The Psychedelic Children
Dean Koontz

Wiet her or not one believes the scientific "evidence" that LSD- 25 causes
damage to the chronbsonmes, one has to adnit that the

\idea of a child mutated by LSD use is an intriguing one. It rust be
intriguing. For | received about a dozen letters from

readers about this story, and it has been published in French and will be
included in a book of stories and author interviews to

be published later this year in Spain. What interests readers, | think and
hope, is not so nuch the plot, hut the style (ah, now

the traditionalists eap down ny throat!). | have attenpted to wite a story

whose style (typography and scene-switching, and

of the psychedelic, of a mld acid trip. The end of the story fits into this
attenpt, for it is much like a drug dclurealize

how thin is the fabric of what you thought was reality..

HE woke even before she and lay listening to the rasping of her breath:

seaf oam whi speri ng over jagged rocks. It would get worse

bef ore she woke. He reached to the night-stand and took a cigarette fromthe
nearly enpty pack, lighted it, and sat up. He tried

not to think of the energies

roaring there. In the darkness, he tried to turn his mnd to other things.
The view fromthe wi ndow was pl easant, for snow had been falling since
suppertime, enbraci ng everything. The clouds parted now and

then to let the moon through. It lighted the night, washing onto the white
bl anket and spl ashi ng back. Beyond the hoary wil |l ow

tree lay the highway, a black slash in the cal ci mi ned wonderland. It was
obvious that the heater colls in the roadbed had broken

down again, for (he drifts were edging back onto the hard surface unchecked.
A d-f ashi oned pl ows were worki ng on

"Ashen dreans fluttering flaked while lightning nmen with swords

and draw fingernails over the ice ..."

He was not certain whether that was conpletely senseless or not. It was a nood
pi ece, na dnubt. He repeated it softly again. He

woul d have to renenber it, polish it-perhaps-for

Mnutes |ater, he |ooked back .to Laurie. Her face was

pal e, her eyes closed and edped with winkles, He ran his hand through the
bill ows of raven hair that cascaded down her pill ow.

She noaned in answer, the air rushing in and out of her chest. Harder, harder
she breathed. Deciding to gel a head start this tine,

he stood and pulled on his trousers, slipped into a banian shirt.

"Frank?" she said.

"1 know. "

She slipped out of bed. naked, and dressed in a slieath-a red and bl ack one
that he Iiked.

"Il pull the car out of the garage," he said.
The snow"
"They seemto have it under control. Don't worry. 1'D pick you up at the front

door in five mnutes."

"I love you," she said as he went through the doorway into the shadowfilled
living room That always sent shivers through him

that face, that voice, those words.

He took a flashlight and the gun that lay beside it fromthe kitchen catchal
drawer. Stepping into the glittering night, he

stuffed the gun in a jacket pocket and sniffed the cold air. It hurt all the
way down into his Kings and woke himall the way up

The path between house and garage was unshovel ed: the snow |l ay a pood twel ve
or fourteen inches deep. He plodded through it,



listening to the caw sweep of the wi nd, the distant nmoan of heavy nmachi nery
battling Nature. The garage door hunmed open when it

recogni zed his thunbprint on the lock disc. He crawied into the car, started
it, backed out, pushing snow with the rear bunper. He

flipped on the front and rear heating bars. Wth Laurie's problem he had to
be ready

been a costly extra, but a necessary one. Wen he pulled up to the front door
she was waiting. She clinbed in, hud-

"\'Vhere tor

"The country sonewhere," she whispered in her tiny voice. "Hurry, please. It's
going to be real bad this tinme."

Melting snow i n advance, be drove across the highway into the | ane | eading
away fromthe city and suburbs. The roho-prid drove for

himthen while he stroked her forehead and ki ssed her cheeks, her ears, her
neck .

the red eye winked at himas if to say he nmust now caress the controls.
Sonmewhere in the bowels of the car a buzzer bl eeped for

the sane reason. HP turned | eft along a secondary route that was not nearly so
wel | cleaned as the superhighway. Drifts were

clawi ng at the nmacadam choking it to half its normal width in nmany places. He
hel d the accel erator down and kept the Chanpion

novi ng.
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She was mpani ng . .

Thi s | ooked had. She was rapidly reaching the critical point: the nonent when
t he psychic powers reached ma\i-mal point of

tol erance and expl oded violently and deadly. Laurie was an Esper, but it did
her no good, for she could not control the power. She

could not siphon it off until it reached the critical point, and once it had
reached the critical point, there were only nonents

left to get rid of it.

He was gl ad he had had the nelting bars installed. Someday all cars, he

t hought, woul d have them Then the snuw pl ows and heating

coils would both be obsolete. The bars burned away the crystals, evaporating
some, nelting some and | eaving them behind to freeze

into lce as the night wind roared in and covered the road in their wake.
-Alittle further yet." he said.

He risked a gl ance away fromthe road, was shocked-as al ways-by the white
fish-belly color of her beautiful face. It always

rem nded himof the dead. It always frightened him "Hold on."

The car skidded sideways wi thout warning. He grabbed desperately at the

W ieel, then renmenbered to Il et the car Follow the

direction of the slide. They lodged in a drift, and it took the nelting bars a
few minutes to free them

fore-turned abruptly across what appeared to be a wheat field, flat and snow
covered. The bars were burning at full capacity. He

took it slow, nelting his way toward the edge of the forest which began where
the field sloped Tip-Wen they reached the forest's

peri meter, he braked, stopped, shut off the lights. They woul d not be seen
fromthe hi ghway agai nst the Mark backdrop of trees.

He sat with her at the side of a tree, sat on the snow with her. She had
reached the critical point

"Ckay," he said. "There is no one here."

She whi npered agai n

Her breath rushed out . .,

there was a four-foot circle of bare earth. Then there was

"I remenber wall papered parlors Wth a grandfather clock that chined _ Like a
voice saving I'Il give you A dollar for a dine.

"I recall sun-bleached kitchens On a then lute afternoon, A hundred thousand
fragrances, My nother's tasting spoon . '



He flipped off the recordi ng machi ne, rewound the tape, renoved and packaged
it. That was Saturday's show Sired on one hundred and

two FMradio stations. Fifteen mnutes of poetry and conmentary, recital and
rebuttal. He was a little bitter about it. He

wondered how many really listened and how many only | aughed. He suspected that
many of the Rentier arts were not designed for the

mass nedia. But then, it brought pennies for bread, pennies for |ard.
"Frank-" Laurie canme into the den, all sweet-smiling in a dress covered with
| arge red apples on a straw background, a red band

di pping in and out of her dark hair. "Have you seen this norning s paper?"
He coul dn't have missed the headline: HALLUCI NO- CH LD BELI EVED TO BE | N AREA
And bel ow that: POLICE BEG N SEARCH. It told about the field near Crockerton
where the snow had been vaporized, the earth boiled and gl azed, the trees
splintered and charred.

It told how there was only one thing that could have done all that. And they
were searching for the hal hicino-child.

"Don't worry," he said

"But they say the police are searching outward on a

He pull ed her down on his lap and kissed her. "And what can they find? I'ma
poet who contributes well to the party in power; the

party in power is very anti-Esper. We live normal |ives. W have never once
voi ced di sapproval over puni shnent of captured

hal | uei no-children."

"Just the sane," she said, "I'll worry."

So woul d he.

They stood wat ching through the porthole in the front door as the police
approached the house. "It's just a question party. Only

routine investigators follow ng routine procedures," he said.

She was trenbling just the sane. She retreated to the kitchen

He waited for two knocks before he opened the door. He did not want to appear
t oo anxi ous, and he needed

"Yes?"

"Police Inspector Janeson and android assistant T," the dark-eyed detective
said, notioning to the parody of a man beside him

"Ch, this nmust he about the hallucine-child in the papers. Cone in,

i nspector."

He led theminto the den. The inspector and he sat, hut T remained standing.
The snow-fl akes (bat had fallen on his

cutting wet swaths across the "skin" of his face to the precipice of his chin.
"Ni ce place you have here, M. Cauvell."

2

"Thank you."

This where yrmwite poens?"

Cauvel |l |ooked to the desk, nodded.

"I"'ma fan of yours. Though |I rnust say | don't often I|ike

He breathed nore easily. The man was certainly not a

in fact. Wiy, Cauvell thought, fie can't even neet ny eyes directly.

"I's your wife-Ms. Canvell-at hone?"

H s' heart junmped a little, but he did not hesitate- "Yes, she is. Lauriel" he
shout ed, perhaps a bit too loud. "Lauriel"

She canme in fromthe kitchen and stood next to his

Cauvell was' afraid. Wuld T notice and becone suspici ous of her suspicion?
"Pl ease sit down. Ms. Cmvell,"” Janmeson said. He ndthe

nei ghbor hood and would like to ask you both a few questions."

They bot h nodded.

T," Janeson said

The android's throat seemed to hum For a nonment; then a deep, hoarse voice
groaned froma plate in the |lower portion of his neck

THI S | NTERVI EW i s BEI NG RECORDED

ARE YOU AWARE OF THI'S, MR AND MRS. FRANK CAUVBLL?



"Yes," they answered cerenoniously’

ALL | NFORVATI ON RECORDED MAY BE USED IN A COURT OF LAW AHE YOU AWARE CF Ti ns,
MR AND MKS. CAUVELL?

"Yes."

THIS IS ANDROD T OF CITY DI VI SI ON COOPERATI NG W TH | NSPECTOR HAROLD JAMESON.
MR CAUVELL, A BALLUCI NO- PARENTS WHOSE GENES WERE ALTERED HY THEI R USE OF
LSD-25. THESE CHI LDREN BECOVE El THER PHYSI CAL FREAXS UNDERSTAND THE USE OF THE
TERM HALLUCTNO- CHI LDP

"Yes."

AND YOU, MRS. CAUVELL?

| do.

THE PHYSI CAL FREAKS AHE CARED FOB BY THE GOVERNMENT. THE HALLUCI NO- CHTLDREN
VHO ARE BORN W TH THE SENSI TIVITY ARE A DANGEB TO Tirn STATE AND CANNOT RE
AFFCRDED FULL CI TI ZENSHI P. BECAUSE OF THE NATUHE OF ONLY HE STUDI EP AT THE
CRITICAL PO NT AND WHICH | S TOO DANCEf I CL' S AT THE CHI TI CAL PO NT TO

STUDY- MANY OF PUT TO SLEEP. HUMANELY. DO YOU UNDERSTAND TICS, MB. ANT) MRS
CAUVELL?

They said that they did. The forrmalities were over.

WE HAVE REASON TO BET.IEVE THEHK IS A HAI XUCI NO-CHHJ) IN Tins VICINITY. HAVE
El THER OF YOU KNOALEDGE OF SAI D Thpy said no

DI D El THER OF YOU LEAVE THE HOUSE LAST NI GHT?

"“No, "

The question suddenly became very pointed. THEN

11 OW DI D THE DRI VEWAY AND ENTRANCE TO THE SUPEB- HTCHWAY BECOVE CLEARED?

"W noticed as we cane in," Jameson said, "that yoilr driveway seens to have
been cl eared by nelting bars."

"I went otit ihis nmorning for a few groceries,’
qui ckly.

"You do your own shoppi ng?" Janmeson asked, raising his eyebrows.

"Yes." Cauvcl!| was suddenly glad that he had never gone conpletely nmodem Less
than a fifth of the population did their own

grocery shopping in person anynore. The banks of robot clerks that took the
orders by phone had nore-or-Icss depersonalized food

pur chasi ng. Cauvell, however, had always liked to see the steak before he
bought it. Perhaps it was his picky appetite.

MRS. CAUVELL'S FATHER WAS A COLLECGE PROFESSOR, T said gratingly. THE COLLEGCE
| NSTOUCTCKS OF THE SI XTI ES

AND SEVENTI ES WKHE OFTEN QUI TE LI BERAL AND AS ANXI QUS AS TI | EJR STUDENTS TO
EXFEH MENT. MM CAl' VELL, DI D They had prepared thensel ves, |ong ago, for the
possibility of questions like these. And they had agreed that a little bit of
t he

truth woul d be better than a conplete lie. "I believe he tried it twice with
bad experiences both tinmes," Laurie said.

Cauvel | was proud of her firm unshaken answers.

HE WAS NOT A RECU - AJl USER?

"No. "

"How can you be so certain, ny dear?" Janeson asked kindly.

Cauvel |l realized that Jameson was anything but stupid, anything but neek. He
was T's straight man, but some of his own lines hit

the mark close to center
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"My nother told nme," Laurie said. "My father died when | was seven, My nother
spent the rest of her life telling nme about

CauveU answered a bit too

everything he did. | heard all the stories a thousand times. | couldn't forget
them He took LSD twice and had bad trips both
tinmes."

VWH CH PARTY DO YOU BELONG TO? T asked.

"The party in power for the last thirteen years. The G n-stitutional Tol erant
Party." Cauvelt tried to force pride into his voice

whil e he forced his gorge down.



AND WHY DI D YOU JO N THE PA11TY?

"Because we feared the Communi st countries and realized the subversive trends
wi thin our own society must stop.”

AND YOU RAVE SEEN NOR HEARD NOTHI NG OF THE HAL- LUCI NO- CHI LD?

" Not hi ng. "

WAS THI S | NTERVI EW RECORDED W TH YOUR KNOWLEDGE, MR. AND MRS. CAUVELL?

They said it was.

The android's voice clicked off, its throat humi ng for a nonent before going
tomb silent. Inspector Janeson got to his feet. "

Sorry to inconveni ence you. It has been “pleas-sure. Thank you for
cooperating."

"Only too happy," Frank said.

"Hope you find the mutant," Laurie said.

They wat ched through the porthole as the inspector and the android stepped
into the police car and pulled onto the hi ghway,

growi ng smaller, snmaller, and disappearing in the distance.

Fromthe | ooks of the sky, it was going to snow again,

Sonmewhere a nutated boy hid, shivering

Sone unbear abl e monent, his nerves split; he ran

He ran right into the arns of the android. The eyes of the netal man were
jewels, even as the tears on his oion cheeks frosted

i nto di anonds. He backed away, bvt there were others behird him There was no
pl ace to go.

He unl eashed the psychic forces at them watched themgo tip in flanes,

wat ched their faces nelt, watched their insides snoke.

But there were nore of them And they would not wait. Nozzles opened on their
hips. Fire sprayed; flames engul fed him swall owed,

di gested him

Al the while the snowfell. . . little white bullets ..

They got sone poor devil," Laurie said, handing himthe paper

He | ooked at it, grimaced. HALLUCINO CHI LD FIGHTS IT QUT WTH POLI CE. Not
"fights it out with robots' for that was too crude. That

woul d make the entire thing seem promutant. Cauvell wagered a k've cop had not
cone within a hundred yards of the boy.

"It's rny fault," Laurie said.

"That's absurdl How could it possibly be your fault?"

"W were too open. We left a trail or clues, at least, that rnad-e them
search.”

"And it was an emergency," he argued. "You'd have blasted the both of us to
ki ngdom cone if you had tried to hold back that force

any | onger."

"Just the sane, they night not have flushed the boy out if we-"

"Forget it. What's for supper?"

" Spaghetti."

The next night it was pork chops. The next night, neat |oaf. The night after
that, he woke up to her heavy breat hing.

"Laurie?"

Her eyes were open. "Yes?"

"Way didn't you wake nme?" He got out of bed, began to dress.

" Frank?"

"What ? Hurry and get your clothes on."

"Frank, maybe it would be a lot better if | just let It kill ne.
He stopped tucking his shirt in and turned around to face her. He could see
only the vague outline of her small but wonmanly body

outlined by the sheet, her hair like spun silk ... He crossed to her and
lifted her head up. "Wat is that supposed to nean?"

She was cryi ng.

"Don't you | ove nme?" he asked.

She tried to answer, but the words were sobs.
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"Then get the hell dressed," he said gently.

And he left. In the kitchen, he took the gun fromthe drawer. Qutside, the sky
was clear; the wind was stiff, whipping the snow

into a frenzy. \When he brought the car to the front door, she was waiting.
"Where will we go?" she asked.

"Farther out than before. And we will cover well."

Chri stmas was com ng

He t hought about that as he drove. He thought about parties and eggnog. church
services, candles on altars, candles in wi ndows. He

t hought about Christ clinmbing down fromhis bare tree and wondered what
Ferlinghetti would have witten had he lived in the

present and been married to a hallucino-cliild.

Far out in the country, be angled the Chanpion onto a side road, cruised al ong
it for a time, broke off the road inlo a w de

trench that petered out into wods at a clearing in the center of the forest.
They were three mles froma road, sheltered on al

sides by trees, exposed only directly overhead where the clearing all owed the
stars to | ook down. When they got out. they heard

t he helicopter whining sonmewhere above them

Then the sun came on. The copter settled into Ihe clearing, its headl anps |ike
the eyes of sone trenendous noth, its rotors |ike

Wi ngs.

"Frank!"

He grabbed her, pulled her back into the car, scranbl ed behind the wheel
PLEASE DO NOT ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE. It was the Voice of T.

He woul d have to reverse out of there, which would be a disastrous undertaki ng
in this rugged terrain. O he would have to push

t hrough them Janmeson, T, and another android | abel ed JJK were crossing the
hoary field, legs frosted with snow, weapons drawn. He

roll ed down the wi ndow. "Wat do you want?"

"If you bought groceries that norning, M. Cauvell,"” Janeson said between
breaths, "why did no grocer within fifty mles have a

record of your personal purchase?"

T was twenty feet away, directly in front of the car

He sl anmed down on the accelerator, flipped the nelting bars to full power,
felt the jolt when T went under the wheels, as the

second android was struck a glancing blow that tore its armoff. The engine
was whi ning. He could not rmake a sw ft escape through

the drifts, for the nelting bars would not be able to work fast enough. He
wrenched the wheel to the left, spun the Chanpion

around, and shot back along the trail he had burned into the clearing in the
first place. He passed Janeson who | eaped out of his

way. The two androids were lifeless.

"W're free!" he shouted excitedly.

The vi bra-beam sliced a neat hole through the rear w ndow and struck Laurie on
the tenple. She slunped across him dribbling blood

from one ear

He coul d personify tbe noon: the nobon peered down patronizingly. He could nmake
agirl into a rose: she was a rose, soft and gentle.

He coul d forge netaphors, hamrer out similes; he could allocate so nuch
alliteration to just so many lines. But he could not stop

t he bl eeding from her ear

He could rise up in the norning like a dragon fromthe sea.

Wth the sun over his shoul der, he could warp words to say his thoughts.

He could Iie down at night, satisfied as a god must be.

But stopping the bl ood was beyond his powers.

She was stretched across the back seat, face up, pale and ghostly in what
little moonlight filtered through the tinted w ndows.

Cauvel | lashed hinself into the bucket seat, gripped the wheel viciously.
Where to? How | ong woul d he have until all roads were



bl ocked? The forest clearing was fifteen miles behind, but the world had
shrunk to the size of an orange in recent years, and

fifteen mles was hardly the length of one seed. The thing, perhaps, was to
find a small town and-with the gun-force a doctor to

care for her. Hide the Chanpion in the doctor's garage. He turned the engi ne
over, wheeled into the twisting | ane, and spun his

wheel s over the snow

Thin rust trickled fromher ear-I1iquid.

Cal dwel | twenty-six mles

Cal dwel | nineteen miles

He was ten niles from Cal dwell when the helicopter fluttered over the tree
tops that sheltered nuch of the road. The car was
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bathed in sickly yellow Iight. He swerved left, right, darting out of the
beam But they broadened the shaft and covered both

lanes with it. Bullets cut up the pavement in front of him One pinged off the
hood. A few vi hra-bearns sent little sections of

t he paverent boiling. Then, abruptly, there was darkness and no helicopter

Sl owi ng, he rolled down the wi ndow, |istened. No whitpa-whupa of fiercely
beating bl ades. It was gone. It vanished; it did not

sinmply drift away. Perhaps it had crashed. Yet there was no expl osion, no
crashing sound. He rolled the wi ndow up and drove on

They had spotted hi mnear Caldwell, and he nmust bypass that town now. Forty
mles away | ay Steepleton.

He | ooked over the sent, felt his stomach flop at the sight of her, conatose
and pal e-dark. He pressed down on the accel erator

Steepleton thirty-two niles

Steepl eton twenty-four mles

At the boundaries of Steepleton there was a roadbl ock. Seven nen, seven
androi ds. And they knew damm well whose car was com ng

they had their weapons raised ..

Death is not sonething that creeps about in black robes, slavering. Death
cannot be seen .

It can't!

And yet his world teas a graveyard. The nmoon rode hi gh above cl ouds I|ike

pi eces of torn shrouds flapping nadly to the time of the

winds in the dead trees. He struggled up the hiUin the cold air, the

wi nd- born expl osi ons of snow forcing himto squint.

"Good evening," said the nortician.

Re said good evening . . .

"Dust to dust" the enbal mer said fromhis perch atop a nonunment steeple.
"Ashes to ashes," said the sexton

He ignored all of them He pushed onward, toward the summit of the hill where
t he sepul cher bit at the sky, a broken tooth.

Somewhere a nuffled drum Somewhere a passing hell . ,

He pushed his shoul der agai nst the stone door, felt the rusted hinges nove a
bit, heard them squeak, heard the rats run inside.

Stepping in, the noonlight flooding in he-hind him he advanced to the

sar cophagus. They had Jntried her in a |limestone coffin,

for that facilitated the rotting of the corpse. Sonehow, that filled himwth
rage. He thrust the inmrensely heavy lid free, |ooked

down at her pale face. Gently-ohf so gently-he lifted her out, placed her upon
the marble slab where no coffin yet |ay.

Sonmewhere a tolling-in rereverse; sonewhere a dirge i s sung backwards.

And he would sing the oration; he would nmake with panegyrics

"For the Mbon never beans wi thout bringing ne dreans

O the beautiful Annabel Lee; And the stars never ri.te hut | see the bright
eyes

O the beautiful Annabel Lee; And so, all the night-tide, |I lie down by the
side O mj darling, m/ darling, nmy life and ny bride



In her sepul cher there by the sea-

In her tonb by . . ."

He was three miles past Steepleton. And there were no guards

He pulled the car off the road and sat thinking for a tine.

Was his mind | eaving hin? There had been guards and a roadbl ock back there,
had there not? Which was real, the police or the

graveyard worl d? The police, certainly. He was no E A foe who slept with his
dead mistress. Besides, his nmistress was not dead.

He turned to | ook at her. Her face had becone winkled as if she were in pain.
He call ed her name. For a brief second, he thought

she answered. But her |ips had not noved. He turned back and faced front. It
was ten mles to Kingsmr. Wat woul d happen there?

Wul d the graveyard del usi on cone back? Wwuld there be further oddities? He
suddenly renmenbered the di sappearance of the

hel i copt er and shuddered. Pulling back onto the road

. He woke and ki ssed her on the neck

liar black-black hair spilled doion her bare shoul ders, over her bare breasts,
curled tinder her pink ears .

She ki ssed hi m hack

And then she was lying in a |linestone casket . . . Then warmand alive , , ,
then cold and rotting ... A helicopter flattered

again . . . A helicopter blinked out of existence in a world where nmen had
suddenly never learned to fit/ . . , Then if was back

agai n, chasing after quarry that had gone lons ago when the world had been
different for a few noments
Tonbst ones .

Bl i nk!

A warm bed, warm bodi es
Bl i nk!

Bl i nk! Bli nk!
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He woke up two nmiles closer to Kingsmr. And he knew He pulled the Chanpion
onto the bermand craw ed be-tween the bucket seats

to where she lay. He ran his fingers over her face, trailed them under her
chin, felt the blood pulsing in her neck. Laurie was

changing reality! Sonehow, comatose as she was, the psychic powers were

si phoni ng thensel ves of f instead of exploding violently.

They were under control! And they were not nmerely powers of teleportation and
m nd readi ng; they were powers that could change the

basic fiber of the universe. He had thought he inagi ned her answering hima
whi | e back; now he knew she had answered. There had

been no need of i ps.

"Laurie, can you hear nme?"

There was the distant answer that he had to strain to hear

"Laurie, you heard the helicopter, sensed the guards and the roadbl ock. And
you changed reality for a while until the car-noving

i ndependent of both worl ds-had passed the trouble spot. Isn't that what you
did, Laurie?"

A di stant yes.

"Listen, Laurie. The graveyard is all wong. Poetic as hell, but wong. The
ot her one. The one where we are in bed. Laurie," He

stroked her chin. He kissed her lips and urged her to concentrate. He heard
the sirens on the road and tal ked faster

He tal ked of a world where there had never been hall uci no-children- He spoke
of a world where ali were norma

He woke before she did and lay listening to the rasping of her breath: seafoam
whi spering over jagged rocks. It would get worse

bef ore she woke.

The view froni the wi ndow was pleasant. It had been snow ng since suppertimne.
Beyond the hoary willow tree lay the highway, a



bl ack slash in the cal ci ni ned wonder| and. They were plowi ng the road, for the
heating coils had broken down agai n. Sonehow, he

felt that he had seen it all before. Everything was |ike an echo being
relived.

"dittering dreams fluttering flaked float softly downward while snow -priests
prepare for fairy cotillions . "

He was not sure whether that was senseless or not. And even the poem seened
Haggling famliar. He repeated it softly.

"Frank?" she said.

"1 know. "

"Soon. "

Til pull the car out of the garage."
The snow"

"They seemto have it under control,’
same thing once before.

"I love you," she said as he went through the doorway into the shadowfilled
living room That always sent shivers through

himthat face, that voice, those words. The shiver continued, however,
rippling over his spine, quaking across his forehead,

spreading to ne3rly every nerve in his body. Wiat was he frightened of ? And
what was this feeling of famliarity all aboul? He was

nore than normally afraid for Laurie. After all, she was only pregnant.
Suddenly, he hoped to hell it would be a girl. And then

t he shivers were gone as he rushed for the car. He was warm the world was
wonderful , and there was no | onger a sense of

famliarity. Suddenly things were very nmuch different and very new i ndeed.
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he said, feeling as if he had said the



