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THE SEASON OF EVIL

Once Elane was dressed for bed, she chose a book and settled down. Her
eyes soon grew heavy, so she marked her place and turned out the light,
exhaugted from the day of arival.

It seemed impossible that this was her firg day in the Matherly house.

She was soon dreaming, a rare dream: it was the night before Christmas.
She no longer believed in Santa Claus, so why wait? One of the presents was a
large red and green box. She wondered what anyone could have gotten her that
was S0 hbig, and chose it firgt. She pried the lid off, peered indde . . . and tried
to look away. She could not move. She opened her mouth and sucked ar and
findly screamed . . .

She woke, perspiring.

But the scream continued.

It was not her scream any longer, and not the scream of a nightmare. It was
redl; awoman's voice;, the cry of awoman in the mogt terrible agony . . .
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Chapter 1

Haine Sherred was ill-at-ease from the firs moment she caught Sght of the Matherly house, and she
would later remember this doubt, and wonder if it had been a premonition of disaster.

The house stood on the brow of the hill, partidly shielded from her by severd huge Dutch dm trees,
and it was sprawling, immense. That in itsdf was not what bothered Elaine, however; dl of the houses in
this exclusve suburb of Fittsburgh were extraordinar-ily large, and dl of them stood on four and five acre
estates which were carefully tended by the most professond of gardeners. What made the Matherly
house different, and therefore disconcerting, was its rococo stonework. Beneath the deep eaves, under
the thrudting, flat, black date roof, a band of hand-carved story-stone ran across the entire facade and
continued down the west wall as wdl. Indeed, those stone angels and stone satyrs, frozen nymphs and
basreief urns, trees and flowers and planets and stars probably en-circled the entire house, like a
ribbon. The windows were set deep in thick ssone wdls and flanked by fret-ted black and dSlver shutters
which contrasted starkly with the light stone of the walls. The main entrance was a door twice as large as
any man could require, like the entrance to a cathedrd, at least twelve feet high and five wide. Heavy
brass handles adorned it, gleaming againgt the oak as did the brass hinges. The windows on ether sde of
the door, unlike the other windows that she could see, were stained glass, in no particular pattern, the
individud fragments worked to-gether with lead. In the cirde of the driveway, directly before the
entrance, a white stone fountain, complete with three winsome cherubs whose wings were glo-rioudy
spread, Szzled and hissed like a griddle with ail spilled on it. The pavement immediatdy adjacent the
fountain had been torn up and rich earth placed in its stead, banked by a second marble curb as white as
the fountain itsdlf. In this dark earth, a dozen varieties of flowers sprouted, blossoming in purples, reds,
yd-lows and oranges. This dazzling splash was vagudly re-flected on the white base of the fountain,
gving the illuson that the marble itsdf shimmered and was somehow transparent so that you were
looking through it to the flowers which bloomed on the other side.

It was dl too fancy. It seemed more like ared estate office than like a private residence, constructed
for display and not to be lived in and used.

Again, the uneasiness surfaced, an darm tha she could not place or define. Somehow, she knew, this
place would be bad for her.

A house, Elane was convinced, should be down-to-earth, as common and as servicegble as
possible. Evenif that house were the dweling place of the wedl-thy. No one should throw away money
on useless baubles like a story-stone and a marble fountain.

Besdes, anything ornate generated an ar of faseness. This daboratdy bedecked house, Elane
thought, looked more like a carefully arranged array of cardboard stage flats nalled to wooden braces
then like a sound structure. The lawn might have been a stage floor overlaid with a green fdt cloth.

Haine Sherred distrusted anything which was not smple and clean. The functiond pleased her; the
frivolous drew her scorn.

Such an attitude in a twenty-three-year-old girl might seem out of place. At least, nearly everyone she
knew told her it was. In high school, she had not had many friends, for she had preferred not to engege
in the games and pagtimes of her generation. At the hospitd, during her nurse's training, her felow
sudents and even a few of her ingructors had chided her for her somewhat straight-laced ways. Elaine
disagreed. Her view of life seemed the only correct one to her, not an aberrant one.

Haine pulled her Volkswagen to the sde of the quiet lane that wound up the hill to the Matherly
house and parked it. She had been disconcerted by the mag-niloquent structure, and she wanted time to
accept it. If she were going to work there—indeed, even live there as the full-time nurse to Jacob
Matherly—she was going to have to suppress the ingant didike she had generated on fird seeing the
place.

How could anyone have paid architects to come up with such a fancy mess of jutting angles and
shad-owed nooks, fountains and ornate shutters? It was like spending a fortune on severa tons of



marshmdlow sauce to feed a hungry man who would have preferred steak and potatoes.

She did not once think that her overreaction to the house might lie within her own character. She had
log her parents when she was four years old and had been raised in an unloving, uncaring inditution
thereafter. The defense mechaniam againg life which she had evolved was a stolid, no-nonsense outlook.

And the Matherly house was nonsense.

Sill and dl, it was a good-paying job. And if the people indde it were not as grandiose as their
dwdl-ing, she supposed she could put up with so much marshmdlow.

She let off the footbrake and shifted gears as smoothly as a veteran driver—though she had only
bought the car a month ago. She had trained hersdf in the use of a standard shift—having been used to
an automatic—with the same devotion of purpose that she gpplied to everything she did. Two minutes
later, she had parked in front of the fountain, by the im-mense oak door with its brass fixtures

As she was getting out of the amdl car, the low, purple clouds which had been threstening rain dl
moming suddenly broke open with lightning. A brief moment later, the ear-splitting crack of thunder
fol-lowed, damming againg the high walls of the mansion and rebounding like something tangible.

Haine did not flinch. She was not frightened of thun-der. She knew dl about storms, their cause and
effect, and no deegply imbedded supergtition hampered her dedling with them.

At the door, she lifted the heavy knocker, which she now saw was shaped like a wolfs head and
nearly hdf the sze of the red aticle. It dropped with a loud, hol-low booming that could hardly fal to
bring an answer. She did not use it again.

A few droplets of rain spattered the flagstone pro-menade upon which she stood, but she didn't try to
shdlter hersdif.

A minute passed before someone turned the knob on the ingde of the door and drew the thick portal
open. In the dmly lighted foyer stood an dderly man, stoop shouldered and white-haired, his face
wizened by a heavy tracery of lines that radiated from the corners of his eyes, nose and lips. His face
looked like aged velum.

“Yes?' heinquired.

“Elane Sherred to see Lee Maherly,” she said.

“Our new nurse” the man said, nodding his head. He had a dightly obsequious manner which
marked him as a family servant, though—Elane fdt—he had very likdy been in the Matherly employee
for a great many years, perhaps since he had been as young as she.

He said, “Won't you come in? Mr. Matherly the younger is now in the den; he's expecting you.”

She stepped out of the rain which had just begun to fdl in earnest and shook her mane of long, black
hair. It spread out, over the collar of the tan, linen coat she wore, framing her like a dark halo.

“l trust you had no trouble finding our place” the old man said. The “our” seemed to dinch her
certainty that he had been here for many years. He looked upon the frothy manson as being as much his
home as his magter's.

“None a dl,” she sad. “Mr. Matherly gave me di-rections which were easy to follow.”

“I'm Jerry Hoffman,” the old men said. “I'm the butler and the Mr. Fix-It, the generd, dl-around men
Friday of the house. My wife, Bess, cooks for us”

“I'm pleased to meet you,” she said. It was a mere pleasantry, that response. Although she had hardly
met Jerry Hoffman, she thought she was not going to like him a great dedl. There was something in his
man-ner which suggested he was a gossip, or a man whose interests were so varied as to be usdessin
any one area. He seemed nervous, quick, and too eager to amile

He led her down the long, paneled corridor, through the man drawing room to the den where he
announced her and left her with Lee Matherly.

She had met the man before, of course. He had come to the Presbyterian Univeraty Hospitd in the
city, shortly before graduation, and had interviewed a number of girls for this post. He was tdl and thin,
yet a powerful man whose sportcoats needed no shoulder padding. He looked more like a trim
lumberjack than like the restaurateur he actudly was. At forty-five, he might have passed as ten years
younger, handsomein a rugged sort of way, blue-eyed but with dark hair graying a the temples. He was
avery canny business-man. He had not wasted time when he had interviewed her, and he did not waste



time now—a character trait she admired.

“A room has been prepared for you,” Matherly said. “If you give your car keys to Jarry when we're
finished here, hell see that your bags are moved from the car.”

“He seems somewhat fraill—" she began.

“Heisnt, bdieve me” Matherly said. “That old goat will probably last longer than | will—and he was
butler here when | was bardly able to walk! But, if it suits you better, you can hep him. My sons are out
thismorning, or | would have one of them hdlp you. Paul is home, my dead wifés brother, and he might
be will-ing to offer a hand.”

“I'm sure I'll manage.”

“l am dso sure” he said. He tore a check out of the book on his desk, one which he had filled out in
expec-tation of her arrivd. “I imagine youll be rather low on funds. I've written out four weeks pay in
advance to hdp you get started. A hundred a week, plus room and board, as agreed.”

She accepted the check, thanked him, folded it and put it in the fla, utilitarian purse she carried.

“Now,” Lee Matherly said, riang, amiling perfuncto-rily, “shdl we go see your patient?’

“I'm looking forward to medting him,” Elaine said.

“You mugt understand that heis not the man he was. The stroke took quite atoll.” The expresson on
his handsome face said that his father's illness had aso taken a heavy tall on Lee Matherly.

At the top of the stairs, they entered the fird room on the right. It was, Elaine thought, more like a
sudy than a bedroom. The walls and calling were paneled in rich, dark wood that smdled ever so dightly
of lemon polish. Two walls contained built-in bookcases which were stuffed full of cloth-bound volumes.
A mammoth desk was the man piece of furniture, dominating even the hospital bed dong the far wal. A
globe stood by the desk on a brass stand. Two easy chairs were posi-tioned so that one might St in them
and drink brandy and talk, just likein the movies or noves by Conan Doyle. Beside the bed was another
char: awhed-chair.

Asthey entered, the old man in the bed turned his head towards them and watched them with bright,
blue eyes as clear ashisson's.

“Father, thisis Elane Sherred, the girl | told you about. Shell be your nurse from now on.”

The old man did not amile, nor speak. The right Side of his face was drawn tight, as if he were
grimec-ing, while the other half appeared normd. There were other 9gns of the stroke. His right arm was
drawn up, cradled againg his chest, strangdly twisted. His leg, be-neath the thin sheet, appeared normd,
though it mogt likdy was not, judging from the whedchair. Perhaps the entire right Sde of his body was
pardyzed.

“His medicines are kept here” Lee sad, taking her to a cabinet beside the bed. “Glycerine pills for
hisan-ginaif it should act up. And if they don't rlieve the pain wdl enough—weve a dozen ampoules of
mor-phine here—and here, the syringe and acohol and gauze. It will be your duty to keep Dr. Reece
aware of our supply and to be certain we never run low on any-thing that Father might require.”

“l undergtand,” she said.

Matherly seemed to forget about her as he ap-proached the bed. He leaned over and kissed the old
men on the cheek, the ruined cheek. Old Jacob Math-erly amiled now—a distorted and ugly expression
on his ruined face—and took his son's hand.

“I'm sure youll like Miss Sherred, Father.”

The old man did not take his eyes from his son's face. He nodded afirmatively.

“Good enough,” Lee said. “Then I'll leave you two to get acquainted.” He waked to the door,
turned. “I'll see, Miss Sherred, that your bags are moved. I'm sure Paul will hep Jerry with the chore.
Your room is a the end of the hdl, on the right. Dinner is at seven this evening. You will be able to meet
the rest of the household then.” And he was gone.

“Hes agood boy,” Jacob said.

His voice startled her. For one thing, she had sup-posed that he was unable to speak, snce he had
been so quiet up till this moment. For another, his voice was weak, whispered, the croak of a frog who
parroted En-glish. It sent achill through her for reasons she could not define.

“Hes very dfident,” she said.



“And he ... loves hisfather,” the old man added.

She stood beside his bed, looking down a him, aware that he had once been as formidable a man as
Lee, though illness had wasted him now.

She said, wearing a professond amile that was not completely automatic, for she liked this old man
a-ready, “1 could see that he does.”

“He does wdl with the restaurants.”

“More than one?’ she asked.

“Four,” he said. “And three of them . . . are the best in the city.”

“I'l have to try them out,” she said.

He took her hand, as he had grasped his son's. His flesh was hot and dry, like leather wdll-tanned
and left in the sun.

He said, “Do you think I'm crazy?’

She was a bit confused by the abrupt change in the topic of conversation, but she tried not to let it
show. “Whyever should | think that?’

“I'm not crazy.”

“Of course not.”

“l had a cerebral hemorrhage, you know. And | have a bad heart. But besides some muscular control
... | haven't been hurt. My mind—my mind is per-fect yet.”

He had worn himsaf out speaking so hurriedly and inggtently. His dry, dusty voice faded in the last
few words until she could bardly hear it, like the cdl of a dream, unredl.

“Many people recover completdy from cerebra hemorrhaging.”

“Lee doesn't think s0.”

He said, “Leethinks I'm crazy.”

“Oh, I'm sure he doesn't!”

“He does. He won't believe me when | tdl him things”

She amiled more brightly, concerned for him, and patted his hand which 4ill lay in hers. “Surdy, if
your son fet that way, he would have told me when he hired me. | can assure you that he didnt mention
it.”

He looked at her closdly, probing her with his eyes, as if he might be able to read her mind, satisfied
him-sdf that she was tdling the truth. There was nothing crazy about this old man; he was cunning and
quite observant.

“But he won't believe me about the knife” he said.

Outsde, the sorm descended on the house with the ful measure of its ferocity, exploding with
thunder-claps, ripping open the darkness with sharp-edged lightning that made the windows milky for an
ingant. The rain came twice as hard, a veritable deluge that made her fed, for a flegting indant, as if she
werein an ark, preparing for the worst.

“What knifeisthat? she asked.

He looked at her for along time, without speaking, and she was dmog ready to repeat the question
or— better yet—change the subject, when he said, “1 don't want to be pitied again. If | tdl you and you
don't be-lieve it, Il have to face that same expression that Lee gave me. Rity. It Sckens mel”

“l don't think anyone could genuindy pity you,” she said, meaning it. “Y ou're fighting back admirably
wel againg a biologica infirmity that you had no con-trol over.”

“Not amentd infirmity?’ he asked.

“It certainly doesn't appear to be,” she sad.

He seemed to decide he could trust her, for he nod-ded his head afirmativdly and said, “Someone
tried to stab me with a kitchen knife”

She sad, “When was that?’

“Only three weeks ago.”

She wondered why Lee Maherly had not told her. It was plainly ill weighing upon the patient's
mind, and it would have too be taken into consideration when treating him.



She said, “Where did this take place?’

“Here, of course”

“In this house?’

“Ves”

She began to fed uneasy as she consdered the posshility that the old man might actudly be
expe-riencing illusons

She sad, “Perhapsit was a dream.”

He was adamant that it could not have been. “I saw the serrated edge of it. | screamed. | don't have
much volume, and | had only been back from the hospital for about two weeks. | frightened the killer,
whoever hewas. Heran . . . but | saw . . . saw that serrated edge of the knife in a glimmer of moonlight
from the windows.”

He had exhausted himsdlf again.

“It was a night?”

“Yes” he said. “I couldn't deep, despite the sedartive | take very evening.” He wrinkled his face in
dis-gust. “I dbsolutely hate taking medicine to make me deep.”

She decided that cool, careful logic was the best way to handle the old man's accusations againg the
household. “But you haven't got any enemies here,” she said. She had been in contact with the victims of
strokes before, and she knew that disagreeing with them only caused them to be more nervous and more
postivein their ddusions. But why hadn't the younger Matherly told her about this? She was a competent
medica nurse, but she could not be expected to recog-nize minor menta impairment so quickly. If Jacob
Matherly had not told her what Lee thought about the story of a knife, she might have even placed a bit
of trugt in the notion.

“No enemies” he agreed. “But there are those who don't require a reason to kill.” He said it with
such afla tone of voice that he had bled most of the prepos-terousness from the idea.

“Living here?” she asked.

“Yes”

“Who?’

“Youll meet everyone at the supper table” Jacob said. “Waich dl of them closdy.”

He went abruptly uncommunicative, for he had rec-ognized the tone of disbdief in her voice, no
meaiter how cultivated was her professonad good cheer and comradeship.

She did not know what to say to re-engage him in pleasant conversation. She could not continue to
humor him as she might a child, for he was old enough to be her grandfather. Yet she was so rattled by
his fan-tasy of madness and murder that she could not think how to rechannd him into more acceptable
topics of conversation.

A patient who lived in illusons, misnterpreting re-dity, was not her favorite sort. So closdly linked to
redity hersdf, she could not cope with someone who attempted to escape from life through daydreams
and night dreams, desping and awake. She rardly had dreams hersdf. Or, if she did, she rardy
remembered what they had been about.

“Wdl,” she said, “if you won't be needing me for a while, 1 think I'll go freshen up and unpack.” She
nod-ded to the bell cord attached to the head of the bed. “Is that linked to my room?’

“Yes” hesad.

“Then you can cadl meif you need me”

“Wait amoment, Elaine”

She had turned and taken a few steps towards the door, but she stopped now and turned back to
him. She cocked her head inquistivdy, waiting for im to speak.

“Do you know about Christmas Eve?’ he asked.

It was the sort of nonsenscd question she had feared, and she fdt uncomfortable standing here. She
sad, “What about it?’

“You don't know anything about what happened in this house on that Christmas Eve?’

He had risen off hispillows afew inches. His body trembled, his neck was strained so that the veins
dl bulged and the pulsein the main artery was dearly visble



“I'm afraid | don't know,” she said.

“Until you've heard of it—and you will, soon enough—don't judge me. Don't count me off as a
bab-bling old man . . . old man with brain damage. Don't count me off like Lee has . . . not until you
know what happened that night before Chrigmas.”

“Wha happened?’ she asked, intrigued despite her-self.

But he had spoken more than he wanted to, and he was perturbed by her reluctance to bdieve him.
He would not respond. She left the room and walked down the corridor to her room, ligening to the
gorm scream across the roof of the mansgon and wondering, uneasly, what sort of sorm was brewing
within the lives of these people.

By the time she had reached the end of the hdl, she had shrugged it off. Jacob was only an old man,
se-rioudy ill. It was not wise to give credence to his ram-blings, even for a moment. There was nothing at
dl brewing. Ingde her purse was a check for four hundred dollars. This was a new life, her fird truly
in-dependent existence, awvay from orphanage offidds and nursang-college ingtructors and deans with
thar rules and regulations. If she faced this squarely and did her job, nothing could go wrong.



Chapter 2

She wore a sensble blue skirt and a white blouse to dinner, a cool green band through her long har
to hold it away from her face. She had successfully rartiondized away the strange conversation which she
hed had with Jacob Matherly, and she was prepared to enjoy hersdf,

Jacob did not come to the table but took his supper in his room. He was somewhat dumsy with
eding utensls, Lee explained, and did not like to be seen while trying to manage for himsdf. At the same
time, he rejected any suggestion that someone dse feed him. He was a fiercdly independent old man and
intended to remain that way.

Without the master of the house, there were Sx of them a the long table in the dining room: Lee, his
sons Dennis and Gordon, Paul Honneker the brother of Lee's deceased wife, Cdlia Tamlin who was an
in-terior decorator whom Dennis had brought to look at the house, and Elaine hersdf. The mgor topic of
the evening was the architecture of the manson and the ways Cdiafdt its furnishings could be changed to
compliment, rather than detract from, that unique flavor.

Elane would have cdled the ornate structure a great many things, but she would never have sad it
hed a“unique flavor". Since everyone ese seemed to actudly enjoy the way the place was built, she kept
her mouth shut except to give them the answers she thought they would most appreciate when they asked
for her opinion.

“Serioudy, Elaing” Dennis Matherly asked, “don't you think that grandfather's taste was much too
quffy for this marvelous house?’

She sad, “I haven't seen most of it. But | do like my room and the den | saw.”

“Of course, certain rooms are perfect,” Dennis agreed. “But I'm spesking of the over-dl fed of it.
The drawing room is damned Victorian—and not taste-fully Victorian elther. Clumpy furniture, everything
overduffed, bad wallpaper. Ugh!”

Dennis, a twenty-five, was the older of the Math-erly brothers, though Elaine thought he acted like
the younger. He was aways talking with a queer excite-ment that kept her on edge. He found everything
inter-esting and tried to show the others how fascinating this adcove was or that attic room could be if
properly finished. He was a terribly good-looking man, muscu-lar as his father was. But there was
omething spoiled about his face, something too heavy in the line of his mouth. He had aways had
money, and he had been spoiled by it. He dressed a bit too loud. He wore dark blue corduroy
bellbottoms, dong with a deep wine co-lored shirt with too many buttons and usdess epaulets on the
shoulders. His hair fdl over his collar and was brushed over his ears so that only the lobes were vis-ble.

Blane did not care much for him.

On the other hand, she found Gordon Matherly, Dennis brother, quite charming. He was as quiet as
she was, rarely speaking unless directly addressed. He was not so flamboyantly handsome as his older
brother nor so muscular as his father. He was lean and intense and very serious. All Elaine knew of im
was that he had graduated with a B.A. in business from Fitt and was just beginning studies aimed at his
Master's de-gree. He was, in other words, a man who accom-plished things

Dennis, as far as she could see, accomplished very little He had studied panting and maintained a
dudio in the finished hdf of the attic. He had not made a finanadd success of his work. Elaine doubted
thet he ever would.

“Of course” CdiaTamlin said, “I have only firgt impressons to go on o far. But | redly do think you
would gain the most out of a changeif you opted for a generous use of ultrasmodern Cdifornia grouping
for your main rooms. Plagtics and lamanated woods, chrome and specidly treated leathers. A light wal
perhaps, changing patterns and colors. The contrast between the postively gothic look of this house and
the far-out furniture would create an entirdly new aes-thetic whole”

Lee Matherly was as skepticad as Elaine, though he vocdized his skepticiam. “I've dways sort of
liked the house. It's quiet and restful, the furniture so dark.”



“| agree with Cdia,” Paul Honneker said. “I sup-pose it's redly none of my business, snce I'm not of
the family, but | think the dreary place could use a— light wdl.” He was a large, ruddy-faced man with
hands nearly as big as the dinner plates. His har was in disarray, and he looked as if he had dept in his
clothes. Despite this Sign of a disorderly mind, Elaine rather liked him. He was a panfully honest man, she
redized, as he had proved severd times during the med by daing his dissgreement with some
particu-larly empty-headed notion the interior decorator had proposed. If he agreed with her now, he
was not merdy trying to make amends, but presenting a gen-uine opinion.

“Wdl,” Dennis sad, finishing with his food, “I've asked Cedlia to stay overnight, at leadt, to get the
livein fed of the place”

“Good ideg,” Lee sad, asif he were hopeful that she would come to love the dumsy, dark furniture
asmuch as he did.

Evenif she did not learn to love the place, Lee would give Dennis the okay for mgor changes without
much protest. Elaine was sure of that. Already, she could see that Lee favored his gaudier son. She could
not say why.

“Better yet,” Lee sad, “why not stay the weekend, Celia. If you have no other plans, we'd welcome
you here” This was Thursday evening, with a full day left of the work week, but Cdia sad she could
manage it. “Wdl,” Dennis said, “you'd better get started back to town to pack a bag or two. Should |
come dong?’

Cdiasad, “No, no. | can be into the city and back here by eeven, if that's not too late. | don't need
an es-cort. And | know how much you've been wanting to finish the ail you're working on.”

“l have been a bit restless to get on with it,” Dennis admitted.

“Another landscape?” Gordon asked. It was one of the few times he had spoken on his own
intiative,

“No, something specid,” Dennis said, ignoring the tone of sarcasm in his younger brother's voice.

“A portrait of Cdia, then?"

Dennislaughed. “You know thet | gave up portraits when dad didn't even recognize the one | did of
him. My taent doesn't lay in thet direction.”

The jolliness with which the older brother admitted his limitations would ordinarily have pleased
Elane But now it seemed just another part of his irrespons-ble nature. He knew that he did not have a
broad td-ent as an artigt, and yet he perssted in wading his time a it. She knew that Gordon was
thinking the same thing.

“You're both excused, then,” Lee said.

“What about me?’ Paul asked.

Lee grinned. “You won't want to be excused until dessert comes.”

“True enough.”

Bess, Jerry's wife, a heavy woman who embodied dl the stereotypica virtues of motherhood (good
humor, affection, gentleness and a fantastic cooking ability), brought the peach shortcake which she had
proudly announced as the find dish before she had ever served the fird. It was ddicious, everyone told
her so. Garlanded with praise, she retired to her kitchen, beaming and content.

After dinner, Elane intended to check in on her patient but was side-tracked by Gordon Matherly
who met her at the bottom of the Sairs.

“At dinner, you said you'd not seen much of the house. Would you like a tour?’

“| thought it time | looked in on your grandfather,” she said.

“The buzzer will sound if he needs you. And he doesn't go to bed as early as the doctor would like.
Hell be up, reading or frittering away at something until ten or eleven.”

“l guess it wouldnt hurt, then,” she said.

“Good,” he said. He took her armin a most gdlant way which was not at dl affected.

All of the eght downstairs rooms were furnished like the parlor, with heavy mahogany pieces and
darkly leafed and flowered wallpaper—except for the study which was richly paneled and for the kitchen
which was bright and equipped with dl the latest machinery that Bess could desire. Even the game room,
with its pool table and sports equipment racks, was like an antique gtting room into which these



evi-dences of modernity had been dropped like bricks through tissue paper.

“I like the house the way it is” Gordon said when they leaned againg the hilliards table to rest a
moment.

“l believe | do too,” Elaine agreed.

“This modern quff she's promoting will become ob-solete and ungtylish in a year. But this furniture we
have—it's never dated. It's solid and dependable.”

“Your father seems to agree with you.”

“But helll let Denny have hisway. He dways lets Denny have hisway.” If there was bitterness in his
tone, it was none like she had ever heard. He seemed only to be gating a fact.

“Your brother seems rather taken with Celia” she said. She sad it as a way of finding out whether
Gordon was amitten with the blonde as wel. She hoped that he was not.

“Denny is not gmitten with anyone, particularly, but himsdf. All his girls are awed by him. He likes
thet.”

“She's very pretty,” Elane said.

“Cdia?

“Yes”

“Oh, | suppose.”

“All that blonde hair, and that lovely rosy complex-ion of hers” Unconscioudy, she touched her dlive
co-lored skin, drew acircle on her cheek, asif she could fed the hue of hersdlf.

“She doesn't gppedl to me” he said.

He was very find about it, but she sensed that there redly was a bit of envy in him. Envy for Denny's
girl. Denny had probably aways gotten the better-looking girls, for so many women, especidly the rather
slly kind like Cdia Tamlin, were more enchanted with a man's looks than with his inner fiber.

She found Gordon easy to speak to, and she sensed that he was opening to her as he rarely did.
Ther low-key persondities, ther somewhat guarded relations with the rest of the world made them
soulmates of a sort. By the time they had explored most of the second floor, induding the sun room, she
felt on sound enough terms with him to ask him the question that had been bothering her dl evening.

“l understand—or believe | do—that the family ex-perienced a tragedy of some kind last Chrigmas
Eve”

His face changed in the ingant. His brow wrinkled. His lips tightened until they were bloodless aganst
his teeth.

He said, “Then the neighbors have dready gotten to you.”

“What?’

“They can't get done taking about it, though it's fifteen years ago that it happened.”

“| thought last Christmas Eve was—"

“Hfteen years ago. And if they've been at you, you know the gtory in dl its anvful detail, don't you?’
He had grown accusatory, asif she were to blame for some unimeginable crime.

“| didn't talk to your neighbors, Gordon,” she said. She fdt, paradoxicdly, as if she had to defend
hersdf. “Your grandfather mentioned it, but didn't tel me what had happened then. And | thought, from
taking to him, that it was only this past Chrigmas”

His face softened a little, though he was dill along way from the takative and charming man who had
es-corted her about the house.

He said, “You mugt excuse grandfather. He be-comes confused essly since his stroke.”

“I've begun to suspect as much.”

“Whet exactly did hetdl you?’

She recounted the eerie conversation.

“Someone trying to murder im?’ Gordon asked, incredulous.

“So he says”

“It'sthefird I've heard of it.”

“Evidently, he has told your father.”

Gordon frowned. “And dad didn't want the rest of usto know how far gone the old felow is”



“Your father seems genuindy concerned about him.”

“They're close. Closer than dad and |.” The last was said with plain dissatisfaction.

“What did happen?’ she asked, interested enough to pursue the point ill.

“l choose not to talk about it.”

“I'm sorry if 1've pried—-"

“You better check on grandfather now,” he said. He turned away from her and went down the stairs.

Whatever had trangpired on that Chrisgmas Eve fifteen years ago had been an indeed unpleasant
event. The old man couldn't summon up the will to tdl her, and Gordon was dearly afraid to. But why
was he af-raid? Was it something that would so disgust her or scare her that she might decide not to
work here after dl?

She clamped her imagination into a can and sealed it away. She best do what Gordon had suggested
and see that Jacob was dl right.

The old man was dtting in one of the easy chairs, his tray of food modly eaten and pushed to one
sde. A book lay openinhislap, though he did not seem to have been reading it.

“Come here and St down,” he said. His voice was a file drawn over sandpaper, delicate as sugar
lace and ready to shatter into countless pieces.

She sat in the other easy chair, across from him, and she fdt as if she were being devoured by the
huge ams, high back and extrathick padding. The char was so comfortable that it was dmost
uncomfortable.

“Youve met them dl?" he asked.

“Yes” she sad. “Bessis amagnificent cook.”

“I hired Jerry and Bess when | was a young man— and they were younger. But that is neither here
nor there. | want to tdl you about the others.”

“Tdl me what?’ she asked. She was finding it easer to mantan her cdm before the old man's
pitible condition. She supposed that, in a short while, a few days, she would be able to ligen to his
rambled tales of attempted murder without giving awvay her disodief.

“Hrd of dl, let's take Paul. He is—was—whatever tense we need for this Stuation—the younger
brother of Amelia, Lee's wife. He is the exact same blood as she was, and we should therefore pay
closer atention to him that to ether of the boys.” He coughed a dry cough and said, “What did you think
of him?’

She told im what little she could of her opinion of Paul Honneker from this first meeting.

“When you know him better,” Jacob said, “youll see more than his jolly sde. The poor boy can't
hold a job. He is thirty-seven years old and chronicaly unem-ployed. Its in his nature. He can't tolerate
bosses. The same as Amdia She loathed taking orders or even re-sponding to any request that wasn't
auffixed with a 'please’. He lives here because Amdiaswill provided him a place here as long as he lives
She knew how shiftless he was. She dso left him one third of the stock and bond fortune Lee had built
for her with what inheritance she had recelved from her mother's etate.”

She said, “Y ou say these uncomplimentary things about Paul, but you seem to like him.”

“l do. Its not the boy's fault that he has that Hon-neker blood, the same blood that was Amedids
downfdl. | pity him. | want the best for him. But the fact remains that he was her brother and must be
watched.”

The soft chair seemed to be growing softer as she listened to the old man's directionless paranoia
and tried to think of some way to change the subject.

“Denny,” the old man said, “has a great ded of tdent. He is an artist of some merit. He plays piano
and guitar, and he writes alittle”

“He seemed frivolousto me” she said.

Jacob raised his eyebrows, then chuckled. “He is that. He certainly is frivolous He spends his
monthly check from his mother's estate as if the entire concept of money had been scheduled for the ash
can the fol-lowing day. He enjoys escorting pretty girls here and there—and pretty girls aso require
money. He drives too fast and drinks a bit too much. But, in the end, whét is there to say agang any of
thet?”



“Heisdill young,” she said. “But when he's forty or fifty and ill hasn't accomplished anything, what
will he think of himsdlf.”

“Perhaps you judge him too harshly. But that is good. Be wary of him, for hdf his blood is Honneker
blood. Asishdf of Gordon's.”

“I like him.”

“Gordon is anything but frivolous,” Jacob noted. “Hell run the family invesments and eventudly the
restaurants. Sometimes, | wish he would gad about a bit more than he does.”

Shedid forward in her chair, “I'm confused, Mr. Matherly.”

“About what?’

“Why it matters that haf their blood is Honneker— or that dl of Paul's blood is”

“Amdiaand Paul's parents were firg cousins. Asanurse, you must know that such a close marriage
be-tween rdatives can often result in the transference of undesireable genes to future generations.”

“Hemophiliafor one.”

“Worse things” Jacob said darkly.

He was trying to frighten her, as he had frightened her before, but he was not going to succeed. Fear
of an unknown quantity was senseless. One could only fear something concrete, something tangible
whose threat was plain to see. Thusfar, whatever Jacob feared seemed to be an unknown.

“You haven't yet learned about Chrigmas Eve?’

“Jud that, whatever happened, it was done with fifteen years ago.” She amiled and leaned towards
him. “Y ou shouldn't be worried, Hill, about something so long forgotten, Mr. Matherly.”

“You don't know. You weren't here”

“Tel me”

“It was the wordt thing inmy life” he said. “It was the worst thing | had ever seen. And | had been to
war, you know. 1'd seen so much, but dl of it was pae next to what happened that night.”

He was spesking very rapidly, breathlesdy now.

“Dont excite yoursdf,” she said, suddenly con-cerned with his welfare, afraid that she might have
generated some of his hypertension.

His hand strayed to his chest. He was dightly bent, as if he were trying to encircle the pain with his
body and smother it. His face, the hdf of it which was not perpetudly grimaced, was twisted in agony.

She rose quickly and went to the medicine cabinet where she found the glycerine pills. She took two
of these back to the old man and fed him one with a Sp of water from the glass on hisfood tray.

He remained in an agonized hunch for another few minutes.

When she gave him the second pill, he soon leaned back and breathed more eeslly. The tiny,
whimpering sounds that had been caught in his throat were now gone.

“Angina” he wheezed. The word caused as much pain as the symptomsit described. He didiked the
idea of being ill, dependent. “It's much better now.”

“Youd better get into bed,” she said.

“Perhaps | had.”

“And to deep.”

“Its so early yet!” he protested, like a child.

“Nevertheless, | think you ought to take a sedative and try to deep.”

He did as she asked. In twenty minutes, he was soundly adeep. She tucked the covers around him,
turned out the light, turned on the tiny night light, and left his room, dosing the door quietly behind her.

It was too bad that the attack had come when it had, for she had been on the verge of learning what
it was that Jacob Matherly feared in the Honneker blood —and what had happened on that mysterious
Chrigt-mas Eve more than fifteen years ago.

In her own room, once she had dressed for bed, she chose a book from the hdf dozen paperbacks
she had brought with her and settled down under the canopy of the large bed. When she had finished
only a chapter, her eyes were heavy. She marked her place and turned out the light. She had not
intended to fdl adeep s0 early, but she was exhausted from packing and driving and unpacking and



medting SO many new people. It seemed impossble that this could be her firs day in the Matherly house.
Certanly, she had been here for years. At leest months. At the very least, weeks. Sleep came ingantly.

In her dream, a rare dream, it was the night before Christmas, and she was opening her gifts early.
She no longer believed in Santa Claus, so what was the use in waiting for the sunrise? One of the
presents was alarge, red and green box with a bow as thick with rib-bon as a head was with har. She
wondered what any-one could have gotten her that was s0 big, and she wanted to open it first. She pried
thelid off and leaned forward, peered indde and swalowed hard and tried to look away and could not
and opened her mouth and sucked bresth and findly screamed—

She woke, perspiring.

But the scream continued.

It was not her scream any longer, and certainly not the scream of a nightmare. It was red, and it was
awoman's voice, the cry of a woman in the mogt terrible agony. It wailed on, risng and fdling, cutting
across the bones of anyone who ligtened, like an icide across plate glass. And then it was over with.

Blaine thought she had recognized the voice as Cdia Tamlin's even though no words had been
spoken in that horrid ululation of terror.

The clock on the nightstand read 11:30.

She did out of bed, put on her dippers. She hesi-tated, as she took her robe from its hanger, not
certain it was wise to become involved with whatever was going on. She could see Jacob Matherly's
twigted face, the intensdly blue eyes, and she could dmost hear imwarning her . . .

Enough! From the sound of that scream, the gifl might very likdy need a nurse. Already, severa long
minutes had passed in which she might need help. She put on her robe and started for the door.



Chapter 3

Before she could button her robe and reach the door, someone knocked on it and caled her name.
She took the lagt few steps and opened it Gordon Math-erly stood in the corridor, his face creased by
anxiety, bresthing rather heavily.

“Did you scream?’ he asked.

“No. | thought it was Cdia”

“What room did Dennis give her? Do you know?’

She didn't and said 0.

Dennis appeared at the head of the stairs. “Is every-one dl right up here?’

“It wasn't Elaine” Gordon said.

Lee Matherly's door opened. He had been in bed but had taken the time to dress now. He sad, “It
sounded asif it came from outside the house. | can see Cdlids car hdfway down the drive”

Dennis turned and went down the steps two at atime,

When Elaine made to follow, Gordon said, “Maybe you had better wait here until we know what's
happened.”

“If she's had an accident, she might need my help.” She amiled a him, pleased with his concern for
her. “And don't worry—I'm used to helping vicims of ac-cidents.”

She followed the boys father, Lee, down the steps, with Gordon thumping close behind her. They
walked down the darkened man hdl and through the open front door. The ar was chilly for June; she
was glad she wore a quilted robe.

As they hurried toward the Buick which Celia had been driving, they could see Dennis standing by
the front fender, looking dongsde the car. He was 0 dill that he might have been a statue. When they
were d-most upon him, he turned around, trembling like a man with the ague. His face was chaky, and
his eyes were very wide. He looked, to Elaine, asif he were suffering from mild shock.

He said, “Don't look.”

Lee Matherly grabbed his shoulders. “Wha?’

“Dont look &t her.”

“Who?’

“Cdia”

His father released him and stepped around the car. He hdted as if a brick wdl had been placed in
front of him, and his entire body jerked with the blow. Gordon went to his Sde and said, just loud enough
to be heard: “Oh, Chrigt, Chrigt, Chrigt.”

“What happened to her?’ she asked Dennis,

“ Someone—someone stabbed her.” The words were thick in his mouth, as if he had been drinking.
She knew that could not be the case, for even if he had been drunk he would have been shocked into
Sobriety.

Before anyone could stop her, she went and looked at the body. Celia was lying on her sde, one
hend dutching her ssomach, the other thrown out by her head, asif she were grasping for some handhold
on life The ground around her was thick with blood, so much blood that she could hardly have been
dive

“Get away from her, Miss Sherred,” Lee ordered.

“She may be dive”

“Sheignt,” Dennis said, his voice weak. “She couldn't be.”

“Have any of you checked?’

“No,” Lee said. He seemed resigned, as if none of this were very unexpected, as if he had been
preparing hmsdf to face asmilar scene a some future date, had been preparing himsdf for years.

“Y ou should have. Maybe there's something | can do.”



She stepped between them, to the body, and kndt beside the girl. Careful not to disturb the one or
two wounds she could see, she rolled Celia onto her back.

Two other wounds were centered in her abdomen. But when Elaine fdt for a heartbest, she
discovered there was one. Feeble, but regular.

“Someone cdl an ambulance” she said.

No one moved. The rain had stopped, now sprin-kled them with fat droplets, a new prelude.

“Hurry!” Elaine snapped.

“You mean she's dive?’ Dennis asked.

“Ves”

Gordon turned and ran for the house to cdl the hos-pitdl.

Although she was a trained nurse and supposedly accustomed to gridy scenes, as she had told them,
she wanted to get away from this place, this body, this Soreading crimson puddle. She had encountered
bloody illnesses while in training; she had even dedt with beating victims and gunshot wounds. But this
was something ese again. This was the work of a sadist, not the violence of heated passions. The
wounds— five, she now saw—had been carefully placed where they would do the most damage. Too,
Elaine could see that Cdia had not screamed when the first one or two thrusts of the blade had been
ddivered, she mugt have stood dumbly while the murderer worked on her, too surprised to scream as
soon as she should have. Her assallant had, therefore, gotten in afew more blows.

The ambulance arrived in less than ten minutes. The attendents were efficent and gentle. In two more
minutes, they had bundled her indde the white van and lurched back down the drive with Dennis
accom-panying them in the patient area in the back of the vehicle.

“Youd better see about my father,” Lee Maherly said. He appeared to have aged ten yearsin less
than an hour. His face was lined, his eyes weary, his com-plexion sdlow and unhedthy.

“Of course,” she said. Anything to get away from that red puddie and the memory of Celia's wounds.

It was asif the house lay miles and miles away rather than just a few hundred yards. All the shadows
had assumed sniger proportions. Each wind-shaken branch of a tree or shrub was like a thrusting hand
that made her jump and then walk faster. She tried to shame hersdlf out of her fear, but she could not.
Per-haps that was because the source of the terror was irrationdity, a murder of whim. And whims
were things which she had never developed an undersanding of. You could lump them under the term
“insanity,” but that did not explain them.

Old Jacob Matherly was awake, stting up in his bed; he had turned the lights on. He looked a her
with evident rdief and said, “1 was afrad it was your scream.”

“It was Cdlia” she said.

Then she redized that she should not have said any-thing. What had come over her? She was losing
con-trol of her common sense and bothering her patient with bad news when it would have been best to
pass the incident off as meaningless for as long as possible. Until he could be prepared for it, anyway.

“Isshe dead?’ he asked. Clearly, he expected that she would be.

Hane sammered over her answer. “Not yet,” she sad a last.

“Chances don't look good, en?’

She made her way to the nearest chair, by the bed, and sat down.

“How often was she stabbed?’

She sad, “How could you know she had been stabbed?’

He made an impatient gesture with his good hand. “I told you that someone was in my room with a
knife three weeks ago. | told you and Lee, and nether one of you would believe me. Besides, ther€'s
Chrigmas Eve. | can never forget knives after that.”

His voice had suddenly become tight, stretched like a rubber band. Although she wanted to know,
more than ever, what the Chrismas tragedy was dl about, she knew it would be a mistake to broach the
subject now. Even hinting & it, before the excitement tonight, he had suffered an attack of angina Her
duty was to keep hm cam.

“I think,” he continued, “you should pay especidly close atention to those three | mentioned earlier.”

“You think it was someone in this house? Couldn' it have been a prowler, or a hitchhiker or—"



He amiled, but it was an awvful smile, even though she could not see the frozen hdf of his face. “My
dear Elane, it could hardly be anyone dse”

“Someone lurking in the drive,” Elane offered. “ Someone who saw her go out and thought she might
be back.”

“But she did not live here,” he said. “Why should she return? Only the people in this house knew she
was to spend the weekend.”

Haire said, “A madman, seeing her leave, wouldn't have had to know that she was a stranger. He
might have thought she lived here, waited, and struck it lucky—or unlucky.”

“Smpler answers are better,” Jacob said.

It was one of her own axioms too, but she did not see that it gpplied to this. She told him as much. “It
is far more complicated to ever imagine that one of the people in this house did it. None of them are
capable of such athing!”

“Severd are” he said.

She was suddenly angered by his pessmism and paranoia. The events of the night had broken down
her defenses to the point where she could forget her training and speak rather harshly to him. “I don't see
how you can say that about your own peoplée!”

“It isnt easy,” he agreed. “Elane, | grieve taribly at the thought of it, but 1 cannot let emation
overrule what | know.”

“You can't know. Did you see who did it?” “No.”

“Then—"

He sad, “One cannot evade the truth for very long. Life makes certain that it comes home again and
agan. And if you choose to ignore it, it only hurts you worse in the end. I've been expecting this for a
decade and a hdlf.”

“Neither Dennis nor Gordon—and not Paul, for that matter—is capable of murder. And, certainly,
none of them is capable of such an awnful, bloody mur-der like this” She corrected hersdf,
superdtitioudy. Cdia Tamlin was not yet dead; it wasn't right to speak of her like that. Thus far, the crime
was only intended murder.

“Itisdl part of ther legacy, Elane” Jacob had managed to pull himsdf up againg the headboard,
gt-ting as draight as he could manage, rigid as iron, the feather pillows jammed down between the
headboard and the mattress.

“Legacy?'

“The Honneker legacy, the one | tried to tel you about earlier in the day.”

“l don't understand,” she said.

And that was true. And, baing true, it frightened her, because she was accustomed to understanding
things Confuson and doubt were aways to be cast out as quickly as possible.

“Madness,” Jacob Matherly said. “Their mother's grandfather, their own great-grandfather, went out
of hismind when he was only thirty-four and was thereafter inditutiondized for the remainder of his life
And, more recently, their mother was affected.”

“Legswife?

“Amdia” he affirmed.

“You can't mean that she was mad,” Elaine said. But she knew quite wel what he meant.

“Oh, yes” Jacob said. “Mad. Very mad. She was a beautiful woman, tdl and sately with a face like
agoddess. Lee thought that her flights of fancy and her sometimes hot temperament were intriguing, spice
to her otherwise steady persondlity. At fird, he thought that. Later, he learned they were symptoms of a
deeper and more dangerous mdady.”

“Areyou dl right? she asked. His color was bad, and he was trembling.

“I'm fing” he croaked. But he had begun, ever so dlently, to weep, tears gligening on his leathery
cheeks. ..



Chapter 4

Although grief-gtricken by the memory of that long-ago tragedy, Jacob Matherly did not seem in
dan-ger of becoming overexcited by it as he had earlier in the day. She fdt there was little chance that he
would aggravate his angina, and she decided to let im go on with it, in his good time, until she had—at
lad, a last! —heard the story of Chrigmas Eve, the story which seemed to bind this entire household
under a black and unbreakable spell.

Just when he was beginning to find an end to the store of tears in himsdf, just when Elaine thought
that he might now continue and unburden himsdlf, thereby enlightening her, a knock came at the door.
She an-swered it, rductantly, and found Jerry standing there, like a bird in humen clothes, sharp and frall,
quivering dightly.

“What isit?’ she asked.

“The police” Jarry said.

She supposed they had had to be caled, though she had never given it a thought until now.

“They would like to talk with you, downgtairs,” Jerry said.

“l don't know anything about it,” she said.

“They're taking to everyone.”

She sghed. “Very wdl. I'l put Mr. Matherly back to bed and be down in afew moments”

Jerry nodded and hurried down the corridor towards the stairs, his sindly legs like the legs of a crab
or insect

“l guess you heard,” she said, dosing the door and turning back to old Jacob Matherly.

The tears were gone atogether, and his sony com-posure had taken over once more. He sad, “If
they want to tak to me, they'll have to come up here.”

“Well fix it so thet you don't have to tak to them,” she said. She got another sedative from the
medicine chest, poured a glass of cold water from the ice-filled pitcher next to his bed, and watched him
take the tablet.

“Thank you,” he said. “I had enough of policemen the last time, enough of their snide remarks, their
bru-td quedtioning. | think, sometimes, tha the police can be nagtier with the rich than with the poor.
They let ther envy push them alittle further than it should.”

“You deep now,” she said.

“Il try.”

He closed his eyes and folded his hands across his chest as she turned out the lights She looked
quickly away from him, for he had looked, in that ingtant, like a corpse in the casket, ready for the
funerd.

In the hdl, she found that someone had turned the light out. A blanket of shadows had been thrown
over the length of the corridor until, by the head of the qairs, thin light filtered up from below. And
voices. Voices wafted to her as wdl, disant and rumbling, the words they spoke indiginguishable. They
could have been ghosts, moaning in the walls as eadily as people engaged in normd conversation.

She went down the steps, making a conscious effort to dow the beat of her heart. Foolish fears.
Childish fears. “Elaine” she chided hersdf, “you're becoming as rococo as this house, as dlly as Dennis
Matherly.”

Nevertheless, when she reached the bottom of the stairs and old Jerry stepped out of an acove to
escort her to the police, she was s0 dartled that she leaped and gave a tiny ydp of fear. He took her
hand and patted it and told her he knew how she fdt and that he was sorry to have frightened her.

She followed him to the den, through the door into a bright pool of ydlow light, blinking as her eyes
ad-justed to the change. She saw that they were dl there Lee, Dennis and Gordon, Paul Honneker.
There were dso two policemen, atdl, broad-shouldered man about forty years old who was introduced
as Captain Rand—and a shorter, darker, quicker detective named Holcombe who looked—if one were



used to old movies on televison—more like avillain than the upholder of justice.

“Please gt down, Miss Sherred,” Captain Rand said. He amiled, showing perfect white teeth. Elaine
recognized it as a professond, not a genuine smile, a relative of the amile she learned to produce when
she needed it in her job. She supposed there were times that a policeman, just like a nurse, had
absolutely no-thing to amile about but was forced to for the benefit of those around him. It was difficult to
amile and be chearful to a man dying of cancer when he was ignorant of his deterioration, but it was
necessary. For Captain Rand, it must have been unpleasant to amile in the face of blood and a badly
wounded girl and knives and darkness and unexplained madness. But it was expected of him, and he
amiled.

She sat on the couch, next to Gordon Matherly. It was an unconscious move that she could not have
ex-plained. There were other chairs available. She just fdt safer beside Gordon.

“Miss Sherred,” Captain Rand said, “weve heard everyone's account of what happened this evening,
ex-cept yours. Wed like you to tdl us what you remember of the—uh, the incident.”

“Therésredly littleto tdl,” she said.

“Neverthdess, wed like to hear,” he said. He amiled again. Smiled with his lips. His eyes were hard,
per-haps hardened by too many years of this sort of thing. “It's dways possible that one witnesswill have
noticed something none of the others did, some bit of a thing which will make dl the pieces fit together.”
But his tone of voice, the infinite weariness behind that smile, said he didn't hope for any such miracle.

She told him the story, up to the point where she left the scene to check on Jacob Matherly. She did
not fed it was her place to add Jacob's story of family mad-ness, partly because she was not of the
family and did not have the right to talk about them and partly be-cause she did not yet know how much
of the old man'staesto believe.

When she finished, Rand said, “When you heard the scream, did you think there were words to it?’

“It was just a scream,” she replied.

“Think hard, Miss Sherred.”

“Jud ascream,” she repeated.

“Often,” Rand said, pacing back and forth before the assembled witnesses, “a victim will pronounce
the name of his attacker & the last moment. Could the scream have been a drawn out name, a Chridtian
name or perhaps a surname?’

She thought about it for a moment. “No. Definitdy not.”

Rand seemed disappointed. For a moment, his cdm expresson and the gentle, professiona amile
dipped away.

In the pause, she asked, “Is Cdiadill dive?’

“She's comatose,” Rand said. “Shelost agreat ded of blood and suffered severe shock. Thelining of
her somach has been twice punctured, though no other organs received the blade. A vean in her thigh
was sev-ered. They've dready begun work on that and on the abdomina wounds. She's il in surgery
and will be, I'd say, for sometime yet.”

In the easy chair next to the desk, Lee Matherly leaned forward and cupped his facein his hands. He
did not say anything.

“Did you see a knife anywhere near the body, Miss Sherred?’ Captain Rand asked.

“Not that | remember.”

“Anything like a knife—a letter opener, a garden-ing tool ?’

“No.”

“l believe you were the one who devated the girl's legs and tried to staunch the blood flow from her
abdomen.”

“I'manurse”

He nodded, aware of that. “Did she, while you were attending her, ever regain consciousness?’

“She was too wesk,” Elaine said.

“She did not speak even aword?’

“Nothing.”

“Y ou would have noticed if she had opened her eyes? Y ou were not too distraught to fal to notice a



moment of senghility in her?’

“I'm a nurse” she sad. “I do not become didraught over iliness or injury or death.” She was
beginning to didike the way Captain Rand was questioning her, forcing each point again and again, as if
she were a child who could not be expected to remember prop-erly, except with prodding. She
supposed that it was necessary for im to be this way and that he was only doing his job, but she didn't
like it and wanted to tel him so.

Fortunatdy, her reference to her professondism seemed to gpped to him, and he nodded what she
took for gpology and respect. He said, “I am sorry thet | forgot to consider that, Miss Sherred.”

She amiled her acceptance of his gpology.

Then, abruptly, she discovered that her hand was enclosed by Gordon's hand. His warm, dry fingers
en-folded her own and held them with a gentle pressure. She was surprised, because she could not
remember having reached for him—or feding him reach for her. But, sometime during the questioning,
they had sought comfort and had found it together.

Haine blushed, but she did not withdraw her hand. It was nice having her hand held, being accepted
by Gordon as something more than the family's latest domestic servarnt.

“Wdl,” Rand said, “let's look into some other as-pects of this thing.” He withdrew a notebook from
his hip pocket and thumbed it open. Pages rustled abnor-maly loud in that slent room. “Cdia Tamlin
was an interior decorator looking over your house prior to making suggestions for renovation. |Is that
correct, Mr. Matherly?’

Lee lifted his face from his hands and looked down & his pams, asif he fdt he had Ieft his soul in
them. “Yes,” he sad. “ She was such an enthusiagtic girl, so pretty and quick . . "

Rand turned away from Lee Maherly and faced Dennis. “And you, | believe, were the only member
of the family to know Cedia Tamlin before tonight. Is this correct.”

“Yes” Dennis said.

“How did you meet the young lady?’

Demissad, “I am a painter. Origindly, | met Cdia a an at show at Kauffman's. She had come to
scout for paintings that she might want to purchase for her company's gdlery. For use in interior
decoretion.”

“Did she purchase any of your work.”

“As amatter of fact, yes. That's how we became friends.”

“Did you date Cdia Tamlin?’

Dennis looked worried, for he could see where the questioning might lead if the detective wished to
take it that route. “I did,” he said. “Haf a dozen times, perhaps.”

“Wha kind of girl was she?’

Dennis licked his lips and looked around the room for support. Elaine looked away from him,
suddenly frightened. Of what? Did she suspect he had some hand in the night's events? She gripped
Gordon's hand more tightly.

Dennis said, “She was a fine girl. Always interested in things, very bright, a good conversationdis,
sengtive | can't think of an enemy for Cdia. She was friends with everyone!”

“Not everyone”

Dennis looked suddenly stricken. Elaine thought he was about to burst into tears. She didiked such
emo-tions in men, except for old men like Jacob who had earned the right to cry. She distrusted
emotional men.

“And you were updairs, in the attic, painting at the time of the stabbing?’ Rand was perched on the
edge of the desk now, tgpping the open notebook againg his knee.

“l had been, earlier,” Dennis said. “But when the scream came, | was in the kitchen, having a glass of
milk.”

“Alone?’

“Ves”

Elane expected Rand to pursue it further, but he did not. Instead, he turned to Gordon. “And where
were you, agan?’



“In my room, reading,” Gordon said.

“Wha were you reading?’

“A suspense noved.”

“Alone?’

“Yes, done”

Rand turned to Paul Honneker. “Y ou?’

Paul was as disheveled as he had been a supper, perhaps more so. The clothes hung on him as if he
were nothing more than a chair they had been thrown across. His collar was open an extra button. His
beard had darkened and prickled his face like black wire. There were bags under his eyes and a drawvn
look to hisnormdly jolly face.

“l was degping,” Honneker said.

“You dept through the entire incident,” Rand said. “Through the scream as wdl?’

“l didn't hear any scream,” Paul said.

“When was the first you knew what had happened?’

“When Lee cameto tdl me. Just before you arrived.”

“You must be aheavy deeper.”

Hestantly, sadly, Paul Honneker said, “1'd had adrink or two.”

“Jud that?’

“Maybe afew more,” he said.

Rand looked a him a while, dbruptly dismissed him. He saw the same, sorry lack of initiative and
am-lessness in Paul which everyone ese came to see even-tudly.

The probing questions continued, with little else of interest developing. The only moment when Rand
seemed intrigued was when Dennis mentioned the fact that Celia often picked up hitchhikers. “She
trusted ev-eryone,” he had told Rand. “Often, she lent money to the most untrustworthy borrowers and
never saw it again. That never dissuaded her. She continued to lend money like a bank.” At lagt,
sometime after one in the morning, they were excused. Rand, apparently, was going to push a search for
any hitchhiker who may have been seen in the area before or after the murder.

Before she went to bed, Elaine stopped by to see how Jacob was reacting. She found him as she had
left him, in the funerd pose, breathing lightly, sound asleep.

Jacob would not believe the hitchhiker story.

But then Jacob was old and ill.

For something to do, she took his pulse.

It was normdl.

Ought to go to bed, she thought.

She opened the medicine cabinet and took out one of Jacob's sedatives. It was the fird time in her
life she had ever had need of such athing.

She went to her room, and she locked the door thistime.

Her second floor window was a good distance above the ground, but she locked that as well.

She did not fed the least bit foolish. There was something quite concrete to fear now. This was no
longer afantasy of a dear but doddering old man. One mugt take precautions.

She sad a prayer for Cdia Tamlin, then took the sedative. She did not deep entirdy in the dark, but
let one bedside lamp burn throughout the long, uneasy night.



Chapter 5

Hane dept later than she had in years, but woke feding as if she had jugt put in a hard days work.
She showered, gpplied what litle makeup she needed, dressed and went to check on Jacob. He had
dready had breskfast and was Stting in one of the easy chairsin his room, reading a popular novd.

“You look very pretty thismorning,” he said.

She was dressed in alemon skirt, brown blouse, lemon hairband, and she wore a smple brown bead
choker a her neck. Lee Matherly had made a point of the fact that he did not wish her to wear uniforms,
for that would only depress his father.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Were |, say, forty years younger, | should surely be courting you, young lady.”

She laughed as she got the indruments to take his blood pressure, temperature and heartbeat. She
pulled a char next to his rolled up his pgama deeve, and wrapped the pressure doth around his
withered biceps.

“Indeed,” Jacob said, grinning at her with the good side of his face, “it's a mirade you aren't married
dreagy!”

“Marriage it for me” she said. “At least not for along while”

“Don't bet onit,” he said, paiting her hand.

She said, “Have you heard anything about Celia yet?’

He frowned. “Lee says she made it through the op-eration. She's ill in a coma and ill on the criticd
ligt, however.”

“If she makes it, she can tdl uswho it was,” Elaine said. “Then this terrible expectancy will be over.”

Hisface was sony now. “Captain Rand believes it was a hitchhiker. He says only Dennis knew the
girl, and therefore only Dennis would have a mative. But Dennis doesn't have one that anyone can see.
So it mugt have been a hitchhiker who forced her into the drive without getting out and then tried to kill
her.”

BEaine remembered his adamancy that one of the family was the guilty party, and she wondered at this
sudden switch. Could it be attributed to his stroke-weakened mind? Or was it something utterly different
then that—was it wishful thinking? Rand had offered a good out. The faceless hitchhiker. If we could
bdievein that, she thought, how much easier.

“What | recommend for you, my dear,” Jacob con-tinued, suddenly having recovered his composure
and good humor, “is a walk about the grounds, a bit of sunshine and clean air—as clean as we can get
this close to a city.”

“Look who's the nurse now,” she said.

But when she had finished her morning duties with him, she decided that his suggestion was not to be
laughed off. She did fed asif she needed to get out, to shake off the dinging oppressiveness of the old
house,

Fve acres of grounds can be, she discovered, a great ded of land, especidly if it is broken up by
shiftsin geographic contour and by stands of pines and willows which giveit theilluson of a forest. All of
it was well tended and crossed by flagstone wakways which wound even through the trees, through the
cool, heavy shadows that did not seem ominous as the shadows in the house had. She had wandered
about for nearly an hour before she came to the low, stone wal which sep-arated the Matherly estate
from ther wedthy neigh-bors.

As she followed the wall, watching the birds whed across the early summer sky and feding somehow
re-born in the glow of sunshine and the fresh air, she eventualy noticed the neighboring house. It was not
quite so large as the Matherly place, but a formidable dwdling in its own right. It was in the colonia
mode, of red brick with many large windows and white shut-ters, high balconies and white pillars. The
grounds were wdl landscaped, though smdler than the Math-erly estate. She liked it, she thought, more



then the house in which she now lived, for it was aterribly functiond home. It was squared and smple, as
colonid houses had dways been, and not larded over with fancy pieces of stonework and gables and
multi-leveled, multi-angled roofs.

As she waked further, she saw the patio, a smple brick affar which was surrounded by a knee-high
brick wal A man and a woman were lying on cots, sunbathing. They were, Elane supposed, in their
mid-dle forties. The wife was dill trim and attractive, while the husband had alowed himsdf the luxury of
an ex-panded middle. She looked away from them, not want-ing to be nosy, and had gone another
twenty paces be-fore they called out to her.

When she turned, she saw that the woman was stting up on her cot and waving.

She waved back.

“Come over for adrink,” the woman said.

“|s there a gate?”’

“Another fifty feet dong,” the woman said. Her husband had sat up by this time, and he was nodding
agreement.

She found the gate, crossed through, and went over to the patio.

The neighbors were Mr. and Mrs. Bradshaw, Syd and Shida Before she could even introduce
hersdf, they had to get the subject of the drink settled. They were surprised that she only wanted a coke,
but let it rest when they couldn't persuade her to have Scotch or a gin and tonic. The Bradshaw butler, a
young, rather handsome man named William, delivered the drinks on a Slver tray, dong with a variety of
prepared snacks. When that was done, Shida and Syd were ready to settle down to some conversation.

If she had redized what the nature of the conversation was going to be, she would never have
crossed through the gate in the stone wall.

“You're Jacob's new nurse, | believe” Shida said. She was a brown-haired, dark-eyed woman, with
alot of freckles on her face which somehow added to her pixie beauty rather than detracting from it.

“That'sright,” Shida said.

“Poor Jake,” Syd put in. “He was s0 active, o vital before his stroke. Too much cholesterol. That's
whet leads to circulatory problems, you know. Blood clots, heart attacks, the whole works.”

“Hedill isvitd,” Elaine said, possessed of a strange urge to defend the old man before this somewhat
loud couple.

“Youll have to excuse Syd,” Shida said. “He's a nut on the cholesterol subject”

Haine looked at his overweight problem and de-cided it was mostly the result of liquor. Far better,
she thought, to have achieved the added pounds through extra steaks, extra bread, extra potatoes.

Shidasaid, “How do you like your job?’

“Hneg” Blane sad. “It'sthe firg time I've redly been on my own.”

From there, the conversation drifted into harmless channds, light banter that Elaine found enjoyable,
with but a few exceptions. She told them about nurse's training and about the orphanage. This last
brought forth a gush of sympathy from them which she neither wanted nor respected. She had no use for
sympathy. Life was what it was, and you only got bogged down if you began to lament what Fate had
given you. She discovered that Syd Bradshaw had made his modest fortune through the motion picture
indudry; he owned a chain of full-9zed and mini-thesters within the Fitts-burgh area. This would have
been a fascinaing topic if the Bradshaws had not continued to lace their anec-dotes with anti-Matherly
epithets with which she could hardly sympathize, being a Matherly employee. It seemed that Syd was
jedous of Lee Matherly's greater wedth. Heaven knew, he had more money than he could use himsdif.
Sill, he envied Lee the larger Matherly fortune. Both Syd and Shidla often referred to Lee's having been
“born to wedth without having to work for a penny of it.” When Elaine ventured the suggestion that Lee
hed been successfully managing the family affairs for some years now, Syd said, “And who couldn't make
money if he had a fortune to be-gin with. If you have money, you can make more, even if you have no
telent for it.”

The sun seemed to grow hotter, diflingly warm, pouring down over Elaine like honey, burning honey.

She was perspiring and itchy.

The chair under her, a plastic-thatch lounge, seemed to have grown harder and more uncomfortable



by the moment.

When the summer birds swooped low overhead and cdled out to each, other, thar voices seemed
meagnified by the hest, converted into banshee wails that set her teeth on edge.

Eventudly, she learned that Syd Bradshaw and Lee Matherly had been in the same high schoal class,
hed been to the same college. Bradshaw had come from a far less well-to-do family, and he fdt that the
entire purpose of his life was to “show-up”’ Lee Matherly, to prove the vaue of once having lived in
poverty. He ex-pounded the virtue of a poor childhood as loudly as he warned againg the danger of
edting foods too high in cholesterol. Because he had not made the fortune the Matherlys controlled and
now knew that he never would, he was discontent. He could not enjoy his own achievements, his own
wedth. Instead, he had to achieve hislonged for dominance over the Matherlys by spesking againgt them
and trying to lessen them in the eyes of others. It was dl very sad—and dlly. A childhood rivary had
ruined the adult life of Syd Brad-shaw.

“Tdl me” Shida sad, as Elane was trying to think of some excuse to take leave of them, “doesnt it
frighten you, living in the same house where Amdiia Matherly once lived?’

“Why should it?’

Syd said, “'Y ou mean no one has told you?’

“About Chrigmas Eve?’ Shida expanded.

Her boredom and discontent with these people was duiced away as if by a fresh rain. She sad,
“Jacob has hinted at some tragedy or other, but | don't know the full story.”

“With this latest murder, you shouldn't be kept ig-norant,” Shida said. Her eyes sparkled now. She
licked her lips, anxious to impart the story of the scandd. She had been infected with her husband's
diseese: incura-ble envy.

“Did you live here then—fifteen years ago?’ Elaine asked.

“No,” Syd Bradshaw said. “We weren't born into a house like this. We had to work into it. Work!
Weve been here ten years now. | was not yet thirty-sx when we contracted to have the house built” He
was proud of his early success.

“Then how do you know about Chrismas Eve and—"

“Everyonein the city knew about it,” Shida ex-plained. “Maybe everyone in the state and country. It
was big newd” She shuddered, but the expresson came off as pre-planned and fdse.

“Could you—tdl me about it?" Elane asked. She knew that the story would somehow throw a
discred-itable light upon the Matherly name, but she could not resist learning, & last, what had happened
%0 long ago.

“It was Amdia Maherly,” Shida said. Her voice had dropped to a heavy whisper, as if she were
Spesking in the presence of the dead or within the walls of a cathedra. “No one ever thought she was
normal. She was known for her dragtic fits of temper. Not a mer-chant in town—and this suburb was a
grdl town then, so that everyone knew of her—had escaped her temper. Her neighbors found her
impossble to get dong with, like decent people. She was a snob—and worse.”

“It's the worse that ended in that Chrissmas Eve horror,” Syd said. He performed the same staged
shud-der and sipped at his drink.

Shida continued, “Dennis was ten years old, then. His brother, Gordon, was seven. Two little
children, unaware of what evil lay within their own house.” She shook her head, in apparent sympathy for
the little children, then went on. “Lee and Amdia had two other children then, the twins. Their names
were Lanaand Laura. Two darling little girls, about ten months old.”

Baine thought she knew exactly what was coming.

She didn't want to hear it

Yet she made no attempt to stop Shields tde, mes-merized by the intense hest, the chatter of the
birds, the humidity that was like a blanket, and the droning story of deep, lagting horror thet this envious,
sun-browned but unhappy woman was unfolding for her perusal.

Shida said, “ She was donein the house with the twins when her mind snapped.”

The birds swooped overhead.

The birds cawed to each other.



The sun burned down hard, like the crimsoned coil of an oven burner.

Shidasad, “Lee was away with the boys, Chrigmas shopping. Jerry and Bess had the day off and
were & Bess sigter's house in Mount Carmel. Paul didn't live with them then. | think he was teaching at
some uni-versity in Texas—it was hisfifth or Sxth job. He was fired shortly after that. He never has been
able to hold onto anything, that one. Anyway, Amdiawas at home with Lana and Laura, by themsalves”

Oppressive hest.

The birds.

Theicein her glass had melted.

Leave, she told hersdif.

But she had to know.

“Anyone could have seen that the woman was not right,” Syd put in. “Anyone with common sense
would have known better than to leave her at home, done, with those two defenseess babies”

Shida cast a let-me-tdll-the-story glance a her hus-band, and he closed his mouth over the rim of his
glass

She sad, “Jacob was downtown, seeing to the res-taurants store of goods for the holiday dinners
they expected to serve. He got home at a little after five in the afternoon, and he found her—and what
sheld done.”

Shidatook adrink.

Tdl it, Elane subvocdly urged the woman. She didiked the way Shida was drawing it out for the
best effect. The Sory of any tragedy should be told quickly, smply, to carry the least pain with it.

“She had taken a—taken a knife to the twins where they lay in thar cribs” Shida said. She finished
her drink. “ She had dashed a them over and over, until there was little left of them.”

Uncontrollably, unconscioudy, Elaine bent forward in her chair, as if giving way to some pain in her
stom-ach.

“She had murdered them,” Shida said. “And she tried to murder Jacob Matherly when he came upon
her where she kndt in the blood by the cribs. He was cut badly in the shoulder, but wrested the knife out
of her grasp. She ran, then, and tripped on the carpeting at the end of the stairs. She fdl the length of
them to the ground floor. When Jacob found her, she was quite dead.”



Chapter 6

When Elaine returned to the Matherly house, she looked in on Jacob and found the old man adeep,
res-ing comfortably by the look of him, taking a late-afternoon nap to prepare him for the rigors of
suppertime and the long evening ahead. In deep, the stroke-affected hdlf of his countenance was far less
im-posing and ugly than it appeared when he was awake. She did not interrupt his deep, but closed the
door quietly and waked down the hdl to her own bedroom.

She locked her door.

She undressed and showered, Idtting the hot water pour over her for long, long, exquiste minutes
She did not know which of the two things she was trying to wash from hersdf: the Bradshaws envy and
the hatred of the Matherly household which they so dearly, even fandicdly, evidenced—or the
gruesome account of the Chrissmas Eve murder of the Matherly twins. She fdt numbed, terribly old and
maybe pardyzed as Jacob was. She neglected the soap, neglected every-thing as the steaming water
cascaded over her and drove out some of the evil that seemed to have seeped into her.

She dipped into her pgamas and flopped upon the bed, drew the sheets up to her chin. She found
thet the orded of the afternoon had thoroughly exhausted her. She had done little but go for a walk and
ligen to the story of Amdia Matherly's madness. It was not the wak which had exhausted her, but the
ligening. She wanted only to deep, deep until she could wake up and find a world as smple and
uncomplicated as she desired.

She did not dream, so deep was her rest.

Paul Honneker came to the supper table ten min-utes late, while the others were beginning the main
course. His hair was touded, his eyes quite bloodshot. His face had lost nearly dl its color, except for a
bruised and ugly bluish cast benesth his eyes. He stopped in the dining room archway and stared at each
of the diners, one at a time, moving around the table, and he seemed somewhat incredulous to have
found them here. He wiped a his face with a large hand and made his way round the table to his chair.
He did not st down, but fdl into it, hunching forward over his plate as if he might not be able to retain
CONSCiOUSNEsS.

Elaine looked down &t her plate and tried not to see. But with the absolute Slence from the others,
she could not help but look again.

Paul was stting sraight now, though he had made no effort to spoon food onto his plate from the
saving dishes. It was dmog as if he did not want any supper but could not bring himsdf to bresk the
ritud by not showing up at dl.

“Youve been drinking again,” Lee Matherly said. His face was hard, stern lines tracing across the
un-hedthy pdlor he had had ever ance Celias scream.

“What if | have?’ Paul asked. It was meant to be a bdligerent response, but there was no anger in
the man, only defest.

“You know whét it leads to.”

“l can hold my liquor,” Paul said, suddenly defensve. He did not seem any older then fourteen, his
mouth drawn up in a pout, his face sullen and unre-sponsive.

“You cant,” Lee sad.

“What makes you think you—"

Lee said, “Did you break your mirror yet?” When Paul didn't reply, he said, “You can't hold your
liquor, Paul. You break mirrors and windows and dishes, any-thing that might cast a reflection.”

Paul sulked.

Lee watched him for a moment, undecided, then a-lowed his face to soften. “Paul,” he said in an
utterly different tone of voice, an dmost fahely voice, “please do me a favor; please do not start
drinking heavily now, not now, not at atime like this”



Paul looked at his plate, asif something were writ-ten in the white china, something important.

He said, “Thisisthe best time to drink. | can't think of a better time, in fact.”

“It can't help Cdlia” Lee sad. “And it certainly doesn't do the rest of us any good, worrying about
you.”

Paul gained fire from some unseen source. He raised his head and giffened his backbone. His words
were dill heavy with drink, but they came with more power and assurance now. “Do you know what
they're saying in town?’

“Who cares?’ Lee asked.

“l do.”

“People will dways tak, Paul. Weve dl grown used to that, we've dl learned to cope.”

“I haven't,” Paul said. “They're connecting Cdlias stabbing to—to the other—to Amdia” His dead
sgter's name required effort; it lay before him, spoken but leaden and ill.

Lee winced, asif someone had struck him. “Well be above that sort of slliness and—"

Paul interrupted and said, “Everyone stares a me. People | thought were friends of mine—they
weren't. Lee, they think maybe | stabbed Cdial”

“Nonsense.”

“You haven't heard the talk. They're saying the Honneker blood is tainted, that Celids attacker lives
here, in this house.”

“Ignore them.”

“l hate suburbs and smdl towns,” Paul said. “I hate living where everyone knows everybody ese's
business and the women go around looking for topics of gossp.”

“Sill and dl,” Lee said, “drink won't help.”

“It helps me!”

Everyone was slent for along moment. Only the dink of Slverware againg the plates was audible.

“Arent you egting?’ Lee asked Paul Honneker.

“l can't edt.”

“Paul, the doctor thinks her chances are fifty-fifty. The longer she holds on, the better it looks.”

Paul said nothing.

“| talked to Captain Rand just awhile ago,” Lee said. He had shoved his own food aside, asif he too
hed logt what little appetite he had brought with him to the table.

“Oh?" Paul looked so mournfully hopeful that Elaine had to look away from him. She redized,
sud-denly, that Paul Honneker half believed the rumors he had heard in town, hdf wondered if he hadn't
been the one to take a knife to Celia. The mad often encompassed periods of amnesia, after dl, in which
anything could be done and later go unremembered . . .

“Rand says that they had severd reports about a hitchhiker on the highway, just down from here,
shortly after the murder. Three people have come for-ward since the newspaper story broke, and two of
them collaborate wdl. A large man, perhaps twenty-five or twenty-9x, dressed in jeans and work-shirt,
carying one suitcase.™

“But they can't be sure,” Paul said.

“Not until they find him.”

Paul sad, “If they ever do.”

Elaine wanted out of there, but she did not know how to gracioudy depart. She did not want to hurt
any-one's fedings, but she could not take this self-recrimination of Paul Honneker's much longer. Could
not take it, chiefly, because she did not know whether or not to believe it was based in truth.

“If you can't eat, Paul, you don't have to remain,” Lee said. He spoke gently, camly, soothingly, as if
he had had a grest dedl of experience with the other man's moods.

“Come on, Unde Paul,” Dennis said, wiping his mouth with a napkin and shoving back from the
table. “I'll show you the painting | just finished. It's my best so far, | think.”

Paul Honneker accepted the invitation with the first expression of pleasure he had shown since he had
ar-rived a the table. He seemed to like the older Math-erly son. Elaine supposed that the irresponsible
people of thisworld attracted one another.



When she had checked Jacob Matherly's blood pressure, temperature, and heartbeat for the evening
and had duly recorded her findings in the note folder which the doctor had provided, the old man said,
“So someone has told you about Christmas Eve”

She sad, “Have they?”

“It shows in your face”

Unconscioudy, she raised a hand to her cheek, asif she might fed the change.

“Youre dill quite pretty,” Jacob said. “But thereé's a weariness there, a coldness. It happens to
anyone when they have to face a story like that one.”

He did not seem to be excited over the memory any longer. The events of the last severd hours had
forced him to dredge it up and examine it from every angle, and it no longer frightened him.

She said, “The Bradshaws told me”

“Those vampired”

Despite hersdf, she laughed. * Aren't they just?’

“Money will never do them any good, because they'll never be satisfied that they have enough of it to
be happy.”

She agreed.

He sad, “St down, Elaine. | want you to hear it from me”

“Christmas Eve?’

Hesad, “Yes”

“Do you fed you should tak about it?’

“The memory hurt me for a while” Jacob admitted. “But that was only because I'd tried to force it
out of my mind. |1 hadn't fuly succeeded, of course, but over the years | had managed to dull the
memory. Now, it is back, sharp and clear, and I've learned to accept it again. Itll hep if | tdl you; itll
unburden me a bit. Besides, | want to be sure that you hear it the way it was, not embroidered by the
Bradshaws.”



Chapter 7

Christmas Eve, 1957.

Snow. It had begun to snow early in the day, lightly at fire, like a fine duding of powdered sugar
soilled across the streets and lawns. As the afternoon wore on, the cloud masses hung lower and became
amore leaden gray, evenly colored so that one could not tdl where the sun lay behind the sky's shroud.
By four o'clock, the road crews were plowing and cindering. Those who had dared the dty streets to
complete last minute shopping were finding it rough going; cars were angled oddly across the pavement
as more inex-perienced drivers gritted their teeth and cursed themsdlves for ignoring the weather reports.

Everything at the restaurants checked out asit should. They would be able to serve a record number
of Chrismas dinners to those who chose not to eat a home as most people did—the dderly whose
children no longer thought of them, young lovers not interested in sharing a magic time with parents, angle
people without family and afraid to remain aone on such a quiet, blesk day. Jacob left the Brass Lantern
Inn, the last of the Matherly eateries to be checked out, got his car from the garage and started the weary
drive home.

At twenty minutes of Sx, he pulled into the garage and shut the engine off. No other cars were there.
Lee and the boys were shopping. Jerry and Bess had the day off and wouldn't get back urtil nine or ten,
early enough for Bess to start making a few preparations for tomorrow's treditiond feast.

When he stepped through the front door, he sensed something was wrong, though everything looked
to bein order. For amoment, he remained on the threshold where a backward step would return him to
the crigp snow and the cold December wind. Then he swung the door shut and walked to the drawing
room where, at that hour, he expected to find Amdia

She was not there.

“Amdia?”

She did not answer.

In the upstairs back room, the grandfather clock chimed the quarter hour. No one had set the seven
day time mechanism in motion for more than five years. Who had started it now?

“Amdid” he caled.

Slence

He looked through the downstairs and found it un-inhabited.

He went updtairs.

At the top landing, he was again possessed of that semi-clairvoyance that had forced him to hdt just
within the front door. Something was very, very wrong.

He wanted to go to the back room to see why the grandfather clock had been started, but he looked,
fird, into the nursery where the twins, Lana and Laura, lay in ther cribs.

Cribs, then.

And the blood.

He did not know what the blood was. From across the room, it looked colorless, a dark substance
running dong the dats and legs of the cribs, saning the rug under them.

Hestantly, he walked toward the children. They lay very dill in the shadows, far too ill.

He cdled softly, usng the names which they could not yet recognize as their own, but names which
he cherished.

The children did not whimper, did not move.

Then he was close enough to see the blood for what it was and to stare, morbidly, into the deep
gashes of ther avful wounds. Time passed. How much time, he was never later able to ascertain.
Indeed, it was asif the laws of the universe, the mechanisms of physicad Nature, had stopped atogether.
He might have been trapped within a bubble of non-time, staring out through the fragile walls of his prison
a afrozen landscape. Whenever time began to flow again and the bubble dissolved around him, he let



out a low, wild moan that swiftly escalated into a scream.

He turned and sumbled to the corridor.

The floor seemed to shift like the hinged base of a funhouse in a carnivd, and it forced him to lean
agang the wal as he walked, lest he be pitched for-ward and lose his baance.

He found the room with the grandfather clock. The glass front of the case stood open, smeared with
blood. The brassy pendulum was tarnished by years of neg-lect and by Smilar crimson stains,

“Amdia” He thought he called her name. But when he listened to himsdlf, he heard a wordless cry, a
scream forced through a dry, cracked throat.

He turned and went back down the corridor, look-ing into each room, not certain what he would do
when he found her. And then he came upon her; she had returned to the nursery and kndt by the cribs,
her kneesin red puddies.

She did not look at him.

She stared through the bars of Lanads crib, at the lifdess form curled there.

Her har was in disarray, dangling dong her cheeks, frizzied out over her collar as if charged with
ddic dectricity. Her clothes were stained and wrinkled, marked with huge patches of perspiration.
Whatever long afternoon of madness had possessed her, it had taken quite atoll before cumingting in the
murders of the twins.

“Amdia” he said softly, ganding in the middle of the room, hdfway between the cribs and the door.
Thistime, he did not imagine the cdl, but truly spoke to her. He was finished screaming. For now.

She looked up. “They wouldn't stop crying,” she said.

Theworgst of it was her voice. It was perfectly nor-mal. It had not the dightest touch of insanity init.
It was cool, throaty and sensuous, as dways. Before, it had been one of her fines characteristics. Now,
it was obscene and disgugting.

“You've killed them,” he said.

“If they wouldn't have cried so much,” she said.

He could not think what to say.

“| darted the grandfather clock,” she said. “Did you see?’ She wiped a a strand of har with a
red-tinted hand. She said, “When the clock was working, we didnt have any twins. Now it's running
agan, but the twins are dill here. | wish they'd go away. | wish things would be like they once were.”

“The clock hasn't run in five years” he said. It made no sense. He was beginning to sound as
de-ranged as she.

“It's running now,” Amdia said. “And it will be fine in jugt a little while. Everything will be fine. The
twins will be gone and, I'll be happy again, and Lee and | can go places like we used to. Two children
are plenty, Jake. Leewill agree. All | did was turn the clock back.”

He had walked the rest of the way to her, though he avoided looking at the dead twins. He said,
“You killed them!”

“Turned the clock back,” she countered.

Despite her disarranged hair and the wilted look of her clothes, her face was triumphantly beautiful.

That, too, seemed wrong to him. He wanted to make her understand dl this and then watch her grow
old and ugly within the ingtant.

“You stabbed your own children, over and over and over. You're a murderer, Amdia”

“Didn't you see the clock?’

For some reason beyond his understanding, he had to hurt her and knew that the clock was the
avenue of attack through which she was most vulnerable. He said, “The clock isn't running.”

“Itig”

“l wasjugtinto seeit,” he sad. “It's stopped agan.”

“No.”

“Rusted workings.”

“No!”

“The clock won't ever work again.”

She legped to her feet, her face suddenly contorted. Her lips were drawn back from her teeth in a



wild, wide leer of a amile. Her nodtrils were flared. Her eyes were wide and shocked, saring into the
distance.

He reached for her.

She stepped back, raised the knife and swvung it a him.

He had forgotten the knife or had thought she had dropped it. She had been holding it a her sde, hdf
concedled in her hand and by the folds of her dress. He tried to back up, faled to avoid the blow. The
blade scored his shoulder and brought an intense pain that dredged up the abandoned scream.

He fdl, dutching his arm, feding blood rush through his fingers. Unconsciousness swooped over him
like a great, dark bird. He knew that he mugt avoid it, or Amdia would murder him while he lay dazed.
But the bird was too heavy and too inggent. It settled on his face and blanked out the world.

When he woke, he had logt a cup or more of blood, though the wound only dribbled now. He was
done in the nursery with the corpses, but he was desperate to escape from there, even if it meant
summoning Amdia by the noise of his movements.

In the corridor, he staggered toward the dairs and started down them, wary of the dense shadows of
the lower floor. But when he reached the bottom, he red-ized he could stop worrying now. When she
hed fled from the upstairs, she must have tripped on the carpet-ing and fdlen down the steps. Her neck
was broken, and she lay in an untidy bundle on the last riser.

Curioudy, aware now that he wasin no persond danger and that the nightmare was drawing toward
an end when he could get help, he did not react as logicdly as he should have. He stood there, over the
dead body of the mad woman, and for a long while, he screamed, as if the exploson of ar and noise
carried the despair from him.

Christmas Eve, 1957.



Chapter 8

Haine closed the door to Jacob Matherly's room and leaned againg it for support. She had managed
to gt through the gridy story of the Chrigmas Eve mur-ders and had waited with Jacob until the night's
sedartive had taken effect and he had fdlen adeep. In dl that time, she had tried to keep in mind that her
own actions were not important. What mattered was making Jacob fed at ease and giving him no need to
worry more than he had. He was, after dl ese was considered, her patient, her very reason for being
here, the center of her new life. So she had commiserated with him and tried to soothe him, had done
much tongue-clucking and hand-patting, dl the while forc-ing her fear deep indde where he would not be
able to seeit. Now, out of the old man's Sght at last, the fear rose up and bubbled through her darkly.

What was she doing in this house?

Oh, yes, there was the job, the money and the room and board—and the feding that she was getting
ahead for the firg timein her life, sanding on her own feet. But that was not enough to keep her here,
was it? She could as easily obtain a job in a happier home, away from the brooding evil that hung like a
pal over the Matherly place. Firgt of dl, there was that fifteen-year-old double-murder and dl that such a
nightmere left behind it, the residue of insanity which no one would ever be able to cleanse from these
rooms or from the minds of those people who had lived through the aftermath of the killings. And, much
closer to home, there was Paul Honneker's drinking, which dis-turbed her more than she had redized.
She had never liked being around drunks, for they were ungable, cut off from redity, too prone to
fantasze. And there was Dennis Matherly and hisfrivality. He and the house, together, made her terribly
uneasy. And there was, of course, the stabbing of Celia Tamlin. And, perhaps mog frightening of dl,
Jacob Matherly's early insgst-ence that one of his own family was the guilty party.

Leave.

Go away.

Get another job.

But she could not do that. She could not, chiefly be-cause that would be like running away from a
prob-lem, refusing to face up to redity. And she had never run away. Not from anything. There had been
times, when she was yet a child and the coldness and inhu-manity of the orphanage and its s&ff had bitten
into her and made her afraid, that she had contemplated running. She had dreamed of being found by a
wedthy couple and taken into their house and nourished and nurtured and given much love. But she had
soon dis-carded those dreams and learned to cope with what redly was. Now, so many years later, she
could not give way to the childish impulses for escape which had plagued her then.

And other things held her here, she redized. There was Lee Matherly, whose fortitude throughout this
ghedlly afair of Cedlia Tamlin, had been indeed admir-able. He was strong and tall, and he had borne the
gim circumstances well, even if he had grown more pae and less chearful through them. He was a
father-image, she supposed. He was the stern, able father she had dways longed for and never redly
known. And there was Gordon. She didn't like to think about that, because she was afraid that she was
dduding hersdf. Y et, when they passed in the hdlway or met for meds, they exchanged looks that made
her certain he ft the affection for her which she, cautioudy, was beginning to admit for him.

She tried to remember that Jacob Matherly had ap-parently given up the notion that one of the family
was the quilty party in Cdlia Tamlin's case. The old man assured her that he no longer held to the notion
thet the madness which had infected Amdia Honneker-Matherly had aso infected some other with her
blood. He was subscribing, now, wholeheartedly to Captain Rand's theory about the hitchhiker. That
should make her fed more at ease.

It did not.

She admitted to hersdf that she did not believe the old man's newfound optimism. He was too eager
to ac-cept Rand's proposa. He was too vocd in his support of the posshility of a stranger having
committed the crime. Behind his expression of rdief and his concern that this strange hitchhiker be found



and punished, lay the doubts he had evidenced before, in times when he wished to be more honest with
himsdf. Jacob Math-erly dill believed that ether Dennis or Gordon or Paul had been responsible. He
was frightened near to death, waiting for something to break.

And s0 was she, she redized.

“Have you been hired as a guard now?’ Gordon Matherly asked. He had come up the gairs to the
land-ing before she redized he was there.

She looked confused for a moment.

“Given up the nurse's duties for guarding grand-father's door?’

She amiled. “No. | was going to my room, but | seem to have run out of energy a this point.”

He sad, drawing her away from the door, “How ishe?’

“His angina seems not to be bothering him, despite the continued excitement. I'd say, dl in dl, he's
doing well.”

“l worry about him,” Gordon said. “I don't want to lose him.”

She amiled. “He's awonderful old men.”

Gordon agreed, enthusiadticdly, and then said, “1 came up to ask if you'd like to come downgtairs
and play afew games of billiards with me”

She giggled, and immediaidy she was amazed at hearing hersdlf do so. She blushed and said, “I can't
play. | never have”

“I'l teach you,” Gordon said.

It was one of the mogt enjoyable evenings of her life Bess brought them soda and snacks hdfway
through the evening, but they were otherwise Ieft done in the game room. Ordinarily, Elaine would not
have been much interested in games, for she thought them a wagte of time. But Gordon was careful to
explan that pool, unlike many other games, was beneficid, dnce it tested the players mathematica
judgment and sense of relaionships. He proceeded to teach her the game as if it were a puzze to be
solved, explaining bank shots and how to hit a ball to make it go left or right. It was dl very fascinating,
and his company made it doubly rewarding.

When she went to bed around 11:30, she fet elated. Despite what had happened to Celia, despite
the gloom that hung over the house, despite everything and anything, she fdt fine,

Because of Gordon.

When she dreamed, it was of Gordon. They were waking together in an endless garden, where dl
the grass was mown and dl the shrubs tended to. Wild fruit grew on many of the trees. Birds sang
overhead and followed them, like specid servants, wherever they went. The sky was blue, the ar warm,
and the rest of the world amillion+hillion years away.

She woke up to thunder that exploded like a bomb on the roof . . .

At fird, she did not recognize the source of the noise or, indeed, the room in which she had
awakened. The thunder shattered the flat, gray sky again and again, dammed ethered figs upon the
Matherly house, rattled the windows in their mountings and set the very ar itdf into sympathetic
vibration. Light-ning, coaxed from another dimenson by the heavenly cannonade, played ydlow-white
fingers on the glass and thrugt brittle shards of ghostly light across the floor and over the spread on the
bed in which she lay. When hdf a dozen burgts of that strobe-like illumination had stabbed into the dimly
lighted room, she re-membered the Matherly house, her job, her patient, the attack on Cdia Tamlin, the
gory of ChrigsmasEve. . .

Her dream of peace was gone.

Her dream of Gordon had evaporated.

She rose and went to the window.

Themorning was intensdy black, the low sky heavy with sheets of cold rain which swept through the
trees and across the tidy grounds of the estate. The storm was so fierce, the rain so dense, that she could
not even see the colonid Bradshaw house which was usudly visble from her window, even a dusk.

A paticularly vident thunderclgp made her start and jump backwards. When it was gone, she was
angry. There was a time—of very recent vintage— when she would never have been frightened of
thun-der, when she would have thought of it only as noise, harmless noise. This house was changing her,



and she was nat offering enough of a battle againd it.

She turned away from the storm, showered, dressed, and checked on Jacob. He was 4ill filled with a
fase certainty that the would-be killer of Cdia Tamlin was a stranger.

Downdairs, the rooms were dark, lighted only by the cloud-filtered sun which shone dimly through
the deep-set, rain-streaked windows. In the kitchen, she found dirty dishes stacked in the Snk. Bess was
neither dearing up the morning's debris nor preparing the af-ternoon med, though it was now a few
minutes before ten o'clock. That meant, she decided, that the old cou-ple had the day off and were away
shopping or vigt-ing. Bess was too compulsvely neet to have left work to be done.

Shefixed hersdf toast and coffee, finished them at the kitchen table where she had a view of the back
lawn, the scudding clouds, the willows whipped by the wind. She was dawdling over a second cup of
coffee when the kitchen door opened, and Dennis Matherly entered the room. His face was flecked with
red paint dong the left cheek, and his hands were stained with green. He wore tattered jeans and a work
ghirt, quite aless affected costume than what she was used to seeing himiin.

“Good morning!” he said, cheery despite the rain and the mood of this old house.

Uneesly, she said, “ Good morning, Denny.”

“| see you made coffee”

“I didn't fill the pot,” she said. “But there should be another cup or two.”

He poured a cup, added sugar and cream in doses she found excessive, then sat down at the table,
di-rectly across from her, Spping cautioudy a the seam-ing brew.

“Have you heard about Cdia?’ he asked.

She found she did not want to look directly at him. She said, il staring past his shoulder a the rain,
“l haven't, no.”

“She's past the criss” Dennis said.

She looked at him. “Out of the coma?’

He frowned and pulled at hislip. “Not yet. But the doctors say that her chances are very good for a
com-plete recovery. They're intent on keeping her under heavy sedation whenever she does regan
conscious-ness, so we probably won't know for some time who was responsible.”

She did not know what to say in response. She did not want to tak to him at dl, and especidly not
about the stabbing of the young gifl he had origindly brought to this house. Looking a him, somewhat
en-tranced by the perfection of his good looks, she saw something behind his eyes that she did not want
to face and could not dearly identify, something that frightened her more than alittle.

“Isit Bess and Jarry's day off?" she asked, hoping the conversation would quickly extinguish itsdf in
triv-idities

“Yes” he sad. “And Bess will shout the roof down when she sees the dishes stacked here” He
chuckled and sipped the last of his coffee.

Shefinished hers, too, and put her cup in the sink after she rinsed it out.

He came up next to her, put his cup with hers, and said, “Would you like to come up to my studio
and see the last few 'masterpieces I've been working on so dili-gently?”

No.

But she said, “Wdl, | have thingsto do and—"

“Come on,” he said. “Father's away on business in town. Gordon's gone with him. | don't have
anyone to admire aminiature | just finished. And | am utterly logt without admirers.”

“Your Uncle Paul seems to be your greatest admirer,” she said.

“Yes, but he's gone as wdl. It's that day of the month when he collects his trust check from his
por-tion of mother's estate. Hell have picked it up a the bank by now—but he won't be home till
supper. He likes to celebrate the receipt of each check in one or another of his favorite bars.” He amiled
as he sad it, and she saw there was no anger or recrimination in his face or voice. He didn't seem to
mind, &t al, that his unde was a drunkard.

Thenit occurred to her that, but for Jacob Math-erly, they were done in the house.

And Jacob was a cripple, incgpable of hdping her If—

If what?



“Comeon,” he said. “Youve not been up to see my work yet, and it's high time you were.”

He took her hand.

His hand was warm, large, dry and firm. She did not know why she should have expected anything
else, but when she fdt his hand and found it was not cold, she was surprised.

“I actudly should look in on your grandfather and see—"

“Hell be find Only for a few minutes” he said, leading her from the kitchen, into the downdtairs
corri-dor.

She did not see any way that she might gracefully refuse his invitation, and she did not want to make
hm angry. He was, after dl, his father's favorite son. And he had Honneker blood . . .

“l want an honest opinion,” he said, as they started up the stairs to the second floor.

She did not reply. She could not reply, because her throat had condtricted, and the ability to speak
seemed to have |eft her.

“| hate people who say they like everything. Uncle Paul is my best critic, because he's honest. He
never fals to point out my falures and to criticize mistakes in my technique. He had a bit of art training
himsdf— among many other things”

BHaine remembered Paul Honneker's honesty a the supper table that first night, when Celia had been
ex-pounding on her notions for a complete rebirth of the manson. She wished she could be as truthful
hersdlf. She wished she could overcome her fear of Dennis and her reluctance to risk insulting him. If only
she could say: “1 am afraid of you. | don't want to go up there with you while we are done in this house.
Let mego!” If only . . . if only she could run.

At the end of the second floor corridor, they opened a door and went up steep, narrow wooden
steps to a second door which opened on the atic. They waked into a large room where Dennis
Matherly dept and worked. The wadls were intensdy white and hung over with perhaps twenty of his
paintings and drawings. The floor was polished hardwood and softened to the tread, on one hdf, by a
tattered oriental rug. The cel-ing was open-beamed and polished until it gleamed darkly. A skylight
broke the wooden arches and shed sunlight on the large drafting table and swive stool which occupied
the center of the room. There was a grest ded of other furniture, though it was dl utilitar-ian. There was a
bed, an easy chair, a desk and chair, bookshelves crammed full of art texts, four easels, a cabinet of
supplies, a xerox maching, a mounted cam-era for photographic enlargement, and a smdl refrig-erator
where cold drinks might be kept.

“Not much, but it's home for me” he said.

“I likeit,” she said.

She meant that. She had been prepared for a room full of plush and expensive furniture, deep pile
carpeting, senseless knicknacks, a playboy's notion of what a working artist's studio was like. This was
more the sort of place she could fed at easein, utilitarian, sensible.

“I'm glad you likeit,” he said.

He closed the door to the tairs so that they were, more than ever, completely done.



Chapter 9

Here a the very top of the mangon, the sorm was nearer, and its fits of temper were more
explosvey loud than they had been downdtairs. At times, it was even necessary to stop taking and wait
until aradll of thunder had abated before continuing.

Thelightning forked the sky directly overhead, spearing the blue-black clouds and making—for brief
ingants—a flat mirror of the panes of the skylight.

Blane did not consder hersdlf an art critic, but even so she fdt that Dennis Matherly actudly did have
some tadlent. More than she would have guessed before seeing his work. True enough, the paintings were
dl too colorful to be comfortable with, splashed through with fantasy, disembodied faces, werd
landscapes not. of this earth, detall so intense—at times—that it bor-dered on madness to have spent
such time to trace the tiniest of lines. But they were good, no question about it. Good, she decided, in a
way that was not exactly professona. Who, after dl, could stand to live with such blatant fantases and
such unred bursts of color hanging on their wals? He might be good, but he would not be finencdly
successful.

As she made the tour of the room, she stopped be-fore a painting of a dartlingly beautiful woman.
The entire canvas was composed of her face and a few, de-tailed yet indecipherable shadows behind
her. She looked out upon the room with a gaze that appeared empty, directionless—strangely inhumean.
Her flesh was tinted a light blue, as was nearly everything about the portrait. Only the green droplets of
somefluid, glistening on her face, were a variance with the dominat-ing blues.

“Doyou likeit?" he asked.

He was close behind her, so close she could fed his breath. But she had nowhere to move as she
stared at that woman's strange face.

“Yes” shesad.

“It's one of my favorites too.”

“Whet isit cdled?

“Madness,” he said.

When she looked again, she could see that was quite appropriate. And, in a moment, she redized
who the subject must have been. Amdia Matherly. His own mother.

A crackle of lightning, reflected downwards by the skylight, made the green droplets on her face
gligen and stand out asif they were red and moist and not dried oils.

“The spatters of green are blood,” he said.

Hanefdt dizzy.

He said, “The person who ismad, | think, might not look upon desth with the same viewpoint as the
sane. The madman—or madwoman—might very wel see death as a new beginning, a chance to start
over. They might not see it as an end, afind act. That'swhy | chose the green for the droplets of blood in
the pic-ture. Green isthe color of life”

She could not say anything. She was grateful when a clap of thunder relieved her of that duty.
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"The womean in the painting is a murderess,” he said

She nodded.

He said, “You know who?’

“I've heard the story,” she managed to say.

“I loved my mother,” he said. “ She was dways doing odd things and reacting strangdly. But | loved
her just the same.”

Bane said nothing.

She considered excusing hersdf and walking for the door, but she had a terrible premonition that she
would not reach it. Best to wait.

“When | discovered what she had done to the twins, what she tried to do to grandfather, | dmost lost
my mind.”

Lightning and thunder. The door: so far away.

He said, “You can't imagine how adrift | was. For more then a year, | wanted to die. | had counted
S0 drongly on my mother, depended so deeply on her love. And then she was gone—and she had
ruthledy destroyed two of her children—and might have des-troyed meif | had been there at the time. |
was pos-sessed with a pessmidtic certainty thet no onein thisworld could be trusted, and | dare not turn
my back on anyone, even for a moment, no matter how much they might profess their love for me.”

Elane managed to turn from the picture and look a him. His squared, handsome face was drained,
drawn in fatigue and paled by the memory.

“l can imagine how terrible it was,” she said.

“Fortunately, my father understood that. He saw what was hgppening with me, and he went out of his
way to see that | knew | was loved. For long months, he left the business in the hands of his accountant
and spent endless hours trying to assure me, to make me forget. In the end, he succeeded. But without
his care, I'm afraid | would have given up long ago.”

Abruptly, he turned away from her and walked to the largest easdl where a work-in-progress was
clipped.

He said, “Look here”

Rductantly, she walked to hissde.

“Do you think it's shaping up well?’ he asked.

“It's Cdia, ignt it?

He said that it was. Hdf of her face had been painted in, while the other haf was ill in sketch form
and pasteled over with a pink-brown gain.

“| thought you were bad at portraits,” she said.

“Funny thing is, | am. But with my mother, and now Cedlia, | haven't had any trouble.”

“You must love her agood ded.”

“Cdia? Not a dl. She's a fine girl, but | don't have those emations for her. It's just that—that |
seemed only to be able to paint the faces of those who have fdlen under the misary of the Honneker
legecy of madness. | have two other portraits, of the babies. They turned out not as well, for they were
too young to have digtinct images, individud faces.”

“l see thisis done in tones of orange,” she said.

“Except for the blood,” he said. “When | paint the blood, Il make it red. Very bright red. Cdia did
not see death as abeginning, but as an end. She wasn't mad.”

He picked up a paette knife and tested it againgt hisfinger.

It was not sharp, but long and flexible,

And pointed.

He picked at a section of the canvas he didn't seem to like, peding away the coarse peaks of the dils.

“It will make a nice set—this one and the portrait of my mother.”

“Yes” Elaine agreed.

She saw that, now, he was standing between her and the door, and she did not know how she could
have let that happen.

Stop it! shetold hersdf. You are acting like afool, aslly, empty-headed fool.



He squeezed some paint onto the paette and began mixing it with the paette knife. It was scarlet
pant. It dunginlumps to the Slvery tool like—like—

“Blood,” he said.

She started, though he did not notice, and she said, “What?’

“l want to see how the blood will work againg that orange pdlor of her skin.”

Bedill, she told hersdlf. Thereis no need to be afraid. He is only a man, and you have learned how
to ded with people. But she aso knew that he might be mad, as mad as Amdia Matherly had been, and
she redized that she could never cope with anything like that. Madness had no place in her world of logic
and reasonableness. Madness was complex. She wished for everything to be smple.

He hdd the knife up, Saring at it as the red paint ran dowly down toward the handle and hisfingers.

“It looks good,” he said.

Theran beat more harshly upon the skylight, larger drops that sounded dmogt like hail.

“Wdl,” she said, “I ought to be going.”

He continued looking &t the knife. “But you just came.”

“Neverthdess, your grandfather—”

“He didn't like the first painting—the one of mother.”

His voice seemed so distant and unconnected to the moment, that she did not understand just what
he meant. She said, “Who didn't?’

“Grandfather,” he said.

“Why not?’

Dennis twisted the knife, forang the paint away from his fingers and back up the blade. He sad,
“Grandfather took one look at it and refused to exam-ine it in detall. He said he never wanted to
remember anything about that afternoon and what he had seen— and he said that my painting was too
vivid, that it was too true for him to study it camly. He's dways been interested in my work, genuindy
interested, but he never could stand that painting. And it's the best I've ever done, | think.”

“I liked it.”

“Thank you.”

“And your grandfather's reaction might be inter-preted as praise rather than rgjection.”

“| suppose .”

Shesad, “I think Il be going now.”

He wiped the red pigment from the knife.

“Do you mind?’ she asked.

“Hes your job,” Dennis said.

“Yesheis And | can't leave hm unlooked &fter. | thank you for showing me around your studio.
Your work is very interesting, and thet is the truth. Well—"

Some of the red paint had gotten on his fingers. He stood there, daring at it, as if he saw something
on the surface of the crimson blob, some image which he would have to use in a painting of his own.

She took a step away from him.

He did not turn.

She walked to the door, certain that he would come after her any moment now.

When she reached the door, she looked back, and she saw that he was painting crimson droplets on
CdiaTamlin's face. He seemed to have forgotten that Elaine had ever been there.

She took the aitic steps two at atime, even though she redlized that he might hear her panicked flight.
She opened the bottom door, stepped into the corridor, and closed the door behind her.

Her breathing was fast and ragged. She sucked each breath deep into her lungs, as if she had never
ex-pected to breathe outside of that attic room again. It was cool and clean and ddlicious.

When her nerves had quieted considerably, she smoothed her hair and straightened her blouse. The
at-tention to grooming details helped cdm her even more. Recovered, she wondered what she ought to
do now. Should she go immediatdy to Jacob Matherly's room and tdll the old man what Dennis had been
like and what she had feared he was leeding up to?

No. That would do her no good whatsoever. Whet, after dl, had Dennis done? Talked of his mother.



Painted pictures of madness. Showed a morbid fasci-nation for blood. Toyed with a paette knife as if he
might turn upon her and use it. None of it, in itsdf, was condusive or even vagudy incriminating. Only if
one were there could one understand what he had been like. 1t had not been only what he did, but how
he did it, his mood, his expressions, the tone of his voice. And since no one but Elaine had seen those
things and could grasp how they had been, the rest of it seemed glly.

Besdes, Jacob would only tel her not to worry, that the killer was, after dl, a stranger. A hitchhiker.
He mugt be. Captain Rand said he was.

All she could expect to gain from Jacob Matherly was a little bit of conversation, a momentary
escape from the dark house and the brooding people who lived there. He was the only haven of
brightnessin the place. But that was enough. Rather than gt done in her room, she went down to tak to
the old man. Di-saster was brewing. She could fed it inthe ar, weigh-ing down on her. At least, when it
struck, she could be with someone else. Not aone. Please, not done.



Chapter 10

If eventsin the Matherly house had seemed to des-cribe a descending circle towards a distant point
of ter-ror ever snce the attempt on Cdia Tamlin's life, they plummeted toward that terror like a fdling
dar on the evening of the third day. The night gradudly evolved into something like a hideous dream
which, at some of its worst moments, she was sure would never end for her.

It began gradudly, at supper.

Dennis immersed in his painting of Celia Tamlin, did not come to the table, but had his med sent up.
This seemed to please Lee, Jarry and Bess. They reacted asif his sudden intense interest in his work was
an omen of a return to normdity. Didn't they under-stand what sort of painting it was? Didnt his
flam-boyant fascination with madness make themill at ease? How could they ever evidence pleasure at
such a decadent preoccupation?

Anyway, whatever Dennis did to lift their spirits, Paul more than compensated for. He had not yet
re-turned from histrip to town and was, apparently, gill in some barroom squandering a Szesble sum of
histrust check. From time to time, Lee Matherly cast afretful glance at the empty chair, asif he hoped to
look up once and miraculoudy find Paul there.

Cdia Tamlin, they had learned, had come out of her coma but had not yet been questioned and
would not be for at least another twenty-four hours. Her doc-tor was keeping her heavily sedated.

Thislast bit of news should, Elaine supposed, be cheering. But it only made her fed a greater, deeper
tensgon. If the would-be killer was a member of the Matherly household, wouldn't the threat of Celids
soon-to-be-regained consciousness drive him closer to the brink? If he were frightened that she would
point the finger a him, wouldn't his borderline madness be-come a berserk spree agangt which none of
them were safe?

Dinner would have been aterribly depressing afair if Gordon had not been there. He engaged her in
con-versation, and he seemed able to draw from her things she would never ordinarily have talked about.
His quiet, somewhat shy manner, so much like her own, gave her confidence.

They were finiding dessert—strawberries and peaches in heavy cream—when Paul Honneker
re-turned home. He dammed the front door so hard the noise reverberated throughout the house like a
cannon shot. Then, for a time, he stood in the vedibule, out of 9ght of the dining room, and cursed
someone—per-haps himsdf—aquite loudly.

“Will you excuse me?’ Lee Matherly asked, wiping his lips with a ngpkin and risng. He was
embarrassed for his brother-in-law.

Gordon stopped taking and listened closdy to what was sad in the vestibule, and Elaine pretended
to be interested in the last of the fat red strawberries svim-ming in the cream in her dish.

“Whet the hell do you want?’ Paul Honneker asked.

From the sound of his voice, the dight dur on hiswords, it was clear that he was very drunk indeed.

“Lower your voice,” Lee Matherly said. His own voice was cdm, sympathetic, even.

“Why in hell should 1?7 Why shouldn't | ydl dl 1 want? I've had an afternoon to make a man ydl!”

“Come upgtairs, and you can tdl me about it, Paul.”

“I'l tll you now. Those damned townspeople—"

“Updairs, Paul.”

“l want something to drink.”

“You seem to have had plenty.”

“l want another,” Paul said. His voice had gone whiny, but there was an underlying rage in it that
Haine had never heard before.

“You have a bottle in your room?’ Lee asked.

“Ves”

“Let's go up, then. You can have adrink and tdl me about it.”

There was quiet for a moment, as if the big man was consdering the suggestion. Then, suddenly,



there was an explosve sound of shattered glass. “Damned mirrors” Honneker said. “I hate damned
mirrors like that. You know | do, and ill you have mirrors around. What the hdl? Is everyone aganst
me around here? Does everyone hate me?’

“Of course not,” Lee sad.

“I'm going up to get adrink,” Honneker said.

He cursed and hollered the whole way up the steps, and his voice died dowly to a distant grumbling
as they went into his room.

Gordon pushed his unfinished dessert aside. His face had gone white, his lips tight and angry. “I'm so
sorry you had to be subjected to that.”

“It'sdl right, Gordon.”

“It redly isnt dl right,” he said. “He's a disgusting man, most of the time. | don't like people who
don't achieve things. He's lazy and drinks too much. Despite mother's will, | think father ought to see
about putting Paul on his own. It might do him good.”

She agreed, but she did not say anything, for she fdt that it was a family affair which was none of her
busi-ness.

Gordon said, “My brother's another who needs a hit of discipline. Living up there, doing nothing but
his ails, dreaming about critical acclam. It would be funny if it weren't that he reminds me, so much, of
mother.”

“Oh?’

“Yes. Highty, excitable. Given to a lot of fantasy. Some of that's in Paul, too. It's terrible the way
father does nathing to curb that attitude in both of them. It frightens me & times”

She knew just what he meant.

Once she had seen to Jacob Matherly's well being and had heard him promise that he would take a
seda-tive when he was finished with the book he was reading, she went to her own room and dressed for
bed. She intended to read something light, the comedy-adventure novd which was among those she had
purchased before she came here. But the novd was a bit too glly for her tastes and, besides, Paul
Honneker's periodic noisy ramblings would not dlow her to settle in for more than a few pages without
being disturbed. When it was clear she was not going to become absorbed in the story, she put the book
down and busied hersdlf with a number of smdl chores.

She washed out two pair of stockings in the bath at-tached to her room and hung them to dry.

Paul Honneker was Hill rambling.

She filed her nalls and painted them with clear pol-ish to keep them from chipping more then they
usudly did. She redly did not care much about the appear-ance of her nals, but this was, a leadt,
something to help pass the time.

She dusted her room and straightened things a bit-mostly things that did not need sraightening.

She wrote a short letter to a girlfriend who had at-tended nurses training with her. They were not
redly that close, and Elaine had intended to let the friendship gradudly wither once they had gone their
Separate ways. But now it was nice to be able to make even this limited contact with the outside world.

She watched atdevison documentary about the ecology movement. Ordinarily, she did not care for
gt-uation comedies or westerns, prefarring those shows which she fdt were educationd. Tonight,
however, she watched severd intoleradly ridiculous programs when the ecology hour was over. She
watched, in fact, until she grew deepy. At afew minutes past midnight, she turned off the set, rolled over,
pulled the covers up around her and reached out for the shimmering aura of deep which was close a
hand.

She dreamed of a panting.

The painting was her face, so huge it filled dl hori-zons. Her face, in that panting, was covered with
droplets of blood. Her own blood. Her eyes stared dghtlesdy out of the universd canvas, her mouth
parted in a wordless scream of pan. . .

She woke to the sound of the emergency buzzer and legped out of bed, her professondiam taking
prec-edence over her grogginess. She pulled on her robe and hurried down the corridor toward Jacob's



room.

The door was sanding gar, but she did not stop to consder the importance of that. She went in,
turning on the light as she passed the switch, and found the old man doubled over, retching, panting for
breath, hisangina as fierce as it had ever been.

She got two glycerine tablets from the medicine cabi-net, poured a glass of water. She held his head
while he swalowed the firg pill and lowered him back onto his pillows again. His face was furioudy red;
perspiration dotted his forehead and streaked dong his cheeks. His har was damp, as was the
pillowdip under it. She gave him the second glycerine tablet, then began filling a syringe with a charge of
morphine.

“The key—" he wheezed.

Hisvoice was thin and birdlike, dl but uninteligi-ble.

“Key?

He pointed toward the top of the nightsand where a ring of keys lay, his long fingers shaking
uncontrolla:bly.

“Thekey .. . for thisroom,” he said.

“Reax,” shetold him, working up a amile that she thought would soothe him.

“Lock mein ... whenyou . . . when you go!”

“Please rest, Mr. Matherly. Relax, and well have you better inno time at dl.”

“Swear . .. swear youll . . . lock mein”

“Let'sjud rall up your deeve,” she said.

“Swear it!” He was purpling with fury. His whole body shook as if someone were repestedly griking
him. She saw that it was worse to ignore his rantings than to givein to them.

She sad, “1 will”

He dumped back, hisface quickly paing, hislipstaking on the blue tint of desth.

She rolled up his deeve, swabbed the area on the insde of his ebow joint and administered the
mor-phine.

Shortly, color returned to his cheeks. His eyes looked heavy, but they were devoid of the agony they
hed contained.

“Better?’ she asked.

“Tired,” the old men said. “Very tired . . . so tired.”

She ligtened to his heart with a stethoscope, listened for a long while. At firgt the beat was so ragged
it frightened her, and she had decided to cdl an ambu-lanceif it did not soon subside into a more regular
ca-dence. In afew moments, the beat did soften and fdl into a steady rhythm.

Jacob's face was hedthy again, both in color and tone—except, of course, for the damaged
half—and hislips had lost the deathly pallor.

She filled a basin with water from the adjacent bath and wiped his forehead and face with a cold
wash-cloth. That done, she changed his bedcl othes and made him comfortable once more.

“Now?’ she asked.

“Better.”

“I'l stay with you until you're adeep.”

“You won' forget your promise?’

“I'l lock the door,” she assured him, though she didn't know why she should.

“l don't want him getting in again.”

“Who?’

“l don't know who it was. All | saw—I saw the knife, in the light from the window.”

She fdt her own heart beat fagter. In her pro-fessona role, so deeply involved in carrying out her
nursg's functions, she had momentarily forgotten the Matherly house and its legacy of madness.

“You don't mean that someone tried to kill you, agan?’

He nodded his head affirmatively.

She knew that she should drop the subject, but she could not. She said, “But why couldn't you see
who it was? The nightlight would have—"



“There was no nightlight when | woke up.”

She knew, then, that he mug have dreamed the en-tire afair, for there was dways a nightlight burning
here, a his own ingstence. She dearly remembered seaing to it before she left the room earlier in the
night.

He continued: “1 was awakened when he sumbled againg the chair in the dark. When | opened my
eyes, there was no nightlight. Just the dim light from the window. | reached for the cord and pulled the
buzzer to get your attention, because | found | couldn't build the lung power to scream.”

“Therés no one here now,” she said. “When the buzzer sounded, he fled.”

“You rest now,” she said. “He's gone and can't hurt you.”

“Do you believe me?’ he asked, fighting the drugs that worked on him.

“Of course,” shelied.

He leaned back, exhausted, and soon found deep.

Haire ligened to his heartbeat again, took his pulse. Sdtisfied that the attack had passed, she turned
to leave—and saw the amdl, blue bulb of the night-light. It was lying on the floor where someone had
dropped it after unscrewing it from its baseboard fixture.

Numbly, she picked it up and threaded it into its socket again; it lighted and glowed againg the pdm
of her hand. When she had entered the room and switched on the man lights she had been too
con-cerned with Jacob's condition to notice that the night-lignt was out. The old man had not been
dreaming, after dl. When she left his room, she carefully locked his door as he had requested.

In the corridor, she stood in darkness, holding the ring of keys and wondering what her next move
should be. Back to bed? Or should she wake Lee Matherly and tdl him what had happened? The
darkness seemed to closein, like aliving thing, and it made clear thought impossible.

She hurried down the corridor to her room, closed and locked her door behind.

She could not deep.

The storm had begun again, complete with ralling thunder and the heavy patter of rain on the roof and
agang the windows. Lightning snapped open the clouds and pedled back the darkness for brief
mo-ments, then gave way to the thunderclaps again.

But it was not the storm which kept her awake. She could have dept through a hurricane if only she
hed not had to cope with the certainty that a madman roamed the night in Matherly house.

Perhaps she should not have left Jacob done. She doubted that the killer would force the door. But if
ghe had remained with the old man, she would not be done now . . .

Elaine remembered the dream from which the buz-zer had awakened her, remembered the mammoath
canvas tha filled the universe with a killfully ren-dered portrait of her blood-stained countenance. And
that did not help her state of mind at dl. It so dis-turbed her, in fact, that when shefirg heard the noise at
the door of her room, she thought it was nothing more than a figment of her overworked imagination,
generated by these unpleasant memories. She tried to turn away from the door and concentrate on
regaining seep.

But the noise continued.

It sounded asif someone were testing the lock.

Fndly, unable to ignore it any longer, sherolled over. In thelight of the bedside lamp, which she had
not been adle to bring hersdf to extinguish, she looked a the door. The brass knob moved dightly. It
turned fird to the left—then to the right.

She sat up in bed.

Someone, on the other sde of the door, turned the knob as far to the left as possible, then cautioudy
put their weight againg the panel. She could see the oak bulge dightly againg its frame, and she was
thankful that the door was as thick as an old tabletop.

She did out of bed and stepped into her dippers.

A shattering blast of thunder swept againg the house and made her gasp and whirl, as if her unseen
enamy had somehow abandoned the door and come in through the window, behind her.

At the door, the would-be intruder twisted the knob back, dl the way to the right and, again, applied



pres-sure to seeif the lock could be snapped.

She consdered screaming for help and redized that might not be the wisest move. How could she,
after dl, be certain that her scream would be heard by anyone but the man who was trying to force the
door to her room? The wadls of the old house were thick; the storm further served to cut the effectiveness
of a scream. And if a familiar voice answered her scream and told her that everything was fing, how
could she be sure that, when she opened the door, he would not turn out to be the kille—holding a knife
and amiling a her?

The movement of the door knob ceased.

For atime, there was not the dightest sound to be-tray any furtive activity.

Elane stepped up to the door, treading softly, hope-ful that whoever it was had given up and gone
away. It did not occur to her, a that moment of intense fear, tha—if the killer had departed—he might
vary likdy have gone to attack someone dse in the house. She never once considered that her own
safety might be at the expense of another life. All that mattered was that, for whatever reason, he should
leave her in peace.

Therall of thunder was somewhat more distant than it had been, though il loud enough to set her
nerves on edge.

Thelightning flashed intermittently, like some lone, forgotten, guitering candle.

As she leaned agang the door to better ligen to whatever was tranpiring in the corridor, the thin
blade of awickedly long knife was thrust through the crack between the oak pand and the frame, inches
from her face, dmog as if the killer had seen her and knew where to srike!’ As if he might have been
watch-ing her through two inches of solid oak!

She legped back, too terified even to cry out. She might as wel have been a mute, for her lips
moved and her throat worked without producing a sound.

The blade withdrew.

And came back.

It worked up and down the tiny dit where the door met the jam, dicking audibly agang the
mechanism of the lock. She redlized, then, that the killer had not seen her, but was merdy trying to spring
the lock with the blade.

She leaned closer to the door now and said, in asmdl voice which sounded utterly unlike her, “Who
iSit?’

The blade continued to work.

“Who isit?" Thistime, she hissed the request louder.

The blade stopped.

It withdrew.

Slence. ..

“Areyou dill there.”

More slence.

She waited what seemed like hours, though only ten minutes passed according to the bedside clock.
Even with her ear pressed to the door, she could not hear anything in the corridor beyond.

Had he left?

Should she open the door and see?

Asif in warning, the thunder's greatest rage re-turned, smashing the dillness of the arr. In its booming
voice, she seemed to hear it cautioning her againg un-locking the door.

She retreated to the bed and sat on the edge of the rumpled shests, leaning againg the old-fashioned
foot-board. Aware tha the danger might not yet have passed, she fixed her gaze on the oaken door.

Long minutes passed, and her mind rambled over dozens of memories, as if seeking escape from this
ugly moment. She recdled her firg look at the Math-erly house from the road and the first premonitions
of unpleasantness which had possessed her. She remem-bered, earlier than that, graduation from the
Univ-ersty Hospitd and the eagerness with which she had packed to leave the dormitory for this job and
anew future. And before that: the orphange, the chang-ing nurses and house mothers, the children she
hed rardly gotten dong with. Before that: the socid work-ers bringing word of the accident, trying to



break the news of her parents deaths with the least amount of nesty detall . . .

Abruptly, she looked up, aware that she had drifted into deep, dumped againg the footboard in an
un-comfortable position.

At the door, the intruder was working the knife in the jam again, intent on soringing the lock.

She required dl her strength to rise up and go to the door and leen againg it while he worked, trying
to hear some other tdltde sound. All she could hear was his heavy breathing which only frightened her
more. He sounded like some sort of crazed animd.

“Go away,” she said.

The knife stopped moving but remained thrust through the crack.

“Go away.”

He said nothing.

“l never did anything to you,” she said.

For amoment, she fdt asif she would go mad her-sdf, driven into insanity by the smplest of things

—the sllence, deep and foreboding;

—the persstent wind, howling a the windows, pressing on the glass and driving the rain like fingers
on the panes,

—the sound of her heart, pounding so fiercdly and so loudly that it must surdly burst;

—the gleaming blade of the knife, il most of the time but now and then jiggling as his hand twitched

Minutes passed as if they were cast of lead and given aminim of life, cranvling minutes that eventudly
brought a withdrawd of the knife blade from the door. And then, thank God, the passing minutes dso
brought the sound of his footsteps as he retrested down the hall. He walked quietly and was soon gone.

She dmodt laughed, but managed to choke the urge down. She was afraid that, if she once gave in to
laughter, she would be unable to stop. She was on the edge of hysteria

She went back to the bed and crawled onto it and began to lift the sheets to wrap around her. But
she saw that was no good. She dare not fdl adeep again this night, lest the killer have another change of
heart and come back after her. “I never did anything to you,” she said to him. And he had been sidfied
with that, gpparently. But he might not remain satisfied for very long.

Her hands were swegting. She wiped them on her pgameas.

Her mouth was as dry as sand, but she was afraid even a glass of water would make her ill.

Twenty minutes later, she found hersdf standing in the middle of the room, swaying back and forth,
dar-ing at nothing, thinking of nothing. For athird of an hour, she had logt track of the world, dipped into
asdf-protective shell.

That was dangerous.

She shook hersdlf, figuratively and literdly, and she angrily berated hersdf for being unable to control
her fear. There was nothing to fear. Nothing concrete. Not until he returned, if he did. She had dways
believed in kegping things as Smple as possble, hadn't she? All right, then. The danger had passed.
Redax. Dont let your imagination run away with you.

She drew the easy chair to a spot ten feet away from the door, and she sat down in it, facing the only
en-trance to the room. She would maintain avigil. And she did. Until she fdl adeep, utterly exhausted,
two hours later.



Chapter 11

It was 9:45 when she woke the fallowing morning, and the knowledge that she was going to be late
per-forming Jacob's morning checkup helped to keep her mind occupied and held the previous night's
terror a bay. When she had showered and dressed and applied whét little makeup she required, she
found hersdf hes-itant to unbolt the door. But, because she was lae and because she was—above dl
e se—professond in the performance of her duties, she overcame tha hes-tancy in short order.

The corridor was empty; the house was quiet

She unlocked Jacob's door and entered his room to find him gtting over the remnants of his
breakfast, perusing the morning paper.

“Ah” he said, “good morning! As dways, you look charming.”

“Thank you,” she said, a bit embarrassed, as she d-ways was when anyone complimented her. “I
hope your locked door wasn't the cause of any trouble. | should have been up earlier, but—"

“Nothing to it, nothing to it,” he said, waving away any gpology or excuse she had prepared. “Bess
un-locked it and locked it after hersdlf.”

“Wel, shdl we go through the ritua?’

“Get out your infernd devices,” he scowled in mock perturbation. “ Seeif I'm dive or not.”

When everything checked out as wdl as they might have expected, she said, “Is Lee home this
morning?’

“He and Gordon are in the dity on business again. If I'd worked mysdf as hard as they do when |
was young, |'d never have lived to earn a pretty nursel”

She could not understand his cheerfulness or why he had decided to take lagt night's incident so
lightly. He did not appear—except for his ingstence that the door remain locked—to fear anyone or
anything.

She had hoped to find out what she wanted to know and unburden hersdf to Lee Matherly. If he was
not at home, the next best sympathetic ear was Jacob's.

“Have the police talked to Cdiayet?’ she asked, watching the old man carefully.

“Yes” he sad.

Then that is why he's relieved, she thought. The gil must have postively identified her assallant as a
sran-ger. Y et, why should he dill want his door locked if that were the case?

“What did she tdl them?’

Jacob pretended to want to return to his paper, but he did manage an answer for her. “She can't
remember it a dl. It was too much of a shock to her, poor child. Those lagt few minutes, from the
moment she turned into the driveway, are blank. No memory of them.”

She did not say anything as she considered the con-sequences of Cedlias hystericd memory loss.

“Her doctor isbringing in a psychiarist to seeif he can make her rdive those missng minutes” Jacob
ex-plained.

“Do they think he can do that?’

“He uses hypnods to cause ageregresson in his patients, to make them remember traumdic
episodes in their childhood. He should be able to regress Cdliato the time of the attack.” He peered over
therims of his glasses at a story on the sports page.

“When?’ she asked.

“Excuse me?’ He looked up, quizzicd, asif he had become so quickly immersed in the story that he
had forgotten ther train of conversation. It was clear that he did not want to consider the subject and that
he was puiting on an act he hoped would dissuade her from questioning him about it.

“When will the psychiatrist treat Cdia?’

“Today, perhaps.”

“Perhaps?’



“Or tomorrow,” he said.

“And Captain Rand is just going to wait?’

“What dse should he do?’ Jacob asked, findly put-ting the paper down, convinced his ruse was
worthless.

“Have you told him what happened last night?’

“Nothing happened,” he said.

She was s0 surprised by his statement that she could not speak.

“Well know soon enough,” Jacob said. “When the psychiatrist gets Cedlia to describe the hitchhiker,
theyll round him up in no time”

“Lagt night, you didn't think it was a hitchhiker,” she said.

“l had a bad dream lagt night.”

“It was more than that.”

“No,” he said. “A nightmare”

She redized that, again, the old man was fighting againgt the acceptance of the truth. He wavered
be-tween raiondity and an dmogt absurd degree of head-in-the-sand ecscapism. Right now, he was
play-ing his odtrich role.

She decided that it would be usdess to tdl him about the nightlight bulb having been unscrewed. And
he would probably flaly refuse to accept her story about the man who was trying to pry open her door
with the blade of aknife. He didn't want to believe, and therefore, he would not She would have to wait
for Lee Matherly and tdl him everything. He would know what to do. He would, mogt likdly, cdl Captain
Rand & once.

“Wdl,” Elane said, “I think I'l seeif Bess has any-thing to serve a late breakfaster.”

“Yourun dong,” he sad. “I'll be just fine”

“I'l check in on you after lunch.”

As she opened the door, he leaned forward in his chair, folding the paper haphazardly againg his Iap.
“Lock the door, please.”

She turned and faced him, wondering if his facade of cheerfulness was abouit to break down. “Why?’

“I'd fed better.”

“Why?

The old man looked pained, asif he were con-fronted with a child he loved, but a child intent on
being nasty with him. His face was drawn tight, hold-ing back a flood of emations. His eyes were filled to
brimming with a sadness that had been nurtured for along, long time, a sadness that had become as deep
as hissoul. He dearly could not bear to offer her an-other reason. And if he were forced to tdl the truth,
to explain the nature of the fears he wished to deny, he would break down and he would cry—and he
might very well suffer another attack of his crippling iliness.

She fdt that she was his friend, which meant she could not permit the tears. And as his nurse, she
could not permit the attack of angina

“All right,” she said.

She closed the door and locked it, tested the knob, then hurried down the steps and dong the
narrow firg floor corridor toward the kitchen.

As she pushed open the kitchen door, Bess walled as if she had been struck; a short, sharp wall of

pain.



Chapter 12

For the fird time in many years, Bess was both a a loss for words and incapable of functioning.
Usaudly, the white-haired, jolly woman was vivacious and tak-ative, abustle with the chores of her
postion as if she were a wind-up mechine that could not stop until its maingoring wound loose again.
Now, however, her ruddy complexion had turned a gray ash, Sckly and defeated, and her dmost
nervous abundance of energy had drained from her and left her wilted, sagging.

“l can't believeit,” she sad to Elaine, though she seemed modtly to be spesking to the wadl in front of
her.

“It'sdl right now,” Elane said. “It's over with now; there isn't anything you can do.”

“l should have known,” Bess said, accepting the glass of water the nurse gave her but not bothering
to gp of it. “He was missng this morning. | said to Jerry, | said, he wouldn't have gone out before we got
up and fixed his breskfast, now would he. And if he'd gone out sometime during the night, he should have
come back. Unless something happened to him.” She shud-dered uncontrollably and blinked tears from
her eyes. “And something did, didn't it?’

Haine had often handled situations where children needed comfort at the desth of parents or where
par-ents were deeply grieved by the loss of a child. That was hospitd duty that every nurse learned to
cope with, though she might not like it much. But this was the firg time she had run across grief over a
dead pet, a black and tan mixed-breed cat.

“Bobo was with us for eight years—until last night,” Bess said. “He has a little hatchway in our front
door that he can use to go in and out whenever he fedslikeit. With dl this going on with the Mather-lys,
though, | should have locked his hatch. | should have”

“Y ou couldn't have known,” Elaine said, taking the old woman's hand and petting it. “No one could
ex-pect you to—"

“l should have,” Bess said. “I should have known. After Miss Tamlin, | should have been careful
even with Bobo.” She looked up a Elaine with very clear, blue eyes and said, “Bobo was a itterish
cat. He wouldn't have gone to anyone unless he knew them. Y ou know what that means, Miss?’

“You think someone in this house killed him?’

Bess looked very sober, and her eyes were lined with fear. “In a manner of speaking, Miss. In a
man-ner of gpeaking, it was someone from this house that did it.”

Elane thought of the fdine corpse which she had seen lying in the garbage bag. 1t had been stabbed
repeetedly with a sharp knife, then dit down the sto-mach as afind gesture. It had lainin that plastic sack
dl morning while Bess made breakfast, concedled by other pieces of trash which had been neatly
wrapped around it. If the blood had not soaked through and collected in a puddle in the bottom of the
bag, and if Bess had not noticed it and begun to empty the sack to discover its source, it would never
have been found.

She did not know whether it was a good thing that Bess uncovered the cat's corpse or whether it
would have been better dl around if the cat had Smply dis-appeared. It proved, in a gruesome way, that
the killer was indeed a member of the Matherly household —if one could make the police see that there
was a connection between the attempted murder of Cdia Tamlin and the brutal daying of the cat. On the
other hand, having seen the mindless violence vented upon the cat, how could any of them think dearly
enough to ded with a crigs if one should arise? Any fears that a-ready plagued her—she knew—had
begun to grow like cancerous cells, and she imagined the same would be true for everyone in the house.

“Perhaps we should cal Captain Rand,” Elaine said.

“Won't do no good.”

Bess dabbed at her eyes with atissue.

“But you said that someone in this house was re-sponsible. It seems very possible that the same
person took a knife to Celia, someone deranged enough to—"



“l sad it was someonein this house, in a manner of speaking,” Bess corrected her.

“l don't understand.”

“It wasn't no one living here” Bess said.

Haine could not understand what point the old woman was trying to make. “Just the same—"

“Let'sgo tdl Jerry about Bobo,” Bess said. “Hell fed just so terrible anvful about it.”

It seemed to Elaine that they should cdl the palice fird, but she was a nurse who aways put the
vaues of her patient fird—and Bess had become a temporary patient in her grief.

Jarry and Bess lived in an gpartment over the gar-age, separated from the house by only a few steps.
At the top of the outside stairs that led to their back door, Jerry came out to meet them.

Insde, while Bess tearfully related the tdle of the discovery of Bobo's mutillated body, Elaine looked
about the large, poorly lighted front room, fascinated by, a fird, the Sngulaly odd collection of furniture
and, later, by the unusud volumes which filled the wall-szed bookshelves behind the sofa. The chairs
were a mixture of padded, reupholstered mongters with heavy arms and high, deep backs, and heavy,
un-padded rocking chairs which bore the scars of long use. All the lamps were floorlamps, the last having
been bought no later than the late 1940s, a silk-shaded thing with gold tassels hanging around its rim,
cach-ing the lignt like har and diffusng it. Some of the other pieces were Victorian, some early
American and some in styles she could not identify. The room had the look of an auction platform in the
country or per-haps the look of aroom wherein each piece holds family memories and has been handed
down from generation to generation for Sxty or eighty or a hundred years. She supposed this last was
true, snce Bess and Jerry were surdly paid enough to afford whatever they might wish. Obvioudy, they
spent a handsome sum of money on books. And such strange books . . .

She walked dong the shelves, her head tilted as she read the titles The History and Practice of
Magic by Paul Chrigtian, The Paganism in Our Christianity by Arthur Weigdl, Natural Chiromancy
by Rampdle, the two Pennsylvania Dutch hex books, The Long

Lost Friend and The Sxth and Seventh Books of Moses, a number of collections of unexplained,
possi-bly supernatura events edited by Frank Edwards or Brad Steiger, The Sudy of Palmistry by
Sant Ger-main . . .

She looked up suddenly, aware that Jerry had addressed her.

“Excuse me? | was absorbed in looking at your books.”

“| asked if you were aware of the ghogt,” Jerry said.

He was standing beside his wife where she had set-tled into the musty embrace of a large and utterly
un-attractive easy chair.

“What ghogt isthat?’

“The Matherly ghogt,” he said.

“Amdids ghod,” Bess added by way of further darification.

“l don't believein ghodts” Elaine said.

The old couple looked knowingly a each other, then looked back a Elane—as if they pitied her
ignorance.

“No, redly,” Elaine said. “When you're a nurse and you've had to study medicine and biology and
chemistry, and when you've read lightly in the other sciences, it just isn't possible to believe in things like
that any more.” She wanted to say more, but she restrained her impulse to lecture.

She redized now that she should have expected something like this from the moment that she had
seen the nature of their library. This was naot the firsd couple she had ever met who professed a sincere
bdlief in the occult, in supernatura goings on, curses and hexeroi and ghosts. At one time, she had gotten
angry and had tried to argue the superdtitious out of ther slly beliefs, but now she understood that such a
task was Hercu-lean, dl but impossible. After dl, not everyone looked upon the world quite so sensbly
as she did. She would dways have to tolerate the most fanciful of philoso-phiesin other people—but she
did not haveto like it. And she did not. Usudly, when she saw that scenes like this were inevitable in any
relationship with other people, she excused hersdf. The discovery of the dead cat and dl the previous
tendon of the Matherly house, however, had dulled her perceptions a bit.

“Weve educated oursglves, t00,” Bess sad de-fensvely, though Elaine had not meant to imply that



they were poorly educated. Even the best educated and the mogt intdligent people became involved in
occult-ism, searching for some reassurance they gpparently did not find in their daly lives or in thar
regular church attendance.

“We haven't delved into the sciences which you mentioned—medicine and biology and such,” Jerry
sad. “But we have read and studied the sciences of the occult.”

“They're hardly sciences, though,” Elaine said.

“Some think they are.”

Haine did not answer, and she fdt much better for having hed hen tongue. She liked both of these
old people and did not wish to become involved in some petty and bitter argument about something so
dlly as the existence of demons and witches and—ghosts.

But Jarry was not satisfied. He said, “Perhaps if you heard about the Chrigmas Eve murders, you'd
bdievein ghods after dl.”

“I've heard about them.”

“From whom?’ Bess asked. “Jake?’

“Yes. And the Bradshaws.”

“Neither of them would tdl it dl,” Jerry said to hiswife,

“Course not,” Bess agreed.

Jarry sad, “They wouldn't have told you about the knife”

“l heard that, dl the terrible details” Elaine said.

“But did the Bradshaws or Jake tdl you that the knife Amdia used was never found?’

Blane recdled the story as Jacob Matherly had told it. Amdia had killed the twins and then had
stabbed him. She had fled the room and had broken her neck on the stairs while fleang from—whatever
a mad woman might imagine was chasng her. The knife should have been found aongside her or
somewhere between the nursery where she wounded Jacob and the spot where they had found he body.

“A mydery, isnt it?” Bess asked.

She seemed to have recovered from her grief for Bobo, and she leaned forward in her chair, her eyes
bright and her lips curved in a gentle amile.

“She hid it somewhere,” Elaine offered.

“Why would a madwoman take the time to hide a knife when her guilt was plain enough without it?”

“Why would a madwoman do anything?’ she re-plied to Bess by way of another question. “She had
log dl her reason, remember. She was not behaving logi-caly. You can't try to reason what she did and
why.”

“What you say may be s0,” Jerry offered. His voice was breathy with expectancy which Elaine found
un-settling. “But, then, why didn't a search turn up the knife?’

“Who searched for it?’

“The police”

Bess said, “They gave usdl a hard time for awhile when they couldn't find the knife. Especidly Jake,
poor man.”

“Why especidly Jake?’ Elaine asked.

“Foold” Jarry said, shaking his head at the very thought of the police.

“The police had some naotion or other that Jake might have—might have taken the knife to the
chil-dren, pushed Amdia down the steps and then cut himrsdf to make it ook like held been attacked.”
Bess clucked her tongue. “Y ou know Jake. Could he ever have done a deed as black asdl that?”

“No,” she said. “I can't see how.”

“Copsfindly learned about Amelias grandfather being in a place for the insane, and they quit poking
around.”

Haine fdt a bit dizzy. She wanted a breath of fresh ar and some light—neither of which this tightly
sedled, dimly lighted room could offer her.

Jarry continued the argument for the exisence of a ghost. “Then, it was about a year after the
murders that we began to hear the walling of a child, late at night. It carried through the house, into most
every room.”



“Gordon and Dennis were children then.”

“Thiswasn't likethat,” Bess said. “It was an eerie walling, not like a baby wanting water or comfort.
It was one of the dead children cdling out to us, iswhat it was”

A little fresh air. Yes, that would be dl she needed.

And some light, of course.

“And then the cards,” Jerry said. “The cards told us that the ghost would come back some day.”

“Cards?’ Elaine asked. She hoped that, by hurrying them aong, she would be able to leave sooner.

“Jarry and | went to a reader in Fittsburgh,” Bess said. “Janey Moses was her name. You heard of
her?

“No.”

Jarry said, “She was one of the most famous readers in the East, and maybe the mos famous. Her
mother and father were gypses. Her mother was an Albanian, and her father was Polish. Her mother's
mother was a white witch who cured allments to earn a living after her husband died. And her brother
Leroy was the sav-enth son of a seventh son—and he died in Janey's ams.”

Bess wanted to tdl some of it. She twisted in her chair and said, “Janey Moses was only part of her
name, the easiest part to say. She lad out the cards and read them to us, and she sad that the knife
hadn't been hidden at dl. She sad that the ghost of Amdia Matherly, when it rose from her dead body,
hed car-ried the knife awvay. And she said that was a sure omen that the ghost meant to return some day.
And she was right. It has returned.”

“After dl these years” Jerry agreed.

Some light, away from these shadows.. . .

Alitlear . ..

That was dl she needed.

“Excuse me” she said. “I redly ought to check in on Jacob and see how he's doing. It's redly past
timefor that.”

The time had not passed, redly, but the excuse worked wdl enough. A moment later, she was
hurriedly descending the gtairs to the lawn. She rushed back toward the kitchen door of the main house.

She stopped on the threshold, however, suddenly aware that the house was no better a place than
the darkened living room of the old couple's gpartment.

Bobo lay dead in that kitchen.

And, somewhere in the great house, the knife which Amdia Matherly had used on the children lay
hidden where her bloodied fingers had placed it just before her deeth . . .

Haine turned away and hurried out into the sun-shine that spilled across the well-tended lawvn. She
was not certain where she was going, but she knew she had to be done for a while, to think this thing
out.



Chapter 13

Haine found alarge, tabletop formation of lime-stone at the edge of the largest copse of pine trees on
the Matherly property, and she sat therein the full light of the morming sun, letting the heat bake some of
the confusion and fear out of her. Only when she fdt rdlaxed and in control of hersdf again did she begin
to consder what she had been through, whet it dl meant, and what she might be forced to go through
before this nightmare was dl over.

She could not quit and leave without notice, though the nation had occurred to her. She smply could
not afford that extravagance. When she had come to the Matherly house a few days ago, dl she owned
in this world had been packed into the Volkswagen: her clothes and a very few mementos of her
childhood and the years she had spent at the Universty Hospita. Her wadlet contained only seventy
dollars, she had no bank account and no hidden funds. Even the car, five years old now, was not worth a
great dedl. Lee Matherly's kind advance of money agangt her sdary had been more than welcome and
mede her fed secure as she had never been in her life. If she quit without notice, she would, in dl good
conscience, have to return the check he had given her. Then she would be without a job—and, worse,
without a good reference to obtain another job. She would not even have enough to rent a room for
more than a month or so, while she tried to find a job, and she would probably have to take a posi-tion
waiting tables or some such, while her traning as a nurse went to waste. No, she could not quit; she
would dmogt rather die than accept the insecurity of unemployment.

But there were other considerations besides finan-ces. For one thing, it was againg her professond
code to leave a patient untended. Certainly, with the sdlary they could offer and with dl the fringe benefits
that be-fel their employees, the Matherlys could find another nurse in a day or two, three a the most.
But Elaine could not bring hersdf to abandon a patient for even that short a period of time. She believed
Jacob needed her and that the height of sdfishness would be to leave him done when his angina might
bother him again a& any moment. She mugt also consider, she knew, what quitting the job would mean in
terms of her sdlf-respect. She had never run away from anything. She had never dlowed hersdf to be
consumed with fear of anything. If she did not hold on now, if she ran, she would never again be able to
think of hersdf as the sengble, intdligent, sober young woman she had a-ways liked to believe she was.

And there was Gordon.

In high school and later in nurses training, no one had ever shown much interest in her. Oh, now and
then, boys would talk to her and ask her for a date. But none of them ever dated her twice. And word
a-ways seemed to get around that she was “too serious’ or “cold.” She had never liked to do the things
that most young people liked to do. Games bored her. All but the best and most thought-provoking films
seemed awagte of time to her. She did not like to drink, not even a cocktail now and then, and she found
no parti-cular interest in dancing. She could understand why so many young people were frivolous, of
course. They had been raised by loving parents, and they had never had a glimpse of how cold the world
could be. She had gotten that glimpse—and many others—early inlife, and she knew that one had to be
sober, had to be se-rious, had to work to keep onesdf from diding to dis-aster in a world where pitfdls
were everywhere prev-aent. Educate yoursdf, spend your time wisdly, dways be prepared to do battle
with life: that had been her code since she was a child. And because of it, there had been no romantic
interest in her life to date.

Until Gordon.

Gordon was so much like she was, so aware of the crudty of lifeand so anxious to work to avoid it,
that she could not hep being attracted to him. She thought that he was, likewise, attracted to her. She
hoped s0. Oh, God please let him be!

The rest of her reasons for having to reman on the job were sound, logica ones. This one was
emotiond. And having never been possessed of such an emation before, she let this one carry her away
more com-pletely than she would ever have admitted was possi-ble. She would not yet say she loved
him. It was too soon for that. She did not know himwel enough. But strong, very strong affection, yes . .



o, if she were to stay, if she were to start to build her life at this time and place, she would have to
gve some thought to the identity of the killer who prowled the Matherly house. When she told Captain
Rand of her experience this past night, she would want to be able to dearly answer any questions he
might ask and give him her own projectionsiif he should want them.

Ghosts?

That was slly. Perhaps the knife had disappeared. And perhaps the voice of a child had cried out at
night, al over the house, in a ghodly fashion. There would be rationd reasons for these two events.

Her vigt with Jerry and Bess had not been a tota loss, however. She had learned that the police had
once suspected old Jacob Matherly of the Chrismas Eve murders, no matter how briefly, and she knew
that she would now have to indude him in any lig of sus-pects she might devise—no matter how
ludicrous hisindusion might seem.

Jacob Matherly. Though she was sure that the old man was not capable of any such outrage as the
attack on Cdlia Tamlin, and certainly incagpable of the atroci-ties that had occurred in this house fifteen
years ear-lier, she had to admit that he had the opportunity, per-haps a better opportunity than anyone
else. After her evening checkup, he was not bothered until the morn-ing, unless one of the family spent
time with him. The night of Cdlia's misfortunes, he had remained in his room until she, Elaine, had come to
check on him. Or s0 he said. He might eeslly have been outside the house and could have returned, with
little trouble, while the rest of them were running to see what had happened. He was protected by his
sami-invadid status, and the police showed little or no interest in him.

Dennis Matherly. Supposedly, he had been in the kitchen, drinking a glass of milk, done, when he
heard Cdia scream. That would explain, of course, why he had come up the dtairs that night and had
asked if Elaine had cdled out. On the other hand, if he had been the wielder of the blade, he might dso
have been returning from the drive where he had tried to kill the girl. She remembered his strange
paintings, his manic frivality. She recaled Lee's favoritiam for Dennis, and she remembered that Dennis
had admitted to being deeply psychologicdly shaken by his mother's mad-ness. Could he have been so
shaken that he, himsdlf, had gradudly rdinquished his sanity over the years?

Paul Honneker. He shared the same parents, carried the same sort of genes that Amdia had carried.
Had the faulty gene, the bad seed, which his grandfather possessed, been passed to hm as wel as to his
gger? She remembered his drunkenness, hisingbility to hold a job for any length of time, though he was
agrown man nearing middle age. Surely, that indicated an un-stable individud. And there was the way he
gmashed mirrors, uneble to face himsdf. Was that because he knew what he was and remembered
terrible things he once had done? She remembered, too, his fascination with the eerie paintings that
Dennis Matherly labored over in his attic studio.

Gordon Matherly. She would even have to consder Gordon, no maiter how much she might care for
him. He did, after al, come of the same gene pool as Den-nis and from somewhat the same heritage as
Paul Honneker. She remembered his swift reaction to her mention of the Chrigmas Eve murders, the
way he had gone cold and withdrawn from her. That might be attributed to a reasonable shame for the
family's his-tory—or to something darker.

That was the lig she could give Captain Rand. All the household except hersdf and Lee Matherly,
who was dearly shaken by the attempted murder of Cdia Tamlin and who—besides—had no Honneker
blood.

Abruptly, she remembered that Jerry and Bess were also members of the household. Although she
could see no mative for their having been involved, she could not discount them. When she considered
the books in their front room and the unswaying belief in ghosts which they had manifested in their recent
con-versation, she had to consider the possibility of some unpleasant connection between the old couple
and the killer. Either or both of them, after dl, could have stabbed Cdia and fled into their own home,
without any risk of being seen returning to the main house from the scene of the crime,

Paranoia?

Perhaps it was.

Common sense?



Definitdy.

She would have to suspect everyone, or nearly every-one, until the red culprit was apprehended and
his quilt was proven. That could not be more than a few days, what with Cdia being treated by a
psychiatrist. And if she helped Captain Rand now, today, the end might come even more quickly.

She stood up, stretched, and brushed the dust from the back of her skirt.

The sky was an incredible shade of blue. Perhaps that was a good omen, a promise of better times to
come.

Somewhere nearby, a bird sang, a long trilling note caught in its throat, and that was somehow a
positive omen as wdll.

She decided againg phoning Captain Rand on her own hook. For one thing, she might find it hard to
reach him, and she would not want to impart her in-formation to a clerk or alesser officer who would not
respect the privacy of what she said. This evening, after supper, she would tdl Lee Matherly exactly what
she had heard and seen lagt night, about the intruder a her door and about the attempt on Jacob's life
which he now denied (or maybe there had been no at-tempt and his story had been concocted for her
bendfit, to generate her sympathy). If Lee then took it to Captain Rand, it would have more power, be
more believable. She did not trust hersalf to make important news sound important.

She looked a her watch. It was 1:18, and she had been gtting here far longer than she would have
guessed. It wastime for another of Jacob's checkups.

She gtarted back for the house, feding better.

Tonight.

Tonight, it just dl might break open. And then she should be ableto livein peace agan . . . .



Chapter 14

Lee Matherly finished his coffee and looked around the full table, amiling at everyone, as if they were
dl his children, even Elaine and Paul Honneker. He had been in an especidly good mood ever snce he
hed come to the table, though the reason for this was not entirdy clear to Elaine. It was dmodt, she
eventudly decided, asif he had some big secret which he was hid-ing from them but which he would
soon reved. That was, asit turned out, exactly the case.

“l spoke with Captain Rand this afternoon,” Lee said. “He had some very interesting information.”

Everyone a the table looked at him, the lagt bits of dessert and last Sips of coffee forgotten.

“Even without Cdlids help, they're making some headway on this hitchhiker.”

“Oh?" Dennis asked.

“You didn't tdl me” Gordon said. He had been with his father that afternoon, though not when Rand
hed spoken to him.

“l wanted to save it for now,” Lee said. “1 know how bad everyone has been feding over this and |
wanted to be the one to cheer you up.”

“What did Rand have to say?’ Dennis asked.

“They know the hitchhiker was bound for Philadd-phia” Lee said.

“Dammit, Lee, don't be so cryptic. Tdl it al!” Paul Honneker was flushed: He was not drunk; but he
hed evidently had anip or two earlier.

“Apparently, the police have had this for a couple of days, ever snce they went through Cdlids car,
but they've been halding it because they don't want the kil-ler to know they're onto him.”

“What?" Dennis asked. His face was hollow, his teeth bared. The way he leaned over the table
re-minded Elaine—perhaps meodramaticaly—of an animd tenaing to leap.

“A dgn,” Lee Matherly said. “Y ou know how hitch-hikers carry sgnsthat say where they're headed?
They flash them up for oncoming traffic to see.”

“And they found asgnin the car?” Gordon asked.

“Yes. Janmed down between the seat and the back of the seat, a piece of cardboard with
PHILADEL-PHIA lettered on it. They figured Cdlia picked him up in or near the aty and brought him
thisway, as far as the turnoff from the main highway. At that point, he forced her to drive up here. Lord
knows what he had in mind—perhaps holding us hostage or something. He apparently had second
thoughts when she drove onto the grounds, and he made her get out and tried to kill her there.”

Dennis relaxed again. “ She dways was one for pick-ing up hitchhikers. We used to warn her about it
dl thetime”

“l don't see,” Paul Honneker said, “where thisggnisredly very much of a clue. Unless they've taken
fingerprints from it and the car.”

“No,” Lee sad. “Rand explained that paper didn't take prints too wel and that none of the printsin
the car lead them anywhere”

“Then how can this mean anything?’ Paul asked.

Lee sad, “They plan to use the Sgn, if necessary, to jolt Celias memory when the psychiatrist has her
hyp-notized.”

Paul said, “And they think thet'll work?”

“The psychiatrigt thinks it might. Anyway, it's a lead. And we can dl bresthe easer when they catch
him, whoever heis”

Elanre redized tha Lee Maherly had dso won-dered if one of his own household was the guilty
paty and that this bit of news from Rand, no matter how dight, relieved him of that awful burden of
doulbt.

She was not convinced.

She doubted very much that the hitchhiker had re-turned to prowl the corridors of the house last



night. That had been a member of the family.

“Wdl,” Lee sad, rigng, “I have some ledgers to look over before | can cdl the evening mine” He
nod-ded to them and |eft the dining room for hisfirg floor den.

Shortly, the others had eft, dl but she and Gordon, asif they both had planned to be left done.

“Comeinto the drawing room awhile” he said, ganding and coming to her where he performed the
courtesy of pulling her chair out for her. “1 expected father to tdl everyone about the psychiatrist who's
tresting Celia. We both met him, a Dr. Carter. | asked to St in on his sesson, and he said | could, once
Cdlia had been hypnotized. It was quite fascingting.”

“l imagine s0,” she said as he took her hand and led her from the dining room, through the archway,
across the deep carpet to a sofa where he sat beside her.

Shefdt warm and protected, and for a moment she forgot dl about tdling Lee Matherly her story.

“Did you have any contact with psychiatrigtsin your nurses training?’ Gordon asked.

Hane said, “Not much. Medicd science 4ill frowns alittle on psychiatry, you know.”

“Wdl,” Gordon said, “I don't know if Dr. Carter is an example of the average psychiatrist or whether
heis superior to the average, but heis a most impressve man!”

She fdt hersdf amiling, and she redlized that Gor-don had put her more at ease than she had fdt in
days. She could hear Bess dearing the table. Lee was udng the adding machine in the adjoining den.
Updtairs, a phonograph was playing classcd mudc. For the firg time, this seemed like a house where
people lived, in-stead of a house where they died. She liked it dl very much, and she fdt that she
belonged and was not an outsider.

“In what way?’ she asked.

Gordon said, “He is tdl and, | imagine, the women would say he is very handsome. He's maybe
thirty-five or so, terribly young for a psychiatrig, at least in my estimation.”

“Was he able to regress Celia under hypnogs, to take her back to the moment she was stabbed?’

“No,” Gordon said. “But he came close. Let metdl you exactly how it was.”

Cdia had been stting up in the hospitd bed when Gordon was conducted into the room by Dr.
Carter. She was pae, but aslovely as she had been before the incident. She seemed to have logt alittle
weight, but there was no other Sgn of her condition.

“Can't she see me?” Gordon had asked.

“She only sees me—and she only hearswhat | tdl her to,” Carter had informed him. “St down over
there. She does not even know you're here”

Dr. Carter waked to the sde of the bed and stood by Cedia He touched her face with his fingers
but she hardly seemed to notice. He cupped her chin in his hand and raised her face so that she was
looking di-rectly into his eyes.

“Helo, Cdia” he said.

“Hdlo, Dr. Carter.”

“How are you feding?’

“l don't fed,” she said.

“How old are you?’

“l anno age”

“No age a dl? he had inasted.

“No age a dl,” she sad.

Dr. Carter turned to Gordon then, smiling, and ex-plained what he had done, through hypnosis. The
fird step in age regression was to get the patient used to floating about in time, to accepting a fluidity of
age. By giving her no age a dl, he could suggest, hypnoti-cdly, that she was now only twenty years old.
Now nineteen. Now eghteen. And so on until she was a child. In this case, however, it was only
necessary to go back afew days, back to Monday evening.

“What timeisit now?’ he asked Cdia

“No time”

“What day?’

“l don't even know,” she said. And she giggled self-conscioudy.



“There's no need to be ashamed of not knowing the day,” he said, peaking warmly, dill touching her
fece.

Okay,” she said, immediatdy mdledble to what-ever he sad

“Now, do you see a clock in front of you, Cdia?’

“No.”

“Look closdy.”

“l seeit”

“Waich the hands” he said.

“l am watching them.”

“Are they turning backwards?’

“Backwards?’

“They are, aren't they?’

“Yes” she sad, her pretty face puzzled.

“Don't worry about that. They should turn back-wards. That's what we want them to do. In this case,
thet is perfectly naturd.”

The frown was erased from the girl's face.

“It is now Wednesday morning, yesterday morning,” Carter said. “Do you remember yesterday
morn-ing?’

“l woke up in a hospita.”

“That's right.”

“l was hurt very bad,” she added. “I touched mysdf and | hurt where | touched mysdf, and the
nurses came and there was this needle in my arm, feeding me glucoseand . . "

“Okay, fing” he said. “You're okay now. Y ester-day's hurt doesn't matter if you're okay today. lan't
thet 0?7’

“Yes” she sad, camed indantly.

“Now,” Dr. Carter sad, “itisno longer Wednesday anymore, isit, Cdia?’ He stroked her chin.

“No.”

“It's Monday morning, isnt it?’

“Ves”

Carter had then turned to Gordon and explained tha he did not want to regress the patient
immediatdy to the moment of the attack, prior to her coma. That would have been too traumatic, too
sudden. Instead, he intended to regress her to Monday morming and then dowly work her through the
day until the mo-ment when she had been attacked.

And so it had gone until Carter said, “Now, it islate Monday night, and you are putting the suitcase in
your car. You are going away to stay somewhere for the weekend. Is that right?’

“Yes,” Cdiahad said. But aready there was a look of trouble on her face, a shadow of anxiety.

“Where are you going, Cdia?’

She did not answer.

“Where are you going for the weekend?’ Carter asked again.

‘|

—

She could not speak it.

“What are you arad of?’ he asked.

“Nothing.”

“Good. There is nothing to be frightened of, no-thing a dl. Now, where are you going for the
weekend?’

At that moment, she tore hersdf away from the doctor's gentle hand and began to scream.

“It was horrible,” Gordon told Elaine, bresking his narrdtive to add his firgt persona comment since
he had begun to relate the tale. “It was asif she were being stabbed right then, in the hospitd.”

Dr. Carter had not been unduly disturbed by her sudden, violent reaction. He merdy said, “Stop
scream-ing, Cdia”



And she stopped.

He said, “No one will hurt you. No one will ever hurt you, because you are too pretty and too
charm+ing. Do you believe that anyone would ever hurt you?”

“No,” she said. But she said it rdluctantly.

“It is now Wednesday morning.”

“Wedneday,” she repeated.

“Where are you?’

“The hospital.”

“Wetch the clock. The hands are moving forward. Do you see how they're moving forward now?’

“Yes”

“It is Thursday morning now, it it, Cdia?’

She said that it was.

At that point, Carter had turned to Gordon. “I'll have to wake her now and try agan tomorrow.
Would you please leave? She might be harder to control in subsequent sessions if she knows she's being
observed.”

“And | left,” Gordon said. “1 was quite shaken.”

“l imagine s0,” Elaine said as the story dowly im-pressed upon her how eerie the scene mus have
ac-tualy been.

“At fird,” Gordon said, “I considered going back to watch the other sessions, until he was finished
with her. I'm sure Carter would have let me. But when | heard her scream and saw the look on her face
to-wards the end of the session, | knew that | didn't want to be there when she findly relived the attack.
That would be too much.”

For amoment, they were both quiet, and Elaine said at lagt: “Gordon, do you believe this hitchhiker
theory?’

“What other theory is there?’

“l don't want to make you angry a me” she said.

He leaned forward. “Y ou couldn't do that. What is on your mind, Elaine?’

She hesitated only a moment, then told him every-thing.

He ligened closdy, and when she was finished, he said, “Come on. We have to let father know
about this”

He led her into the den and had her repeat what she had told him. Lee Matherly listened, amused a
firdt, then more and more concerned until, when she finished, he looked deeply disturbed.

“And you never got alook a the person and haven't any ideawho it was?’

“No,” she said. She did not want to go into detall about her suspicions of nearly everyone. There
would be time for that when Captain Rand was here.

“I'l have to talk to father,” Lee said. “Will you wait here afew minutes?” He stood up, not waiting for
areply, and left the room.

“You mugt have been terrified,” Gordon said. He took her hand, and she fdt his strength enclose her
fingers fdt that protected aura again.

She nodded agreement.

“Dont worry,” he said. “Father will take care of this. It looks, now, like it will dl be settled this
evening.” He sounded grim. He had redized, just as his father must have, that her story was a strong
indication that the killer was a member of the family. “It will dl be settled shortly,” he repeated. “I'm
certan.”

“I hope s0,” Hane sad. The dark, panded wadls seemed teribly close, the ar thick and
unbresthable.

They waited for Lee Matherly to return.



Chapter 15

When he returned, Lee Maherly had regained some of his cheerfulness. He sat on the edge of his
desk, di-rectly before Elane and sad, “Wdl, Elaine, father ad-mits having told you that story about
nearly being murdered last night. But he says, when he buzzed for you, he was so terrified that he wasn't
able to think clearly. He says, now, in retrospect, he knows he was dreaming. But when he woke, having
an attack, he was confused about what was redl and what wasn't.”

Elaine shook her head negatively. “The bulb had been taken out of his nightlight.”

“I'm sure there's a logicd explanation for that,” Lee sad. “It's just coincidentdly pertinent to his
night-mare. And father is certain it was only a dream.”

“Was | dreaming too?’ she asked. She was begin-ning to get angry. None of these people wanted to
face up to redity, to truth. They were so eager to accept the theory of the hitchhiker that they would
bend over backwards to misinterpret any due tha pointed to their own number.

“It's possible,” he said. “You had gotten little deep in the past days. And you had the frightening
experi-ence of ligening to father recount his nightmare asif it were truth. Y ou can see how—"

“What about the cat?’ she asked, figuring she had dready logt that point.

“What about it?’

“Who stabbed it and put it in the garbage bag?’

“l can't tdl you who murdered the poor animd,” Lee said, “But it was Denny who put it in the bag.”

“Dennis?’ she asked. She fdt her gomach rise, fdt her hands begin to tremble as she remembered
his paintings and the odd mood he had been in the pre-vious afternoon.

“Yes,” Lee sad. “He found the cat this morning when he went for a walk before beginning his work.
It was very early—he gets up quite early many days— and he knew Bess wouldn't be in the kitchen yet.
He couldn't think of what to do with Bobo, but he knew that Bess musint find the anima. He knew how
hurt she would be. Unfortunately, he made a bad choice. And Bess found the body.”

“But who killed it?’ she persisted.

“Apparently, one of the neighbors” he said un-easly. “Bobo had a tendency to roam about thet
wasnt appreciated.”

“But they would have poisoned him. Or shot him. They wouldn't have stabbed him like that!”

“It's difficult to know just what people will do,” Lee said. “Many of our neighbors are unfriendly
towards us. | believe you met the Bradshaws. Well, they aren't the only people in the neighborhood who
would do us a bad turn if they had the chance.”

“BUt—"

“Now,” Lee sad, “if youll excuse me, | redly mus get back to the ledgers. Rest easy, Elane
Tomorrow or the next day, Dr. Carter will make a breakthrough with Celia, and dl this will be finished
with. I'm sorry you arived in the middle of such amess” He went behind his desk, sat down, and began
to leef through a sheef of papers.

An hour later, as they sat on the sofa in the man drawing room, Gordon excused himsdf for the
re-mainder of the evening, pleading work to be done with restaurant invoices. Evidently, he had sensed
the mixture of anger, fear and confusion which filled her, for as he took his leave, he bent to her and
brushed her cheek with his lips And he said, “I wish that you would lock your door agan tonight and
that you would, perhaps, brace it with a char under the knob.”

She was s0 shocked by the kiss, the tender kiss that dill lingered on her smooth cheek, that she took
some long seconds to find words. She sad, &t last, “You be-lieved me, then?’

“l see no reason to dishdieve you.”

“And your father—?’

“Heisdoing what he thinksis right.”



“Can't you persuade him—"

He waved his hand, negating what she was about to say. “Elaine, thisis dl strange business. | do not
know redly whét to believe. | just hope you will lock your door tonight. | shal lock mine, | know!”

Then he excused himsdf and left the room, pausing only by the arch to look back at her. There was
con-cern mirrored in his face, a concern that touched her and made her fed quite rich, richer than a
queen. Then he was gone. She attempted to will him to stay, to keep the archway filled with him so that
she would not be adone. But that was impossible and slly.

And, in another way, she was just as glad that he was gone—for she did not know whether he would
ap-prove of what she intended to do now. When she had seen that Lee Matherly was not going to
accept the hard redity of what she was placing before him, she knew that she would have to cdl Rand
whenever she got the chance, even though she did not have Lee's support. Now, as bedtime drew near
and she would have to soon look in on Jacob, she redized that the time had come.

She crossed the room and sat down in the heavy, maroon lounge chair in the corner by the archway.
It enguifed her asif it were aliving organism, soft and pligble,

The adding machine clicked and ratcheted in the den.

The classcd musc dill played updtairs.

She picked up the telegphone from the end table be-side the chair and dided information to obtain the
number of the precinct house out of which Captain Rand worked. A moment later, she dided the police.

“Desk Sergeant Wilson,” avoice sad. “Can | help you?’

“I'd like to speak to Captain Rand,” she said, with no little amount of effort, her tongue deaving to
the roof of her mouth asif she had just eaten peanut butter.

“I'm sorry, the Captain is off duty now. Is there any-one else who can help you?’

“Could | have his home number?’

“I'm sorry, we don't give out home numbers of our officers. Did you want to make a report or
something? If you'd tdl me what—"

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw someone move into the archway from the hdl. She turned just
far enough to see Dennis Matherly looking down at her.

“I'm terribly sorry to have bothered you,” Elaine told the police sergeant.

“If someone ese could hdp—’

“Sorry,” she repeated.

And she hung up.

She turned around and, with a supreme effort she would never have guessed hersdf capable of,
managed to smile a Dennis. She said, “1 hear that you've finished the portrait of Cdia that you were
working on. I'd like to see it sometime”

“Itisnt quite finished,” he said. “Almog.”

“How much do you have to—"

He interrupted her, his voice lowered so that no one ese could hear the exchange. “Was that the
police?’

She hesitated, fished for an answer, found that she smply could not find any reply.

He frowned. The linesin his face gave it a curioudy rubber 1ook, cleft so deeply that one could never
be-lieve they were etched in flesh. He licked hislips and stared away from her, at the sofa, as if he were
seaing something that her own eyes would not register, some-thing more than a piece of furniture.

He said, “Do you dill think it was one of the family?’

“No,” she sad.

“You do, though.”

Shedid not answer thistime.

“Who do you suspect, Elane?’

“l don't know.”

He looked away from the sofa, engaged her eyes again. His own gaze was 0 intense that she could
not look away from him, and she thought this mugt be what it was like to let Dr. Carter hypnotize you.

“Elane, you mugt have some idea. There must be someone who has made you suspicious.”



“No,” she sad.

“Tdl me” heindgted, taking a step towards her.

“l just don't know!” The vehement tone she had adopted was a surprise even to her.

Dennis blinked, as if her tense, clipped reply had snapped him out of fantasy into redity, broken
some daydream that had him bound in a spell. He backed away from her again, and he said, “Youll have
to come up and see the painting tomorrow.”

She could not reply. She was certain he could hear the heavy thumping of her heart and that he would
un-derstand—from that biologicd betraya—who she most suspected. Him.

“Itll be finished by then,” he said.

She nodded her head.

“Tomorrow, then,” he said. And he went away, quietly.

For severd minutes, she could not move. Her feet had fdlen adegp and sung as if a thousand
needles had been driven into them. The caves of her legs might have been molded from jely, so weak
were they and so regularly did they tremble. Her somach was a knot which wouldn't come untied, and
her chest was filled with lumps of dark, unmdting fear. She had to direct her thoughts to pleasant
subjects, like the beau-tiful day which had just passed and the good med she had just easten and the kiss
Gordon had bestowed upon her cheek. Then she could get up.

She mounted the stairs, wary of the shadows that dways lay on them, night and day. She intended to
look in on Jacob, see him to bed if necessary, and then lock hersdlf in her room and brace the door with
achair just as Gordon had recommended.

It was going to be along night.

Longer than any that had come before it.

And, something told her, it was going to be a bad night as wel, aredly terrible night.



Chapter 16

Haine did not immediatdy take notice of the book which someone had placed on the pillow at the
head of her bed. The volumes doth binding was a soft beige color which blended quite wel with the
bedspread; besides, she was far too intent on other things, when she entered her room, to be observant
of detals. She locked the oak door and tested the lock, found it unyidding. She took the
sraight-backed char from the desk in the far corner and carried it to the door, braced the back of it
under the knob so that it acted as a barricade againgt the opening of the door even if someone should
manage to pick the lock without firgt derting her. That done, she took a quick shower to wash away the
weariness of the day, dipped into a par of blue and ydlow flowered pgamas, and turned on the
televison. She knew that she was not going to be able to deep for along time ye, if, indeed, she got any
deep at dl this night. Waking to the bed, she sat down on the edge, stisfied hersdf that the picture on
the set was clear enough and tha the volume was properly adjusted, then reached out to stand her
pil-low againg the headboard as a comfortable backrest. It was then that she found the book.

For a moment, she thought it had been something she had been reading and which she had let lay
there. But she could not remember it. Besides, dl her books were inexpensve paperbacks.

The cover and the spine were devoid of Ietering. She had to open the book to the title page to see
whet it was.

Recognizing the Possessed, a Detailed Guide to the Interpretation of the Damned and a
Reference of Case Histories in Exorcism, by Anonymous.

Ordinarily, she would have found the excessively wordy title amusng. Now, however, it was
somehow chilling, as she tried to put together a meaning for that string of phrases. What on earth would
such a book be concerned with?

Tuming the page, she found a handwritten note, faded with age. She read it twice before she
under-stood thet it was a prayer of sorts, twisted in its form and purpose but a prayer nonethdess:

“Dear Jesus, Spirits of the Holy Dead, White Souls and Bemused Angels—watch over this
book and keep this book safe. Be dways con-scious of the vaue of this book to mortals and see
that it is transferred to those who require it, bringing light into an otherwise vast darkness. Make
safe this book againg the touch of those who would destroy it and the spells and dories it
contains, those who would benefit from man's ig-norance—meaning especidly keep it from
Satan, Spirits of Evil, Black Souls and Fallen Angds”

Bdow the prayer on the blank page, someone had drawn a cross. And below the cross was |ettered,
INRI, the Latin abbreviation for Jesus of Nazareth, King of the Jews.

She had begun to suspect who had Ieft the book for her. When she looked over the contents page
and found that the book dealt with the possession of the living by the spirits of the dead, she was certain
thet either Jerry or Bess, and most likdly both, was to blame.

Why?

What did they expect to tdl her by leaving this book in her room? They must know that she would
not be converted to accept ther dlly gring of demons and ghosts, witches and warlocks, their world of
gpdls and hexeroi and liberating chants. Certainly, too, the con-verson could not be accomplished with a
sngle book, even if she were amenable to ther viewpoint.

She flipped through the pages to the firg chapter and began to read the fine, sober print:

“Some sy that the Dark Things have passed into antiquity and that they no longer have
mea+ing. It is now, these people tdl us, in condescen-sion they carefully nourish for those who
would disagree with them, the Year of Our Lord Nineteen Hundred and Twenty-Eight. Such a



year, they say, demands that man observe science as the only god and anti-god. In a time of
auto-mobiles and airplanes, of dectric light and mod-ern medicing, ghosts and spirits, so they
assure us, have no place.

“But they are ignorant. And they refuse to be taught the truth, so content are they in their
blindness

“l, John Martin Stoltz, resdent of Y ork County, Pennsylvania, have therefore commis-sioned
the printing of a thousand copies of the book you now hold in your hands. | have paid for the
printing from my own pocket and do not wish prafit on the venture. | will be content if, instead,
those who own this book profit by the information it contains.”

Elaine put the book in her Igp and stared at the tele-vison screen for a long moment. A slly Stuation
com-edy was playing, one of those in which the wife is dways an utter lamebrain and the husband
continualy misunderstands everything he hears and runs around haf-cocked, messng up the Stuation
even more than it was before he tried to fix it. Until that went off, & least, she might just as wel see what
Jarry and Bess had meant for her to understand.

StoltZ introduction was a pompous mess, as Smug throughout as in the first paragraph. And it was a
te-dious bore as wdl. Graefully, she finished it and turned to the actud text which had been written by
“Anonymous’ sometime in the early part of the 19th Century.

The firg third of the book was a compilation of the “case hisories” upon which a thousand
superdtitions had grown, each more fantastic than the one before it. The fird tae dedt with a boy named
Zachary Tane who, according to Anonymous, was an infantryman in the Colonid Army during the
Revolutionary War. He had come of good Boston stock and was wdl liked by al—until it was
discovered that Zachary was aghoul and that it was he who had been responsible for the crude violaion
of anumber of recent gravesin mili-tary cemeteries during seven months of 1777.

Asif this were not gruesome enough, the second story was about a Philaddphia shopkeeper who, in
1789, murdered his family while they dept and went on a murder spree that eventudly left four more
dead before the sunrise.

Thethird piece concerned a Frenchman who, dur-ing the Napoleonic Wars, had been infected with
ly-canthropy and roamed the night streets of old Paris as a wolfman, preying on innocent citizens. The
werewolf of Paris.

Haine closed the book and put it down on the nightstand. She was disgusted with John Robert Stoltz,
with Anonymous, and with Jerry and Bess as wel. Who could ever serioudy believe such suff as that? It
wasdl alot of baloney!

She was angry, too, because she now saw what the old couple was trying to tdl her, and she fdt as if
she were in the middle of a huge joke. Stupid. What they apparently believed about these recent events
was S0 childish that she would never have imagined that an-yone in the dvilized world would actudly
hold to such notions. Could they honestly be convinced that Amdia Matherly's spirit had returned from
the dead, carrying the long-lost knife, and had taken control of one of the family? Yes, they could. They
were not merdly having sport with agullible girl. She was not the least bit gul-lible. But they were!

She got up, filled with impetient energy, and she paced the lines of the room as she considered what
she would say to the old couple in the morning when she returned their ridiculous book. “Here)” she
would say, “is your fary tde collection. | did get a few laughs from it.” No, that was too abrupt, too
much like a child's retort. But she would come up with something, something that would make them
understand that she didn't want to be bothered with any more such gifts as Recognizing the Possessed .

She was 4ill pacing when the stone struck the win-dow. It made a sharp, quick crack that startled
her. She stopped pacing and turned to the glass, hdf ex-pecting to see someone on the ledge, peering in.

There was only darkness.

A second later, another pebble, perhaps as large as a grape, rattled againg the pane and fdl back
towards the earth.

Curious, she went to the window and pushed the heavy, amber drapes back even further until she



hed an unobstructed view of the black grass and the cregp-ing shadows of the mongtrous trees. For a
moment, she did not see anyone. As her eyes adjusted to the lack of light, however, she saw the man. He
was ganding in the deepest shadows at the base of the largest of the nearby willows.

Jugt ganding there, very ill.

Then he moved.

Another stone snapped sharply againg the glass, di-rectly in front of her face.

The man dropped hisarm and stood il again, looking up at her with a face she could not see.

Blane turned and looked at the clock by the bedside. It read ten minutes past midnight. She could
not imagine who would be standing outsde her win-dow, a such a late hour, trying to attract her
atention by throwing stones.

Theman did not move, even now, and he was well concedled by the shadows in which he chose to
linger. She could only see the outline of him, dark black againg the brown-black lavn. Otherwise, the
night ob-scured even the nature of the clothes he wore.

She dipped the balt latch which held the haves of the gatelike window together, then lifted the hook
out of the ring at the top. She siwung the halves outward, like shutters.

“Whoisit?’ she asked.

He did not reply.

It had occurred to Elaine that the man sanding be-neath the window might very wel be the killer,
trying to attract her atention for some inexplicable reason that only a madman could fathom. Y et she was
not particularly frightened at the thought of confronting him like this. Twenty feet of horizontd space and
twenty-five of verticle separated them. What could he do at that distance?

“Whoisit, please?’

The man remained Slent.

She leaned out, trying to get a better look at him, but she could not tdl who it was.

“Dennis?’ she asked, taking a chance, making the best guess she could.

He moved again.

Thistime, he did not throw a stone, but a rock as large as a basebdl. It struck the stone wal of the
house, two inches from the window frame, no more than four inches from her head. It struck with a
sck-eningly solid, businesdike smack!, then dropped back to the grass.

Haine gasped and grabbed for the halves of the window to pull them shut again.

The second rock struck her shoulder and made her cry out, though fear had leeched the volume from
her scream.

Her am ached miserably, but she managed to hold onto the gates of the window and swing them in.
She dipped the laich bolt, jammed the hook into the ring at the top, and stepped back, out of line with
the glass. When no third rock followed after severd minutes she drew the amber drapes, as if they
would not only sedl out the night, but would adso wal off the entire inci-dent, asif it had not happened.

She went into the bathroom and removed the tops of her pgamas so that she could get a good look
a her shoulder. Where the rock had struck, the flesh had a-ready begun to purple and swell. The bruise
was as large as the pdm of her hand and stung when she tried to touch it. She knew that, no matter how
sore it was now, it would be twice as bad in the morning. It would fed asif she had been—stabbed.

She ran the water until it was icy, then used a wash-cloth to soak her wound until it was numbed.
That done, there was little else she could do for hersdf. She dressed again and returned to the bedroom.

As she sat on the edge of the bed, she admitted to hersdf that the rock could have killed or at least
given her abad concusson. She had not wanted to think about that. But she was a nurse, dfter adl. She
could not avoid thinking about it for long.

He had tried to kill her.

Whao?

On the televison, a private detective was trying to run a car ful of bad guys off the road. The chase
raged up and down steep, narrow streets, dong sharp embankments, rocking and heaving like a ship in
bad seas as the camera took the place of the eye.

She knew she was ddling, that she was trying to keep from saying what she had discovered. The



killer was mogt définitdy one of the family. She had a ninety-five percent certainty of it before. Now, she
was entirdy sure, without the smalest doulbt.

It was Dennis Matherly.

He had been motionless and slent, dmost cautious, until she had called his name. That had been the
trigger. At that, he had reacted quite vidlently. The police might not cdl that iron-clad proof, but it was
enough to satisy her. In the morning, she would cal Captain Rand, and she would tdl him the story. He
would say, “Is there anyone you especidly suspect, Miss Sherred?’” And she would say, “Yes. Dennis
Matherly.” Oh, she could dmost write out the dialogue this minutel And even if Rand did not think her
proof was very podtive, he would begin to question Dennis. She did not think Dennis would stand up
long to close questioning. The insane were easly pushed into betraying themsdves. Or that was what she
wanted to believe, & less.

She wished that she could have reached Rand ear-lier this evening. She might have been able to push
the desk sergeant into something if Dennis hadn't caught her on the phone. That had been a bad moment.

She considered, for a scant second, going down-stairs and using the phone to cdl the police right
now. But that was a bad idea. The man who had thrown the rocks, the man in the shadows by the
willow, was down there. Dennis was down there! With a knife, no doubt.

When she tested the door, she found that it was 4ill locked and that the chair was dill bracing the
knob correctly.

She went back to bed and sat down and looked at the televison. The private detective was bound
and gagged in the basement of the villain's house, but he was usng the sharp edge of a drainage grill to
saw through the ropes on hiswrigts.

She found that she could not watch televison programs. Her mind wandered into areas of thought
which she wanted to avoid, and she could not keep track of the threads of the plot on the screen.

She attempted to pick up the paperback adventure nove which she had started the other evening,
but she could not get interested in the danger which faced the hero and the heroine, for that danger had
somehow paled and seemed petty.

Shortly after two o'clock in the morning, she bal-anced a number of bottles of makeup and perfume
on the chair which was bracing the door. She set the bot-tles precarioudy between the tilted seat and the
danted rungs of the chair back. They would fdl and clatter at the dightest attempt to force the door, and
thet would be sufficient to wake her.

But when she dept, she did not find peace. She dreamed of getting hit in the face by a rock, a large
rock with jagged edges. In the dream, her nose was smashed in and her I&ft eye was ruined. There was
rich, red blood streaming from her wounds, and she way unconscious and perhaps dying . . .

She woke from the same nightmare so often that, by four o'clock, she gave up trying to deep. She
picked up the book that Jerry and Bess had left on her bed, and she read some more about men and
women pos-sessed by the spirits of the dead and guided to do un-speakable things. She hoped that, by
reading this non-sense, she could make hersdf angry again. Filled with anger, she would have no room
for fear.

That was the idea.

But it didn't work.

She longed for the morning as she had never wanted anything in her life, and she greeted the pae
dawn with childlike glee, watching the dow advance of the sunin awe.

Soon, it would be morning. Soon, it would be dl over with.

Soon.



Chapter 17

As a nurse, Elane had dways been fascinated by the ease with which people could overcome
adversty which a moment earlier seemed to be suffocating them. Even the weakest people eventudly
stood up and faced whatever had been put in ther path—a se-rious illness, the desth of a loved
one—and went on with ther lives as best they could, eventudly returning to norma. From the common
laborer to the fandful society matron, each human being seemed blessed with this resliency. As she was,
hersdf. Despite the long days of anxiety, despite the man who had hurt her with the rock, despite the long
night of deepless, fear-ful anticipation, she fdl adeep in the easy char shortly after dawn.

When she woke, she did not know where she was. For a long minute, she stared about her,
perplexed, looked at the unrumpled bed, a the sun trying to cut through the amber drapes over the
window, a the door with its darm system dill balanced precarioudy on the straight-backed chair. And
then she knew where she was, and she was angry with hersdif.

She gat up, weaving dightly with exhaugtion, and sumbled toward the bathroom. She splashed cold
water in her face until her eyes no longer tried to dide shut, then looked at hersdf in the mirror. Her eyes
looked sunken, her face pae. There were worry lines around her mouth. It had been a very bad week
indeed. And along and tiring night. She supposed she could not blame hersdf for fdling adeep, and she
decided that sdif-recrimination was only a waste of time.

Davn had seemed like such a blessing, a release from the dangers of the night, and she had
succumbed to its symbolic safety. Now that daylight had returned and she had recovered some of her
energy through the short nap in the chair, she knew the danger remained. The only way it would be
dispdled was through her own initiative. Just like everything dsein thislife

The time was 9:07, which meant that Lee would a-ready have departed for the city, Gordon with
him. Bess would be washing the morning's dishes and put-tering around in the kitchen, while Jerry would
ather be engaged in dugting the furniture downgtairs or a-tending to some bit of maintenance in the large
house. Jacob would be finishing his breskfast tray and perus-ing the morning paper. Paul Honneker
would be— probably—deeping off some binge he had indulged in the night before. And what of Dennis?
Would he be watching the door of her room, waiting for her to come out?

She remembered that Amdia Matherly had not re-quired darkness to engage in bloody murder, and
she knew that Dennis might wield the knife as eadly in the light of morning as in the glow of the moon.

It didn't matter. No matter what awaited her, she could not remain in her room inddfinitdly. If she did
not cal Captain Rand before he went off duty this evening, and if the psychiatrist did not manage to
in-duce Cdiato remember the identity of her attacker, then she would have to spend another night here,
gtting up, tense, waiting for the knife blade to dip through the door frame and pry & the lock.

She wouldn't be able to tolerate that again.

She dressed smply, brushed her long, rich hair which fdl over her shoulders like slken darkness. She
removed the bottles from the chair that braced the door and replaced them on the dresser, teking time to
arange them as she liked them. As she was removing the char from beneath the knob, someone
knocked on the door, lightly but indstently.

She could not hope to pretend that she was not here. For one thing, her door was locked from the
ingde, which he would discover if and when he tried it. For another, he must have heard her removing the
bottles which had served as an darm and taking the chair out from beneath the knob.

“Who isit?’ she asked.

“Gordon.”

“Gordon?’ It did sound like his voice, through the thick door, but she could hardly believe it. She had
thought that he would be in the city, at work, and that she would be aone.

“Areyou dl right, Elaine?

She quickly unlatched the door and opened it.



Gordon stood there, looking a bit haggard himsdlf, as though he had spent a night more tiring than
hers. She was pleased to note that, despite this, he was shaved and neetly dressed, as dways.

“| thought you'd be in the city with your father,” he said.

He said, “I couldn't go today. It's the first day 1've missed in some time. But | was up mogt of the
night, ligening for the sounds of trouble. | worried about you, and | couldn't degp. Now and then, when |
thought | heard someone moving about, | came out into the corridor to see if anyone was bothering your
door, but | never caught anyone.”

“Oh, Gordon!” she said, leaning againgt him with a suddenness and a dependency that surprised both
of them. She was rdieved by his show of concern, asif hisinterest in her safety insured that safety.

“Were you bothered during the night?’ he asked.

“Ves”

His arm went around her, encircled her shoulders, firm and manly, protective. He gave her a sense of
freedom that she had never experienced before. He made her fed that, as long as he were a hand, she
no longer had to be so sober and dert and careful of her own interests. He would take care of her. He
would be her hands to hold off the world.

“Tdl me about it,” he said.

And she did—mogt of it, anyway.

When she was finished, he sad, “I have the feding that youre holding something back, keeping
some-thing from me.”

She couldn't look directly a Mm, and she couldn't answer him, for he was right.

“What isit, Elane?’

“l don't want to anger you.”

“You can't. Isit something to do with the family? Do you think you know who it was who threw that
rock last night?”

“yes”

“Wdl,” he said. He seemed to be trembling just the dightest, but he forced down his fear and faced
up to the very thing his father refused to believe. “Which one of the family was it?’

“Ladgt night, you didn't know whether to believe that it was someone in this house. What changed
your mind so suddenly?’

He said, “I guess I've known dl dong that there was no hitchhiker involved. Cdia might have picked
up someone riding to Philadelphia, but he did not try to kill her. | didnt want to face the truth. Just like
fether, | did not have the courage for it. Now | do. | saw, last night when | couldn't deep, thet | would
have no peace of mind until | did accept this burden.”

She found hersdlf laying her head againgt his shoul-der, ligening to the rapid beat of his heart, finding
comfort in the crook of hisarm.

“WdI?" he asked.

“Dennis” she said.

He was quiet for along time.

“Do you believe me?’

“l think | do. But | want to hear why you suspect my brother. | want to know everything you have
seen which points to him.”

Shetold hm dl of it, from the paintings which Den-nis worked on, to the way he had held a paette
knife and seemed vagudy to thresten her. She mentioned Dennis concern, a the supper table, when Lee
re-ported that Cdia was out of her coma. She reminded him of Dennis problems, as a boy, when his
mother had killed the twins and then hersdf. And, findly, she told him about last night, about Dennis
caching her on the phone and about the way the man benegth the willow had reacted to Dennis name.

“My God!” he said when she was done. He had aged ten years in the time it took her to tdl her
story.

“I'm sorry,” she said.

“You aren't respongble for anything,” he said. “The trouble is not with you, but with our family, with
the blood we carry in our vens and with the way weve tried to hide our higtory. The trouble is with



father for Ietting Denny grow up as he has, without responsibil-ity, frivolous.”

She nodded, in full agreement with his assessment of Denny's character. “What can we do?’

He thought a moment, then said, “Y oull have to stay here, in your room, Elaine. I'll go up to Denny's
gudio, by mysdf. I'll smply confront him with dl this”

“No!”

“It'sthe best way.”

“Cdl the police, Gordon!”

“l couldn't do thet,” he said.

“But—"

“| fed it'smy responghbility,” he said. “He's my brother. Despite what he may have done, if he did do
it, | cannot just cal Captain Rand. | can't just let Den-nis be treated like a common crimind.”

“But if heis mad—"

“Then he's dill my brother. Nothing can ever change that.”

“No!”

She was frightened for him. He was too good, too considerate, and he would end up paying for his
condderation if she did not stop him from going through with this foolish plan.

“Elaine, you don't understand how—"

“l won't let you do it, Gordon!”

She pushed him aside, spun by him, pushing away his hand as he reached for her. She ran down the
hdl-way as fast as her legs would carry her and took the stairs two at a time. Downdairs, she hurried
into the main drawing room and picked up the telephone. She began to did the seven digits in the police
number that she had gotten from the operator lagt night, and she had dided the fifth number before she
redlized that she had never heard the did tone. She hung up and tried again.

Theline was dead.

“Elane what are you doing?’ Gordon asked, run-ning into the drawing room and coming to stand
beside her a the phone,

“Itisnt working,” she said.

He took it from her and listened.

She lifted the cord, drew on it, and found no resst-ence. It came through her hands until she was
holding the cut end.

“Someone has cut the ling” Gordon said.

“Gordon, we must get out of herel”

“Let me go up and talk to him.”

“He knows, Gordon,” she said. She fdt cold, dammy, asif she were ganding in the middle of a very
old, dew-dimed tomb. “He knows that | suspect him, and he's taken steps to see | don't call the police.
Don't you see what | mean? If he has done this much, he won't stop at trying to kill us dl, this morning,
before we can get hdp.”

“But if we can't cdl the police, what dse is there to do but let me talk to him, see if | can get hm
settled down? He might give himsdf up.”

“Il get my car, and weéll drive in to the police gation,” she said. She turned and ran past him,
hurry-ing into the hdlway.

“Elane—"

“Hurry!” she said.

She turned and ran for the kitchen, not bothering to see whether he was fallowing her. Neither Bess
nor Jerry was in the empty, quiet kitchen, and she did not see any 9gn of them outside, on her way to the
garage. She lifted the white, windowless door over the garage gdl which Lee Matherly had said was for
her use and hurried to the Volkswagen. She opened the door, did behind the whed, and only then
redized that she did not have her keys.

For amoment, she froze as she considered returning to that house, dimbing that dark staircase again,
re-turning to her room, so close to the sudio where Den-nis worked.

She couldn't do that.



Sheld rather stay here and—

And what? Die?

No, she couldn't give up so easly. Her whole life had been geared to survivd, to learning to cope.
She had early understood that the world was a hard place, and that had never gotten her down. She had
stood up to it, alittle mite of a girfl with long black hair, and she had bested it time and time again. She
was sober and serious and not &t dl frivolous, and she would not St here and do nothing.

Besides, there was Gordon. Dennis could hardly harm both of them, if they got the keys together.
The advantages would be with them. And, most likely, they would not even be bothered. Dennis might
dill be desping.

She did out of the car, closed the door, and stopped cold.

She looked, for the firgt time, into the rear seat of the car, stared hard at what had caught her eye. It
was the gleam of a wristwatch. The wriswatch was at-tached to a wrist. The wrig to a shoulder. The
shoul-der to a body.

She opened the front door.

In the overhead light, she looked &t the face of the dead man, and she saw that it was Captain Rand.
He had been stabbed severd times.



Chapter 18

No.

Thiswas not the way it was supposed to be, not at dl the way the world was supposed to operate.
True, the world was hard, life was difficult. But there had to be some certainties. One of these was the
law. If there were trouble, you went to the police, and you received help, and everything was dl right
agan. In a good, sensble world, organized law was supreme, dways triumphant over madness since
madness was disorgan-ized. When insanity could strike down the law, could smash your last hope, then
the whole world must be insane. Madness then ruled supreme and law was use-less, hope was usdless.

She reached over the seat and touched the Captain's face, asif by her hand she would prove this was
no-thing more than a very solid illuson, a bit of her imag-ination that she was taking far too serioudy. But
when she touched him, he did not fade away. He remained on the seat, dumped hdf onto the floor, very
cold and very giff and very dead.

She stepped back and closed the door.

What now?

That question was answered for her when someone, behind her, said, “So you found him.”

She turned.

Gordon stood only five feet away.

He was holding a long, sharp knife with a serrated edge.

“Gordon?’

He amiled, aterrible amile, a amile that contained no humor whatsoever, cold and distant.

“Your eyes don't decieve you,” he said.

It was jugt too much. Firgt, finding the Captain in the back of her car. Now, to learn that she had
been wrong about Dennis—and wrong about Gordon as wdl. It was not Dennis, despite his frivality,
despite his strange moods, who had stepped from the brink of sanity into the abyss of madness, but it
was, ingead, Gordon. Hard-working Gordon Matherly. Serious, di-ligent Gordon Matherly. Gordon
Matherly, whose reasonableness and sobriety she had so much admired, who would one day go so far
because of his nose-to-the-grindstone attitude. Such a switch-about did not merdy indicate bad
judgment on her part, but struck a solid blow at the very foundations of her outlook on life. Too much,
too much, too much!

“Why?’" she asked.

“He was snooping around the house last night,” Gordon said. “1 don't know why he was here. If you
didnt get your cdl through to him, then he had no reason to suspect anything was wrong with the
hitch-hiker theory. But when | was outside, after you had closed your window to me and | had missed
my chance to kill you with a stone, 1 heard him cough. He had taken up a postion near the garage. He
had not seen or heard our little scene, but that was only luck. | circled on him and stabbed him. He died
very eadly. You would be surprised how eesly such a big man can die, Elaine. | think he was done for
the third or fourth time | cut him. But | kept on for awhile, kept stabbing him, just to be certain.”

He amiled again, a amile that bared his teeth in an animd grimace, skinned his lips back more in
hatred than in humor. His eyes were bright, like beads of pol-ished glass. His nodrils flared unnaturdly as
his breething became hurried.

She wished he would not amile

Shesad, “That isnt what | meant.”

Gordon stopped smiling and frowned at the knife in his hand. With the thumb of his left hand, he
tested the blade to see if it were sharp. Elaine thought that a scarlet dtring of blood appeared on his
thumb, so tho-rough was his test.

“Why did you do any of it, Gordon?’

If she talked, if she kept him occupied, perhaps he could be tricked—or perhaps someone would



wak by the front of the garage and see them. She was ill shocked and bewildered by the discovery thet
he was the killer, but some of her hard-headed reasonableness had returned, enough to let her serioudy
contemplate means of escape from what appeared to be imminet and certain death.

“l don't understand what you mean,” he said.

“Why did you want to kill Celia? You hardly knew her.”

“She was awoman,” he said, asif that were dl the answer that was required.

The smplidity of it, the coldness with which he said it, dmost made her abandon hope.

She did not press that point but said, “But Jacob isnt a woman. And you tried to kill him without
reason.”

“l had reason!” he snapped, defensive now. He skinned his lips back, smiled, stopped amiling, smiled
agan, hardly able to contral the flux of emotions which poured through him.

“Wheét reason?’

“Oh, | have agood one,” he said.

“Can't you tdl me?’

He held the knife toward her, pointed directly at her somach. It was hdd draight out from his body,
asif he were warding her off, asif he had to be frightened of a counterattack. His fingers were so tightly
wrapped about the wooden grip that his knuckles were blood-less. He waved it back and forth, much
the way a cobra might weave its head in order to mesmerizeitsvictim prior to a strike.

“You have no reason to hurt me” Elane said, remembering how a smilar argument had made him
stop picking at her lock two nights ago. “I haven't done anything to you.”

“You don't understand,” Gordon said.

Hisvoice had grown thin, climbed severa tones urtil it was high-pitched and unmasculine, partly the
result of his fear—but aso the result of something else, something she could not place. Perhaps it was as
if he were trying to imitate sSomeone el se's voice. But whose voice?

“Explanit to me, then,” she said.

“l cant.”

“Then you're mad. Y ou're a madman.”

“l am not!” He tensed, though he did not menace her with the blade any longer. “You mug not
believe something like that. |1 know what | am doing and why.”

“Tdl me”

“No.”

“Only a madman cannot explain his reasons.”

Gordon seemed to sway, asif her words had been a physica blow, and he lowered the knife, though
not very far. Clearly, he was troubled by what she said. Even a madman, surdly, must now and again see
that he is operating in darkness, viewing the world at a tan-gent rather than sraight on. That had to be
true. Oth-erwise, she might as wel give up right now.

Trying not to look at the knife, trying desperately not to think of what it had done to Captain Rand,
she steded hersdf to continue the argument, to increase his self-doubt.

“You have no reasons,” she said.

“Will you ligen if | tdl you why?’

“You know | will, Gordon.” Immediately, having opened up this chink in him, she switched to a tone
of sympathy, of underdanding. She found that this was not unlike taking to a patient who knew he was
going to die. It was merdly acting, sringing together cau-tious lies.

“l believe you,” he said.

“Trug me”

He looked around the garage g, at the darkness overhead, the dust on the windowsl| to his right,
the ancient oil gains on the concrete floor.

He said, “Thisisnt the place to explain.”

She grew wary again, wondering what he was about to propose. She could ill see no way around
him.

“Where do you want to go?’ she asked.



He thought a moment. “WEell go over to Bess and Jarry's place. I'll tdl you there. That will be a good
place to explan.”

For a brief moment, she actudly thought that he was going to usher her outsde and unwittingly
provide her with an opportunity to escape. She wondered whether it would be better to run for the wall
between the Bradshaw grounds and the Matherly estate—or whether she should try to regain the house
and, with luck, Dennis studio where she might obtain some help. She opted for the latter and prepared to
meake the dash for freedom, but had her hopes destroyed when he grasped her am and dug the point of
the knife into her sde. He pressed it hard enough to tear her blouse and to draw a bead of blood, though
he apparently did not intend to kill her. Not just now.

“Well wak together,” he said. “Please don't try to get away from me. | redly do want to explain this
to you fird. | don't want to kill you until you under-stand.”

“l want to hear about it,” she said, fighting down a deep, strong urge to beill.

Think, think! For God's sake, find a way to escape! But—adso for God's sake, for my own
sake—Dbe care-ful!

“Let'sgo,” he sad.

She let im lead, and she leaned againg him in hopes that he would remember how pleased he
seemed to have been, earlier, when she relied upon him for his strength.

Outside, the sun seemed oppressively hot, causing her to sweat so that her face was indantly covered
with a saty sheen.

The day was perfectly dlent, the birds ill, the wind down, as if the earth itsdf was aware that death
lurked s0 close by.

“Tothe steps,” he directed her.

The hand that gripped her am pinched her flesh painfully, and the point of the knife twisted a bit
deeper into her skin.

They walked across the front of the garage, passing the three other closed doors.

Let someone see ud Let someone interrupt ud she prayed.

But they turned the corner and started up the stairs without being seen or questioned.

Haine considered her chances of thrugting sideways and propdling him through the wooden railing
that edged the steps. She was young and strong and filled with adrendin summoned up by her fear. It
might very wdl work. The raling did not appear to be very srong, and Gordon weighed at leest a
hundred and eighty pounds. If she dammed dl her weight againgt him, when they were near the top of the
dairs, and if that unbaanced him, he might fal twenty feet onto the cement walk beneath.

Would that kill him?

She shuddered at her cold-blooded plotting, but told hersdf there was nothing €lse she could do. It
was sdlf-defense. It was the reasonable thing to concelve.

It was aso reasonable to expect that he might hold onto her, that he would drag her with him. And if
she were not killed by thefdl or badly hurt, he would not be either. And then he would kill her.

The top of the gairs was a hand.

She could not do it.

They stepped onto the landing and came to the door. Gordon knocked on it with the handle of the
knife

Jarry opened the door, wiping his hands on a soiled rag. A streak of grease marred his chin, and he
ap-peared to have been working on some piece of ma-chinery. He said, “Wadll, hdlo!” Then he saw the
knife in Gordon's hand. He looked quickly at Elaine, cor-rectly interpreted the expresson on her face,
and tried to close the door.

Gordon dill halding the knife reversed in his hand, dammed the heavy handle againg the side of the
old man's heed.

Jarry staggered, clutched at the door, then crumpled at Gordon's feet, unconscious.

“Indgde” Gordon said.

She went in.

He followed, pushing Jerry out of the way, and closed the door. He locked it too.



Chapter 19

Hane sat in one of the large, flower-patterned, heavily-stuffed lounge chairs, nearly engulfed by the
plush seat and the high, thick aams. The char smdled unpleasantly of dust and age. But tha was, she
de-cided, the least of her worries.

Across from her, Bess and Jarry sat together on the purple brocade sofa, bent over themsdves,
shrunken, withered as if they had been dehydrated. Jerry held his head and from time to time let out a
low, trembling moan of pain that sounded, to Elaine, somewhat like the blest of a cow. She could not
manage to be con-cerned about the old man. His agony was too carefully rehearsed, his moans too
wedl-timed to be genuine. Bess cowered in fear, certain—Elaine began to under-stand—that Gordon was
not redly Gordon any longer, but was the reincarnate spirit of Amdia Math-erly. The same fear, of
course, was what so completely pardyzed Jerry. But he was either too ashamed to admit it or reuctant
to come to grips with his own fears. He rdied on hiswound for an excuse not to act.

Gordon stood between the three of them and the door. He paced back and forth, ways keeping his
gye on them, far more dert than Elane would ever have expected a madman to be.

He had cut the telephone cord.

Haine was furious with the old couple. There were three of them and only one of Gordon. If Bess
and Jerry had not been so consumed with superdtitious fear, they could have overpowered him, despite
hissze. But naither of them, she knew, would make a move to hdp her if she initiated a confrontation.

“You asked for an explanation,” Gordon said.

His face was like a screen upon which a film loop of emotions was projected, one falowing the
other— fear, happiness, hatred, envy, doubt, joy, awe, love, disbdief, fear again, happiness agan—with
little rela-tionship between what he said and what his features expressed. He was much farther dong the
road of madness than he had been downdairs, in the garage. Something about this “explanaion” stirred
deeper evil within him and set him off into greater depths of manic-depressive contrasts. Surely, he would
kill dl three of them when he was done. And he would start, being clever, with Elaine, the only one who
could serioudy resst him.

“Do you have an explanation, Gordon?’ she asked. It was a cdculated risk, egging him on. But she
knew their only chance was to take as much time with the “explandion” as possible. Perhaps no one
would miss them. Perhaps no one would sumble upon them. But the chances improved with every
minute they gained.

“l told you I'm not mad,” he said.

“He isnt crazy,” Bess said. “It's more than that. We tried to tdl you, Miss Sherred, we tried to tdl
you it was more then that.”

“The book,” Elaine said.

Bess nodded.

To Gordon, Elaine said, “Explain to me why you did these things and why you want to kill me too.”

“It started just after grandfather came back from the hospitd.” His eyes seemed to look at her, and
yet beyond her. “For a while, we had a private nurse here by day, another by night, while we got your
room ready.”

He stopped, fidgeted a bit, rolled the knife over and over in his hand as he stared down at the point
of the blade.

“Goon,” shesad.

He looked up, asif he had forgotten them, then continued. “That room used to be the nursery.”

“My room?’ she asked, beginning to see connec-tions, subtle webs between this event and that.

“Yes,” Gordon said. “It had been closed and locked for fifteen years. No one had been in that room
ever snce the police finished with it.”

“Why wasn't it converted earlier?’



“Father didn't want to go in the room. He said, for years, that he wouldn't be able to use it for
anything, even if it no longer looked like a nursery. So it was sedled.”

Haine thought that it would have been far better to destroy the furniture and remode the nursery
imme-diatdly. To livein that house for fifteen years, knowing the nursery was exactly the same, except for
the dugt, asit had been on the day of the murder, would have worn her nerves to ther last. What mugt it
have been like for the children, and especidly the younger Gor-don, to pass that sealed door and know
that the bloody cribs lay beyond it?

Gordon said, “When you were hired and we had to prepare a room for you, we chose the nursery.
Father had outgrown his emotiond horror of it. It was opened. The furniture was removed. Carpenters
and plasterers were hired to redecorate it, and new fur-niture was bought to match the rest of the house”

Agan, Blane interrupted him. “I don't see whet this has to do with Cdia Tamlin. Or with me. Or with
anything you've done.”

Gordon hdd up the knife, as if it were something he had just discovered and wanted them to
appreciate. He said, “The cribs were very heavy, antique brass pieces. When | was moving one of them,
the knob on the top of one of the two headposts fdl off. It had, apparently, been loose for years. | don't
know why, but—I tilted the crib and shook it, asif | thought something might be hidden in the brass pipe.
Something was. The knifefdl out.”

Bess moaned, and Jarry seemed to draw back againg the couch, though he ill hdd his head asif dll
his discomfort were physical.

Gordon sad, “When | saw it, | knew what it meant.”

He did not continue, and Elaine was forced to ask, “What did it mean, Gordon? | don't understand
you.”
“She had come back,” Gordon said. His mouth bent in an expression of hurt, and tears clouded his
eyes. Thiswas a genuine feding, not one of the reasonless expressions he had previoudy seemed unable
to con-trol.

But both Bess and Jerry could answer that. “Amdia” they said. “Y our mother.”

“Yes,” Gordon answered. “I've dways remembered that vist you paid to the medium in Fittsburgh.
Mrs. Maoses, her name was. You told me about it so many times, before father cdled it hogwash and
forbid you to talk about it any more. When | saw that knife, | knew that Mrs. Moses was right. My
moather came back—through me.”

“Oh, God, God!” Elane said, overwhemed by the dtupidity, the sensdessness of dl that had
happened. She looked at Bess, who returned her look, and at Jerry who did not, and she said, “Dont
you Ssee what you've done to him?’

“Nothing,” Bess said. “We educated him, that's dl. We taught him things they don't teach in schools,
but things a person should know about life, anyways.”

“You planted thisidea,” Elane said. “Y ou set the seed for this insane notion of spiritud possession!”

She had thought, when she had fird seen the ornate stonework of the Matherly house, that it was dll
too complicated, too fancy and clever for her. She had wondered if the lives of the people who lived in it
were equaly as glly, as decorative and usdless. And now she found thet they were, twisted and full of
Superdti-tion.

Gordon said, “You can't blame Bess and Jerry for anything. They only told me, once they had seen
Mrs. Moses and had the cards read, what | suspected my-sdf. | couldn't believe that my mother would
leave me, or that she would do something like this—something—that she might have done—to me. |
knew that she wouldn't do anything bad to me—anything like she had done to the twins. And | knew she
wouldn't leave me without explaining it to me. Dennis broke down under it. Dennis couldn't deep nights
and didn't want to eat and became lidless. It took everything father had to pull hm out of it. | was
different. I couldn't be-lieve it, | hated to hear people cdl her a murderer, and so | came to understand
that she was only temporarily gone. Mrs. Moses confirmed my suspicions. | did not cry like Dennis did,
and | didn't stop edting ether. You know,” he said, brightening suddenly, “I even made it a point to clean
up my plate at every med, down to the last crumb. | found an inner drength that was rare in a boy my



age, the drength of amean. | was able to stand up againgt it and find my peace.”

“It wasn't drength and it wasn't peace you found,” Elane said. She spoke gently, warmly, for she
gentuindy pitied him now. “You merdly found an excuse, an escape from redlity. All this notion that your
mother would return, that her pirit—"

“No,” he sad sharply. “It was lading strength that has borne me through al these years. And | have
been proved right. | found the knife, and | have her sairit in me now.”

Haine saw that she could not blame only Jerry and Bess for what had happened to the little boy who
grew up to be this madman. They shared a particle of guilt. But Amdia Matherly mugt dso be blamed,
both for her genetic infirmities and, more than that, for the way she raised her children and for the
memories of blood that she Ieft them. And, too, Lee Maherly and Jacob mug shoulder some blame.
They had seen Dennis crumbling under the memory of his mother's mad deeds, and they had lavished
afection on him, had cured him with love and concern and time. Mean-while, because his own sick
reaction was not as overt as his brother's, Gordon had been ignored. His pain and doubt and confusion
hed been dlowed to fester uniil it had given rise to unwholesome fantasies. The guilt was everywhere, the
webs densaly crisscrossed.

“But why did you try to kill your grandfather?’

“He frightened my mother. Heaing from him, she tripped on the stairs and fdl and died. Otherwise,
she would be dive today.”

There was nothing that she could say in the face of such insane reasoning. He would not listen. And, if
he did ligten, he would never be able to concelve of a world in which his grandfather was faultless, a
vidim of circumstance. Gordon's touch with redity had been damaged many years ago and had been
smashed beyond repair from the moment he had found that knife where his mother, for some
incomprehensible reason, had secreted it.

“Why Cdia? she asked. She was certain the explanation would be as unsound as dl the others, but
she had to know anyway. And she had to gdl aslong as she could.

“She was awoman,” Gordon said.

She remembered him having used that excuse be-fore, as if it was enough, of itsdf, to explan
anything.

She sad, “What does that matter?’

“She was a pretty woman,” Gordon said. “My mother didiked other pretty women. She was
beauti-ful, and she was somewhat vain. | suppose you would say 'vain.' | choose to think that she was
afrad some other woman, some prettier woman might come into our life and take us awvay from her.” He
sghed, asif remembering his mother's beauty. “ Celia was lovely and was going to live here. That was no
good. My faher has never remarried, though he has known women, many women, outsde the house. He
knew better than to bring a pretty woman here; he knew she would not like him being married again and
keeping awifein this house. Dennis should have known better than to invite Celia here.”

He began to sway again, and tears returned to eyes that had grown dry. He looked a Elane and
sad, “And then you. You want to take dl of them away from her, make them forget how lovely she was.
Youre jud like Cdia”

Be cam, she told hersdf. You don't have a chance if you lose your cam. Be quiet, think. Think!

Jarry grasped his head again and bent forward on the sofa. He moaned more pitiably, but just as
phonily, than before, as if he wanted to make it clear to her that he would be of no hdp when Gordon
decided to make his move agang her.

But she dready knew that. She no longer hated him for his cowardly behavior. A lifetime of
superdtition had not prepared him to play the hero in this room.

Her only hope was to get Gordon's mind off her for amoment. She said, “If Amdia Matherly was so
con-cerned about losng her family to another woman, why did she kill her own children?” She addressed
this to no one in particular, in hopes that the indirect nature of her attitude might defuse the quetion of
some of its power.

But Gordon did not seem to think it had any power to beng with. He said, evenly, “The twins were
little girls, weren't they? They would have become women, wouldn't they?’



Hane shuddered misarably and sank deeper into her chair, actudly hoping it might completdy
conced her. Such cold expostion of such a hateful notion had resurrected the worst of her fears. The
room was freezing, even in the middle of June. Surdy, it was snowing outside and ice was hanging from
the eaves.

She said, not without some effort, “And you hon-estly believe thet was a good enough reason for her
to kill them? Was plain jedousy aufficient— No, not plan jedousy but mad jedousy, unreasoning
jed-ousy that—"

“She was my mother. She has returned to me and has possessed me and will remain with me. | don't
care. | don't care what her reasons were, and | don't need to make judgments of her.”

“Why did you kill Bobo?" she asked.

This seemed to interest Jerry and Bess more than anything else that had been said.

Gordon hesitated and looked confused. But, in a moment, he recovered with the help of that inner
“drength” of his He said, “At fird, | thought it was only because | had come to like the Sght of blood. |
stabbed him over and over. He came to me to be pet-ted. | grabbed him by the neck and plunged the
knife into his back. 1t was marveloud” He was logt, for a moment, in the recollection of that supreme
moment. Then he said, “But later | redlized that there was more to it than that. | couldnt have been
consumed by a lugt for blood, by a pure urge to kill something. I'm not the type for that. | am far too
sengble and metho-dic for that. Then | saw that Bobo was not just a cat, but a familiar, possessed of the
spirit of another dead woman. He planned to throw a monkey wrench into my duties to my mother, to
upset what she hoped, through me, to achieve”

“That's only an excuse,” Elaine said. “Can't you see that? You redly did kill Bobo because you liked
to see the blood. But later, you couldn't live with that in your mind. So you made up ancther fantasy
about a cat with a human spirit.”

“It wasn't afantasy,” he said.

“Why did you kill Captain Rand? For the fun of it?” She was pushing him hard now. She hoped he
didn't break.

“Of course not,” he said. But from the flegting look of strange, degenerate joy which crossed his
twisted face, it was obvious to Elaine that the murder had not been without a certain thrill for him. “Rand
was watching the house. Someone had evidently cadled him and given him a tip of some sort. | couldn't
risk letting him stay dive. And it was a miracle that he had not seen me aready; he was sure to catch
sght of meif | tried to get back into the house”

Bess, roused from the odd stupor into which she had settled—but for afew short comments now and
again—ever snce Gordon had forced his way into the apartment, said, “Gordon, have you seen your
moth-er's spirit yet? Has she appeared to you a dl?’

“No,” he said. “She doesn't have to. She's here, in-Sde of me, with medl thetime”

“And you saw no hint of her before the posses-son?’

“No.”

“l wished you had.”

“She'sindde me” Gordon repeated.

“l wondered what she would have looked like” Bess said.

“Perhaps I'll see her yet,” Gordon said.

“Youwill,” Jerry said. “Oh, yed Shelll come to you like amig, dl vaporous and vagudy seen.”

Blare let them ramble on. Neither Jerry nor Bess held anything againgt Gordon. To them, he was the
hepless tool of a soirit, the puppet of an unseen master. The subject and ther attitude struck Elaine as
being very nearly obscene inlight of the much more red horror of Gordon's pyschotic madness. At leaedt,
however, thisinane chatter distracted him from usng hisknife.. . .

But then even that line of conversation was finished, and they were dl slent. No one could think of
any-thing to say. It had been like a playlet, dl that went before this moment, and now the last scene had
been enacted. The curtain should fal, and they were dl waiting for someone to pull the rope.

Gordon hefted the knife and took a step toward Elaine.

She started out of her chair. She was not willing to let him have her so eadlly. If she were to die, she



would inflict some damage on him too, daw hisface, go for his eyes, anything to make him know that he
had put the blade to a living creature and not to some predes-tinated marionette-victim who had no
choice but to die.

“You should never have come to thishouse,” he said.

Agan, he spoke in a voice which was not his, a voice that was more feminine than masculine. Bess
gasped and slenced Jerry's moaning so that she could better catch this new development, as if it had
great importance.

“You can't have my family; you can't sed them away from me” Gordon said, his voice risng even
higher, the inflection changing.

He raised the knife and took another step.

And the window on the front door smashed in, sending shards of glass tinkling againg the furniture
nearby.

For amoment, Elaine refused to bdlieve that it had happened. The sound of bresking glass echoed in
her mind, and she held onto it in desperation, for it was hope. But she could not see past Gordon, and
she could not be sure that the sound was a redity or a figment of her Imagination, a trick of her mind to
Soften the suddenness of degth which would soon re-celve her. Then she saw that Bess and Jerry were
look-ing toward the door and that Gordon had stopped advancing on her and had swung around to see
who the intruder was.

A hand came through the broken pane, found the lock, threw it open, and pushed the door inward.

Dennis Matherly stood framed in sunlight, his face a mask of horror but aso of—determination. “Put
the knife down, Gordon,” he said.

But Gordon said, “No.”



Chapter 20

Dennis stepped into the room; the broken glass crunched and snapped under his feet. Elaine did not
know whether it was only her mind playing tricks on her or whether what she saw was untainted by her
emotions—but Dennis looked manlier, taler, huskier and far more formidable than she had remembered
him. In hiswork shirt and jeans, he might have been a laborer rather than an artis.

“Go away, Dennis,” Gordon said.

“You know | cant”

Haine wondered if there were anything she could do, now that Gordon's attention had been diverted.
Should she run? Should she try to lift that heavy glass ashtray and hit him with it? No, that was dl too
melo-dramatic. That kind of thing only worked in movies. She would just have to wait and see.. . .

“This doesn't concern you,” Gordon told his brother. “Stay back.”

Haine was both amazed and pleased to see that Dennis ignored the threat and the waving knife. How
could she have so migudged him?

“I'l kill you,” Gordon said.

“No you won't, Gordon. Give me the knife”

If she could not move, at least she could speak. At least she could warn him. “Dennis,” Elaine said,
“be-lieve him. He will kill you. He thinks he's possessed by your mother's ghost”

Dennis did not question what she had said, did not even lift his eyebrows, though she was certain the
news confounded him. Clearly, his mind was agile and adaptable, not frivolous. Or, could it be tha
familiar-ity with dl the faces of frivolity produced an adaptable mind—?

“She's right,” Gordon added. “Mother has returned, and she has come back only to me—because
I'm the one who waited for her and wanted her dl these years”

Dennis picked athick, souvenir pillow of the New York World's Fair from the seat of an old rocker
and hdd it before him like a shidld. He intended to take the knife away from Gordon.

Hane redized that Dennis extra 9ze would be offset by his brother's fanatic energy. She made a last
attempt to reason Gordon out of murdering his older brother. To manage that, she had to use the
madman's own illogica brand of logic.

“Gordon, your mother only wanted you to destroy women—women who were trying to take her
family away from her.”

Having said that, she fdt queasy, very done and tiny and weak in the midgt of so much insane power.

Gordon, without taking his eyes from Dennis, said, “Heé's trying to keep me from dedling with you.
Mother wants me to ded with you. She's told me so many times. She won't stop nagging me until I've
done with you.”

Blaine remembered what Celia had looked like when Gordon had done with her, and she fdt dl the
heat draning from her body. She was cold, indescriba-bly cold, a tooth of ice. She said, “Your mother
will never stop nagging you if you kill your brother. Don't you see that you'd be taking her family away
from her —the very thing she's trying to prevent!”

The argument had its intended effect on Gordon. He lowered the knife which he had thrust toward his
brother, and his face twisted in agony as he attempted to puzzle his way through the maze of “duties’
which he owed Amdia

Blane fdt breathless as she launched into more of the same amateur but effective psychology. “Y our
mother would want you, if it came to a conflict of in-terests, to protect her family first. Your mother
would tdl you to let usdl go—then take care of me a alater date.”

The old couple on the sofa looked at Elaine in amazement, asif they did not understand that she was
lying, asif they thought she had accepted the theory of spiritud possession.

“Throw down the knife” Dennis said.

Gordon looked &t the knife.



Dennis stepped toward him, sill usng the pillow as a shidd.

“Theknife. . . mother meant for me ... touseitto...”

“Throw it down!” Elaine said.

That seemed to be the trigger, the last command, which made him explode. Without warning, he
whirled about and leaped for Elaine. He raised the gleaming weapon high above his head and brought it
down toward her chest, hisvoice caught in a high, glesful scream.

Haineflung hersdf backwards, more from inginct than a genuine understanding of how close she was
to death. But the chair brought her up short, blocked her escape. The whole world seemed to ice over,
become as cold and aching as she was—except for the knife. In the middle of dl that frogt, in the midst
of ice and cold, the knife was a blazing lance, dicing toward her as the frost melted around it. She was
going to die.

At the same moment, Dennis threw aside the pillow he carried, reached for Gordon's wrist and
stopped the swift descent of the murderous weapon.

Gordon turned on his brother, his face blood-flushed, his eyes wide, his mouth opened in a fierce
grin. He and Dennis engaged in a grimly slent strug-gle for possession of the knife.

“Get help!” Elane told the old couple. They looked at her supidly; Jerry seemed to have forgotten
his head wound. “ Get Paul!”

The mention of Amelids brother's name broke the spell; Jerry rose and hurried across the room,
disap-peared through the open door. Please, don't let Paul be drunk or suffering from a bad hangover!

Despite hislesser sze, Gordon wrenched the knife away at last, dashed Denny's biceps shdlowly as
he stepped away from his brother. Blood flowed down Denny's arm.

Blaine picked up the ashiray, fdt the cold weight of it. She did not redly think she could use it. She
was a nurse, accustomed to hedling, not to injuring. Oh God, if | have to use it, let me able to!

As Dennis stepped in on him, leaving a trall of crimson drops behind him, Gordon struck again.
Den-nis feinted to the right, stepped in past the blow, gripped Gordon's knife hand in both hands, trying
to bend the wrigt back until Gordon was forced to drop the blade.

Hane had seen a great ded of blood in nurse's training, had seen deep wounds. But the Sght of
Den-nis blood was something outside her experience. It made her fed empty and tired. She did not want
himto die. Oh, how she wanted him to livel And maybe then she could make up for the anvful things she
hed thought of him.

Gordon used his free hand to beat unmerdfully a Denny's head. He had started his brother's nose to
bleeding and had sdlit hislip. Denny looked weary, unable to continue much longer . . .

Then, in an indant, the advantage changed. Gor-don's wrist snapped under the pressure of Dennis
hands. He howled, dropped the knife, broke away from Dennis, cradling a broken wrist. He looked
wild, as white as gfted flour, his mouth a black holein his face.

Dennis kicked the knife across the room and said, with an amazing degree of gentleness “Sit down,
Gor-don. You're hurt”

For a moment, Gordon looked as if he would disre-gard his wounds and make one lagt try for the
weapon. Then, asif struck by alarge hammer, he fdl sdeways againg the chair in which Elaine had been
gtting short minutes ago. She had been waiting for him to kill her. And now he never would.

“l didn't want to kill you,” Gordon said to Dennis.

“Dont talk about it.”

“Do you love me?” Gordon asked.

Dennis looked tired, not angry. “You're my brother. | love you very much.”

Gordon Matherly, holding his ruined wrist in his good hand, lowered his head until his chin rested on
his chest, and he began to cry.

Blaine watched Dennis cross the room and retrieve the knife. He looked at it dmogt as if he did not
know what it was. She went to him, feding very much a woman—because he had been so much of a
mean, braver than she had ever had a chance to see any man be—and she sad, “Let me look a your
am.”

“It's okay.”



“We have to guard againg infection,” she said.

He sad, “Why didn't you tdl me who you suspected last night?’

Blane blushed, looked at the defeated Gordon. She said, “I didn't think it was him.” Then, she
blurted, “I thought it might be you!” She knew she would have to tdl him sooner or later. She had never
been the sort to postpone judgment for her mistakes.

He stared a her, incredulous. Just as she began to pray that he would not hate her, he burst out
laughing. It was a strained, nervous laugh, but better than the outrage she had expected.

When he had control of himsdf again, he said, “Father told me someone had tried to pick the lock on
your door. When | found you phoning the police, | knew you were serioudy worried. | got hold of Rand
haf an hour after you went to bed and told him what you'd told father. He said that he intended to come
out and have alook around.”

“Hedid,” Elaine said, shuddering. She remembered what Rand's pay had been for his diligence.

“I know. | found his body just before | came up here”

“How would you know where to look?’

He said, “I was Stting in my studio, at the window, and saw you and Gordon come out of the garage.
You waked so diffly and behaved so srangdy, | was in-trigued. Besides, 1'd not forgotten your fear that
the killer was one of us. Gordon has aways been strange, eager to work and reluctant to play, sober,
serious. When | saw the two of you, | began to think the worst. | went to the garage to see what had
happened—and found Rand.”

“You saved my life” Elaine said. Again, she fdt womanly, smdl and delicate in the capable shadow
of amen.

“You saved all our lives” he countered. “You were the only one who faced up to an unpleasant
possibility. We owe you a great ded.”

At that moment, Paul Honneker blustered through the doorway .

Hane sad, “Youd better cdl an ambulance. The police. And Lee”

Fanly shocked by what he saw, Paul sad, “Right avay!” He thundered down the steps and was
gone in a moment.

When they went back to Gordon, he looked a them and twisted his lips in an expresson of deep
hatred. Elaine fdt chilled again. He said, “Dennis, you will give me that knife” His voice had risen and
hed changed inflection so thet it sounded exactly like a woman's voice.

“Its Amdia” Bess said, and she fdl back againg the sofa.

“Dennis” Gordon said, “your mother commands you to give over that knifel” His voice was definitdy
femining, dmost sensuous, atractive but for that underlying hatred.

“Y ou wouldn't believe that she had returned to pos-sess him,” Bess said. “But now you can hear that
itistruel”



Chapter 21

Hane stood by the pine trees, coal in their feathery shadows, her amdl hands held over her ears.
Demnis stood beside her, dternady watching the lavn where the condruction crew worked and
watching her face as she made a squinted expresson of expectation. He laughed at her, though not
crudly—and he made her wish that the blast would come so that she could drop her hands from her ears
and lace her fingers through his.

I've changed so much in so short a time, she thought. There was a time when thunder or loud
noises did not bother me. But that had been before she had anyone upon whom she could rdly. That
hed been when she was done.

When the explosion came, it was gentler, more muf-fled by the earth, than she had expected. She fdt
the ground tremble, saw clods of earth spin into the sky over the excavation, saw chips of granite and
lime-stone ped up into the blue sky and rattle back.

Jarry and Bess stood close behind Jacob Matherly where the old man sat in his whed chair, watching
the blagting operations. At firdt, Elane had been surprised that no one had blamed the old couple and
their super-stitions for what had happened to Gordon. But, in the two weeks since Dennis had subdued
his brother and ended the nightmare for dl of them, she had come to see that no one could be blamed for
the combination of circumstances which had plunged Gordon into an early, undetected madness. Jerry
and Bess were both of Pennsylvania Dutch parentage, raised in homes where every room had a framed
Himmddrief on the wal and every occasion cdled for a different charm. They sincerdy bdieved in dl
that occult nonsense. You might as wel try placing dl the blame on Lee or Jacob (for their neglect of
Gordon in the face of Den-nis more obvious need of comfort), or on Amdia Matherly for having been
med in the firg place (a condition she could not, indeed, have helped). Jerry and Bess would have to live
with their guilt; and that was punishment enough.

And they mugt understand, by now, that Gordon was not possessed. He was an extreme
schizophrenic persondity—as the doctors said. He actudly did be-lieve he was his mother. Indeed, only
in rare moments of luddity did he any longer remember bis red name and Situation. Though the doctors
did not put it so bluntly, it appeared asif Gordon would have to be in-ditutiondized for the rest of hislife

“Here we go again,” Cdia Tamlin said, sding up to Elane She was very beautiful, despite her
band-ages, but she no longer generated any jedousy or didike in Elaine. Because, Elane thought, now |
know that I'm pretty too. And | know that frivolity isn't such a terrible thing.

The second explosion was larger than the fird. Elaine was glad she had kept her ears shielded.

“That does it,” Lee said. He clapped Paul Honneker on the shoulder. “In two weeks, therell be a
kidney-shaped, blue-bottomed swvimming pool where that ugly hole is now.” He sounded relieved, as if
the dynamiting had not only torn a hole in the earth, but had shaken away the last vestiges of the Matherly
house's terrible history.

“Let's go in and see how the painters are doing,” Cdia said. “I'm just dying to get them out of the
way, have the carpeting inddled—and then start doing some redly wild things to the ingde of that
dungeon!”

“Dungeon it was,” Paul said. “Not any more.”

“Jugt you wait and see the differencel” Cdlia said, Sarting for the house. Most of the others followed.

“Wevedl recovered so wel,” Elane said. “Even Jacob, despite his condition, seems hedthier.”

Dennis took her hand. “My family has been want-ing to recover for fifteen years, but it didn't know
how. We had to face up to certain truths and then make a postive change. Redecorating the house is
enormoudy hepful, don't you think? | tdl you, with each room they take the wallpaper off, with each
room they paint in those gay colors Cdia chosg, | fed that a bit more of the—the pain is gone. Asif pan
can be painted over or stripped away, like wallpaper. Slly, isnt it?’

“Not terribly slly,” she said.



The wind was dirring her hair and making her denim skirt flap. She was suddenly conscious of the
short skirt and the blue and ydlow psycheddlic blouse, the sequined choker, her thin-strap sandds—adl
the clothes she would never have chosen for hersdf if Denny, when he had taken her shopping last week,
hed not ingsted they were right for her. She grinned at him, a the wind, at everything. Frivolity could be
wonderful!

Her londly childhood, the orphanage, the near-poverty had dl conspired to twist her outlook on life
She had come to vaue seriousness and smplicity too much. Likewise, she had come to place too little
vaue on fun. Life had to be a mixture of solemnity and mirth. And the more mirth, the better. What good
was lifeif it couldn't be enjoyed? Denny enjoyed it im-mensdy. Jacob, now that he was relieved of his
anvful suspicions about a murderer in the house, dso had a tdent for life They were dl beginning to
impart a measure of thisjoy to her.

A week ago, she hadn't been able to see any vdue in being an artist. Now, she regarded it as a
rewarding occupation—in every respect.

A week ago, she had distrusted the frivolous man and found the sober sides rdidble. She now saw
life was more complex than that, people harder to judge.

Sheredly looked forward to seeing what wild things Celiawould do with those suffy old rooms!

She had been a duffy old room hersdlf. But the events of the past week had unlocked the door. And
Denny, wonderful Denny, had opened that door the rest of the way and had ushered in a breath of fresh
ar.

As they walked toward the house—the house she no longer feared, the house which had been
transformed by the explosons and by the panting of its rooms, the house transformed by Ceids
forgiveness toward the family and by her enthusasm for the redecorating job a hand, the house which
hed once harbored horror but would now, in equa measure, be filled up with happiness and good will,
the house of death which they would have to work to make a house of life and love—as they walked
towards this house, Denny held her hand more tightly than before and said, “What are you thinking?’

“About the future” she said.

Asthey drew near the house, she saw the windows were open, aring out the odor of paint—and of
misay.

“Don't worry about tomorrow,” Denny said. “Enjoy today, Elane. Tha isabig achievement in itsdf.”

“Oh,” she sad, “I'm not worried about tomorrow. I'm looking forward to it!”
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