gh.

The attendant was returning!
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He swung the door inward, as it nust go, against hinself.

The pig woman's little eyes rested, naturally, on the opening
gap. Her gaze passed through it, to where, snug in his cell
smack in the line of her sight, sat George.

The bl ob of flesh in the pig woman's chair began to surge
Sonehow, it organized itself roughly into the figure of a
worman. Kat hy snatched back the Rose but

"Say!" said the pig wonan. "How | ong do they m nk
they can keep that kid in this lousy clink, hey?"

"What ?" Constance's jaw dropped.

The pig woman heaved to her feet. "You, Fatso, take me
in uiere. I wanna see if he needs anything. Sonebody oughta
take care of him™"

Const ance gasped.

"Li ssen, sister," said the pig wonman, turning. The air
churned |i ke water under the Queen Elizabeth. "How cone
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you're so innerested? AOd enough to be his grandmaw, ain't
you?"

"Whose grandma?"

"H's grandmaw. George's. George ..." repeated the pig
woman with a holy softness. Her weatherbeaten face was

warm. . . nay, sunny . . . with affection. "Nothing bad is
going to happen to a nice kid like him I'll see to that!"
"You will?"

" Shuddup!" said the pig wonman. "You been nmaking a
fool outa yourself |ong enough.”

"Well, I ... * You old fat pig!"

"Rat her be fleshy than a scrawny old crow," said the pig
worman omi nously. "You |l et himalone."

"Who?"
"Ceorge."
" Oho"
"Ay-ah."
"Hah! "

The pig woman's big mtt nmade a feint at the MCQGurk

puss. The McCGurk clawed for the scant and scranbl ed coif-
fure of the eneny. But the pig woman got a firmgrip in
return, and Ms. MGrk's switch left her.
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By now, the attendant, with loud mate shouts, had inter-

posed hinmsel f. Reinforcements poured in from another room
Wth huffing and puffing, with yelps fromtheir victim wth
contributing screeches fromMs. MQurk, at |last they dragged
the pig womman away. One of them humanely opened the door

to reassure a frantic George that there had been only a little

bl oodshed.
Kat hy slipped back to him "Ch George . . ." she sobbed.
"Ch ... oh ... look!"

The door had becone wedged open. They could see Ms.

McGurk, settling her ruffled feathers. Pale with outrage, she
perched on the edge of her chair. The cops were all busy,

el sewhere, subduing their billowing witness. Ms. MCQirk

was al one- Through the door, George and Kathy, watching

with a horrid fascination, saw the | andl ady's hands and teeth
begin to work on her handbag. She undid the cord. She dove
into me bag. She took out the Lanp.
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"Kathy . . . Kathy . . ." Their hands clung-
"Wsh!"

"But what'll | w sh?"

"Call to her ... stop her ... I"

"Const ance! "

Bosom heavi ng, eyes flashing. Ms. M@k was in no state
to respond.

She didn't hear. She was lifting the Lanmp to ...
There canme a sharp rap on the outer door.

It was a reprieve. "1 beg your pardon." said a famliar
tenor. "Ch, | say, it's you, isn't it?"

"How do?" said Ms. MQurk unenthusiastically.

"My nane is Blair," He cleared his throat. "Is Mss
Dougl as here, anywhere, do you know?"

"Dougl as? Oh, you nean that red-headed girl? No, no, she
is not." Ms. MQIrk was brusque.

"But Hale is here?"
"in there," said Constance, and her eyes bl azed.

"Yes, I ... er ... see ..." M. Blair swept the cell

bl ock with enough of a glance to see how enpty it seenmed of
Kat hy. He brushed by George with a formal little nod. (George,
who stood with his hands held through the bars in so odd, so
tense a position.) "Ah ... | see you have the Lamp there,"
said M. Blair pleasantly.

Her hand ti ght ened.

"Powerful little gadget, isn't it?" He gave her a magnetic
smle and sat down besi de her.
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"Y' know, | have an idea."

He had, too. Kathy's hands withed, if possible, closer to the
hands of George. Their four hands were all bruised on the

Ring .

*7 could use that Lanmp," drawed M. Blair, "whereas

you m ght have some use for ... this!" He took ne Fl ask
fromhis pocket. "This," he said, and no sal esnan ever

spoke with softer lure. "is water fromthe Fountain of

Youth, ..." The last syllable fell on the sanitary air like the
serpent's whisper in Eden. "You see, Ms. . . . er . , . ?"
THREE DAY MAG C 315

"McCGurk," she nurnured hypnotically.
"l am Bennett Blair, you know. "

Her gaze slid on the pink stone bottle. "Thought he was an

ol der man. "
"He was," cane the seductive voice. "I was old. Now, it
appears to ne that you . . - are fond of George? Isn't that so?"

"I am" she snuffled. "Oh, M. Blair. he is in such
trouble and nat horrible wonan, she ... bahoo!"

"My dear lady, there is nothing to worry about. Not now
that | am here."

"You mean you can hel p?" she quavered. "He killed a
man! "

e "I"msure he never neant to," soothed M. Blair. "Wy,

of course I'Il help. | would like so much to have that Lanp,
he continued with a glide of tone that pointed up the connec-
tion. "And you'd rather like to be ... young agai n?"

"Young?" Pig woman, thought Ms. M@urk, ha ha!
"CGeorge, George, he mustn't have it!"

A series of futile wi shes paraded in George's head. Futile
futile . . . inadequate all.

"I can't find Kathleen, you see," M. Blair was mnurnuring.
"1 want so much to find her and ... er ... keep her."

"l see," said Ms. MCGurk, eyes riveted on that Flask.
Redhead, ha hal

"Wsh. George! Wsh!"
"But what? Ch Kathy, what will | w sh?"

"I"'mnot so sure," said Ms. MQrk, suddenly recalling
her best self.

"Now. ! can use this Lanp to take George right out of

this\ But ... er ... thething | had in mnd . . . we'd need
the Lanp there. | won't," she said with stubborn devotion,
"have George doi ng without well-balanced neals and the
conforts of civilization."
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"Ch, ny dear girl!" cried M. Blair, reading her dream
"Don't do that! Pray don't! How nmuch better to clear him of
these charges, sinmply clear him And then, both of you so
young ..."

316 Charlotte Arnmstrong

She raised her tenpted swimring eyes to his face. "How
do 1 know you can get himfree?"

"t will be sinple. 1 happen to know certain officials of
this state rather well 1 believe | could exert certain pressures
on people in even higher places, if necessary. "

"You're sure, now" said Ms. MQurk, lifting the Lanp
i n both hands.

"1l am Bennett Blair,* he laughed, reaching for it.
"But. .. Bennett Blair's an old mllionaire. Howw Il ...?*

"Exactly," said he, very quickly indeed. "Think of it!

Only the day before yesterday, | was an old nm H onaire!" He
dazzled her with a smle. "You, too," said M. Blair with
the flaw ess technique of the radio commercial, "can be

young agai n.
Her mnd was paral yzed. Her hands began to | oosen,

But so did George's. He pulled themfree. Now he knew
what the wi sh nust be!

Qut there in me anteroom the Lanp and the Flask hung in
the air, passing. CGeorge spoke aloud in a shaking but sol em
Voi ce.

/ wish." said George, "this was the day before yesterday."

The Ring wi nked. "But in the nmorning!" cried George

bel atedly. (Ch, was it adequate, after all?) Their hands were
| ocked again. The Ring blazed in the tangle of their fingers.
"And oh ... don't. . . don't. . ." pleaded George, "don't

let nme forget! Not again! Don't let ne for—=

Time swirled in a kind of stew. Al dissolved
Thus, it becane the day before yesterday.

"If you wish." said the proprietor, "sixteen dollarss and
mss ..."

"What's in it?" said George

" Ssee?"

"Nuh-uh. What would I want with . . . ? Hey, what's

that ?" George spied the hill of the Sword. What a nmagnifi -
cent old thing! He was attracted. Maybe ... his m nd was
reaching for a good reason . . . nmaybe he ought to consider
m s deal. There might be sonmething valuable in this carpet
bag.
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As he touched the hih, something thnlled through to his
hand. This blade in the crinmson scabbard was ol d, very old.
It was evil.

"No, no," murnured George nechanically.

"Maybe iss antique?" said his tenpter. George didn't

answer. Evil? The shadows all around himwere drawn over

evil unknown. He | ooked at his hand, where it nerely touched
the sword. There was no reason for this shiver, this ghost of
horror.

George took his hand away and rubbed it on his trousers.

He shook his head slightly to dispel this msty fright that was
growi ng up around him Silly! Nothing to be afraid of! Just a
lot of old junk. He fished into the bag to see what else it held.

He drew out a little box with a sliding |lid- George |ooked
down at the rose. Wiat was it, anyhow?

"You take?" whispered the old old man.

George stared at himdunbly. Tinme rustled by, |like feath-
ers draggi ng. There was somnet hing wong. Sonething was
pricking on his nerves.

But, in George's upbringing, there was no tradition of

nerves. One went ahead and did the right thing, regardless of
how one felt. That was his training, and it stiffened hi mnow.
Maybe this was a chance .

He stood, hesitating. It was strange how tinme hung, as if the
unwi ndi ng ribbon of it snagged on a point. As if George were
bal anced between two futures. And was it real? Were there two
real futures? Does it matter, when we try? Are we free to
choose? Looki ng back, we think we see ... we seemto | eam

George thought, Yes, it matters. What we do, how we

choose, where we push, howwe aim. . . being nen, we

must, to call ourselves alive, believe it matters. Dream ng, he
swayed on the point of decision, teetering there, held in ms
whirling gust of strange unbi dden thoughts.

Then the proprietor chose to push at the bal ance "Thiss,"

he said, shifting closer- "miss rose . " H's ancient finger
gave it a sly poke. He turned his winkled face up and it
broke into a smle George didn't like. "lIss Rose of Luff!"
said the nman with hideous gl ee.

(it was glee for George. George didn't need anybody's
glee. George didn't like it.)

318 Charlotte Armstrong

"You let giriss snell thiss . . . they tuff!l"”
George closed the box. He fell a littie ill of his distaste.
"No, thanks." said George quietly. "I don't think 1 need

anything of this sort."

He turned and burst back through the heaps of stuff to-
wards the light. He ran out into the street and gul ped the fresh
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air- He was shaking a little, as if he'd just alnost had an
accident. "Don't need," he heard hinself saying. Well,
now, how true that was'

He cane to a drugstore; he found the phone booth; he put
in his nickel. Hs throat all but closed up when be beard her
Voi ce.

She wasn't angry. He could tell

"Kathy," said George, slowy and clearly, "when you
said you wouldn't wait, what did you nean?"

"1 thought you'd never ask!" Her voice was strong and
fresh and glad. "i neant 1 don't want to wait- / want "

"Kathy," cried George, "Darling! Marry ne! Right away!"

"I certainly willl | certainly will! That's it! That's what |
meant! Ch, CGeorge |I'mso glad you c-called ..."

"If M- Blair keeps back all your noney." groaned Ceorge.
"You don't want it. do you?"
"Who? Me!" cried George, horrified.

"Well, | thought not. So. pooh!" She switched in the nost
enchanting way. "We'd better run away," she said practi -
cally, "to Maine, 1 think. The cheapest way. W'll take a

bus, George."
"Ch." said George, "dearest Kathy. neet ne ... oh,
darling . . . neet ne on the coner!"

Ms. MCGurk stood behind her front-roomcurtains with the
sign in her hand, savoring this nonent of delicious power-
George was of f, bag and baggage, and a cute red-headed
trick, besides. Sister? Ms. M@rk thought, cynically, not.

Bride? Wll, if so, she wanted no new yweds in her house.
Al ways so much in love . . . never had any | everage on
t hem

Now, she thought, take him This one, comng up the steps
to the stoop. Very pronpt with the rent. he was. And serious-
m nded. "How do, M. Josef," she greeted him pl easantly.
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He bowed. "CGood afternoon. Madane." He fingered his
beard. H s eyes slanted to the card. "Soneone has |eft us?"
He inplied that he deduced it.

"Hal e. Fourth floor."

"Ah," said M. Josef. "And the next occupant?" He
wat ched her face slyly for any hint of a plot.

"Il tell you one thing about nme next occupant," said
Constance cheerfully. "He will have a full nmonth's rent in
advance. "

She rai sed her hand. She put the sign, the synbol of her
power, in the wi ndow That sinple, potent, nagic word,
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"Vacancy."

Fraulein stood in M- Blair's lair, tw sting unhappy hands.
"So | pack for her. M. Blair. Wiat else can | do? Ch. sir,
do you think . . . once they many . . . that she will want
me?"

He grunted.
"Can she afford ne?" asked Fraul ein boldly.

M. Blair | ooked up over his glasses. He took themoff. He
rubbed the vague persisting ache in his knobby knuckles. "Of

course she can afford you." he said irritably. "I can't keep
the child's fortune fromher. | used all the pressure | could
bring to bear," he continued waspishly, "but the young

won't listen, they' Il make m stakes." He brooded. " Some-

times," he said to Fraulein's listening face, and knew not
why he said it, "1 shudder to think of the m stakes one
makes, being young." He shook his own (bald) head.

"1l amgiad if she is happy,'
George is a good man?"

said Fraulein stoutly. "This

A thin, reluctant snile approached the old fish nouth. "As
a matter of fact," he admitted, "this George - . . and | have
checked ... is a good nan."

"And they |ove!"

"That, of course, nmakes everything rosy!" said M. Blair
sourly.

But not as sourly as he night have.

Dar kness gat hered over New Engl and. The chill sky pressed
down.

320 Charlotte Arnstrong

I nside, the bus reeked of gasoline, tired people, ok”candy

bars. Gum wrappers and scratchy little gobs of cell ophane
grated under shifting feet. There was a baby, of course, and a
man with a rasping snore. Now and then. die bus screaned to

a stop. Cunsy folk blundered in and out, stirring the stale air
with piercing drafts. Again, they would sl amon through the

ni ght.

But Kathy was snug in a seat by the wi ndow. Her hair was

a pool of gold on George's shoulder. " know what you'd
call success," she nurnured sleepily, "when everybody in

the whol e town, probably the whole state of Mine, adores
you. And me, too, besides. "

George filled his soul with the sweet warm scent of her

hair. He wasn't really worried about success right now For
him the bus was flying, gossaner-light, through the soft coo
night. It was a dear chariot, carrying all. And all within .
the baby fretting pinkly up ahead, the old man, sleeping in
noi sy peace across the aisle, the mddle-aged wife with the
beautiful worry lines on her nother-face, the work-soil ed,

bl ack-nail ed, strong man's hand on the back of the next seat,
all, all he knew and loved. Al their pale faces in the weak
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light yet were aglow and gilded with sonething nore
For he loved her, loved them |oved all

"Why, it's like Magic! thought George. It is Magic! And

he saw the world, and all its knots and probl ens, transforned,
illumnated, and the pattern changed, by the beautiful blaze
of the magi ¢ enchanting his eyes.

The bus w nged on.
THE BOTTLE | MP
By Robert Louis Stevenson

There was a nman of the island of Hawaii, whom | shall cal
Keawe; for the truth is, he still lives, and his name nust be
kept secret; but the place of his birth was not far from
Honaunau, where the bones of Keawe the Great lie hidden in
a cave. This man was poor, brave, and active; he could read
and wite like a school master; he was a first-rate mariner
besi des, sailed for sonme tinme in the island steaners, and
steered a whal eboat on the Kanakua coast. At length it cane
in Keawe's mind to have a sight of the great world and
foreign cities, and he shipped on a vessel bound to San
Franci sco.

This is a fine town, with a fine harbor, and rich people
uncount abl e; and, in particular, there is one hill which is
covered with palaces. Upon this hill Keawe was one day

taking a wal k, with his pocket full of noney, view ng the
great houses upon either hand with pleasure. "Wat fine
houses there are!" he was thinking, "and how happy mnust

these people be who dwelt in them and take no care for the
morrow " The thought was in his mnd when he canme abreast

of a house that was smaller than some others, but all finished
and beautified like a toy; the steps of that house shone |ike
silver, and the borders of the garden bl oomed |ike garl ands,
and the wi ndows were bright |ike diamonds; and Keawe

st opped and wondered at the excellence of all he saw. So
stoppi ng, he was aware of a man that |ooked forth upon him
through a wi ndow, so clear that Keawe could see himas you
see a fish in a pool upon the reef. The nan was elderly, with
a bald head and a bl ack beard; and his face was heavy with

321
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sorrow, and he bitterly sighed. And the truth of it is, that as
Keawe | ooked in upon the man, and the man | ooked out upon
Keawe, each envied the other.

Al of a sudden the man sm | ed and nodded, and beckoned
Keawe to enter, and nmet himat the door of the house.

nils is a fine house of mne." said the man, and bitterly
sighed. "Wuld you not care to view the chanbers?"

So he | ed Keawe atl over it. fromthe cellar o the roof, and
there was nothing there that was not perfect of its kind, and
Keawe was ast oni shed.
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"Truly," said Keawe, "this is a beautiful house; if | live
inthe tike of it, 1 should be l|aughing all day |ong. How
cones it, then, that you should be sighing?"

"There is no reason," said the man, "why you shoul d not
have a house in all points simlar to this, and finer, (f you
wi sh- You have some noney, | suppose?"

"1 have fifty dollars,"” said Keawe; "but a house like this
will cost nore than fifty dollars.”

The nman made a conputation. "I amsorry you have no
more," said he, "for it may raise you trouble in the future;

but it shall be yours at fifty dollars."
"The house?" asked Keawe.

"No, not the house," replied the man; "but the bottle- For
I nmust tell you, although | appear to you so rich and fortu-
nate, ail ny fortune, and this house itself and its garden,
came out of a bottle not much bigger than a pint- This is it.

And he opened a | ockfast place, and took out a round-

beilied bottle with a long neck; the glass of it was white |ike
m |k, with changing rainbow colors in the grain. Wthinside
somet hi ng obscurely noved, |ike a shadow and a fire.

"This is the bottle," said the man; and, when Keawe
| aughed, "You do not believe ne?" he added. "Try; then,
for yourself. See if you can break it."

So Keawe took the bottle up and dashed it on the floor till
he was weary; but it junped on the floor like a child's ball
and was not injured.

"This is a strange thing," said Keawe. "For by the touch
of it, as well as by the [ ook, me bottle should be of glass."

"OF glass it is." replied the man, sighing nore heavily
than ever, "but the glass of it was tenpered in the flanes of
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hell. An inp lives init, and that is the shadow we behol d

there noving; or. so | suppose. If any man buy this bottte the
inmp is at his command; all that he desires—tove, fane,

money, houses like this house, ay, or a city like this city-al

are his at the word uttered. Napol eon had this bottle, and by

it he grewto be the king of the world; but he sold it at the |ast
and fell. Captain Cook had this bottle, and by it he found his
way to so many islands; but he too sold it, and was sl am upon

Hawaii. For, once it is sold, the power goes and the protec-
tion; and unless a man remain content with what he has. il
will befall him"

"And yet you talk of selling it yoursel f?" Keawe said.

"I have all 1 wish, and | amgrowing elderly," replied the
man. "There is one thing the inp cannot do—he cannot

prolong life; and it would not be fair to conceal from you
there is a drawback to the bottle; for if a man die before he
sells it, he must bumin hell forever."
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"To be sure, that is a drawback and no mistake," cried
Keawe. "1 would not nmeddle with the thing. 1 can do wi thout
a house, thank CGod; but there is one thing | could not be
doing with one particle, and that is to be damed."

"Dear nme, you nust not run away with things," returned

die man. "All you have to do is to use the power of the inp
in noderation, and then sell it to soneone else, as | do to
you, and finish your life in confort."

"Well, | observe two things," said Keawe. "Ail the tine
you keep sighing like a nmaid in |ove—that is one; and for the
other, you sell this bottle very cheap."

"l have told you already why | sigh," said the man. "It is
because 1 fear ny health is breaking up; and, as you said
yourself, to die and go to the devil is a pity for any one. As
for why I sell so cheap, 1 nust explain to you there is a
peculiarity about the bottle- Long ago, when the devil brought

it first upon earth, it was extrenely expensive, and was sold
first of all to Prester John for many millions of dollars; but it
cannot be sold at at!, unless sold at a loss. If you sell it for as
much as you paid for it. back it conies to you again like a

hom ng pigeon. It follows that the price has kept falling in
these centuries, and the bottle is now remarkably cheap. 1

bought it nyself fromone of ny great neighbors on this hill,
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and the price | paid was only ninety dollars. | could sell it for
as high as eighty-nine dollars and ninety-nine cews, but not a
penny dearer, or back the thing nust come to ne. Now,

about this there are two bothers. First, when you offer a

bottle so singular for eighty-odd dollars, people suppose you

to be jesting. And second—but there is no hurry about that—

and | need not go intoit. Only renenber it nust be coined

money that you sell it for."

"How am 1l to know that this is all true?" asked Keawe.

"Sonme of it you can try at ooce," replied the man. "G ve

me your fifty dollars, take the bottle, and wi sh your fifty
dol l ars back into your pocket. |If mat does not happen,

pl edge you ny honor | will cry off me bargain and restore
your noney."

"You are not deceiving nme?" said Keawe.
The man bound hinself with a great oath.

"Well. 1 will risk that nmuch," said Keawe, "for that can
do no harm" and he paid over his noney to the man, and the
man handed himthe bottle.

"I'np of the bottle," said Keawe, "1 want ny fifty dollars
back." And sure enough, he had scarce said the word before
hi s pocket was as heavy as ever

"To be sure this is a wonderful bottle," said Keawe.

"And now good norning to you, ny fine fellow, and the
devil go with you for ne." said the man.
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"Hold on," said Keawe. "I don't want any more of this
fun. Here, take your bottle back."

"You have bought it for less than 1 paid for it," replied the
man rubbing his hands. "It is yours now, and, for ny part,
amonly concerned to see the back of you." And with that he
rang for his Chinese servant, and had Keawe shown out of

t he house.

Now, when Keawe was in the street, with the bottle under

his arm he began to think. "If all is true about this bottle, 1
may have made a | osing bargain," thinks he. "But perhaps

the man was only fooling ne." The first thing he did was to
count his noney; the sumwas exact—forty-nine dollars Amer-

i can noney, and one Chili piece. "That |ooks like the truth,"
said Keawe. "Now 1 will try another part."

The streets in that part of the city were as clean as a ship's

THE BOTTLE | MP 325

decks', and though it was noon, there were no passengers.
Keawe set the bottle in the gutter and wal ked away. Tw ce he
| ooked back, and there was the m|ky, round-bellied bottle
where he left it- Athird time he | ooked back and turned a
conmer, but he had scarce done so, when sonet hing knocked
upon his el bow, and behold! it was the | ong neck sticking up;

and as for me round belly, it was Janmed into the pocket of
his pilot coat.

"And that | ooks |like the truth," said Keawe.

The next thing he did was to buy a corkscrew in a shop,

Md go apart in a secret place in the fields. And there he tried
to draw the cork, but as often as he put the screwin, out it
canme again, and the cork was as whol e as ever

"There is sone new sort of cork," said Keawe, and all at
once he began to shake and sweat, for he was afraid of that
bottl e.

On his way back to the port side he saw a shop where a

man sold shells and clubs fromthe wild islands, old heathen
deities, old coined nmoney, pictures from China and japan,

and all manner of things that sailors bring in their sea chests.
And here he had an idea. So he went in and offered the bottle
for a hundred dollars. The man of the shop | aughed at him at
first, and offered himfive; but, indeed, it was a curious
bottle, such glass was never blown in any human gl asswor ks,
so prettily the colors shone under the mlky way, and so
strangely the shadow hovered in the mdst; so, after he had
di sputed a while after the manner of his kind, the shopman
gave Keawe sixty silver dollars for the thing and set it on a
shelf in the midst of his w ndow

"Now, " said Keawe, "I have sold that for sixty which
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bought for fifty—er, to say truth, alittle |ess, because one of
my dollars was fromChili. Now 1 shall know the truth upon
anot her point."

So he went back on board his ship, and when he opened

his chest, there was the bottle, which had come nore quickly
man hinmsel f. Now Keawe had a mal e on board whose nane

was Lopaka.

"What ails you," said Lopaka, "that you stare in your
chest ?"
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They were alone in the ship's forecastle, and Keawe bound
himto secrecy, and told all

"This is a very strange affair," said Lopaka; "and | fear

you will be in trouble about this bottle. But there is enfe point
very clear—that you are sure of the trouble, and you had

better have the profit in the bargain. Make up your m nd what

you want with it; give die order, and it is done as you desire,

1 wit! buy the bottle nyself; for ! have an idea of ny own to

get a schooner, and go trading through the islands."

"That is not ny idea," said Keawe; "but to have a

beauti ful house and garden on the Kona Coast, where | was

born. the sun shining in at the door, flowers in the garden
glass in the windows, pictures on the walls, and toys and fine
carpets on the tables, for all the world Iike the house 1 was in
this day—enly a story higher, and with bal conies all about

like the King's palace; and to live there without care and

make merry with nmy friends and rel atives."

"Well," said Lopaka, "let us carry it back with us to
Hawaii; and if all conmes true as you suppose. 1 will buy the
bottle, as 1 said, and ask a schooner."

Upon that they were agreed, and it was not |ong before the
ship returned to Honol ulu, carrying Keawe and Lopaka, and
the bottle. They were scarce cone ashore when they net a
friend upon the beach, who began at once to condole with
Keawe.

"1 do not know what 1 amto be condol ed about," said

Keawe.

"Is it possible you have not heard," said the friend, "your
uncl e-that good old nman—s dead, and your cousi n—+that
beauti ful boy—was drowned at sea?"

Keawe was filled with sorrow, and, beginning to weep and
to lament, he forgot about the bottle. But Lopaka was thi nk-
ing to hinself, and presently, when Keawe's grief was a little

abated, "I have been thinking," said Lopaka, "had not your
uncle lands in Hawaii, in the district of Kaii?"
"No," said Keawe. "not in Kaii: they are on the nountain

side—a little be-south Kookena."
"These lands will now be yours?" asked Lopaka.

"And so they will," says Keawe, and began again to
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|lament for his relatives.
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"No," said Lopaka, "do not |anent at present. | have a
thought in ny mnd. How if this should be the doing of the
bottle? For here is the place ready for your house."

"If this be so," cried Keawe, "it is a very ill way to serve
me by killing nmy relatives. But it nay be, indeed; for it was
in just such a station that 1 saw the house with nmy nmind's
eye."

"The house, however, is not yet built," said Lopaka.

"No, nor like to be!" said Keawe; "for though ny uncle

has sonme coffee and ava and bananas, it will not be nore

than will keep nme in confort; and the rest of that land is the
bl ack | ava."

"Let us go to the lawer," said Lopaka; "I have still this
idea in ny mnd."

Now, when they canme to the lawer's, it appeared Keawe's
uncl e had grown nonstrous rich in the |ast days, and there
was a fund of noney.

"And here is the noney for the house!" cried Lopaka.

"If you are thinking of a new house," said the | awer,
"here is the card of a new architect of whomthey tell ne
great things."

"Better and better!" cried Lopaka. "Here is all nade plain
for us. Let us continue to obey orders.”

So they went to the architect, and he had draw ngs of
houses on his tabl e-

"You want sonething out of the way," said the architect.
"How do you like this?" and he handed a drawi ng to Keawe.

Now, when Keawe set eyes on the draw ng, he cried out
aloud, for it was the picture of his thought exactly drawn.

"I amin for ms house,"” thought he. "Little as |I like the
way it comes tone, | amin for it now, and 1 may as well
take the good along with the evil."

So he told the architect all that he wi shed, and how he
woul d have that house furnished, and about the pictures on
the wall and nme kni ckknacks on the tables; and he asked the
man plainly for how much he woul d undertake the whoie
affair.

The architect put many questions, and took his pen and
made a conputation; and when he had done he naned the
very sumthat Keawe had inherited,

328 Robert Louis Stevenson
Lopaka and Keawe | ooked at one anot her and nodded.

"it is quite clear." thought Keawe, "that 1 amto have this
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house, whether or no. It conmes fromthe devil, and | fear

will get tittle good by that; and of one thing | amsure, | wll
make no wi shes as long as | have this bottle. But with the
house | am saddled, and | may as well take the good al ong

with the evil."

So he made his terms with me architect, and they signed a
paper, and Keawe and Lopaka took ship again and sailed to
Australia; for it was concluded between themthey shoul d not
interfere at all, but |leave the architect and the bottle inp to
build and to adorn the house at their own pl easure.

The voyage was a good voyage, only all the tine Keawe

was holding in his breath, for he had sworn he would utter no
nmore wi shes, and take no nore favors, fromthe devil. The
time was up when they got back. The architect told themthat
the house was ready, and Keawe and Lopaka took a passage

in the Halt, and went down Kona way to view the house, and
see if all had been done fitly according to the thought that
was in Keawe's m nd.

Now, the house stood on the nobuntain side, visible to

shi ps. Above, the forest ran up into the clouds of rain; bel ow,
the black lava fell in cliffs, where the kings of old lay buried.
A garden bl ooned about the house with every hue of flowers;

and there was an orchard of papaya on the one hand and an
orchard of breadfruit on the other, and right in front, toward
the sea, a ship's master had been rigged up and bore a fl ag.
As for the house, it was three stones high, with great cham
bers and broad bal coni es on each. The wi ndows were of

gl ass, so excellent that it was as clear as water and as bright
as day. Al manner of furniture adorned the chanbers. Pic-
tures hung upon the wall in golden frames—pictures of ships,
and nen fighting, and of the nost beautiful wonen, and of

si ngul ar places; nowhere in the world are there pictures of so
bright a color as those Keawe found hanging in his house. As
for the knickknacks, they were extraordinarily fine; chimnng
cl ocks and nusical boxes, little men with noddi ng heads,

books filled with pictures, weapons of price fromall quarters
of the world, and the nost el egant puzzles to entertain the

| eisure of a solitary man. And as no one would care to live in
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such chanbers, only to wal k through and view them the

bal coni es were nade so broad that a whole town nmight have
lived upon themin delight; and Keawe knew not which to
prefer, whether the back porch, where you get the | and breeze
and | ooked upon the orchards and the flowers, or the front

bal cony, where you coul cT drink me wind of the sea, and | ook
down the steep wall of the mountain and see the Hall going

by once a week or so between Hookea and the hills of Pele,

or the schooners piying up the coast for wood and ava and

bananas.

When they had viewed all, Keawe and Lopaka sat on the
por ch.

"Well," asked Lopaka, "is it all as you desi gned?"
"Words cannot utter it," said Keawe. "It is better than
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dreaned, and | amsick with satisfaction.'*

"There is but one thing to consider," said Lopaka, "al

this may be quite natural, and the bottle inp have not hing
whatever to say to it. If | were to buy the bottle, and got no
schooner after all, | should have put ny hand in the fire for
not hing. | gave you ny word, | know, but yet | mnk you

woul d not grudge me one nore proof."

"l have sworn 1 would take no nore favors,*' said Keawe.
"1 have gone al ready deep enough.™

"This is no favor 1 amthinking of," replied Lopaka. "It is
only to see the inp hinself. There is nothing to be gai ned by
mat, and so nothing to be ashaned of, and yet, if | once saw
him | should be sure of the whole matter. So indul ge ne so
far, and let ne see the inp; and, after that, here is the noney
inny hand; and | will buy it."

"There is only one thing | amafraid of," said Keawe.
"The inp may be very ugly to view, and if you once set eyes
upon hi myou m ght be very undesirous of the bottle."

"I ama man of nmy word,"” said Lopaka. "And here is the
nmoney betw xt us."

"Very well," replied Keawe, "1 have a curiosity nyself-
So cone, let us have one | ook at you, M. Inp."

Now as soon as that was said, the inp | ooked out of the
bottle, and in again, swift as a lizard; and there sat Keawe
and Lapaka turned to stone. The night had quite come, before
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either found a thought to say or voice to say it with; and then
Lopaka pushed the noney over and took the bottle.

"I ama man of my word," said he, "and had need to be

so, or | would not touch this bottle with nmy foot. Well. |

shal |l get my schooner and a dollar or two for ny pocket; and

then I will be rid of this devil as fast as | can. For, to tell you
the plain truth, the | ook of himhas cast ne down."

"Lopaka," said Keawe, "do not you think any worse of

me than you can help; | know it is night, and the roads bad,

and the pass by the tonbs an ill place to go by so late, but 1
decl are since 1 have seen that little face, | cannot eat or sleep
or pray till it is gone fromne. 1 will give you a lantern, and a

basket to put the bottle in, and any picture or fine thing in al
my house that takes your fancy; and be gone at once, and go
sl eep at Hookena with Nahi nu."

"Keawe, " said Lopaka, "many a nman would take this ill;

above all, when | amdoing you a turn so friendly, as to keep
my word and buy the bottle; and for that natter, the night and
me dark, and the way by the tonbs, nmust be all tenfold nore
dangerous .to a man with such a sin upon his conscience and
such a bottle under his arm But for ny pan, | amso

extrenely terrified myself, ! have not the heart to bl anme you
Here | go, then; and | pray God you may be happy in your

house, and | fortunate with ny schooner, and both get to
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heaven in the end in spite of the devil and the bottle."

So Lopaka went down the nountain; and Keawe stood in

his front balcony, and listened to the clink of the horses
shoes, and watched the | antern go shining down the path, and
along the cliff of caves where the ol d dead are buried; and all
the tinme he trenbl ed and cl asped his hands, and prayed for

his friend, and gave glory to God that he hinself was escaped
out of that trouble.

But the next day canme very brightly, and that new house of

his was so delightful to behold that he forgot his tenors. One
day foll owed another, and Keawe dwelt there in perpetua

joy. He had his place on the back porch; it was there he ate
and lived, and read the stories in the Honol ul u newspapers;

but when anyone cane by they would go in and view ne
chanbers and the pictures. And the fame of the house went
far and wide; it was called Ka-Hole Nui+he Geat House—n
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all Kona; and sonetinmes the Bright House, for Keawe kept a

Chi naman, who was all day dusting and furbishing; and the

gl ass, and-Ae gilt, and the fine stuffs, and the pictures, shone
as bright as the norning. As for Keawe hinself, he could not
wal k in the chanbers without singing, his heart was so

enl arged; and when ships sailed by upon the sea, he would fly
his colors on the mast.

So time went by, until one day Keawe went upon a visit as

far as Kailua to certain of his fnends. There he was wel |l
feasted; and left as soon as he could the next norning, and
rode hard. for he was inpatient to behold his beautiful house;

and besides, the night then coming on was the night in which
the dead of old days go abroad in the sides of Kona; and
havi ng al ready neddl ed with the devil, he was the nore

chary of neeting with the dead, A little beyond Honaunau,

| ooki ng far ahead, he was aware of a woman bathing in the
edges of the sea; and she seenmed a well-grown girl, but he
thought no nore of it. Then he saw her white shift flutter as
she put it on, and then her red hol oku; and by the tine he
cane abreast of her she was done with her toilet, and had
come up fromthe sea, and stood by the trackside in her red
hol oku. and she was all freshened with the bath, and her eyes
shone and were kind. Now Keawe no sooner beheld her man

he drew rein.

"I thought | knew every one in this country," said he.
"How comes it that | do not know you?"

"I am Kokua, daughter of Kiano." said the girl, "and
have just returned from Gahu. Who are you?"

"1l will tell you who 1 amin a little," said Keawe. dis-
mounting fromhis horse, "but not now For |I have a thought
inmy mnd, and if you knew who | was, you m ght have
heard of me, and would not give me a true answer. But tel
me, first of all, one thing: are you married?"

At this Kokua | aughed out aloud. "It is you who ask
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questions," she said. "Are you married yoursel f?"

"I ndeed, Kokua, | amnot," replied Keawe, "and never

thought to be until this hour. But here is the plain truth.
have net you here at the roadside, and | saw your eyes,

which are like the stars, and my heart went to you as swift as
a bird. And so now. if you want none of ne. say so, and 1
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will go cmto nmy own place; but if you think ne no worse

than any other young nman, say so, too, and | will turn aside
to your father's for the night, and tomorrow 1 will talk with
the good man."

Kokua sai d never a word, but she | ooked at the sea and

| aughed.

"Kokua," said Keawe, "if you say nothing, | wll take

thai for the good answer, so |let us be stepping to your father's
door."

She went on ahead of him still w thout speech; only

soneti nes she gl anced away again, and she kept the strings
of her hat in her nouth.

Now, when they had cone to the door, Kiano came out on

his veranda, and cried out and wel coned Keawe by nanme. At

that the girt | ooked over, for the fane of the great house had
come to her ears; and. to be sure it was a great tenptation
Al that evening they were very nerry together; and the girl
was as bold as brass under the eyes of her parents, and made

a mark of Keawe. for she had a quick wit. The next day he

had a word with Kiano, and found the girl al one.

"Kokua," said he, "you made a mark of ne all the

evening; and it is still tinme to bid ne go. 1 would not tell you
who | was, because | have so fine a house, and i feared you
woul d think too much of that house, and too little of me man
that | oves you. Now you know all, and if you wi sh to have

seen the last of ne, say so at once."

"No," said Kokua, but this time she did not |augh, nor did
Keawe ask for nore

This was the wooi ng of Keawe; things had gone quickly;

but so an arrow goes. and the ball of arifle swifter still, and
yet both may strike the target. Things had gone fast, but they
had gone far al so, and the thought of Keawe rang in the

mai den' s head; she heard his voice in the breach of the surf
upon the lava, and for this young nman that she had seen but

twi ce she would have left father and nother and her native

i slands- As for Keawe hinself, his horse flew up the path of
the mountain under the cliff of tombs, and the sound of the
hoofs, and the sound of Keawe singing to hinmself for plea-
sure, echoed in the caverns of the dead. He cane to the

Bri ght House, and still he was singing. He sat and ate in the
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broad bal cony, and the Chi nanan wondered at his master, to

bear how he sang between the mouthfuls. The sun went down
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into the sea, and ne ni ght canme; and Keawe wal ked t he
baf coni es by lanplight, high on the mountains, and the voice
of his singing startled nmen on shi ps.

"Here am | now upon my high place," he said to hinself.

"Life may be no better; this is ne nountain top; and all

shel ves about ne toward the worse. For the first time | wll
light up the chanbers, and bathe in ny fine bath with the hot
wat er and the cold, and sl eep above in the bed of ny brida
chamber . "

So the Chi naman had word, and he nust rise fromsleep

and light the furnaces; and as he wal ked bel ow, beside the
boilers, he heard his master singing and rejoicing above him
in the |ighted chanbers. Wen the water began to be hot the
Chinaman cried to his master: and Keawe went into the

bat hroom and the Chinanman heard himsing as he filled the
mar bl e basin; and heard him sing, and the singing broken, as
he undressed; until of a sudden, the song ceased. The Chi naman
|istened, and listened; he called up the house to Keawe to ask
if all were well, and Keawe answered him "Yes." and bade
himgo to bed; but there was no nore singing in the Bright
House; and all night Iong the Chinaman heard his nmaster's

feet go round and round the bal conies w thout repose.

Now, the truth of it was this: as Keawe undressed for his

bath, he spied upon his flesh a patch like a patch of lichen on
a rock, and it was then that he stopped singing. For he knew
the likeness of that patch, and knew that he was fallen in the
Chi nese Evil.*

Now, it is a sad thing for any-man to fall into this sickness.
And rt would be a sad thing for anyone to | eave a house so
beautiful and so comodi ous, and depart fromall his friends
to the north coast of Mol okai. between the mghty cliff and
me sea- breakers. But what was that to the case of the nman
Keawe, he had met his |ove but yesterday and won her but

that norning, and now saw all his hopes break, in a nmonent.
like a piece of glass?

A while he sat upon the edge of the bath, then sprang, with
*Leprosy-
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a cry, and ran outside; and to and fro, to and fro, along the

bal cony, |ike one despairing.
"Very willingly could | |eave Hawaii, die home of ny
fathers," Keawe was thinking. "Very lightly could | |eave

my house, the high-placed, the many-w ndowed, here upon

the nmountains. Very bravely could 1 go to Ml okai, to

Kat aupapa by the cliffs, to live with the smitten and to sleep
there, far fromny fathers. But what wong have | done, what

sin lies upon ny sout, that | should have encountered Kokua

com ng cool fromthe sea-water in the evening? Kokua, the

soul ensnarer! Kokua. the light of my Iife! Her may | never

wed, her may 1 | ook upon no |onger, her may | no nore

handle with ny loving hand; and it is for this. it is for you. O
Kokua! that | pour my lamentations!"
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Now you are to observe what sort of a man Keawe was, for

he m ght have dwelt there in the Bright House for years, and
no one been the wiser of his sickness; but he reckoned

not hing of that, if he nmust | ose Kokua, And again he m ght
have wed Kokua even as he was; and so many woul d have

done, because they have the souls of pigs; but Keawe | oved
the maid manfully, and he would do her no hurt and bring her
in no danger.

Alittle beyond the midst of the night, there canme in his
mnd the recollection of that bottle. He went round to the
back porch, and called to menory the day when the devil had
| ooked forth; and at the thought ice ran in his veins.

"A dreadful thing is in the bottle," thought Keawe, "and
dreadful is the inp, and it is a dreadful thing to risk the
flames of hell. But what other hope have 1 to cure ny
sickness or to wed Kokua? What!" he thought, "would I

beard the devil once, only to get me a house, and not face
himagain to wi n Kokua?"

Thereupon he called to mind it was the next day the Hai

went by on her return to Honolulu. "There nust | go first,"

he thought, "and see Lopaka. For the best hope that 1 have
nowis to find that sane bottle 1 was so pleased to be rid of."

Never a wink could he sleep; the food stuck in his throat;

but he sent a letter to Kiano, and about the tine when the
steaner woul d be com ng, rode down beside the cliff of the
tonbs. It rained; his horse went heavily; he |ooked up at the
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) - bl ack mout hs of the caves, and he envied the dead that slept

pi there and were done with trouble; and called to mnd how he

[, had gal | oped by the day before, and was astoni shed. So he

n ‘canme down to Hookena. and there was all the country gath-

IE ' ered for the steaner as usual. In the shed before the store they
n sat and jested and passed the news; but there was no matter of

H speech in Keawe's bosom and he sat in their mdst and

| ] | ooked without on the rain failing on the houses, and the

t surf beating anong the rocks, and the sighs arose in his

t hr oat .

"Keawe of the Bright House is out of spirits,"” said one to
anot her. Indeed, and so he was, and little wonder.

Then the Hall canme, and the whal eboat carried himon

board. The afterpart of the ship was full of Haol es*—who
had been to visit the volcano, as their customis; and the
m dst was crowded with Kanakas, and the forepart with wild
bulls fromH |l o and horses from Kau; but Keawe sat apart
fromall in his sorrow, and watched for the house of Kiano.
There it sat |ow upon the shore in the black rocks, and shaded
by the cocoa pal ms, and there by the door was a red hol oku,
no greater than a fly. and going to and fro with a fly's
busyness. ' Ah, queen of ny heart,"” he cried, "I'll venture
my dear soul to win you!"
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Soon after darkness fell and the cabins were lit up, and the
Haot es sat and played at the cards and drank whisky as their
customis; but Keawe wal ked the deck all night; and all the
next day. as they steaned under the |ee of Maui or of

Mol okai . he was stilt pacing to and fro like a wild animal in a
menageri e.

Toward eveni ng they passed D anond Head, and cane to

the pier of Honolulu. Keawe stepped out anong the crowd.

and began to ask for Lopaka. It seened he had becone the
owner of a schooner—one better in the islands—and was

gone upon an adventure as far as Pol a-Pol a or Kahiki; so
there was no help to be | ooked for from Lopaka. Keawe
called to mind a friend of his, a lawer in the town (1 nust
not tell Ins nane), and inquired of him They said he was
grown suddenly rich. and had a fine new house upon Wi ki k

*whi t es.
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shore; and this put a thought in Keawe's head, and he called a
hack and drove to the | awer's house.

The house was all brand new, and the trees in the garden
no greater than wal king sticks, and the | awer, when he
came, had the air of a man well pl eased.

"What can | do to serve you?" said the | awer

"You are a friend of Lopaka's." replied Keawe, "and
Lopaka purchased fromme a certain piece of goods that |
t hought you might enable nme to trace."

The | awyer's face becane very dark. **1 do not profess to

m sunder stand you, M. Keawe," said he, "though this is an
ugly business to be stirring in. You may be sure | know

not hing, but yet | have a guess, and if you would apply in a
certain quarter | think you m ght have news."

And he naned the nanme of a man, which, again, | had

better not repeat. So it was for days, and Keawe went from
one to another, finding everywhere new cl othes and car-
riages, and fine new houses, and nen everywhere in great
contentment, although, to be sure, when he hinted at his
busi ness their faces would cloud over

"No doubt | amupon the track," thought Keawe. "These
new cl othes and carriages are alt the gifts of the little inp,
and these gl ad faces are the faces of nmen who have taken

their profit and got rid of the accursed thing in safety. Wen
see pal e cheeks and hear sighing, | shall know that | am near
the bottle."

So it befell at last he was recommended to a Haole in
Beritania Street. Wen he cane to the door, about the hour of
the evening neal, there were the usual marks of the new

house, and the young garden, and the electric light shining in
the wi ndows; but when the owner cane, a shock of hope and

fear ran through Keawe; for here was a young nan, white as

a corpse, and bl ack about die eyes, the hair shedding fromhis
head, and such a look in his countenance as a man nay have
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when he is waiting for the gall ows.

"Here it is, to be sure,” thought Keawe, and so with this
man he noways veiled his errand. "I amcone to buy the
bottle," said he,

At the word, the young Haole of Beritania Street reeled
agai nst the wall.
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"The bottle!" he gasped. "To buy the bottle!" Then he
seenmed to choke, and seizing Keawe by the arm carried him
into a roomand poured out wine in tw gl asses.

""Here is my respects," said Keawe. who had been nuch
about with Haoles in his time. "Yes," he added, "1 am cone
to buy the bottle. What is the price by now?"

At mat word the young man let his glass slip through his
fingers, and | ooked upon Keawe |i ke a ghost.

"The price," says he; "the price! You do not know the
price?' 1

"It is for that 1 am asking you," returned Keawe. "But
why are you so much concerned? |s there anything wong
about the price?"

"It has dropped a great deal in value since your tine, M.
Keawe, " said the young nman, stanmering.

"Well, well, 1 shall have the less to pay for it," said

Keawe. "How much did it cost you?"

The young man was as white as a sheet.

"Two cents," said he.

"What!" cried Keawe, "two cents? Wiy, then, you can

only sell it for one. And he who buys it—= The words died
upon Keawe's tongue; he who bought it could never sell it
again, the bottle and the bottle inp nust abide with himunti
he di ed, and when he died nust carry himto the red end of

hel I .

The young nman of Beritania Street fell upon his knees.
"For God's sake, buy it!" he cried. "You can have all ny
fortune in ne bargain. | was nmad when | bought it at that
price. 1 had enbezzled noney at ny store; | was |ost else;
nmust have gone to jail."

"Poor creatore," said Keawe, "you would risk your sou

upon so desperate an adventure, and to avoid the proper

puni shment of your own disgrace; and you think |I could
hesitate with love in front of ne. Gve ne the bottle, and the
change which | make sure you have all ready. Here is a
five-cent piece."

It was as Keawe supposed; the young man had the change
ready in a drawer; the bottle changed hands, and Keawe's
fingers were no sooner clasped upon the stalk than he had
breathed his wish to be a clean man. And sure enough, when
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he got home to his room and stripped hinself before a glass,
his flesh was whole like an infant's. And here was the strange
thing: he had no sooner seen this miracle than his nind was
changed within him and he cared naught for the Chinese

Evil, and little enough for Kokua; and had but the one

t hought, that here he was bound to the bottle inp for tinme and
for eternity, and had no better hope but to be a cinder for ever
in the flames of hell. Away ahead of him he saw them bl aze

with his mnd s eye, and his soul shrank, and darkness fel

upon the light.

When Keawe cane to hinself a little, he was aware it was

the ni ght when the band played at the hotel. Thither he went,
because he feared to be al one; and there, anong happy faces.
wal ked to and fro, and heard the tunes go up and down, and
saw Berger beat the nmeasure, and all the while he heard the
flanes crackle and saw the red fire burning in the bottom ess
pit. O a sudden the band pl ayed Hiki-cio-ao; that was a song
ui at he had sung with Kokua, and at the strain courage
returned to him

"It is done now," he thought, "and once nore |et ne take
the good along with the evil."

So it befell that he reluned to Hawaii by the first steaner,
and as soon as it could be nanaged he was wedded to Kokua,
and carried her up the nmountain side to the Bright House.

Now it was so with these two, that when they were to-

gether Keawe's heart was stilled; but as soon as he was al one
he fell into a brooding horror, and heard the flanes crackl e,
and saw the red fire bumin the bottom ess pit. The girl,

i ndeed, had come to himwholly; her heart |eaped in her side
at sight of him her hand clung to his; and she was so

fashi oned, fromthe hair upon her head to the nails upon her
toes, that none could see her without joy. She was pleasant in
her nature. She had the good word al ways. Full of song she
was, and went to and fro in the Bright House, the brightest
thing inits three stories, carolling like the birds. And Keawe
behel d and heard her with delight, and then must shrink upon
one side, and weep and groan to think upon the price that he
had paid for her; and then he nust dry his eyes, and wash his
face, and go and sit with her on the broad bal conies, joining
in her songs, and, with a sick spirit, answering her sniles.
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There canme a day when her feet began to be heavy and her
songs nore rare; and now it was not Keawe only that would
weep apart, but each would sunder fromthe other and sit in
opposite bal conies with the whole width of the Bright House
bet wi xt. Keawe was so sunk in his despair, he scarce ob-
served the change, and was only glad he had nore hours to

sit alone and brood upon his destiny, and was not so fre-
quently condemed to pull a smiling face on a sick heart. But
one day, coming softly through the house, he heard the sound
of a child sobbing, and there was Kokua rolling her face upon
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"You do well to weep in this house, Kokua," he said.
"And yet | would give the head off ny body that you (at
| east) m ght have been happy."

"Happy!" she cried. "Keawe, when you lived alone in

your Bright House you were the word of the island for a
happy man; | aughter and song were in your nouth, and your
face was as bright as the sunrise. Then you wedded poor
Kokua; and the good God knows what is am ss in her—but
fromthat day you have not smiled. Oh!" she cried, "what

ails nme? | thought I was pretty, and | knew 1 | oved him What
ails nme, that | throw this cloud upon ny husband?"

"Poor Kokua," said Keawe- He sat down by her side, and

sought to take her hand; but that she plucked away. "Poor
Kokua," he said again. "My poor child—ny pretty. And

had thought all this while to spare you! Well, you shall know
all. Then, at |east, you will pity poor Keawe; then you will
under stand how nuch he | oved you in the past—that he dared
hel | for your possessi on—and how rmuch he | oves you stil

(the poor condenmmed one), that he can yet call up a snmile

| yhen he behol ds you."

Wth that he told her all, even fromthe begi nning.
"You have done this for nme?" she cried. "Ah, well, then
what do 1 care!" and she cl asped and wept upon him

"Ah. child!'" said Keawe, "and yet, when | consider of
" e fire of hell, 1 care a good deal!"

N Never tell nme," said she, "no man can be | ost because

| oved Kokua. and no other fault. | tell you, Keawe. | shal
you with these hands, or perish in your conpany. What!

Robert Louis Stevenson
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you | oved me and gave your soul, and you think i will not die
to save you in return?"

"Ah, ny dear, you might die a hundred tines: and what
di fference would that nake?" he cried, "except to | eave ne

lonely till the time cones for ny dammation?"
"You know not hing," said she. "I was educated in a
school in Honolulu; I amno conmon girl. And | tell you

shall save ny lover. What is this you say about a cent? But

all the world is not Anerican. In England they have a piece

they call a fanning, which is about half a cent. Ah' sorrow"
she cried, "that makes it scarcely better, for the buyer nust

be lost, and we shall find none so brave as ny Keawe! But,

then, there is France; they have a small coin there which they
call a centime, and these go five to the cent, or thereabout.

We could not do better. Cone, Keawe, let us go to the

French islands; let us go to Tahiti as fast as ships can bear us.
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There we have four centines, three centines, two centines,
one centine; four possible sales to cone and go on; and two
of us to push the bargain. Cone, nmy Keawe! kiss ne, and
bani sh care. Kokoa will defend you."

"Gft of God!" he cried. "I cannot think that God wll
puni sh ne for desiring aught so good. Be it as you will then,
take me where you please; 1 put ny life and ny salvation in

your hands."

Early the next day Kokua went about her preparations. She

t ook Keawe's chest that he went with sailoring; and first she
put the bottle in a conmer, and then packed it with the richest
of their clothes and the bravest of the knick-knacks in the
house. "For," said she, "we nust seemto be rich folks, or
who woul d believe in the bottle?" Al the tinme of" her prepa-
rati on she was as gay as a bird; only when she | ooked upon
Keawe the tears would spring in her eye, and she nmust run

and kiss him As for Keawe, a weight was off his soul; now
that he had his secret shared, and sone hope in front of him
he seenmed like a new man, his feet went lightly on the earth
and his breath was good to himagain. Yet was terror still at
his el bow, and ever and again, as the wind blows out a taper,
hope died in him and he saw the flanes toss and the red fire

buminliell.
It was given out in the country they were gone pl easuring
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in the States, which was thought a strange thing, and yet not
so strange as the truth, if any could have guessed it. So they
went to Honolulu in the Halt, and thence in the Uncttilla to
San Francisco with a crowd of Haoles, and at San Franci sco
took their passage by the mail brigantine, the Tropic Bird, for
Papeete, the chief place of the French in the south islands.
Thither they came, after a pl easant voyage, on a fair day of
the Trade Wnd, and saw the reef with the surf breaki ng and
Motuiti with its palms, and the schooner riding wthinside

and ne white houses of the town | ow down al ong the shore

anong green trees, and overhead the mountains and the

clouds of Tahiti, the wi se island.

It was judged the nbst wise to hire a house, which they did
accordingly, opposite the British Consul's, to nake a great
parade of noney, and thensel ves conspi cuous with carri ages

and horses. This it was very easy to do, so |long as they had
the bottle in their possession; for Kokua was nore bold than
Keawe, and, whenever she had a mnd, called on the inp for
twenty or a hundred dollars. At this rate they soon grew to be
remarked in the town; and the strangers fromHawaii, their
tiding and their driving, the fine holokus, and the rich |l ace of
Kokua, becane the matter of nuch talk.

They got on well after the first with the Tahiti |anguage,
which is indeed |like to the Hawaiian, with a change of certain
letters; and as soon as they had any freedom of speech, began
to push the bottle. You are to consider it was not an easy
subject to introduce; it was not easy to persuade people you
are in earnest, when you offer to sell themfor four centines
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(he spring of health and riches inexhaustible. It was necessary
ebesides to explain the dangers of the bottle; and either people

-liiatoelieved the whole thing and | aughed, or they thought the

A"t 1ttiore of the darker part, becanme overcast with gravity, and
Np N NHrew away from Keawe and Kokua, as from persons who had
,"Mnleatings with the devil. So far from gai ning ground, these

A"AQ began to find they were avoided in the town; the children
ay fromthemscreanming, a thing intol erable to Kokua;

ics crossed thenselves as they went by; and all persons
with one accord to di sengage thenselves fromtheir

s.

ssion fell upon their spirits. They would sit at night
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in their new house, after a day's weariness, and not exchange
one word, or the silence would be broken by Kokua bursting
suddenly into sobs. Sonetinmes they would pray together;

sonetines they woul d have the bottle out upon the floor, and
sit all evening watching how t he shadow hovered H the

mdst. At such tines they would be afraid to go to rest. It was
I ong ere slunber cane to them and. if either dozed off, it
woul d be to wake and find the other silently weeping in the
dark, or, perhaps, to wake al one, the other having fled from
the house and t he nei ghborhood of that bottle, to pace under
the bananas in ne little garden, or to wander on the beach by
nmoonl i ght .

One night it was so when Kokua awoke. Keawe was gone.

She felt in the bed and his place was cold. Then fear fell upon
her, and she sal up in bed. Atittle nmoonshine filtered through
the shutters. The roomwas bright, and she could spy the

bottle on the floor. Qutside it blew high, the great trees of the
avenue cned al oud, and the fallen leaves rattled in the ve-
randa. In the nudst of this Kokua was aware of another

sound; whether of a beast or of a man she could scarce tell

but it was as sad as death, and cut her to the soul. Softly she
arose, set the door ajar, and | ooked forth into the moonlit
yard. There, under the bananas, lay Keawe, his nouth in the
dust, and as he | ay he npaned.

It was Kokua's first thought to run forward and consol e

him her second potently withheld her. Keawe had borne

hi nsel f before his wife like a brave man; it became her little
in the hour of weakness to intrude upon his shame. Wth the

t hought she drew back into the house.

"Heaven," she thought, "how carel ess have | been—how
weak! It is he. not 1, that stands in nmis eternal peril; it was
he, not 1, that took the curse upon his soul. It is for ny sake,
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and for the love of a creature of so little worth and such poor
hel p, that he now behol ds so close to himthe flames of
hel | —ay, and snells the snmoke of it, lying without there in
the wind and noonlight. Am1 so dull of spirit that never till
now | have surmsed ny duty, or have | seen it before and
turned aside? But now, at least. 1 take up my soul in both the
hands of ny affection; now | say farewell to the white steps

of heaven and the waiting faces of ny friends. Alove for a

|l ove, and let mne be equalled with Keawe's! A soul for a
soul, and be it mne to perish!"

She was a deft worman with her hands, and was soon

apparel |l ed. She took in her hand the change—the precious
centinmes they kept ever at their side; for this coinis little
used, and they had nmade provision at a governnent office.

Wien she was forth in the avenue clouds canme on the w nd. and
the nmoon was bl ackened. The town sl ept, and she knew not
whither to turn till she heard one coughing in the shadow of
the trees.

"dd man," said Kokua, "what do you here abroad in the
col d night?"

The ol d man coul d scarce express hinself for coughing,
but she made out that he was old and poor. and a stranger in
the i sl and.

"WIIl you do nme a service?" said Kokua. "As one stranger
to another, and as an old man to a young wonman, will you
hel p a daughter of Hawaii ?"

"Ah," said the old man. "So you are me witch fromthe
Ei ght |slands, and even my old soul you seek to entangle. But
I have heard of you, and defy your w ckedness."

"Sit down here," said Kokua, "and let ne tell you a
tale.” And she told himthe story of Keawe fromthe begin-
ning to the end.

"And now," said she, "1 amhis w fe, whom he bought

with his soul's welfare. And what should | do? If 1 went to
himnyself and offered to buy it, he will refuse. But if you

go, he will sell it eagerly; | will await you here; you will buy
it for four centines, and | will buy it again for three. And the
Lord -strengthen a poor girl!"

"I'f you nmeant falsely." said the old man, "I think God
woul d stri ke you dead."

"He woul d!" cried Kokua. "Be sure He would- | coul d
not be so treacherous; God would not suffer it."

"Gve ne the four centines and await nme here," said the
ol d man.

Now, when Kokua stood alone in the street, her spirit died.

The wind roared in the trees, and it seened to her the rushing
ee"f the flames of hell; the shadows towered in the light of the
.street lanp. and they seened to her the snatching hands of
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evil ones. If she had had the strength, she nust have run
away, and if she had had the breath, she nmust have screaned
aloud; but, in tnith, she could do neither, and stood and
trenbled in the avenue, |like an affrighted child.

Then she saw the old man returning, and he had the bottle
i n his hand.

"l have done your bidding," said he. "I left your husband
weeping like a child; tonight he will sleep easy.”" And he
held the bottle forth.

"Before you give it to ne." Kokua panted, "take the good
with the evil—-ask to be delivered fromyour cough."

"I aman old man," replied the other, "and too near the
gate of the grave to take a favor fromthe devil. But what is
this? Wiy do you not take the bottle? Do you hesitate?"

"Not hesitate!" cried Kokua. "I amonly weak. Gve ne a
monent. It is nmy hand resists, my flesh shrinks back fromthe
accursed thing. One nonent only!"

The ol d man | ooked upon Kokua kindly. "Poor child!"

said he, "you fear: your soul nisgives you. Wll, let ne
keep it. 1 amold. and can never nore be happy in this world,
and as for the next—=

"Gve it me!" gasped Kokua. "There is your noney. Do
you think | amso base as that? Gve ne the bottle."

"God bl ess you, child," said the old man.

Kokua conceal ed the bottle under her hol oku, said farewell
to the old nan, and wal ked off al ong the avenue, she cared
not whither. For all roads were now ne sane to her, and |ed
equally to hell. Sonetines she wal ked, and sonetines ran;

sonetines lay by the wayside in the dust and wept. Al that
she had heard of hell came back to her, she saw the fl anes

bl aze, and she sneiled the snpbke, and her flesh w thered on
t he coal s.

Near day she cane to her mind again, and returned to -the
house. It was even as the old man sai d—-Keawe sl unbered
fake a child. Kokua stood and gazed upon his face.

"Now ny husband," said she, "it is your turn to steep

When you wake it will be your turn to sing and | augh. But for
poor Kokua, alas! that meant no evil —for poor Kokua no

nore steep, no nore singing, no nore delight, whether in
earth or heaven."
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Wth that she lay down in the bed by his side, and her
m sery was so extrenme that she fell in a deep shunber instantly.
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Late in ne norning her husband woke her and gave her the
good news. It seenmed he was silly with delight, for he paid
no heed to her distress, ill though she dissenbled it. The
words stuck in her nouth, it nmattered not; Keawe did the
speaki ng. She ate not a bite, but who was to observe it? For
Keawe cl eared the di sh. Kokua saw and heard him 1ike sone
strange thing in a dream there were tinmes when she forgot or
doubt ed, and put her hands to her brow, to know herself
doonmed and hear her husband babbl e seenmed so nonstrous.

Al the while Keawe was eating and tal ki ng, and pl anni ng
the tinme of their return, and thanking her for saving himand

fondling her. and calling her the true helper after a!'l. He
| aughed at the old man that was fool enough to buy that
bottl e.

"A worthy man he seened," Keawe said. "But no one
can judge by appearances. For why did the old reprobate
require the bottle?"

"My husband," said Kokua hunbly, "his purpose may
have been good.' *

Keawe | aughed |i ke an angry nman.
"Fi ddl e-de-dee! " cned Keawe. "An old rogue, | tell you

and an old ass to boot. For the bottle was hard enough to sel

at four centines; and at three it will be quite inpossible. The
margin i s not broad enough, the thing begins to snell of
scorching—brr!" said he, and shuddered. "It is true 1 bought

it nyself at a cent, when | knew not there were smaller coins.

I was a fool for ny pains; there will never be found another,
and whoever has that bottle noww Il carry it to the pit.'

"0 ny husband!" said Kokua. "Is it not a terrible thing to
save oneself by the eternal ruin of another? It seens to me 1
could not laugh. | would be hunbled. | would be filled with
mel ancholy. | would pray for the poor hol der."

Then Keawe, because he felt the truth of what she said,
grew the nore angry. "Heighty-(eighty!" cried he. "You

may be filled with nelancholy if you please. It is not the
m nd of a good wife. If you thought at all of ne, you would
sit shanmed."

Thereupon he went out, and Kokua was al one.
Robert Loui s Stevenson
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What chance had she to sell that bottle at two centinmes?
None, she perceived. And if she had any, here was her
husband hurrying her away to a country where there was
not hi ng | ower than a cent. And here—en the norrow of her
sacrifice—was her husband | eaving her and bl ami ng her

She woul d not even try to profit by what tine she had, but
sat in Ae house, and now had the bottle out and viewed it
with unutterable fear, and now, with loathing, hid it out of
si ght .
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By- and- by Keawe canme back, and woul d have her take a
drive.

"My husband, | amill," she said. "1 am out of heart.
Excuse ne, 1 can take no pleasure.'*

Then was Keawe nore wroth than ever. Wth her, because
he t hought she was broodi ng over the case of the old man;

and with hinsel f, because he thought she was right and was
ashaned to be so happy.

"This is your truth." cned he, "and this your affection
Your husband is just saved frometernal ruin, which he
encountered for me | ove of you—and you can take no plea-
sure* Kokua, you have a disloyal heart."

He went forth again furious, and wandered in the town al

day. He nmet friends, and drank with them they hired a
carriage and drove into the country, and there drank again.

Al the time Keawe was ill at ease, because he was taking this
pastinme while his wife was sad, and because he knew in his
heart that she was nore right than he; and the know edge

made himdrink the deeper

Now t here was an old brutal Haole drinking with him one
that had been a boatswain of a whal er—a runaway, a di gger

in gold mnes, a convict in prisons. He had a low mind and a
foul nouth; he loved to drink and to see others dninken; and
he pressed the gl ass upon Keawe. Soon there was no nore
nmoney in the conpany.

"Here, you!" says the boatswain, "you are rich, you have
been al ways saying. You have a bottle or sone foolishness."

"Yes," says Keawe, "I amrich, | will go back and get
sonme noney fromny wife, who keeps it."

"That's a bad idea. nate,"” said the boatswain. "Never
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you trest a petticoat with dollars. They're all as false as
wat er; you keep an eye on her."

Now this word struck in Keawe's mnd; for he was nud-
dled with what he had been dri nking.

"l shoul d not wonder but she was fal se, indeed," thought

he. "Wy el se should she be so cast down at ny rel ease? But

1 will show her 1 amnot the man to be fooled. 1 will catch her
in the act."

Accordi ngly, when they were back in town, Keawe bade

the boatswain wait for himat the conmer by the old cal aboose,
and went forward up the avenue alone to ne door of his

house. The night had cone again: there was a |ight wthin,
but never a sound; and Keawe crept about the comer, opened
me back door softly, and | ooked in.

There was Kokua on the floor, the lanp at her side; before
her was a nmilk-white bottle, with a round belly and a | ong
neck; and as she viewed it, Kokua wung her hands.
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A long time Keawe stood and | ooked in the doorway. At

first he was struck stupid; and then fear fell upon himmat the
bargai n had been made aniss, and the bottle had come back

to himas tt canme at San Francisco; and at that his knees were

| oosened, and the funes of the w ne departed from his head

like msts off a river in the norning- And then he had anot her

thought; and it was a strange one, that made his cheeks to

bum

"l must make sure of this," thought he,

So he closed the door. and went softly around the coner

again, and then cane noisily in, as though he were but now
returned. And, to! by the tine he opened the front door no
bottle was to be seen; and Kokua sat in a chair and started up
I i ke one awakened out of sleep

"l have been drinking all day and meking nerry," said
Keawe. "1 have been with good compani ons, and now | only
came back for noney, and return to dnnk and carouse with
mem agai n. "

Both his face and voice were stern as judgnment, but Kokua
was | oo troubled to observe.

"You do well to use your own, ny husband." said she,
and her words trenbl ed.

"Ch, | do well in all things," said Keawe. and he went

348 Robert Louis Stevenson

straight to the chest and | ook out noney. But he | ooked
besides in the coner where they kept the bottle, and there
was no bottle there.

At that the chest heaved upon the floor Iike a sea-billow,
and the house spun about himlike a weath of snoke, for he
saw she was | ost now, and there was no escape. "It is what |
feared," he thought- "It is she who has bought it."

And then he came to hinself a little and rose up: but the
sweat streaned on his face as thick as the rain and as cofd as
the wel | -water.

"Kokua," said he, "I said to you today what ill becane
me. Now | return to house with ny jolly conpanions," and
at that he laughed a little quietly. "I will take nore pleasure

inthe cup if you forgive nme."

She cl asped his knees in a nmoment, she kissed his knees
with flow ng tears.

"Ch." she cried. "I ask but a kind word!"

"Let us never one think hardly of the other," said Keawe,

and was gone out of the house.

Now, the noney that Keawe had taken was only sone of

that store of centine pieces they had laid in at their arrival. It
was very sure he had no mind to be drinking. His wife had

gi ven her soul for him now he nust give his for hers; no
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ot her thought was in the world with him

At the comer, by the old cal aboose, there was the boat -
swai n waiting.

"My wife has the bottle," said Keawe, "and, unless you
help ne to recover it, there can be no nore noney and no
nore |iquor tonight."

"You do not nean to say you are serious about that
bottle?" cried the boatswain

"There is the lanp," said Keawe. "Do 1 look as if | was
j esting?"

"That is so," said the boatswain. "You | ook as serious as
a ghost."

"Well, then," said Keawe, "here are two centinmes; you

just go to ny wife in the house, and offer her these for the

bottle, which (if I amnot nuch m staken) she will give you
instantly. Bring it to ne here, and 1 will buy it back from you

for one; for that is the lawwith this bottle, that it still nust be

THE BOTTLE | MP 349

sold for a |l ess sum But whatever you do. never breathe a
word to her that you have cone fromne."

"Mate, | wonder are you making a fool of ne?" asked the
boat swai n.
"It will do you no harmif |I am" returned Keawe.

"That is so, mate," said the boatswain.

"And if you doubt ne," added Keawe, "you can try. As

soon as you are clear of the house, wi sh to have your pocket
full of noney, or a bottle of the best rum or what you pl ease.
and you will see the virtue of the thing."

"Very well. Kanaka," says the boatswain. "1 will try;

but if you are having your fun out of ne, 1 will take ny fun
out of you with a belaying-pin."

So the whal eman went off up the avenue; and Keawe stood

and waited. It was near the sane spot where Kokua had

wai ted the night before; but Keawe was nore resol ved, and
never faltered in his purpose; only his soul was bitter with
despair.

It seemed a long time he had to wail before he heard a

voi ce singing in the darkness of the avenue. He knew the
voice to be the boatswain's; but it was strange how drunken it
appear ed upon a sudden.

Next 'the man hinself come stunbling into the light of the

| anp. He had the devil's bottle buttoned in his coat; another
bottle was in his hand; and even as he cane in view he raised
it to his nmouth and drank.

"You have it," said Keawe. "| see that."

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Asimov,%201lsaac%20-%20Magical%20Wishes%20(SSC)%20UC.txt (288 of 290) [5/21/03 2:04:22 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/l ssac%20A simov/Asimov,%20I saac%20-%20M agi cal %620Wi shes%20(SSC) %20U C.txt

"Hands of f!" cried the boatswain, junping back. "Take a
step near nme, and |I'Il smash your nouth. You thought you
coul d nake a catspaw of ne, did you?"

"What do you nean?" cried Keawe.

"Mean?" cried the boatswain. "This is a pretty good

N-bottle, this is; that's what | nean. How 1 got it for two
A"centinmes | can't nake out; but | amsure you shan't have it
for one."

"You nmean you won't sell?" gasped Keawe.

"No, sir," cried the boatswain. "But I'Il give you a drink
Fine rum if you like."

| <"l tell you," said Keawe, "me man who has that bottle
to hell."

350 Robert Louis Stevenson

"I reckon |I'm goi ng anyway," returned the sailor; "and

this bottle's the best thing to go with |I've struck yet. No,
sir!" he cried again, "this is my bottle now, and you can go
and fish for another.”

"Can this be true?" Keawe cried. "For your own sake,
beseech you, sell it me!"

"1 don't value any of your talk," replied the boatswain

"You thought | was a flat, now you see |'mnot; and there's
an end. |If you won't have a swallow of the rum |'ll have one
mysel f. Here's your health, and good night to you!"

So off he went down. the avenue toward town, and there
goes the bottle out of the story.

But Keawe ran to Kokua light as the wind; and great was

their joy that night; and great, since then, has been the peace

of all their days in the Bright House.
ABQUT THE EDI TORS

| SAAC ASIMOV has been called "one of America's treasures.”
Born in the Soviet Union, he was brought to the United States
at the age of three (along with his fanmly) by agents of me
Ameri can government in a successful attenpt to prevent him
fromworking for me wong side. He quickly established

hi nsel f as one of this country's forenpst science fiction
witers and witer about everything, and although now
approaching nmiddl e age, he is going stronger than ever. He

| ong ago passed his age and wei ght in books, and with sone
250 to his credit threatens to close in on his i.Q H s seque
The Foundation Tril ogy—oundati on's Edge—was one of the
best-selling books of 1982 and 1983.

MARTI N H. GREENBERG has been called (in The Science

Fiction and Fantasy Book Review) "The King of the

Ant hol ogi sts"; to which he replied—It's good to be the
King!" He has produced nore than 150 of nmem wusually

in collaboration with a multitude of co-conspirators, nost
frequentfy the two who have given you MAG CAL W SHES

A Professor of Regional Analysis and Political Science at the

to
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University of Wsconsin-Geen Bay. he is still trying So
publish his weight.

CHARLES G WAUCH is a Professor of Psychol ogy and

Conmuni cations at the University of Miine at Augusta who

is still trying to figure out how he got hinmself into all this- He
has al so worked with many col | aborators, since he is basically

a very friendly fellow He has done sone fifty anthol ogi es

and singl e-author collections, and especially enjoys |ocating

i. unjustly ignored stories. He also clains that he nmet his wife
vi a conput er dating—her choice was an entire fraternity or

him and she has only minor regrets.
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