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WELCOME TO THE CLUB

Cdlin knew from the firg that Roy was different from the other kids. Roy was
the best-looking, the most popular, the smartest guy in class, but he was even
more than that Roy was something specid, very specid.

Now Roy was showing Colin how specid he, Colin, could be, too. Roy had his
hand on Colin's shoulder and locked eyes with him. Colin could not look away.

“We both are interested in the things that count,” Roy said. “ Pain
and death. Thats what intrigues you and me. Most people think

death is the end of life, but we know different, don't we? Death isn't
the end. Ifs the center. .. .”
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A faint cold fear
thrills through my veins.
—Shakespeare
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PART ONE

“You ever killed anything?’ Roy asked.

Cdlin frowned. “Like what?’

The two boys were on ahigh hill a the north end of town. The ocean lay beyond.

“Anything,” Roy said. “You ever killed anything at dl?’

“l don't know what you mean,” Coalin said.

Far out on the sun-dappled water, a large ship moved northward, toward disant San Francisco.
Nearer shore stood an ail-drilling platform. On the deserted beach a flock of birds relentlesdy worked
the damp sand for their lunch.

“You must've killed something,” Roy said impa-tiently. “What about bugs?’

Cdlin shrugged. “Sure. Mosquitoes. Ants. Hies. So what?’

“How'd you like it?’

“Like what?’

“Killing ‘em.”

Cdlin stared at him, findlly shook his head. “Roy, sometimes you're pretty weird.”

Roy grinned.

“You like killing bugs?’ Colin asked unegsly.

“Sometimes”

“Why?

“It'sared popper.”

Anything that Roy thought was fun, anything that thrilled him, he called a “popper.”

“What's to like?” Colin asked.

“The way they squish.”

“Yech”

“Ever pull the legs off a praying mantis and watch it try to wak?’ Roy asked.

“Werd. Redly weird.”

Roy turned to the inggtently crashing sea and stood defiantly with his hands on his hips, as if he were
chdlenging the incoming tide. It was a natural pose for him, he was a bom fighter.

Calin was fourteen years old, the same age as Roy, and he never chalenged anything or anyone. He
rolled with life, floated where it took him, offering no resstance. Long ago he had learned that resis-tance
caused pain.

Cdlin sat on the crown of the hill, in the spare dry grass. He looked up admiringly & Roy.

Without turning from the sea, Roy said, “Ever kill anything bigger than bugs?’

“No.”

“l did.”

“Yegh?’

“Lots of times”

“What'd you kill?" Colin asked.

“Mice”

“Hey,” Calin said, suddenly remembering, “my dad killed a bat once.”



Roy looked down a him. “When was that?’

“Couple of years ago, down in Los Angdes. My mom and dad were ill together then. We had a
house in Westwood.”

“That where he killed the bat?”’

“Yeah. Must've been some of them living in the attic. One of them got into my folks bedroom. It
happened at night. | woke up and heard my mom screaming.”

“She was redly scared, huh?’

“Terified.”

“l sure wish I'd seen that.”

“I ran down the hdl to see what was wrong, and this bat was swooping around ther room.”

“Was she naked?’

Cdlin blinked. “Who?’

“Your mother.”

“Of course not.”

“| thought maybe she dept naked and you saw her.”

“No,” Cdlin said. He could fed his face turning red.

“She wearing a negligee? Roy asked.

“l don't know.”

“You don't know?”

“l don't remember,” Colin said unessily.

“If | was the one who saw her,” Roy said, “1'd sure as hdl remember.”

“Wl, | guess she was wearing anegliges” Colin said. “Yesh. | remember now.”

Actudly, he couldnt recdl whether she had been wearing pgamas or a fur coat, and he didnt
under-stand why it mattered to Roy.

“Could you see through it?” Roy asked.

“See through what?’

“For Chrig's sake, Colin! Could you see through her negliges?’

“Why would | want to?’

“Areyou a moron?”

“Why would | want to stand around gaping at my own mom?’

“Shée's huilt, that's why.”

“Y ou gotta be kidding!”

“Niceftits”

“Roy, don't be ridiculous.”

“Terrific legs”

“How would you know?’

“Saw her inaswimauit,” Roy said. “ She's foxy.”

“She'swhat?”

“She's my mother!”

“So what?’

“Sometimes | wonder about you, Roy.”

“You're hopeless”

“Me? Jeez.”

“Hopdless”

“| thought we were talking about the bat.”

“So what happened to the bat?’

“My dad got a broom and knocked it out of the air. He kept hitting it until it stopped squeding. Boy,
you should have heard it squed.” Colin shuddered. “It was awful.”

“Blood?’

“Huh?’



“Was there alot of blood?’

“No.”

Roy looked & the sea again. He didn't seem im-pressed by the story about the bat.

Thewarm breeze stirred Roy's hair. He had the kind of thick golden hair and the wholesome freckled
face that you saw in televison commercids. He was a sturdy boy, strong for his age, a good athlete.

Calin wished he looked like Roy.

Someday, when I'm rich, Colin thought, I'll walk into a plagtic surgeon's office with maybe a million
bucks in cash and a picture of Roy. Il get mysdf totaly remade. Totdly transformed. The surgeon will
change my brown harr to corn yelow. Hell say, Don't want this thin, pale face any more, do you?
Can't blame you. Who would want it? Let's make it handsome. Hell take care of my ears, too. They
won't be so big when he's done. And hell fix these damned eyes. | won't have to wear thick glasses any
more. And hell say, Want me to add a bunch of muscles to your chest and arms and legs? No
prob-lem. Easy as cake. And then | won't just look like Roy; I'll be as strong as Roy, too, and I'll be
able to run as fagt as Roy, and | won't be afraid of anything, not anything in the world. Yesah. But | better
go into that office with two million.

Sill gudying the progress of the ship on the sea, Roy said, “Killed bigger things, too.”

“Bigger than mice?’

“Sure”

“Like what?’

“A cat.”

“Youkilled a cat?’

“That'swhat | said, didn't |7’

“Why'd you do that?’

“l was bored.”

“Thet's no reason.”

“It was something to do.”

Roy turned away from the sea.

“Wheat a crock,” Colin said.

Roy hunkered in front of Colin, locked eyes with him. “1t was a popper, aredly terific popper.”

“A popper? Fun? Why would killing a cat be fun?’

“Why wouldn't it be fun?” Roy asked.

Calin was skeptical. “How'd you kill it?’

“Hra | put itinacage”

“What kind of cage?’

“A big old birdcage, about three feet square.”

“Whered you get athing like that?’

“It was in our basement. A long time ago my mother owned a parrot. When it died she didn't get a
new bird, but she didn't throw away the cage ether.”

“Wasit your cat?’

“Nah. Belonged to some people down the Street.”

“What was its name?’

Roy shrugged.

“If there'd redly been a cat, you'd remember its name,” Colin said.

“Huffy. Its name was Huffy.”

“Sounds likely.”

“It'strue. | put it in the cage and worked on it with my mother's knitting needles.”

“Worked on it?

“l poked at it through the bars. Chrigt, you should have heard it!”

“No thanks”

“That was one damned mad cat. It spat and screamed and tried to clav me”



“So you killed it with the knitting needles.”

“Nah. The needles just made it angry.”

“Can't imeginewhy.”

“Later | got along, two-pronged mest fork from the kitchen and killed it with that.”

“Where were your folks during dl this?’

“Both of them at work. | buried the cat and cleaned up dl the blood before they got home.”

Calin shook his head and sighed. “What a great big load of bull.”

“You don't believe me?’

“You never killed any cat.”

“Why would | make up a gtory like that?’

“You'retrying to seeif you can gross me out. You're trying to make me sick.”

Roy grinned. “Are you Sck?’

“Of course not.”

“You look kinda pae.”

“You can't make me sick because | know it didn't happen. There wasn't any cat.”

Roy's eyes were sharp and demanding. Colin imag-ined he could fed them probing like the points of
that meet fork.

“How long have you known me?’ Roy asked.

“Since the day after Mom and | moved here”

“How long's that?’

“You know. Since the firs of June. A month.”

“Indl that time, have | ever lied to you? No. Because you're my friend. | wouldnt lieto afriend.”

“You're not lying exactly. Just sort of playing a game.”

“l don't like games” Roy said.

“But you like to joke around alot.”

“I'm not joking now.”

“Sure you are. You're setting me up. As soon as | say | bdlieve about the cat, youll laugh at me. |
won't fdl for it.”

“Wdl,” Roy sad, “I tried.”

“Hah! You were sdtting me up!”

“If that's what you want to think, it's okay with me.”

Roy walked away. He stopped twenty feet from Colin and faced the sea again. He stared at the hazy
horizon as if he were in a trance. To Colin, who was a sciencefiction buff, Roy appeared to be in
tele-pathic communication with something that hid far out in the deep, dark, raling water.

“Roy? Y ou were joking about the cat, weren't you?’

Roy turned, stared a him coolly for a moment, then grinned.

Cdlin grinned too. “Yeah. | knew it. You were trying to make afool out of me.”
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Cdlin stretched out on his back, closed his eyes and roasted for awhilein the sun.

He couldn't stop thinking about the cat. He tried to conjure up pleasant images, but each of them
faded and was replaced by avison of a bloody cat in a birdcage. Its eyes were open, dead yet watchful
eyes. He was certain the cat was waiting for him to get too close, waiting for a chance to strike out with
razor-sharp claws.

Something bumped his foot.

He sat up, startled.



Roy stared down a him. “What timeisit?’

Cdlin blinked, looked at his wristwatch. “Almost one o'clock.”

“Come on. Get up.”

“Where we going?’

“The old lady works afternoons at the gift shop,” Roy said. “Weve got my house to oursaves”

“What's to do at your place?’

“There's something | want to show you.”

Cdlin stood and brushed sandy soil from his jeans. “Gonna show me where you buried the cat?”’

“| thought you didn't believein the cat.”

“l don't.”

“Then forget it. | want to show you the trains.”

“What trains?’

“Youll see. It'sared popper.”

“Race into town?’ Colin asked.

“Sure”

“Gol” Colin shouted.

As usud, Roy reached his bicyde fird. He was fifty yards away, racing into the wind, before Colin
touched foot to pedal.

Cars, vans, campers, and lumbering motor homes jostled for podtion on the two-lane blacktop.
Calin and Roy rode on the oiled berm.

Most of the year, Seaview Road carried very little treffic. Everyone except locd resdents used the
in-terstate that bypassed Santa Leona.

During the tourigt season the town was crowded, teeming with vacationers who drove too fast and
recklesdy. They seemed to be pursued by demons. They were dl so frantic, in a great hurry to relax,
relax, relax.

Calin coasted down the last hill, into the outskirts of Santa Leona. The wind buffeted his face, ruffled
his hair, and blew the automobile exhaust fumes away from him.

He couldn't suppress a grin. His spirits were higher than they had been in along, long time.

He had alot to be happy about. Two more months of bright Cdifornia summer lay ahead of him, two
months of freedom before school began. And with his father gone, he no longer dreaded going home
each day.

His parents divorce dill disturbed him. But a bro-ken marriage was better than the loud and bitter
arguments that for severa years had been a nightly ritud.

Sometimes, in his dreams, Calin could dill hear the shouted accusations, the uncharacterigticaly foul
language that his mother used in the hest of afight, the inevitable sound of his father griking her, and then
the weeping. No matter how warm his bedroom, he was dways freezing when he woke from these
nightmares—cold, shivering, yet drenched with swest.

He did not fed close to his mother, but life with her was far more enjoyable than life with his father
would have been. His mother didnt share or even understand his interests—science fiction, horror
comics, werewolf and vampire stories, monster mov-ies—but she never forbade him to pursue them,
which his father had tried to do.

However, the most important change in recent months, the thing that made him happiest, had noth-ing
to do with his parents. It was Roy Borden. For thefirg timein hislife, Colin had afriend.

He was too shy to make friends easily. He waited for other kids to come to him, even though he
re-dized they weren't likdy to be interested in athin, awkward, myopic, bookish boy who didn't mix well
or enjoy sports or watch alot of televison.

Roy Borden was sdf-confident, outgoing, and pop-ular. Colin admired and envied him. Nearly any
boy in town would have been proud to be Roy's best friend. For reasons that Colin could not grasp, Roy
had chosen him. Going places with someone like Roy, confiding in someone like Roy, having someone
like Roy confide in him—these were new experi-ences for Caolin. He fdt as if he were a pitiful pauper
who had miraculoudy fdlen into favor with a greet prince.



Cdlin was afraid that it would end as abruptly as it had begun.

That thought made his heart race. In an ingtant his mouth went dry.

Before held met Roy, londiness was dl he had ever known; therefore, it had been endurable. Now
that he had experienced comradeship, however, areturn to londiness would be panful, devadteting.

Calin reached the bottom of the long hill.

One block ahead, Roy turned right &t the corner.

Suddenly Colin thought the other boy might duck out on him, disappear down an dleyway, and hide
from him forever. It was a crazy thought, but he couldn't shake it.

He leaned forward, into the handlebars. Wait for me, Roy. Please wait! He pedaled franticaly,
trying to catch up.

When he rounded the corner, he was relieved to see that his friend had not vanished. In fact, Roy had
dowed down; he glanced back. Calin waved. They were only thirty yards apart. They weren't redly
racing any more because they both knew who would win.

Roy turned |eft, into a narrow residentia street that was flanked by date trees. Colin followed through
the feathery shadows that were cast by the wind-dtirred padm fronds.

The conversation held had with Roy on the hill now echoed through Colin's mind:

You killed a cat?

That's what | said, didn't I?

Why'd you do that?

| was bored.

At least a dozen times during the past week, Colin had sensed that Roy was tesing him. He fdt
certain the gruesome story about the cat was jus the latest test, but he couldn't imagine what Roy had
wanted him to say or do. Had he passed or faled?

Although he didn't know what answers were ex-pected of him, he knew indinctivdly why he was
being tested. Roy possessed a wonderful—or perhaps terrible—secret that he was eager to share, but he
wanted to be certain that Calin was worthy of it.

Roy had never spoken of a secret, not one word, but it was in his eyes. Calin could see it, the vague
shape of it, but not the details, and he wondered what it might be.
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Two blocks from his home, Roy Borden turned Ieft, into another street, away from the Borden
house, and for amoment Colin again fdt that the other boy was trying to lose him. But Roy pulled into a
drive-way in the middle of the block and parked his bike. Calin stopped beside him.

The house was neat and white with dark blue shut-ters. A two-year-old Honda Accord was parked
in the open garage, facing out, and a man was leaning under the raised hood, repairing something. He
was thirty feet away from Coalin and Roy, and he was not im-mediately aware that he had company.

“What're we doing here?’ Colin asked.

“l want you to meet Coach Malinoff,” Roy said.

“Who?’

“He coaches the junior-varsity footbal team,” Roy said. “1 want you to meet him.”

“Why?

“Youll see”

Roy walked toward the man who was working under the hood of the Honda.

Reductantly, Calin followed. He was not much good at meeting people. He never knew what to say
or how to act. He was sure that he dways made a terrible firs impresson, and he dreaded scenes like



this one,

Coach Malinoff looked up from the Honda's en-gine as he heard the boys approaching. He was a
tdl, broad-shouldered, sandy-haired man with gray-blue eyes. He grinned when he saw Roy. “Hey,
what's up, Roy?’

“Coach, thisis Calin Jacobs. He's new in town. Moved up from L.A. Hell be going to school at
Cen-trd inthefdl. Same grade asme”

Molinoff held out one big calloused hand. “Redly glad to meet you.”

Cdlin accepted the gredting awkwardly, his own hand disgppearing in Malinoff's bearish grip. The
coach's fingers were dightly greasy.

To Roy, Mdlinoff said, “So how's the summer tregting you, my man?’

“It's been okay so far,” Roy said. “But I'm mainly just killing time, waiting for preseason practice to
gart the end of August.”

“WEe're going to have aterrific year,” the coach said.

“l know it,” Roy said.

“You handle yoursdf as wdl as you did last year,” said Malinoff, “and Coach Penneman might just
give you some fourth-quarter timein varsity games later in the season.”

“You redly think so?" Roy asked.

“Dont give me that wide-eyed look,” Mdlinoff said. “Youre the best player on the junior-varsty
team, and you know it. Theré's no virtue in false modesty, my men.”

Roy and the coach began to discuss footbdl strat-egy, and Colin just listened, unable to contribute
anything to the conversation. He never had shown much interest in sports. If asked about athletics of any
kind, he dways said that sports bored him and that he preferred the excitement of dimulating books and
movies. In truth, while novels and films gave him endless pleasure, he sometimes wished he dso could
share the specid camaraderie that athletes seemed to enjoy among themsdlves. For a boy like him, on the
outside looking in, the world of sports was intriguing and glamorous, however, he did not waste a lot of
time daydreaming about it, for he was fully aware that nature had given him less than the necessary
equipment for a successful career in sports. With his myopic vison, his skinny legs, and his thin arms, he
would never be more involved in sports than he was a tha moment—a lisener, a watcher, never a
participant.

Mdlinoff and Roy taked footbal for a few min-utes, and then Roy said, “Coach, what about the
team managers?’

“What about them?’ Malinoff asked.

“Well, last year you had Bob Freemont and dm Safindli. But Jm's folks moved to Sesttle, and Bob
isgoing to be one of the vargity team's managers next season. So you need a couple of new guys”

“You have somebody in mind?’ Molinoff asked.

“Yeah,” Roy said. “How about giving Calin a chance?’

Cdlin blinked in surprise.

The coach stared at him gppraisingly. “Y ou know what's involved, Colin?’

“You get ateam jacket of your own,” Roy told Colin. “Y ou st with the players on the bench at every
game. And you get to travel on the team bus with us to dl the out-of-town games”

“Roy's panting only the rosy part of the picture,” the coach said. “Those are just the benefits of being
a manager. Youll have duties, too. Like collecting and bundling the uniforms for the laundry. And
tak-ing care of the towd supply. Youll have to learn how to give the players good neck and shoulder
mas-sages. Youll run errands for me. A lot of other things Youll be taking on a good bit of
responghbility. Think you can handle it?’

Suddenly, for the fird time in his life, Colin was able to picture himsdf on the ingde instead of the
outside, moving in the right circles, mingling with some of the most popular kidsin school. Degp down, he
knew that ateam manager was a glorified mes-senger boy, but he pushed dl the negative thoughts out of
his mind. The important thing—the incred-ible thing—was that he would be a part of a world that
previoudy had been completely beyond his reach. He would be accepted by the players; at least to some
extent, he would be one of the guys. One of the guyd His menta image of life as a team manager was



dazzing, enormoudy appeding, for he had been an outcast dl of hislife He couldnt quite bdieve this
was redly happening to him.

“Wdl?" Coach Mdlinoff asked. “Do you think you'd make a good team manager?’

“Hed be perfect,” Roy sad.

“I'd sure like to try,” Calin said. His mouth was dry.

Modlinoff stared at Colin, his blue-gray eyes cd-culating, weighing, judging. Then he glanced & Roy
and said, “I guess you wouldn't recommend anybody who was a complete washout.”

“Calin'sright for the job,” Roy said. “Very de-pendable.”

Modlinoff looked at Colin again, findly nodded. “Okay. Y ou're ateam manager, son. Come with Roy
to the firg practice. That's August twentieth. And be ready to work hard!”

“Yes, gr. Thank you, Sr.”

As he waked with Roy to the bicycles a the end of the driveway, Colin fdt tdler and stronger than
he had fdt only a few minutes ago. He was grinning.

“Youll like traveling on the team bus” Roy said. “Well have alot of laughs”

As Cdlin got on hisbike, he said, “Roy, | ... wdl . . . | think you're just about the best friend a guy
could ask for.”

“Hey, | did it as much for me as for you,” Roy said. “Those trips to out-of-town games can be
bor-ing sometimes. But with you and me together on the bus, there won't be a dull minute. Now come
on. Let'sgo to my place. | want to show you those trains.” He pedaled away.

Following Roy dong the tree-shaded, sun-speckled pavement, dated and somewhat dazed, Colin
won-dered if the team manager's job was the thing for which Roy had been testing him. Was it the secret
that Roy had been harboring for the past week? Calin thought about that for a while, but by the time he
reached the Borden house, he decided there was something else that Roy was conceding, something so
important that Colin had dill not proved himsdf worthy to heer it.
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They entered the Borden house through the kitchen door.

“Mom?’ Roy called. “Dad?’

“| thought you said they weren't home.”

“Judt checking. | better be sure. If they caught us. . .~

“Caught us doing what?’

“I'm not supposed to mess around with the trains”

“Roy, | don't want to get in trouble with your folks”

“We won't. Wait here” Roy hurried into the living room. “Anyone home?’

Cdlin had been here on only two other occasions, and as before he was amazed a how spotless
every-thing was. The kitchen gleamed. The floor was freshly scrubbed and waxed. The counters shone
a-mogt like mirrors. No dirty dishes waited to be washed; no overlooked crumbs marred the table; and
there was not even asngle vague gain in the snk. The utensls were not hung on wall racks; dl pots and
pans and spoons and ladles were secreted away in drawers and dust-free cupboards. Mrs. Borden
ap-parently did not appreciate knickknacks, for there was not a angle decorative plate or plague or
piece of needlepoint wisdom on the walls, no spice rack, no calendar, no clutter at al—and no sense that
this was a place where redl people cooked red food. The house looked as if Mrs. Borden spent dl of
her time paforming an elaborate series of deaning operations—firs scragping, then scouring, then
scrubbing, then washing, ringng, polishing, buffing—much the same way that a cabinetmaker sanded a



piece of wood, beginning with coarse sandpaper and working up gradudly to the finest grain.

Calin's own mather didn't keep a dirty kitchen. Far from it. They had a deaning woman. She camein
twice a week to help keep things neat. But their place didn't ook like this.

According to Roy, Mrs. Borden refused to consider a deaning woman. She didn't think anyone else
in the world would have standards as high as hers. She wasn't satisfied with a neat house; she wanted it
to be gerile.

Roy returned to the kitchen. “No on€e's here. Let's play with the trains awhile”

“Where are they?’

“In the garage.”

“Whose are they?’

“The old man's”

“And you're not supposed to touch them?’

“Screw him. Hell never know.”

“l don't want your folks med a me”

“For Chrigt's sake, Calin, how are they ever going to find out?’

“Isthis the secret?”

Roy had started to turn away. Now he looked back. “What secret?’

“Youve got one. You're dmost ready to explode with it.”

“How do you know?’

“l can see.. . . theway you act. Y ou've been testing me to seeif you can trust me with a secret.”

Roy shook his head. “Y ou're pretty smart.”

Cdlin shrugged, embarrassed.

“No, you redly are. You've just about been reading my mind.”

“So you have been testing me”

“Yeah”

“That dumb suff about the cat—"

“—wastrue”

“Oh aure”

“Better bdieveit.”

“Youre dill testing me”
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“So thereis a secret?”

“A big one”

“The trans?’

“Nah. That's just atiny part of it.”

“So what's the rest of it?’

Roy grinned.

Something in that grin, something strange in those bright blue eyes made Colin want to step back
from the other boy. But he didn' flinch.

“I'l tell you dl about it,” Roy said. “But only when I'm ready.”

“When will that be?’

“Soon.”

“You can trust me”

“Only when I'm ready. Now come on. Youll like the trains”

Cdlin followed him across the kitchen and through a white door. Beyond, there were two short steps
and then the garage—and the mode railroad.

“lsn't it apopper?’

“Where's your dad park the car?’

“Alwaysin the driveway. No room in here”

“When did he get dl this guff?’



“Started collecting when he was a kid,” Roy said. “He added to it every year. It's worth more then
fifteen thousand dollars”

“Hfteen thousand! Who'd pay that much money for a bunch of toy trains?’

“People who should have lived in better times”

Cdlin blinked. “Huh?’

“That's what my old man says. He says people who like modd railroads are people who were meant
to livein a better, cleaner, nicer, more organized world than the one weve got today.”

“What's that supposed to mean?’

“Il be damned if | know. But that's what he says. He can ramble on for an hour about how much
better the world was back when there were trains but not airplanes. He can bore your ass off.”

Thetrain set was on awast-high platform that nearly filled the three-car garage. On three Sdes there
was just enough room to walk. On the fourth side, which featured the master-control console, there were
two stools, a narrow workbench, and a tool cabinet.

A lrilliantly concelved, incredibly detailed mini-ature world had been constructed upon that
plat-form. There were mountains and valeys, streams and rivers and lakes, meadows dotted with
minus-cule wildflowers, forests where timid deer peered out of the shadows between the trees,
picture-postcard villages, farms, outposts, redidtic little people engaged in a hundred chores, scae-model
cars, trucks, buses, motorcycles, bicycles, neat houses with picket fences, four exquistdy rendered tran
dations—one Victorian-style, one Swiss, one Itdian, one Spanish—and shops and churches and
schools. Narrow-gauge railroad tracks ran everywhere— aongside the rivers, through the towns, across
the valeys around the sdes of the mountains, across trestles and draw-bridges, into and out of the
gations, up and down and back and forth in graceful loops and sraightaways and sharp turns and
horse-shoes and switchbacks.

Cdlin dowly circled the display, sudying it with unconcealed awe. Theilluson was not shattered by a
close ingpection. Even from a distance of only one inch the pine forests looked real; each tree was
su-perbly crafted. The houses were complete in every detail, even down to ran spouting, workable
win-dowsin some of them, wakways made from indi-vidua stones, and tdevison antennae secured by
fine guy wires. The automobiles were not merdly toy cars. They were carefully crafted, tiny but otherwise
exact, replicas of full-5ze vehicles, and except for those that were parked dong the streets and in the
driveways, they dl boasted a driver, sometimes pas-sengers as wdl, and occasondly afamily dog or cat
on the back seet.

“How much of this did your dad build himsdf?” Colin asked.

“Everything but the trains and a few of the modd cars.”

“It's fantadtic.”

“It takes a whole week to make just one of those little houses, sometimes longer if it's redly
something specia. He spent months and months on each of those train Setions.”

“How long ago did hefinish it?’

“It ign't finished,” Roy said. “Itll never be fin-ished—until he's dead.”

“But it can't possibly get bigger,” Colin said. “There isnt any more room for it.”

“Not bigger, just better,” Roy said. His voice held a new note, a hardness, an iciness; his teeth were
very nearly clenched tight, but he dill amiled. “The old man keeps improving the layout. All he does when
he comes home from work istinker with this damned thing. | don't think he even takes time to screw the
old lady any more”

That kind of tak embarrassed Colin, and he didn't respond to it. He saw himsdf as being
consderably less sophigticated than Roy, and he tried hard to change himsdf for the better in every way
he was able; however, he Imply could not learn to be com-fortable with strong curse words and sex
tak. The hot blush and the sudden thickness of tongue and throat were uncontrollable. He fdt childish
and stu-pid.

“He squirrds himsdf away in here every damn night,” Roy said, dill usng that new, cold voice. “He
even eats supper in here sometimes. He's anut case judt like sheis”

Calin had read a great deal about many things but only a little about psychology. Nevertheless, as he



continued to marve at the miniatures, he redized that the uncompromising attention to detail was an
expression of the same fanatica ingstence on neat-ness and order that was so evident in Mrs. Borden's
endless baitle to keep the house as clean as a hospital operating room.

He wondered if Roy's parents redly were nut cases. Of course, they weren't a couple of raving
lunatics they weren't certifidble. They weren't so far gone that they sat in comers taking to themsdlves
and edting flies Maybe jud alittle bit crazy. Just atiny bit nuts. Perhaps they'd get a lot worse as time
went on, gradudly crazier and crazier, until ten or fifteen years from now they would be eating flies. It
sure was something to think about.

Cdlin decided that if he and Roy became lifdong friends, he would hang around Roy's house only for
another ten years. After that held mantain his friendship with Roy but avoid Mr. and Mrs. Borden, so
that when they findly went completely insane they wouldn't be able to get their hands on him and force
him to eat flies or, worse yet, chop him up with an ax.

He knew dl about lunatic killers. HEd seen the movies about them. Psycho. Straightjacket.
What-ever Happened to Baby Jane? A couple dozen others, too. Maybe a hundred. One thing he
learned from those films was that crazy people favored messy kill-ing. They used knives and scythes and
hatchets and axes. Y ou'd never catch one of them resorting to something bloodless like poison or gas or
asmoth-ering pillow.

Roy sat on one of the stools in front of the control console. “Over here, Colin. Youll be abdle to see
more of it from here than anywhere dse”

“l don't think we should mess around with thisif your dad doesn't want usto.”

“Will you relax, for Christ's sake?’

With an odd mixture of reluctance and pleasant anticipation, Calin sat on the second stodl.

Roy caefully turned a did on the board in front of him. It was connected to a rheostat, and the
over-head garage lights dowly dimmed.

“It's like a theeter,” Colin said.

“No,” Roy sad. “It'smorelike. . . I'm God.”

Cdlin laughed. *Y eah. Because you can make it day or night any time you want.”

“And awhole lot more than that.”

“In a minute. | won't make it completely dark. Not full night. Too hard to see. Il make it early
evening. Twilight.”

Next, Roy flipped four switches, and dl over the miniature world, lights came on. In every village,
Street lamps threw down opalescent pools on the pavement beneeth them. In mogt of the houses, a
ydlow, warm, and welcoming glow brought life to the windows. Some houses even had porch lights and
litle lampposts & the ends of ther waks, as if guests were expected. Churches cast colorful
gained-glass patterns on the ground around them. At a few mgor intersections traffic lights changed
gradudly from red to green to amber to green again. In one hamlet a movie marquee pulsed with a score
of tiny lights

“Fantadtic!” Colin said.

Ashe stared at the layout, Roy's expresson and posture were peculiar. His eyes were narrow dits,
hislips were pressed tightly together. His shoulders were drawn up, and he was dearly tense.

“Eventudly,” Roy said, “the old man's going to put working headlights in the automobiles. And he's
desgning a pump and drainage sysem thatll let water flow through the rivers. Ther€ll even be a
waterfal.”

“Your dad sounds like an interesting guy.”

Roy didn't respond. He stared at the smdl world in front of him.

At the far left corner of the platform, four trains waited for orders on the sdings in the railroad yard.
Two were freight trains, and two were for passengers only.

Roy threw another switch, and one of the trains came to life. It buzzed softly; lights flickered in the
cars.

Cdlin leaned forward in anticipation.



Roy manipulated switches, and the train chugged out of the yard. As it moved toward the nearest
town, red warning lights flashed where a street intersected the tracks; black-and-white-striped crossing
barriers lowered over the roadway. The train gathered speed, whigled noisly as it passed through the
village, dimbed a dight incline, vanished into a tunnd, reap-peared around the far sde of the mountain,
accel-erated, crossed a trestle, picked up more speed, entered a draightaway, redly moving now,
rounded a wide curve with a violent clatter, whedls whizzing, took a sharper curve with a dangerous tilt,
and moved faster, fagter, fadter.

“For God's sake, don't wreck it,” Calin said ner-voudy.

“That's exactly what 1'm going to do.”

“Then your dad will know we've been here”

“Nah. Don't worry about it.”

The train flashed through the Swiss station with-out dowing down, rocked wildly on the edge of
dis-aster asit negotiated a switchback, roared through a tunnd, and entered a straightaway, picking up
speed by the second.

“But if the train's broken, your dad—"

“l won't break it. Reax.”

A drawbridge began to go up directly in the path of the train.

Cdlin gritted his teeth.

The train reached the river, swept beneath the raised bridge, and plunged off the track. The
mini-ature locomotive and two cars wound up in the chan-ndl, and dl the other cars fdl off the railsin a
brief gplash of sparks.

“Jeez,” Colin said.

Roy did off his ool and went to the scene of the accident. He bent down and peered dosdy at the
wreck.

Cdlin joined him. “Isit ruined?’

Roy didn't answer. He squinted through the tiny windowsin the train.

“What are you looking for?” Colin asked.

“Bodies”

“Whet?’

“Dead people.”

Calin squinted into one of the fdlen cars. There were no peoplein it—that is, there were no figurines
He looked a Roy. “I don't understand.”

Roy didnt look up from the train. “Understand what?’

“l don't see any 'dead people.”

Moving dowly from car to car, saring into each of them, dmost entranced, Roy said, “If this was a
real train ful of people tha went off the tracks, the passengers would have been thrown out of their
sedts. They'd have cracked ther heads againg the windows and againg the handrails. They'd have ended
upin abig tangled pile on the floor. Thered be broken arms, broken legs, smashed teeth, dashed faces,
eyes punched out, blood over everything— Y ou'd be able to hear them screaming a mile awvay. Some of
them would be dead, too.”
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“So I'm trying to imagine what it would look like in there if this was red.”

“Why?

“It interests me”

“What does?”’

“Theidea”

“Theideaof ared tran wreck?’

“Yegh.”

“Ian't that kind of Sck?’

Roy looked up at last. His eyes were fla and cold. “Did you say 'sSck'?’

“Wdl,” Calin sad unesslly, “I mean . . . finding enjoyment in other peoplespain . . .”



“You think that's unusud?’

Cdlin shrugged. He didn't want to argue.

“In other parts of the world,” Roy said, “people go to bullfights and deep down indde most of them
hope they'll see a matador get gored. They always get to see the bull in pain. They loveit. And ahdl of a
lot of people go to the auto races just to see the bad crackups.”

“That's different,” Colin said.

Roy grinned. “Oh, isit? How?’

Calin thought hard about it, trying to find words to express what he knew intuitively to be true. “Well
... for one thing, the matador knows when he goes into the arena that he might get hurt. But people
ridng home on atrain . . . not expecting anything . . . not asking for trouble . . . and then it happens—
Thet's a tragedy.”

Roy laughed. “Y ou know what "hypocrite means?’

“Sure”

“Wdl, Calin, | hate to say this 'cause you're my good friend, my real good friend. | like you alot. But
asfar asthisthing goes, you're a hypocrite. You think I'm sick because the idea of a train wreck interests
me, but then you spend most of your spare time going to horror movies or watching them on tele-vison
or reading books about zombies and were-wolves and vampires and other mongers.”

“What's that got to do with anything?’

“Those stories are filled with murders” Roy said. “Degth. Killing. That's practicaly dl they're abouit.
People get bitten and clawed and torn apart and chopped up with axes in those stories. And you love
eml”

Calin winced at the mention of axes.

Roy leaned close. His breath carried the scent of duicy Fruit chewing gum.

“That'swhy | like you, Colin. We're two of akind. We got thingsin common. That's why | wanted to
get you the job of team manager. So we could knock around together during football season. We're both
smarter than other people. We both get straight-A averages in school without hdf trying. Each of us has
been given 1Q tests, and each of us has been told he's a genius or the next thing to it. We see deeper into
things than mogt kids do and even deeper than ahdl of a lot of grown-ups. We're specid. Very spe-cia
people.”

Roy put ahand on Calin's shoulder and locked eyes with him, seemed to be looking not just a him
but aso deep into him and ultimatdy through him. Colin could not look away.

“We're both interested in the things that count,” Roy said. “Pain and desth. That's what intrigues you
and me. Most people think degth isthe end of life, but we know different, don't we? Deeth isn't the end.
It's the center. It's the center of life Everything dse revolves around it. Deeth is the most important thing
inlife, the mogt interesting, the most myste-rious, the most exciting thingin life”

Cdlin cleared his throat nervoudy. “I'm not sure | know what you're talking about.”

“If you aren't afraid of death,” Roy sad, “then you can't be afrad of anything. When you learn to
con-quer the biggest fear, you conquer dl the smdler fears at the same time, it that right?’

“I...1guessso.”

Roy spoke in a stage whigper for emphas's, spoke with amazing intengty, fervently. “If I'm not afrad
of death, then no one can do anything to hurt me. Nobody. Not my old man or the old woman. No one.
Not ever agan aslong as| live”

Cdlin didn't know what to say.

“Areyou afraid of deeth?’ Roy asked.

“Ves”

“Youve got to learn not to be.”

Calin nodded. His mouth went dry. His heart was racing and he fdt dightly dizzy.

“You know the firgt thing you've got to do to get over your fear of dying?’ Roy asked.

“No”

“Become familiar with death.”

“How?'



“By killing things,” Roy said.

“l can't do that.”

“Of course you can.”

“I'm a peaceable kid.”

“Deep down everyones akiller.”

“Not me”

“Shit”

“Same to you.”

“l know mysdf,” Roy said. “And | know you.”

“You know me better than | know me?’

“Yeah.” Roy grinned.

They stared at each other.

The garage was as quiet as an undisturbed Egyptian tomb.

At lagt Cdlin said, “You meen . . . like wed kill a cat?’

“For darters,” Roy said.

“For starters? Then what?’

Roy's hand tightened on Calin's shoulder. “Then we'd move on to something bigger.”

Suddenly Calin redlized what was hgppening and he relaxed. “You dmost had me going agan.”

“Almog?

“l know what you're trying to do.”

“Do you?’

“Youre tesing me agan.”

“AmI17?

“You're stting me up,” Colin said. “You want to seeif Il make afool of mysdf.”

“Wrong.”

“If I'd agreed to kill a cat to prove something to you, you'd have busted out laughing.”

“Try me”

“No way. | know your game.”

Roy let go of his shoulder. “It's not a game.”

“You don't have to test me. You can trust me”

“To some extent,” Roy said.

“You can trust me completdly,” Colin said ear-nestly. “Jeez, youre the best friend | ever had. |
wouldn't disgppoint you. I'll do a good job as team manager. You won't be sorry you recommended me
to the coach. Y ou can trust me with that. Y ou can trust me with anything. So what's the big secret?’

“Not yet,” Roy said.

“When?’

“When you'e ready.”

“When will that be?’

“When | say you are.”
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Coalin's mother came home from work at five-thirty.

He was waiting in the coal living room. The fur-niture was dl shades of brown, and the walls were
papered in burlap. Wooden shades covered the win-dows. The lighting was indirect, soft and easy on the
eyes. It was a restful room. He was on the big sofa, reading the latest issue of his favorite comic book,



The Incredible Hulk.

She amiled a him, ruffled his hair, and said, “What kind of a day have you had, Skipper?’

“It was okay,” Colin said, aware that she didn't redly want the details and would gently cut him off
when he was hadfway through the story. “What about your day?’ he asked.

“I'm pooped. Will you be alove and mix me a vodka martini the way | like?’

“Sure”

“Twig of lemon.”

“l wouldn't forget it.”

“Of course you wouldn't.”

He got up and went into the family room, where there was a well-stocked wet bar. He couldn't stand
the taste of hard liquor, but he mixed her drink quickly, with professona sill; he had done it hundreds of
times.

When he returned to the living room, she was gt-ting in a large chocolate-brown chair, her legs
tucked under her, head laid back, eyes closed. She didn't hear im coming, so he stopped just indde the
door-way and studied her for a momert.

Her name was Louise, but everyone cdled her Weezy, which was sort of a kid's name but which
suited her because she looked like a college girl. She was wearing jeans and a short-deeve blue swester.
Her bare ams were tan and dender. Her har was long, dark, shiny; and it framed a face that Coalin
suddenly thought was pretty, redly quite beautiful, athough some people might say the mouth was too
wide. As he looked at her, he began to redize that thirty-three was not redly old, as held adways thought.

For the firg time in his life, Calin was conscioudy aware of her body: ful breasts, narrow wag,
round hips, long legs. Roy was right; she had a terrific fig-ure.

Why didn't | ever notice it before?

He answered himsdf at once: Because she's my own mother, for God's sake!

Heat blossomed in his face. He wondered if he was turning into some sort of pervert, and he forced
him-sdf to stop looking at her wdl-filled swesater.

He cleared his throat and went to her.

She opened her eyes, lifted her head, took the mar-tini, and sipped it. “Mmmmm. Perfect. You're a
Sweetheart.”

He sat on the sofa

After a while she said, “When | got into this thing with Paula, | didn't redize that the owner of a
busgi-ness has to work harder than the employees”

“Was the gdlery busy today?’ Coalin asked.

“We had more people in and out of there than you'd find in a bus gation. This time of year you
expect alot of browsers, tourists who don't redly intend to buy anything. They figure that because they're
vacationing in Santa Leona they're entitled to a few free hours of each shopkeeper'stime”

“Sdl many paintings?’ Colin asked.

“Surprigngly, we sold quite afew. In fact, it's the best day on record.”

“That's great.”

“Of coursg, it'sjust one day. Consdering what Paulaand | paid for the galery, we have to have a lot
more days like thisif we're going to keep our heads above water.”

Cdlin couldn't think of anything more to say.

She sipped her martini. Her throat rippled dightly when she swalowed. She looked so danty and
grace-ful.

“SKkipper, can you make your own supper this eve-ning?’

“Arent you edling at home?’ he asked.

“The shop's dill very busy. | can't leave Paula done this evening. | just came home to freshen up.
Much as | dread the thought of it, I'll be going back to the grind in twenty minutes”

“Y ou've only been home for supper once in the past week,” he said.

“I know, Skipper, and I'm sorry about that. But I'm trying hard to build a future for us, for me and
you. Y ou understand that, don't you?’



“l guess 0.”

“It's atough world, baby.”

“I'm not hungry anyway,” Calin said. “I can wait until you get home after the gdlery closes”

“Wedl, baby, | won't be coming sraight home. Mark Thornberg asked me to share a late dinner with
him”

“Who's Mark Thornberg?’

“Anatig,” she said. “We opened a show of hiswork yesterday. In fact, about a third of what were
Hling ishis quff. | want to persuade him to let us be his sole representatives.”

“Where's he taking you to dinner?’

“We're going to Little Itay, | think.”

“Boy, that's a neat placel” Calin said, leaning for-ward on the sofa. “Can | come? | won't be any
bother. You wouldnt even have to stop back here to pick me up. | can ride my bike and meet you
there”

She frowned and avoided his eyes. “ Sorry, Skipper. Thisis drictly for grown-ups. Well be taking a
lot of business.”

“l won't mind.”

“Perhaps not, but we would. Listen, why don't you go to Charlie's Cafe and have one of those big
cheese-burgers you like so much? And one of those extra-thick milkshakes that you have to eat with a
spoon.”

He sttled back againg the sofa asif he were a baloon that had rapidly deflated.

“Dont pout,” she said. “It doesn't become you. Pouting's for little babies.”

“I'm not pouting,” he said. “It's okay.”

“Charligs Cafe?’ she prompted.

“l guess so. Sure”

She finished her martini and picked up her hand-bag. “I'll give you some money.”

“I've got money.”

“So I'll give you some more. I'm now a successful businessvoman. | can afford it.”

She brought him a five-dallar bill, and he said, “It's too much.”

“Blow the rest of it on comic books.”

She bent down, kissed his forehead, and |e&ft to freshen up and change clothes.

For severa minutes he sat in silence, staring a the five-dollar hill. At last he sighed and stood and
took out hiswallet and put the money away.
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Mr. and Mrs. Borden gave Roy permission to have supper with Calin. The boys ate at the counter at
Charlies Cafe, basking in the incomparably won-derful aroma of bubbling grease and onions. Colin paid
the check.

From the diner they went to the Finbal Fit, an amusement arcade that was one of the chief gath-ering
places for young people in Santa Leona. It was a Friday night, and the Pit was crowded with kids
feeding coins to pinbal machines and a wide variety of eectronic games.

Hdf the customers knew Roy. They cdled to him, and he cdled back. “Ho, Roy!” “Ho, Pete!” “Hi
there, Roy!” “What ya say, Wdt?' “Roy!” “Roy!” “Here, Roy!” They wanted to chalenge him to games
or tdl him jokes or just talk. He stopped here and there for aminute or two a atime, but he didn't want
to play with anyone but Calin.

They competed in a two-player pinbal game that was decorated with paintings of big-breasted,
long-legged girls in skimpy bikinis Roy chose that ma-chine rather than one with pirates, monsters, or



gpacemen; and Calin tried not to blush.

Cdlin usudly didiked cheap thrill palaces like the Fit and avoided them. The few times held ever
ven-tured into one, hed found the din unbearable. The sounds of computer scorekeepers and robot
adver-saries—beep-beep-beep, pong-pong-pong, bomp-bompada - bomp, whoop - whoop -
whooooooooop— mixed with laughter and girls happy screams and hdf-shouted conversations.
Assaulted by continu-ous, thunderous noise, he became claustrophobic. He dways fdt like an dien, a
being from a digant world, trapped on a primitive planet, caught in a mob of hodtile, screeching,
gibbering, barbaric, |oathsome natives.

But he didnt fed that way tonight. He was enjoy-ing every minute and he knew why. Because of
Roy, he was no longer a frightened vistor from space; he was now one of the natives.

With histhick ydlow hair, blue eyes, muscles, and quiet self-confidence, Roy drew the girls Three of
them—Kathy, Laurie, and Janet—gathered around to waich the game. They were dl better then
aver-age-looking: taut, tan, vitd teen-age girls in hdter tops and shorts, with shiny har and Cdifornia
com-plexions and budding breasts and dender legs.

Roy dearly favored Laurie, while Kathy and Janet showed more than passng interest in Colin. He
didn't think they were attracted to him for himsdf. In fact, he was certain they were not. He had no
illusons. Before girls like them swooned over boys like him, the sun would rise in the west, tiny babies
would grow beards, and an honest man would be dected President. They were flirting with him be-cause
he was Roy's friend, or because they were jed-ous of Laurie and wanted to make Roy jedous of them.
Whatever ther reasons, they were concen-trating on Colin, asking questions, drawing him out, laughing
a his jokes, cheering when he won a game. Until now, girls had never wasted time with him. He redly
didn't care what their motives were; he just reveled in dl the atention and prayed it would never end. He
knew he was blushing brightly, but the arcade's odd orange lighting provided him with cover.

Forty minutes after entering the Pit, they left to a chorus of good-byes: “So long, Roy. take it easy,
Roy. see ya around, Roy.” Roy seemed to want to be rid of dl of them, induding Kathy, Laurie, and
Janet. Colin went reluctantly.

Outside, the evening air was mild. A light breeze carried the faint scent of the sea.

Complete darkness had not yet descended. Santa Leona lay in a smoky ydlow twilight amilar to that
which Roy had created earlier in the day for the miniature world in the Borden garage.

Thar bicycles were chained to a rack in the park-ing lot behind the Rit.

As he bent and unlocked his bike, Roy said, “You like the Ait?’

“Yegh”

“| thought you would.”

“You spend much time there?” Colin asked.

“Nah. Not much.”

“| thought you were aregular.”

Roy stood and pulled his bike from between the pipes. “I hardly ever go.”

“Everybody knew you.”

“I know the kids who are regulars. But not me. I'm not afan of games. At least not games as easy as
the onesin the Ait.”

Cdlin finished unchaining his bicycle. “If you don't like it, why'd we come?’

“I knew you'd enjoy it,” Roy said.

Cdlin frowned. “But | don't want to do things that bore you.”

“l waan't bored,” Roy said. “I didnt mind playing a game or three. And | sure didn't mind having a
chance to look at Laurie. She has a tarific little body, doesn't she?”

“l guess 0.”

“You guess!”

“Wdl, sure . . . she has anice body.”

“I'd like to settle down between her pretty legs for afew months”

“Y ou seemed anxious to get away from her.”

“After about fifteen minutes | get sick of taking to her,” Roy said.



“Then how could you stand her for afew months?’

“We wouldn't tak,” Roy said, grinning wickedly.

“Oh.”

“Kathy, Janet, Laurie. . . dl those girls are jud teas-ers.”

“Wha do you mean?’

“They never put out.”

“Put out what?’

“Ass, for Christ's sake! They never put out any ass, not ever, not for anyone.”

“Oh”

“Laurie shakesit a me, but if | actudly put a hand on her tits, she'd scream so loud the roof would
fdl in”

Calin was blushing and sweating. “Well, after dl, she's only fourteen, isn't she?’

“Plenty old enough.”

Calin wasn't pleased with the direction the con-versation had taken. He tried to get back on course.
“Anyway, what | wanted to say was, from now on let's not do anything that bores you.”

Roy put a hand on his shoulder and squeezed gently. “Listen, Colin, am | your friend or not?’

“Sureyou are”

“A good friend should be willing to keep you com-pany even when you're doing things that you enjoy
but maybe he doesn't care so much about. | mean, | can't expect to dways do exactly what | like, and |
can't expect that you and | will dways want to do the same things”

“We like the same things” Cdlin said. “We have the same interests” He was afrad Roy would
sud-denly redlize how different they were and would wak away, never to be seen again.

“You love horror films” Roy said. “I don't have any interest in that Suff.”

“Wdl, aside from that one thing—"

“Welve got other differences. But the point is, if you're my buddy, youll do things with me that | want
to do but that you don't like at dl. So it works both ways.”

“No, it doesn't,” Colin said, “because | happen to like doing everything you suggest.”

“So far,” Roy said. “But therell come a time when you won't want to do something that's important
to me, but you will do it because we're friends”

“l can't imagine what,” Colin said.

“Jugt wait,” Roy said. “Youll see. Sooner or later, good buddy, the timewill come.”

The scarlet light of the Fit's neon Sgn was re-fracted in Roy's eyes, giving them a strange and
somewhat frightening aspect. Colin thought they re-sembled a movie vampire's eyes. glassy, red, violen,
two windows on a soul that had been corrupted by the repeated satidfaction of unnaturd desires. (But
then again, Calin thought the same thing every time he saw Mr. Arkin's eyes, and Mr. Arkin was just the
men who owned the corner grocery store; the closest thing Mr. Arkin had to an unnaturd desire was a
taste for liquor, and his red eyes were nathing more than the most obvious d9gn of a nearly continuous
hangover.)

“Jud the same,” Colin said to Roy, “| hate the idea that I'm boring you with—"

“l wasn't bored! Will you rdax? | don't mind going to the At if that's what you want. Just remember
what | said about those girls They'll hang on you a little bit. Now and then they'll "accidentdly’ rub ther
tight little asses againgt you or maybe "acci-dentaly’ brush their boobs againg your arm. But youll never
have any red fun with them. Their idea of a big, big night is to snesk out to the parking lat, hide in the
shadows, and sted kisses”

That was dso Calin'sidea of abig, big night, in fact, it was his idea of heaven on earth, but he didn't
tdl Roy.

They walked ther bicycles across the lot to the dley.

Before Roy could dimb on his bike and pedal away, Calin got up the nerve to say: “Why me?’

“Huh?’

“Why do you want to be friends with me?’

“Why shouldn't | be friends with you?’



“l mean with a nobody like me”

“Who said you're a nobody?’

“l did.”

“What kind of athing isthat to say about your-self?’

“Anyway, I've been wondering for amonth.”

“Wondering what? Y ou aren't meking sense.”

“I've been wondering why you want to be friends with someone like me.”

“What do you mean? What makes you different? Y ou got leprosy or something?’

Calin wished he had never brought up the subject, but now that he had done so, he sumbled ahead
with it. “Well, you know, someone who's not nor-maly very popular and, you know, not good a sports,
you know, not redly good a much of any-thing and . . . well, you know.”

“Stop saying, 'you know;” Roy said. “I hate that. One of the reasons | want to be friends with you is
that you can talk. Mot kids around here chatter awvay dl day and never use more than twenty words.
Two of which are 'you know.' But you actudly have a decent vocabulary. It's refreshing.”

Calin blinked. “You want to be friends because of my vocabulary?’

“l want to be friends because you're as smart as| am. Most kids bore me”

“But you could pa around with any guy in town, any guy your age, even some a year or two older
than you. Most of those guysin the Ait—"

“They're assholes”

“Be serious. They're some of the most popular guysin town.”

“Assholes, | tdl you.”

“Not dl of them.”

“Believe me, Calin, all of them. Hdf of them can't figure any way to have a good time except to
smoke dope or pop pills or get stinking drunk and vomit dl over themsdaves. The rest of them want to be
ether John Travolta or Donny Osmond. Yech!”

“But they like you.”

“Everyone likesme” Roy said. “1 make sure of that.”

“l surewish | knew how to make everyone like me.”

“It's easy. You just have to know how to manip-ulate them.”

“Okay. How?’

“Stick around me long enough, and youll learn.”

Instead of riding away from the Fit, they walked down the dley, Sde by side, pushing their bikes.
They both knew there was more to be said.

They passed an oleander hedge. The flowers looked dightly phosphorescent in the growing gloom,
and Cdlin took a deep whiff of them.

Oleander berries contained one of the deadliest substances known to man. Colin had seen an old
movie in which a lundic had murdered a dozen peo-ple with a poison extracted from the plant. He
couldn't remember the title. It had been a redly dumb film, even worse than Godzlla Versus King
Kong, which meant it was one of the dl-time mogt terrible works in cinemétic higtory.

After they had gone nearly a block, Coalin said, “Y ou ever used dope?’

“Once” Roy sad.

“What was it?’

“Hash. Through a waterpipe.”

“You like it?”

“Once was enough. What about you?’

“No,” Cdlin said. “Drugs scare me.”

“You know why?’

“You can get killed”

“Dying doesn't scare you.”

“It doesn't?’

“Not much.”



“Dying scaresme alot.”

“No,” Roy indgted. “You'e like me, exactly like me. Drugs scare you because if you used them you
wouldn't be in control. You can't bear the idea of losng control of yoursdlf.”

“Wel, sure, that's part of it.”

Roy lowered hisvoice, asif he were afraid someone would overhear, and he spoke rapidly, running
the words together in his eagerness to get them out. “You've got to stay sharp, on your toes, dert.
Always look over your shoulder. Always protect yoursdlf. Don't let your guard down for even a second.
There are people who will take advantage of you the mo-ment they see you're not in complete control.
The world's filled with people like that. Nearly everyone you met is like that. Werre animasin a jungle,
and weve got to be prepared to fight if we want to sur-vive.”

Roy walked his bike with his head thrust forward, shoulders hunched, muscles corded in his neck, as
if he expected someone to drike hm hard on the back of the head. Even in the fagt-dwindling,
purple-amber light of late evening, the sudden sprinkle of swesat on his forehead and upper lip was vishle;
darkly gligening jewels. “You can't trust hardly any-one, hardly anyone a dl. Even people who're
sup-posed to like you can turn on you faster than you think. Even friends. People who say they love you
are the worgt, the most dangerous, the most un-trustworthy of dl.” He was bresthing harder, talking
fagter by the moment. “People who say they love you will pounce when they get the chance. You gotta
adways remember that they're just wating for the opportunity to get you. Love's a trick. A cover. A way
to catch you off guard. Never let down your guard. Never.” He glanced at Calin, and his eyes were wild.

“Do you think 1'd turn on you, tdl lies about you, snitch on you to your parents, things like that?’

“Would you?' Roy asked.

“Of course not.”

“Not even if your own neck was in the wringer, too, and the only way you could save yoursdf was to
snitch on me?’

“Not even then.”

“What if | broke some law, some redly serious law, and the cops were after me and came to you
with alot of questions?’

“l wouldn't snitch on you.”

“l hope you wouldn't.”

“You can trust me”

“l hope so. | redly hope s0.”

“You don't have to hope. Y ou should know.”

“| gotta be careful.”

“Should | be careful of you?’

Roy said nothing.

“Should | be careful of you?” Calin asked again.

“Maybe. Yeah, maybe you should. When | said we were dl just animds just a bunch of sHfish
animas | meant me, too.”

There was such a haunted look in Roy's eyes, such a knowledge of pain that Colin had to look away.

He didn't know what had sparked Roy's diatribe, but he didn't want to pursue the subject. He was
worried that it would lead to an argument and that Roy would never want to see him again; and he
des-perately wanted to be friends with Roy for the rest of thair lives. If he blew apart this relationship, he
would never get another chance to be best buddies with anyone as terrific as Roy. He was postive of
that. If he spoiled this, he would have to go back to being a loner; and now that he had experienced
ac-ceptance, companionship, and involvement, he didn't think he could go back.

For awhile they walked in slence. They crossed abusy Sde street under a canopy of oak trees and
entered another block of the dleyway.

Gradudly the extraordinary tensgon that had given Roy the appearance of an angry snake began to
seep out of him, much to Calin's rdief. Roy lifted his head and let his shoulders down and stopped
breath-ing like a horse a the end of an eight-furlong race.

Cdin knew a bit about race horses. His father had taken him to the track hdf a dozen times,



expecting him to be impressed with the amount of money wag-ered and with the sweaty manliness of the
sport. Instead, Coalin had been ddighted by the grace of the horses and had spoken of them as if they
were danc-ers. His father hadn't liked that and had theresfter gone to the races aone.

He and Roy reached another corner, turned Ieft, out of the dley, and pushed ther bicyces dong an
ivy-framed sdewak.

Look-alike stucco houses lay on both sides of the street, shetering under a variety of pam trees,
skirted by oleander and jade plants and dracaena and schefflera and roses and cacti and hally and ferns
and poinsettia bushes—ugly houses made eegant by Cdifornias lush natural beauty.

Fndly Roy spoke. “Calin, you remember what | said about how a guy sometimes has to do things
his buddy wants to do even if he himsdf maybe redly doesn't like it?’

“l remember.”

“That's one of the true tests of friendship. Don't you agree?”’

“l guess 0.”

“For Chrid's sake, can't you at least once in awhile have afirm opinion about something? You never
sy afla yesor no. You're dways 'guessng.’”

Stung, Calin said, “All right. | think it's atrue test of friendship. | agree with you.”

“Wel, what if | said | wanted to kill something just for fun and | wanted you to help me”

“You mean like a cat?”

“I've dready killed a cat.”

“Yeah. It wasin dl the newspapers.”

“l did. Inacage. Likel sad.”

“l just can't believeit.”

“Why would | lie?’

“Okay, okay,” Calin said. “Let's not go through the whole argument again. Let's pretend | swallowed
your story—hook, line, and sinker. You killed a cat in a birdcage. So what next—a dog?’

“If I wanted to kill a dog, would you help?’

“Why would you want to?’

“It might be a popper.”

“Would you help kill it?’

“Where would you get the dog? Y ou think the humane society gives them out to people who want to
torture them?’

“I'd just ged thefirg pooch | saw,” Roy said.

“Someoné's pet?’

“Sure”

“How would you kill it?’

“Shoot it. Blow its heed off.”

“And the neighbors wouldn't hear?’

“Wed teke it out in the hillsfirgt.”

“You expect it to just pose and amile while we plug it?’

“Wed tieit up and shoot it a dozen times”

“Where do you expect to get the gun?’

“What about your mother?” Roy asked.

“You think my mother sdsillegd guns out of the kitchen or something?’

“Doen't she have agun of her own?’

“Sure. A million of ‘em. And a tank and a bazooka and a nuclear missle”

“Jugt answer the question.”

“Why would she have agun?’

“A sexy woman living aone usudly has a gun for protection.”

“But she doesn't live done,” Calin said. “Did you forget about me?’

“If some crazy rapist wanted to get his hands on your mom, held walk right over you.”



“I'm tougher than | look.”

“Be serious. Does your mother have agun?’

Cdlin didn't want to admit there was a gun in the house. He had a hunch that he would save hmsdf a
lot of troubleif helied. But & last he said, “ Y eah. She has apigtal.”

“Youre sure?’

“Yeah. But | don't think she keeps it loaded. She could never shoot anyone. My father loves guns
ergo, my mother hates them. And so do |. I'm not going to borrow her gun to do something crazy like
shoot your neighbor's dog.”

“Wdl, we could kill it some other way.”

“What would we do—hite it?’

A night bird sang in the branches above them.

The sea breeze was cooler than it had been ten minutes ago.

Calin was tired of pushing the bike, but he sensed that Roy 4ill had a lot to say and wanted to say it
quietly, which he couldn't do if they were riding.

Roy said, “We could tie the dog up and kill it with a pitchfork.”

“That would be a popper!”

“You're making me sick.”

“Would you help me?’

“You don't need my help.”

“But it would prove you're not just a fair-westher friend.”

After along while Calin said, “I suppose if it was redly important to you, if you just had to do it or
die, | could be there when you did it.”

“What do you meen by 'be there?’

“I'mean. . . | guess| could watch.”

“What if | wanted you to do more than watch?’

“Like what?’

“What if | wanted you to take the pitchfork and stab the dog a few times yoursdf?’

“Sometimes you can be redly weird, Roy.”

“Could you stab it?” Roy persisted.

“No.”

“I'l bet you could.”

“l couldn't ever kill anything.”

“But you could watch?’

“Wel, if it would prove to you once and for dl that I'm your friend and thet | can be trusted . . .”

They entered the circle of light under a street lamp, and Roy stopped. He was grinning. “You're
getting better every day.”

“Oh?’

“Y ou're developing nicdly,” Roy said.

“AmI17?

“Yesterday, you'd have said you couldnt even watch a dog being killed. Today, you say you could
watch but you couldn't participate. Tomorrow or the day after tomorrow, youll tdl me you could find it
within yoursdlf to pick up that pitchfork and make mincemeet of that damned dog.”

“No. Never.”

“And a week from now, youll findly admit thet you'd enjoy killing something.”

“No. You're wrong. Thisis supid.”

“I'mright. You'e just like me”

“And you're no killer.”

“ am”

“Not inamillion years”

“You don't know me”



“You're Roy Borden.”

“I mean what's ingde me. Y ou don't know, but youll learn.”

“There's no cat-and-dog killer ingde you.”

“I've killed things bigger than acat.”

“Like what?’

“Like people.”

“And then | suppose you moved on to even bigger things—like € ephants.”

“No eephants. Just people.”

“l guess with an eephant there's problems dis-posing of the corpse.”

“Jud people.”

Another night bird cried hollowly from its perch in a nearby tree, and in the distance two londy dogs
howled to each other.

“Thisisridiculous,” Colin said.

“No, it'strue”

“You'retrying to tdl me you've killed people?’

“Twice”

“Why not a hundred times?’

“Because it was only twice.”

“Next youll be saying you're redly an eght-legged, six-eyed creature from Mars disguised as a
humen being.”

“l was born in Santa Leona,” Roy said soberly. “Weve dways lived here, dl my life. I've never been
to Mars”

“Roy, thisis getting boring.”

“Oh, itll be anything but boring. Before the sum-mer's through, you and me together, we're going to
kill someone.”

Cdlin pretended to think about it. “The Presdent of the United States maybe?’

“Just someone herein Santa Leona. It1l be ared popper.”

“Roy, you might as well give up. | don't believe aword of this, and I'm never going to believeit.”

“You will. Eventudly you will.”

“No. It'sjud afary tae, agame, atest of some sort that you're putting me through. And | wish you'd
tdl me what I'm being tested for .

Roy said nothing.

“Wel, so far as| can see,” Colin said, “I've passed the test, whatever it is. I've proven to you that |
can't be fooled. | won't fdl for this dumb story of yours. Y ou understand?’

Roy smiled and nodded. He glanced at his watch. “Hey, what do you want to do now? Want to go
out to the Fairmont and see a movie?’

Cdlin was disconcerted by the sudden change of subject and Roy's abruptly transformed attitude.
“What's the Fairmont?’

“The Fairmont Drive-in, of course. If we ride way the hdl out on Ranch Road and then double back
through the hills, well come out on the dope above the Fairmont. We can St up there and waich the
movie for nothing.”

“But can you hear it?’

“No, but you don't need to hear the kind of moviesthey play at the Fairmont.”

“Whet the hdl do they play—slent films?’

Roy was amazed. “You mean youve lived here a whole month and you don't know what the
Farmont is?”

“Y ou're making me fed retarded.”

“You redly don't know?”

“You sad it was adrive-in.”

“It's more than that,” Roy said. “Boy, are you in for a surprise!”

“l don't like surprises.”



“Comeon. Let'sgo.”

Roy dimbed onto his bike and pedaled away. Calin followed, off the Sdewdk and into the street,
from lamppost to lamppodt, through dternating patches of shadow and light, pumping his legs hard to
keep up.

When they reached Ranch Road and headed south-east, avay from town, there were no more street
lamps, and they switched on ther headlights. The lagt traces of the sun had disappeared from the
westward edges of the highflying dlouds Night had ar-rived. Chains of gentle, tredless, pitch-black hills
rose on both sides, slhouetted againgt a gray-black sky. Now and then a car passed them, but most of
the time they had the road to themselves.

Cdlin was not on good terms with darkness. He had never logt his childish fear of bang done a
night, a weakness that sometimes dismayed his mother and never falled to infuriae his father. He dways
dept with alight on. And right now he stayed close to Roy, genuindy afraid that if he fdl behind he would
be in extreme danger; something hideous, something unhuman, something hiding in the im-penetrable
shadows of the roadside would reach out for him, seize him in ghedtly claws as big as sickles, tear hm
from his seat, and devour him dive with a noisy crunching of bones and splattering of blood. Or worse.
He was a devoted fan of horror movies and novels, not because they dedt with colorful myths and were
crammed full of movement and ex-citement, but because, to hisway of thinking, they explored a sobering
redity that most adults refused to take serioudy. Werewolves, vampires, zombies, decaying corpses tha
would not rest pescefully in their coffing and a hundred other hdlish creatures did exig. Intdlectudly he
could dismiss them as mere beasts of fantasy, denizens of the imaginaion, but in his heart he knew the
truth. They were out there. The undead. Lurking. Waiting. Concealed. Hungry. The night was a vas,
dank cdlar, home to that which crept and crawled and dithered. The night had ears and eyes. It had a
horrible, scratchy old voice. If you listened closdly, tuning out your doubt and keegping an open mind, you
could hear the dreadful voice of the night. It whispered about graves and rotting flesh and demons and
ghosts and swvamp mongers. It spoke of unspeakable things.

| have absolutdy got to stop this, he told himsdf. Why do | do this to mysdf dl the time? Jeez.

He rose dightly from the bicycle seat to gain better leverage and jammed his thin legs down hard on
the pedals, determined to stay close to Roy.

His arms had broken out in gooseflesh.

v

From Ranch Road they turned onto a dirt track that was bardy visble in the moonlight. Roy led the
way. Over the crown of the fird hill, the track be-came a narrow footpath. A quarter of amile farther on,
the footpath turned north, and they continued west, pushing their bicycdes through coarse grass and sandy
s0il.

Less than aminute after they left the path, Roy's bike light went out.

Cdlin stopped a once, heart legping wildy like a startled rabhbit in a cage. “Roy? Where are you?
What's wrong? What's happened, Roy?’

Roy waked out of the darkness, into the pae fan of light that spread in front of Colin's bicycle.
“Weve got two more hillsto cross before we reach the drive-in. No sense druggling with the bikes any
further than this. Well leave them here and pick them up on the way back.”

“What if somebody sted's them?’

“Who?’

“How should I know? But what if somebody does?’

“An internationd ring of bicycle thieves with un-dercover operatives in every town?’ Roy shook his



head, meking no effort to conced his exasperation. “You worry about more goddamned things than
any-one I've ever known.”

“If somebody stole them, we'd have to walk dl the way home—five or Sx miles, maybe more.”

“For Chrigt's sake, Calin, no one even knows the bikes are herel No on€e's gaing to see them, let
aone sed them.”

“Wdl, what if we come back and can't find them in the dark?’ Colin asked.

Roy grimaced, and he looked not just disgusted but demonic. It was a trick of light; the headlamp's
glow illuminated only the sharp edges of his festures, leaving mogt of his face in darkness, so that he
looked distorted, less than human.

“I know this place,” Roy said impdtiently. “I come here dl the time. Trus me. Now will you come
on? We're missng the movie”

He turned and walked away.

Cdlin hesitated until he redlized that if he didn't leave the bike, Roy would leave him. He didn't want
to be donein the middle of nowhere. He put the bike on its Sde and switched off the lamp.

The darkness enfolded him. He was suddenly acutely aware of a thousand eerie songs the inces-sant
croaking of toads. Just toads? Perhaps some-thing much more dangerous than that. The many Strange
voices of the night rose in a screeching cho-rus.

Fear washed through him like bile soreading from a pierced gut. The muscles in his throat grew tight.
He had difficulty swalowing. If Roy had spoken to him, he could not have replied. In spite of the cool
breeze, he began to swedt.

You're no longer a child, he told himsdf. Don't act like a baby.

He desperately wanted to bend down and switch on the bike light again, but he didn't want Roy to
discover that he was afraid of the dark. He wanted to be like Roy, and Roy wasn't afraid of anything.

Fortunately Colin was not entirdly blind. The bike light was not terribly powerful, and his eyes
adapted quickly to aworld without it. Milky moonlight spilled across the ralling land. He could see Roy
lop-ing swiftly up the hillsde ahead.

Cdlin tried to move; he couldn't. His legs seemed to weigh a thousand pounds each.

Something hissed.

Cdlinftilted his head. Listened.

Thehissng again. Louder. Closer.

Something rustled through the grass a few inches from his foot, and Colin bolted. 1t might have been
only a harmless toad, but it gave him the motivation he needed to get moving.

He caught up with Roy, and a few minutes later they reached the dope behind and above the
Fair-mont. They descended hdfway down the hill and sat on the ground, side by sdein the dark.

Beow them, the parked cars in the bowl of the drive-in pointed westward. The movie screen faced
them, and beyond lay the main highway to Santa Leona.

On the giant screen aman and a woman were waking on the beach at sunset. Although there was no
gpeaker on the hillsde and therefore no sound, Colin could see from the close-ups that the actors were
taking animatedly, and he wished he could read lips.

After awhile Colin said, “I'm beginning to think this was a dumb idea—coming dl the way out here
to see amovie we can't even hear.”

“You don't need to hear thisone,” Roy said.

“If we can't hear it, how can we fallow the plot?

“People don't go to the Fairmont for plot. All they want to see hereistits and ass.”

Cdlin gaped a Roy. “What are you taking about?’

“The Fairmont's got a good location. No houses nearby. You can't see the screen from the highway.
So they play soft-core porn.”

“They play what?' Colin asked.

“ Soft-core porn. Don't you know what that is?”

“No.”

“You got a lot to learn, good buddy. Fortunately, you have a good teacher. Namey, me. It's



pornog-raphy. Dirty movies”

“Y-you mean we're going to see people.. . . doing it!”

Roy grinned. His teeth and eyes caught the moorHight. “ That's what we'd see if this was hard-core,”
Roy sad. “But it's only soft Suff.”

“Oh,” Calin said. He didn't have the dightest ideawhat Roy meant.

“So dl we get to see,” Roy explained, “is naked people pretending to do it.”

“They're.. . . redly naked?’

“Sure”

“Not completely naked.”

“Completdy.”

“Not the girls”

“Espedidly the girls” Roy said. “Pay dtention to the movie, dummy.”

Calin looked & the screen, afraid of what he might see.

The couple on the beach was kissing. Then the man stepped back, and the woman smiled, and she
caressed hersdf, teasing him, and then she reached behind her back and unhooked the bikini top she was
wearing and let it dide dowly down her arms, and suddenly her bare breasts bobbled into view, large
and firm and upswept, jiggling ddlicioudy, and the man touched them—

“Yeah, get her. Get her good,” Roy said.

—and the man stroked the breasts, squeezed them, and the woman closed her eyes and seemed to
be sghing, and the man gently thumbed the swollen nipples.

Cdlin had never been so embarrassed in hislife

“What a st shé's got,” Roy said enthusiagtically.

Calin wished he were somewhere dse. Anywhere dse. Even back with the bicycles, in the dark,
done.

“Doesn't she have aterific set?’

Calin wanted to crawl into a hole and hide.

“You like that set?’

Calin couldn't speak.

“Like to suck on those?’

He wished Roy would shut up.

On the screen, the man bent down and sucked on the woman's breasts.

“Like to smother yoursdf in those?’

Although the movie both shocked and embar-rassed Colin, he couldn't look away from it.

“Cdlin? Hey, Cdlin!”

“Huh?’

“What do you think?’

“Of what?’

“Her st

On the screen the man and the woman were running up the beach toward a grassy spot where they
could lie down. Her breasts bounced and swung.

“Cdlin? Y ou forget how to talk?’

“Why do you want to tak about it?’

“It's more fun if we do. We don't have any sound up here, so we can't hear them taking about it.”

The couple had stretched out on the grass, and the man was kissng her breasts again.

“You like her knockers?’

“Jesus, Roy.”

“Doyou?’

“l guess”

“You guess!”

“Wdl, sure. They're nice”

“What kind of guy wouldn't like that set?’



Cdlin didn't respond.

“Maybe a queer wouldn't like them,” Roy said.

“I like them,” Calin said thinly.

“What do you like?’

“Did you forget what we're taking about?’

“l want to hear you say it”

“| said it dreedy. | like them.”

“What do you like?’ Roy persisted.

On the screen: erect nipples.

“What's wrong with you?’ Colin said.

“Nothing's wrong with me.”

“You're weird, Roy.”

“You're the one who's afraid to say it.”

“Say what?’

“What do you cdl them?’

“What do you cdl them?’

“Okay, okay. If itll make you shut up, I'll say it.”

“Sosyit”

“I like her set,” Colin said. “There. Happy now?’

Calin was blushing like crazy. He was glad it was dark.

“Give me another word,” Roy said.

“Huh?’

“Something besides 'set.”

“Will you buzz off?’

On the screen: breasts wet with sdiva

Roy put a hand on his arm and squeezed, hurting him alittle. “ Another word.”

“You say it. You seem to know dl the words.”

“And you've got to learn them.”

“What's such abig ded about taking dirty?

“Islittle Colin afraid his mommy will hear im and wash out his mouth with soap?’

“Don't be absurd,” Colin said, sruggling to hold on to his dignity.

“Soif you aren't afraid of Mommy, give me an-other word. Look up there a that screen and tdl me
what you see that you like”

Cdlin nervoudy cleared histhroat. “Well . . . | like her breasts.”

“Breasts? Jesus, Calin! Breasts are what you find on a chicken!”

“Wdl, awoman's are cdled that, too,” Colin said defensively.

“By doctors maybe.”

“By everyone.”

Roy tightened his grip on Colin's arm, dug his sharp fingernails into the flesh.

“Dammit, let go!” Calin said. “Y ou're hurting me.”

Hetried to pull away but couldn't free himsdlf. Roy was very strong.

Roy's face was only partly visblein the frosty moonlight, but Colin didn't like whet little he was able
to see. The eyes were wide, piercing, fevered; Colin imagined he could fed heat radiating from them.
Roy's lips were drawn back in amirthless grin, asif he were going to snarl like an attack dog.

Because of something extraordinary in those eyes, something eerie and powerful but indefingble, and
because of the intengity with which the other boy spoke, Colin redlized thet this bizarre conversation held
tremendous importance for Roy. He was not just teasing Colin; he was chdlenging him. This was a battle
of wills and in some way that Colin could not grasp, the outcome would determine their future together.
He ds0 sensed, without truly understand-ing why, that if he didn't win this contest he would live to regret
it with dl his heart.



Roy squeezed harder.

Cdlin said, “Ahhhh, Jeez. Please let go.”

“Give me another word.”

“What's the point?’

“Give me another word.”

“Roy, you'e hurting me.”

“Give me another word and I'll let go.”

“| thought you were my friend.”

“I'm the best friend youll ever have”

“If you were my friend you wouldn't hurt me” Colin said between clenched teeth.

“If you were my friend, you'd say the word. What the hell doesiit cost you to say it?”

“And what doesit cost you if | don't say it?’

“| thought you said | could trust you, that you'd do anything | wanted, like a friend should do. Now
you won't even talk with me about this lousy movie”

“Okay, okay,” Cdlin said. And he actudly fdt alittle guilty because it was such asmdl thing that Roy
wanted from him.

“Say 'tits for me”

“Tits” Coalin said thickly.

“Say 'knockers for me”

“Knockers.”

“Say 'boobs.”

“Boobs.”

“Tdl meyou like her tits”

“I like her tits”

Roy let go. “Was that so difficult?’

Cdlin gingerly massaged hisarm.

“Hey,” Roy said, “wouldn't you like to wear her tits for earmuffs?’

“You're gross.”

Roy laughed. “Thank you.”

“| think you drew blood.”

“Dont be a baby. | just squeezed alittle. Wow! Look &t the screen!”

Theman had pulled off the bottom hdlf of the girl's bikini. He was caressng her bare buttocks, which
were very white againg her tan back and thighs, so white that they looked like the plump haves of a pae
nut surrounded by soft brown shell.

“l could eat ten pounds of thet ass for breakfast,” Roy said.

The man on the screen was naked, too. He stretched out on his back, and the girl straddled him.

“They won't show us the good part,” Roy said. “Not a the Farmont. They won't show her getting
it”

The camera concentrated on her bouncing breasts and on her gorgeous face, which was contorted
with feigned ecstasy.

“Does that make you giff?” Roy asked.

“Huh?’

“Doesit give you a hard-on?’

“Yourewerd.”

“You afrad of that word, too?’

“I'm not afraid of any words.”

“So sy it”

“Say it

“Hard-on.”

“You got one?’



Cdlin was dmost sck with embarrassment.

“You got a hard-on, good buddy?’

“Yegh”

“Know what it's caled?’

“Mavin”

Roy laughed. “That's funny. Redl quick. I like that.”

The other boy's approval was a pdliative. Colin's fear subsided just a bit.

“Do you redly know whet it's cdled?’ Roy asked.

“A penis”

“That's as bad as 'breast.”

Cdlin said nothing.

“Say 'cock’ for me”

Cdinsad it.

“Veay good,” Roy said. “Excdlent. Before this movie's over, youll know dl the words, and youll fed
comfortable with them, just like | do. Stick with me, kid, and I'll bring you up right. Hey, look! Look
whet he's doing to her now! Look, Colin! What a popper! Look!”

Cdlin fdt asif he were on a skateboard, rocketing down a long, steep hill, totdly out of control. But
he looked.
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They got back to Santa Leona at ten forty-five and stopped a a service sation on Broadway. The
place was closed for the night; the only light was in the soft-drink machine.

Roy fished in his pocket for change. “What do you want? I'm buying.”

“l have some money,” Colin said.

“Y ou bought supper.”

“Wdl . . . okay. I'll have grape.”

They were slent for awhile, chugging their drinks.

Fndly Roy said, “Thisisa great night, isn't it?’

“Yeah”

“You having fun?’

“Sure”

“I'm having one hdl of a good time, and you know why?’

“Why?

“Because you're here” Roy said.

“Yeeh,” Cdlin said, heavy on the sdlf-deprecation, “I'm dways the life of the party.”

“I mean it,” Roy said. “A guy couldn't ask for a better friend than you.”

Thistime, the cause of Calin's blush was as much pride as embarrassment.

“Infact,” Roy said, “you're the only friend | have, and the only friend | need.”

“You've got hundreds of friends.”

“They're just acquaintances. There's a big differ-ence between friends and acquaintances. Urttil you
moved to town, 1'd been along time between friends”

Cdlin didn't know if Roy was tdling the truth or making fun of him. He had no experience by which to
judge, for no one ese had ever talked to him as Roy had just done.

Roy put down his half-finished bottle of cola and took a penknife out of his pocket. “I think it's time
for this”

“For what?’



Standing in the soft light from the soda machine, Roy opened the knife, put the sharp point againg the
meety part of hispam, and pressed hard enough to draw blood: a sngle thick drop like a crimson pearl.
He squeezed the tiny wound until more blood oozed from it and trickled down his hand.

Cdlin was aghast. “Why'd you do that?’

“Hold out your hand.”

“Areyou crazy?’

“Well do it just like the Indians”

“Do what?’

“Well be blood brothers.”

“We're dready friends”

“Being blood brothers is awhole lot better.”

“Oh yeah? Why?’

“When our blood has mingled, well be like one person. In the future, any friends | make will
auto-matically become your friends. And your friends will be mine. Well always stand together, never
apart. The enemies of one will be the enemies of the other, so well be twice as strong and twice as
gmart as anyone se. Well never fight done. It1l be you and me againg the whole damned world. And
the world better ook out.”

“All of that just because of a bloody handshake?” Colin asked.

“The important thing is what the handshake sym-bolizes. It stands for friendship and love and trust.”

Cadlin was unable to take his eyes from the scarlet thread that crossed Roy's padm and wrigt.

“Give me your hand,” Roy said.

Calin was excited about being blood brothers with Roy, but he was aso squeamish. “That knife
doesn't look clean.”

“Itis”

“You can get blood poisoning from a dirty cut.”

“If there was any chance of that, would | have cut mysdf firga?’

Cdlin hestated.

“For Chridt's sake,” Roy said, “the hole won't be any bigger than a pinprick. Now give me your

Rductantly Colin held out hisright hand, pdm up. He was trembling.

Roy grasped him firmly and put the point of the blade to his skin.

“It1l just ding for a second,” Roy assured him.

Cdlin didn't dare speak for fear his voice would quaver badly.

The pain was sudden, sharp, but not long-lagting. Calin bit hislip, determined not to cry out.

Roy folded the knife and put it away.

With shaky fingers Calin pressed the wound urtil it was bleeding freely.

Roy dipped his bloody hand into Colin's. His grip was firm.

Calin squeezed back with dl his strength. Ther wet flesh made a barely audible squishing sound as
they shook hands.

They stood in front of the deserted service station, in cool night air scented with gasoline, saring into
each other's eyes, breathing each other's bregth, fed-ing strong and specid and wild.

“My brother,” Roy said.

“My brother.”

“Forever,” Roy sad.

“Forever.”

Calin concentrated hard on the pinprick in his hand, trying to sense that moment when Roy's blood
fird began to creep into hisown veins.
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After the impromptu ceremony, Roy wiped his sticky hand on his jeans and picked up his unfinished
Peps. “What do you want to do next?’

“It's after deven,” Colin said.

“An hour from now, do you turn into a pumpkin?’

“I'd better go home.”

“Itsearly.”

“If my mother gets back and I'm not there, shelll worry.”

“From what you've told me, she doesn't sound like the kind of mother who'd worry about a kid too

“l don't want to get in trouble.”

“| thought she went to dinner with this Thornberg guy.”

“That was around nine o'clock,” Calin said. “ She might be getting home soon.”

“Boy, are you nave”

Calin looked a him warily. “What's that supposed to mean?’

“She won't be home for hours.”

“How do you know?’

“About now,” Roy said, “they've had dinner and brandy, and old Thornberg's just getting her into
bed a his place”

“You don't know what you're talking about,” Colin said uneesily. But he remembered how his mother
had looked when she'd gone out: fresh, crisp, and beautiful in adinging, low-cut dress.

Roy leered at him, winked. “Y ou think your moth-er's avirgin?”

“Of course not.”

“So did she suddenly become anun or some-thing?’

“Faceit, good buddy, your mother screws around like everyone dse”

“l don't want to tak about it.”

“I'd sure as hdll like to screw her.”

“Stop it!”

“Touchy, touchy.”

“Are we blood brothers or not?” Colin asked.

Roy swdlowed the last of his soft drink. “What's that got to do with it?’

“If you're my blood brother, you've got to show some respect for my mother, just asif she were your
mother.”

Roy put hisempty bottle in the rack beside the soda machine. He cleared his throat and spat on the
pavement. “Hdl, | don't even respect my own mother. The bitch. She's ared bitch. And why should |
treat your old lady like some sort of goddess when you don't have any respect for her?’

“Who says | don't?’

“| say you don't.”

“Y ou think you can read minds or something?’

“Didnt you tdl me that your old lady adways spent more time with her girlfriends than she did with
you? Was she ever around when you needed her?’

“Everyone has friends,” Coalin said weskly.

“Did you have friends before you met me?’

Cdlin shrugged. “1've dways had my hobbies”

“And didn't you tdl me that when she was married to your old man, she left him once a month—"

“Not that often.”

“—just walked out for afew days a atime, even for aweek or more?’



“That was because he beat her,” Colin said.

“Did she take you with her when she left?’

Cdlin finished his grape soda.

“Did she take you with her?” Roy asked again.

“Not usudly.”

“She |eft you there with him.”

“Hesmy father, after dl.”

“He sounds dangerous to me,” Roy said.

“He never touched me. Just her.”

“But he might have hurt you.”

“But he didn't.”

“She couldn't know for sure what hed do when she left you with him.”

“It worked out okay. That's dl that matters.”

“And now dl her times taken up with this art gdlery,” Roy sad. “She works every day and most
evenings”

“She's building a future for hersdf and for me”

Roy made a sour face. “Isthat her excuse? Is that what she tels you?’

“It'strue, | guess”

“How touching. Building a future. Poor, hard-working Weezy Jacobs. It breaks my heart, Calin. It
redly does. Shit. More nights than not, she's out with someone like Thornberg—"

“Thet's business”

“—and she gtill doesn't have time for you.”

“So what?’

“So you should stop worrying about getting home,” Roy said. “Nobody gives a damn if you're home
or not. Nobody cares. So let's have some fun.”

Cdlin put his empty bottle in the rack. “What'll we do?’

“Let'ssee. . . | know. The Kingman place. Youll like the Kingman place. You been there yet?’

“What's the Kingmean place?’ Colin asked.

“It's one of the oldest housesin town.”

“I'm not much interested in landmarks.”

“It'sthat big house at the end of Hawk Drive”

“The spooky old place on top of the hill?’

“Yeah. Nobody's lived there for twenty years.”

“What's so interesting about an abandoned house?”’

Roy leaned close and cackled like a fiend, twisted his face grotesquely, rolled his eyes, and
whispered dramaticdly: “ It's haunted!”

“What's the joke?’

“No joke. They say it's haunted.”

“Who says?’

“Evearyone” Roy rolled his eyes agan and tried to imitate Boris Karloff. “People have seen
exceedingly strange things at the Kingmean place.”

“Not now,” Roy said, dropping the Karloff voice. “I'll tdl you dl about it when we get there.”

As Roy lifted his bicycle away from the wal, Calin said, “Wait a minute. | think you're serious. Y ou
mean this house is redly haunted?’

“l guess it depends on whether or not you believein that sort of thing.”

“People have seen ghosts there?’

“People say they're seen and heard dl kinds of crazy things at that house ever snce the Kingman
family died up there”

“Died?’

“They were killed.”



“The whole family?’

“All seven of them.”

“When was this?’

“Twenty years ago.”

“Who did it?’

“The father.”

“Mr. Kingman?’

“He went crazy one night and chopped up every-one while they were degping.”

Cdlin swdlowed hard. “ Chopped them up?’

“With an ax.”

Axes again! Calin thought.

For a moment his somach seemed to be not a part of him but a separate entity dive within him, for it
dipped and did and twisted wetly back and forth, asif trying to crawl out of him.

“I'll tl you dl about it when we get there,” Roy said. “Come on.”

“Wait aminute” Colin said nervoudy, gdling for time. “My glasses are dirty.”

He took off his glasses, pulled a handkerchief from his pocket, and carefully polished the thick lenses.
He could 4ill see Roy fairly well, but everything farther than five feet was blurry.

“Hurry up, Colin.”

“Maybe we should wait for tomorrow.”

“Isit going to take you that long to clean your goddamned glasses?”’

“I mean, in daylight welll be able to see more of the Kingman place.”

“Seams to meit's more fun to look at a haunted house at night.”

“But you can't see much at night.”

Roy regarded him glently for afew seconds. Then: “Are you scared?”’

“Of what?’

“Ghods”

“Of course not.”

“Sounds like it.”

“Wl . . . it does seem kind of foolish to go poking around a place like thet in the dark, in the dead of
night, you know.”

“No. | don't know.”

“I'm not talking about ghogts. | mean, one of us is bound to get hurt if we mess around in an old
broken-down house in the middle of the night.”

“You are scared.”

“Like hdl.”

“Prove you'e not.”

“Why should | prove anything?’

“Want your blood brother to think you're a cow-ard?’

Calin was slent. He fidgeted.

“Comeon!” Roy sad.

Roy mounted his bike and pedaled out of the de-serted service station, heading north on Broadway.
He did not glance back.

Cdlin stood at the soda mechine. Alone. He didntt like being done. Especidly at night.

Roy was a block away and ill moving.

“Damn!” Calin said. He shouted, “Wait for me,” and clambered onto his bicycle.
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They walked the bikes up the last steep block to-ward the dilgpidated house that crouched above
them. With each step, Colin's trepidation grew.

It sure looks haunted, he thought.

The Kingman place was wdl within the Santa Leona city limits yet it was separated from the rest of
the town, asif everyone were afraid to build nearby. It stood on top of a hill and held dominion over five
or 9x acres. At least hdf of that land had once been well-tended, formd gardens, but long ago it had
gone badly to seed. The north leg of Hawk Drive dead-ended in a wide turnaround in front of the
Kingman property; and the lampposts did not go dl the way to the end of the street, so that the old
mandon and its weed-choked grounds were shrouded in blackest shadows, highlighted only by the
moon. On the lower two thirds of the hill, on both sdes of the road, modern Cdiforniastyle ranch
houses dung precarioudy to the dopes, waiting with amazing patience for a muddide or the next shock
wave from the San Andreas Fault. Only the Kingman place occupied the upper third of the hill, and it
appeared to be waiting for something far more ter-rifying, something a greet deal more maevolent than
an earthquake.

The house faced the center of town, which lay below it, and the sea, which was not visble at night,
except in the negative as a vadt expanse of lightlessness. The house was a huge, rambling wreck, ersatz
Victorian, with too many fancy chimneys and too many gables, and with twice as much ginger-bread
around the eaves and windows and raling as true Victorian demanded. Storms had ripped shingles from
the roof. Some of the ornate trim was broken, and in a few gpots it hed falen down atogether. Where
shutters ill survived, they often hung @ a dant, by a sngle mounting. The white paint had been
weathered away. The boards were slver-gray, bleached by the sun and the congant sea wind,
waterstained. The front-porch steps sagged, and there were gaps in the ralling. Haf of the windows were
haphazardly boarded shut, but the others were without protection, thus shattered; moonlight re-vealed
jagged shards of glass like transparent teeth hiting at the empty blackness where stones had been pitched
through. In spite of its shabby condition, however, the Kingmean place did not have the air of a ruin; it did
not give rise to sadness in the hearts of those who looked upon it, as did many once-noble but now
decrepit buildings, somehow it seemed vi-td, dive. . . even frighteningly dive. If a house could be said to
have a human attitude, an emationd as-pect, then this house was angry, very angry. Furious.

They parked their bicycles by the front gate. It was a big rusted iron grill with a sunburst design in the
center.

“Some place, huh?’ Roy said.

“Yegh.”

“Let'sgo.”

“Indde?’

“Sure”

“We don't have a flashlight.”

“Wdl, a least let's go up on the porch.”

“Why?" Colin asked shakily.

“We can look in the windows.”

Roy waked through the open gate and started up the broken flagstone walk, through the tangled
weeds, toward the house.

Cdlin followed him for afew steps, then stopped and said, “Wait. Roy, wait a sec.”

Roy turned back. “What isit?’

“You been here before?’

“Of course”

“You been ingde?’



“Once”

“Did you see any ghods?’

“Nah. | don't believein'em.”

“But you said people see things here”

“Other people. Not me.”

“You sad it was haunted.”

“| told you other people sad it was haunted. | think they're full of shit. But | knew you'd enjoy the
place, what with you being such a big horror-movie fan and everything.”

Roy began to wak dong the path again.

After savera more steps, Calin said, “Wait.”

Roy looked back and grinned. “ Scared?’

“No”

“Ha”

“l just have some questions.”

“So hurry up and ask them.”

“You sad alot of people were killed here.”

“Seven,” Roy said. “Sx murders, one suicide”

“Tel me about it.”

During the past twenty years, the very red tragedy of the Kingman murders had evolved into a highly
embdlished tde, agridy Santa Leona legend, re-called most often at Haloween, composed of myth and
truth, perhaps more of the former than the latter, depending on who was tdling it. But the basic facts of
the case were smple, and Roy stuck close to them when he told the story.

The Kingmans had been wedthy. Robert Kingman was the only child of Judith and Big Jm Kingman;
but Robert's mother died of massive hemorrhaging while ddivering him. Big dJm was even then a rich
man, and he grew continudly richer over the years. He made millions from Cdifornia red edtate,
famring, ail, and water rights. He was a tal, barrel-chested man, as was his son, and Big Jm liked to
boast that there was no one west of the Missssppi who could eat more steak, drink more whiskey, or
make more money than he could. Shortly before Robert's twenty-second birthday, he inherited the entire
estate when Big Jm, having drunk too much whiskey, choked to desth on a large, inadequately chewed
chunk of filet mignon. He logt that esting contest to a man who had yet to make a million dollars in
plumbing supplies, but who could a least boast of having lived through the feast. Robert had not
developed his father's competitive attitude to-ward food and beverage, but he had acquired the old man's
business sense, and dthough he was quite young, he made even more money with the funds that had
been left to him.

When he was twenty-five, Robert married a woman named Alana Lee, built the Victorian house on
Hawk Hill, just for her, and began fathering a new generation of Kingmans. Alana was not from a
wedthy family, but she was said to be the most beautiful girl in the county, with the sweetest tem-per in
the state. The children came fag, five of them in eight years—three boys and two girls Thers was the
most respected family in town, envied, but dso liked and admired. The Kingmans were churchgoers,
friendly, graced with the common touch in spite of ther high dation, charitable, involved in thar
com-munity. Robert obvioudy loved Alana, and everyone could see that she adored him; and the
children re-turned the affection their parents lavished upon them.

On anight in Augus, afew days before the King-mans twelfth wedding anniversary, Robert secretly
ground up two dozen deeping tablets that a phys-cian had prescribed for Alanas periodic insomnia, and
sporinkled the powder in drink and food that his family shared for a bedtime snack, as wel as in var-ious
items consumed by the livein maid, cook, and butler. He ndther ate nor drank anything he had
contaminated. When hiswife, children, and servants were soundly adeep, he went out to the garage and
fetched an ax that was used to chop wood for the manson's nine fireplaces. He spared the maid, cook,
and butler, but no one dse. He killed Alanafird, then his two young daughters, then histhree sons. Every
member of the family was dispatched in the same hideoudy brutd, gory fashion: with two sharp and
powerful blows of the ax blade, one vertica and one horizontd, in the form of a cross, ether on the back



or on the chest, depending on the position in which each was desping when attacked. That done, Robert
vigted his victims a second time and cruddy decapitated dl of them. He carried their dripping heads
downgtairs and lined them up on the long mantd above the fireplace in the drawing room. It was a
shockingly gruesome tableau: Six lifdess, blood-splashed faces observing him as if they were a jury or
judgesin the court of Hell. With his beloved dead watching him, Robert Kingman wrote a brief note to
those who would find him and his maniacd handiwork the falowing moming: “My faher d-ways sad
that | entered the world in ariver of blood, my dying mother's blood. And now | will shortly leave on
another such river.” When he had written that curious good-bye, he loaded a .38-cdiber Colt revolver,
put the barrdl in his mouth, turned toward the death-shocked faces of hisfamily, and blew his brains out.

As Roy finished the story, Calin grew cold dl the way through to his bones. He hugged himsdf and
shivered violently.

“The cook was the firg to wake up,” Roy said. “She found blood dl over the hdlway and dairs,
followed the trall to the drawing room, and saw the heads on the mantd. She ran out of the house, down
the hill, screaming at the top of her lungs Went dmost a mile before anyone stopped her. They say she
nearly logt her mind over it

The night seemed darker than it had been when Roy had begun the story. The moon appeared to be
gmdler, farther away than it had been earlier.

On adigant highway abig truck shifted gears and accelerated. It sounded like the cry of a prehistoric
animd.

Colin's mouth was as dry as ashes. He worked up enough sdiva to speak, but his voice was thin.
“For God's sake, why! Why did hekill them?’

Roy shrugged. “No reason.”

“There had to be a reason.”

“If there was, nobody ever figured it out.”

“Maybe he made some bad investments and lost dl of his money.”

“Nah. He l&ft afortune”

“Maybe hiswife was going to leave him.”

“All of her friends said she was very happy with her marriage.”

A dog barking.

A train whidling.

Wind whispering in the trees.

The stedthy movement of unseen things

The night was speaking dl around him.

“A brain tumor,” Calin said.

“A lot of people thought the same thing.”

“I'l bet that'sit. I'll bet Kingman had a brain tu-mor, something like that, something that made him act

crazy.

“At the time it was the most popular theory. But the autopsy didn't turn up any dgns of a brain
dis-ease”

Cdlin frowned. “You seem to have filed away every sngle fact about the case.”

“l know it dmost as well asif it had happened to me”

“But how do you know what the autopsy uncov-ered?’

“I read about it.”

“Where?’

“Thelibrary has dl the back issues of the Santa Leona News Register on micrafilm,” Roy said.

“You researched the case?”’

“Yeah. It's exactly the kind of thing that interests me. Remember? Degath. I'm fascinated by death. As
soon as | heard the Kingman story, | wanted to know more. A whole lot more. | wanted to know every
lat bit and piece of it. Y ou understand? | mean, wouldnt it have been terrific to be in that house on that
night, the night it happened, just sort of ob-serving, just hiding in a corner, on that night, hiding and
watching him do it, watching him do it to dl of them and then to himsdf? Think of it! Blood every-where.



Y ou've never seen so much goddamned blood in your lifel Blood on the walls, soaked and clotted in the
bedclothes, dick puddies of blood on the floor, blood on the stairs, and blood splashed over the
fur-niture— And those sx heads on the mantd! Jesus, whet a popper! What a terrific popper!”

“You're being weird again,” Calin said.

“Would you like to have been there?’

“No thanks. And neither would you.”

“l sure as hdl would!”

“If you saw dl that blood, you'd puke.”

“Not me”

“You'e just trying to gross me out.”

“Wrong again.”

Roy started toward the house.

“Wait aminute” Colin said.

Roy didn't turn back thistime. He dlimbed the sagging steps and walked onto the porch.

Rather than stand done, Calin joined him. “Tdl me about the ghosts”

“Some nights there are strange lightsin the house. And people who live farther down the hill say that
sometimes they hear the Kingmean children scream-ing in terror and crying for help.”

“They hear the dead kids?”

“Moaning and carrying on something fierce”

Calin suddenly redlized he had his back to one of the broken firg-floor windows. He shifted away
fromit.

Roy continued somberly: * Some people say they've seen spirits that glow in the dark, crazy things
headless children who come out on this porch and run back and forth as if they're being chased by
someone. . . or something.”

Roy laughed. “What they've probably seen is abunch of kids trying to hoax everybody.”

“Maybe not.”

“What dse?’

“Maybe they've seen just what they say they have”

“You redly do bdievein ghogs”

“l keep an open mind,” Colin said.

“Yeah? Well, you better be more careful about what kind of junk fdls into it, or youll wind up with
an open sewer.”

“Arent you clever.”

“Everyone says s0.”

“And modest.”

“Everyone says that, too.”

Roy went to the shattered window and peered in-side.

“What do you see?’ Calin asked.

“Come look.”

Cadlin moved beside him and stared into the house.

A dae, extremdy unpleasant odor wafted through the broken window.

“It'sthe drawing room,” Roy said.

“l can't see anything.”

“It's the room where he lined up their heads on the mante.”

“What mantd? It's pitch dark in there.”

“In a couple of minutes our eyeswill adjust.”

In the drawing room something moved. There was a soft rudling, a sudden clatter, and the sound of
something rushing toward the window.

Cdlin leaped back. He sumbled over his own feet and fdl with a crash.



Roy looked a him and burst out laughing.

“Roy, thereé's something in therel”

“Ras”

“Huh?’

“Jud rats.”

“The house has rats?’

“Of course it does, arotten old place like this. Or maybe we heard a stray cat. Probably both—a cat
chadng arat. Onething | guarantee: It wasn't any ghoul or ghost. Will you relax, for God's sake?’

Roy faced the window again, leaned into it, head cocked, ligening, watching.

Having sustained much greater injury to his pride than to his flesh, Colin got up quickly and nimbly,
but he didn't return to the window. He stood &t the rickety ralling and looked west toward town, then
south dong Hawk Drive.

After awhile he said, “Why haven' they torn this place down? Why haven't they built new houses up
here? Thismugt be vduable land.”

Without looking away from the window, Roy said, “The entire Kingman fortune, induding the land,
went to the sate”

“Why?

“There weren't any living rdatives on ether Sde of the family, nobody to inherit.”

“What's the state going to do with the place?’

“In twenty years they've managed to do absolutely zlch, nothing &t al, big zero,” Roy sad. “For a
while there was talk of sling the land and the house a public auction. Then they sad they were going to
make a pocket park out of it. You dill hear the park rumor every once in a while, but nothing ever gets
done. Now will you please shut up for aminute? | think my eyes are findly beginning to adjust. | have to
concentrate on this”

“Why? What's 0 important in there?’

“I'm trying to see the mantd.”

“Y ou've been here before,” Colin said. “Youve dready seen it”

“I'm trying to pretend it's that night. The night Kingman went berserk. I'm trying to imagine what it
mud have been like The sound of the ax . . . | can dmog hear it . . . whooooosh-chunk,
whooooosh-chunk. . . and maybe a couple of short screams . . . his footsteps coming down the dairs . .
. heavy footsteps . . . theblood . . . dl that blood . . .

Roy's voice gradudly trailed away asif he had mesmerized himsdif.

Calin walked to the far end of the porch. The boards squeaked underfoot. He leaned againg the
shaky ralling and craned his neck so that he could look around the sde of the house. He could see only
the overgrown garden in shades of gray and black and moonlight-glver: knee-high grass, shaggy hedges,
orange and lemon trees pulled to the ground by the weight of their own untrimmed boughs, sprawling
rose bushes, some with pae flowers, white or yelow, that looked like puffs of smoke in the darkness;
and a hundred other plants that were woven into asngle, tangled entity by the loom of the night.

He had the feding something was watching him from the depths of the garden. Something less than
humen.

Don' be childish, he thought. Ther€'s nathing out there. Thisisn't a horror movie. Thisis life.

He tried to stand his ground, but the posshbility that he was being observed became a certanty, a
leest in his own mind. He knew that if he stood there much longer, he would surdly be seized by a
creature with huge claws and dragged into the dense shrub-bery, there to be gnawed upon & the beast's
leisure. He turned away from the garden and went back to Roy.

“You ready to go?’ Colin asked.

“l can see the whole room.”

“In the dark?’

“l can see alot of it”

“Yeeh?’

“l can see the mantd.”



“Yeah?’

“Where he lined up the heads.”

As if he were drawn by a magnet stronger than his will, Colin stepped up beside Roy and bent
forward and peered into the Kingman house. It was extremey dark in there, but he could see a bit more
than he had seen a while ago: strange shapes, perhaps piles of broken furniture and other rubble;
shadows that seemed to be moving but, of course, were not; and the white-marble mantd above the
enormous fireplace, the sacrificid atar upon which Robert King-man had offered up hisfamily.

Suddenly Calin felt that this was a place he must get away from at once, a place he must say away
from forever. He knew it indinctively, on a deep animd levd; and as if he were an animd, the hairs rose
on the back of his neck, and he hissed softly, involuntarily, through bared teeth.

Roy sad, “Whooooosh-chunk!”
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Midnight.

They cycled down Hawk Drive to Broadway and followed Broadway until it ended at Palisades
Lane. They stopped at the head of the wooden steps that led down to the public beach. On the other
dde of the narrow street, degant old Spanish houses faced the sea. The night was Hill. There was no
traffic. The only sound was the steady pounding of the surf fifty feet below them. From here they would
0o sep-arate ways Roy's house was severa blocks north, and Colin's lay to the south.

“What time will we get together?” Roy asked.

“We won't. | mean, we can't,” Calin said unhap-pily. “My dad's coming up from L.A. to take me
fishing with a bunch of his friends.”

“You liketo fih?’

“Hateit.”

“Can't you get out of it?’

“No way. He spends two Saturdays a month with me, and he makes a big production out of it every
time | don't know why, but | guess it'simportant to him. If | tried to back out, he'd raise hdl.”

“When you lived with him, did he even spend two days a month with you?’

“No.”

“So tdl him to take hisfishing pole and shove it up his ass. Tdl him you won't go.”

Calin shook his head. “No. It's not possible, Roy. | just can't. He'd think my mom put me up to it
and then thered be red trouble between them.”

“Wha do you care?’

“I'minthe middle”

“So let's get together tomorrow evening.”

“Thet's out, too. | won't be home until ten o'clock.”

“| redly think you should tdl him to shoveit.”

“Well get together Sunday,” Calin said. “Come over about deven. WeIl svim for an hour before
lunch.”

“Okay.”

“Then we can do whatever you want.”

“Sounds good.”

“Wdl . .. seeyathen”

“Wait aminute”

“Huh?’



“Someday soon, if | can arrange it for us, you want to get a piece?’

“A piece of what?’

“A piece of ass”

“Oh”

“Do you?’

Cdlin was embarrassed. “Where? | mean, who?’

“Y ou remember those girls we saw tonight?’

“At the Rinbd| Fit?’

“Nah. They're judt kids. Teasers. | told you that. I'm talking about real girls the onesin that movie”

“What about them?’

“I think | know where | can get something that good for us, agifl just like one of those”

“You been drinking?’

“I'm serious.”

“I'm Calin.”

“She's got a beautiful face.”

“Who?’

“Thegirl | think we can get.”

“And redly big boobs.”

“Redly big?

“Redly.”

“Big as Raguel Wdlch?’

“Bigger.”

“Big as wesather baloons?”’

“I'm serious. And she has a pair of gorgeous legs”

“Good,” Colin said. “One-legged girls never turn me on.”

“Will you stop it? | told you I'm serious. She's hot Suff.”

“I'l bet.”

“Sheredly is”

“How old is she?’

“Twenty-five or twenty-Sx.”

“Hra of dl,” Cdlin sad, “youll have to put on a fdse mustache. Then you can stand on my
shoul-ders, and we can dress up in one Kuit, just one it to cover us both, so she won't redlize we're only
acouple of kids. Shell think we're atdl, dark, hand-some man.”

Roy scowled. “I'm serious”

“You keep saying that, but you sure don't sound very serious to me.”

“Her name's Sarah.”

“A beautiful, twenty-five-year-old girl won't be in-terested in you and me.”

“Maybe not at firg.”

“Not inamillion years.”

“Shell just need some persuading.”

“Persuading?’

“You and me together should be able to handle her.”

Calin gaped a him.

“Youwilling to try?’ Roy asked.

“Are you taking about—rape?”

“Whet if | am?’

“You want to wind up in prison?’

“She's hot suff. She's worth taking the chance.”

“Nobody's worth going to prison for.”

“You haven't seen her.”



“Besdes, it'swrong.”

“You sound like a preacher.”

“Itsaterrible thing to do.”

“Not if it fedls good.”

“It won't fed good to her.”

“Shell love me by the time I'm done with her.”

Blushing fiercdy, Colin said, “Y ou're weird.”

“Waitll you see Sarah.”

“l don't want to see her.”

“Youll want her when you see her.”

“Thisisdl jive”

“Think about it.”

A cream-colored van went by on Palisades Lane. A desert scene, framed in grinning skulls, was
painted on the Sde of it.

They heard loud rock music and the high, sweet laughter of a girl.

“Think about it,” Roy said again.

“l don't need to think about it.”

“Beautiful big boobs.”

“Think about it.”

“Thisisjudt like that story about the cat,” Calin said. “You wouldnt ever kill a cat, and you wouldn't
rape anyone, ether.”

“If I knew | could get away with it, I'd sure as hdl get me a piece or two of tha Sarah, and you'd
better believe it, good buddy.”

“l don't.”

“Two of us working together could get away with it. Easy. Red easy. Will you at least think about it
for a couple of days?’

“Give up, Roy. | know you'e putting me on.”

“I'm serious.”

Cdlin 9ghed, shook his head, glanced a his waich. “I can't waste time ligening to this baloney. It's
late”

“Think about it.”

“ Joez!”

Roy amiled. The odd, metdlic light played a trick on him, transformed his teeth into fangs the cold
glow of the mercury-vapor street lamp tinted his teeth blue-white, darkened and emphasized the nar-row
spaces between them, made them look ragged and pointy. At least to Colin's eyes, Roy appeared to be
wearing a set of costume-party teeth, the ugly wax dentures you could buy in a novety shop.

“I've got to get home,” Colin said. “ See you Sun-day a deven?

“Sure”

“Dont forget to bring your swimsuit.”

“Have fun on your fishing trip.”

“Fat chance.”

Cdlin rose on his bike, jammed his feet on the pedas, and pumped south on Pdisades Lane. As the
wind shushed over him, as the relentless crash of the surf echoed off to his right, and as his fear of being
aone at night returned, he heard Roy shouting behind him:

“Think about it!”
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When Cdlin arrived home at twelve-thirty, his mother had not yet returned from her date with Mark
Thornberg. Her car was not in the garage. The house was dark and forbidding.

He did not want to go ingde by himsdf. He stared at the blank windows, at the pulsng darkness
be-yond the glass, and he suspected that something was waiting for himin there, some nightmeare creature
that intended to chew him up dive.

Stop it, stop it, stop it! he told himsdf angrily. There's nothing waiting for you in there. Nothing. Don't
be so damned slly. Grow up! You want to be like Roy, so do exactly what Roy would do if he were
here. Waltz right into the house, just like Roy would. Do it. Now. Go!

He fished the key out of a redwood planter that stood beside the walk. His hands shook. He thrust
the key into the lock, hesitated, then found aufficient strength to open the door. He reached ingde and
switched on the light but didn't step across the threshold.

The front room was deserted.

No mongers.

He went to the comer of the house, stepped behind a screen of bushes, and urinated. He didn't want
to have to use the bathroom when he got in the house. Something might be waiting there for him, waiting
behind the door, behind the shower curtain, perhaps even in the clothes hamper, something dark and fast
with wild eyes and lots of teeth and razor-sharp claws.

Got to stop thinking like thid he told himsdif. It's crazy. Got to stop it. Grown-ups aren't afrad of the
dark. If | don't get over this fear soon, I'm going to wind up in an asylum. Jeez.

He replaced the key in the planter and entered the house. He tried to swagger as Roy would have
done; however, asif he were a giant marionette, he needed ropes of courage to hold him in a hero's
stance, but dl that he could find within himsdf was one thin thread of bravery. He closed the door and
put his back againg it. He stood quite ill, holding his breath, ligening.

Ticking. An antique mante clock.

Moaning. Wind pressing the windows.

Nothing dse.

He locked the door behind him.

Pauised.

Listened.

Slence

Suddenly he dashed across the living room, dodg-ing furniture, burgt into the downdairs hdlway,
dapped the light switch there, saw nothing out of the ordinary, thundered up the dairs, turned on the
second-floor hdl lights, ran into his bedroom, hit the lights there, too, fdt atiny bit better when he saw he
was dill done, jerked open the closet door, found no werewolves or vampires lurking among the clothes,
ghut the bedroom door, locked it, braced it with a straightbacked chair, drew the drapes over both
windows 0 that nothing could look in a him, and collapsed onto the mattress, gasping. He didn't have to
look under the bed: 1t was a platform job, built right on the floor.

He would be safe until morning—unless, of course, something broke down the door in spite of the
char that was wedged under the knob.

Stop it!

He got up, undressed, put on a pair of blue pgamas, set the clock for sx-thirty so hed be ready
when his dad arrived, dipped under the sheet, and fluffed his pillow. When he took off his glasses, the
room turned fuzzy at the edges, but he had secured the territory and didn't have to be 100 percent
watchful. He stretched out on his back, and for along time he lay ligening to the house.

Click! Creeeeeaaak . . . A soft groan, abrief rattle, a bardly audible squeak. Just the normd sounds
of a house. Settling noises. Nothing more than that.



Even when his mother was home, Colin dept with anight light. But tonight, unless she returned before
hefdl adeep, he would leave all the lamps burning. The room was as bright as an operating theater that
hed been prepared for surgery.

The Sght of his possessions provided him with a little comfort. Five hundred paperbacks filled two
tdl shelves. The walls were decorated with posters: Bea Lugod in Dracula; Christopher Lee in The
Hor-ror of Dracula; the mongter in The Creature from the Black Lagoon; Lon Chancy, Jr., as the
Wolfman; the mongter from Ridley Scott's Alien; and the spooky night-highway poster from Close
Encounters of the Third Kind. His monster models, which he had built himsdf from kits, were arranged
on a table besde his desk. A plagtic ghou lurched forever through a hand-painted graveyard.
Frankengtein's creation stood with plastic ams outstretched, face frozen in a snarl of pure hatred. There
were a dozen modesin dl. The many hours he had spent building them had been hours during which hed
been able to suppress his fear of the night and his awareness of its snister voice; for so long as he had
hed those plastic symbols of evil in his hands, he had fdt in control of them, magter of them, and,
curioudy, he had fdt superior to the very red mongters they rep-resented.

Click!

Creeeeeaaak . . .

After awhile he became accustomed to the noises made by the house and amost ceased to hear
them. He heard, instead, the voice of the night, the voice that no one ese seemed able to hear. It was
there from sundown to sunrise, a constant evil presence, a supernaturd phenomenon, the voice of the
dead who wanted to come back from ther graves, the voice of the Devil. It jabbered insandy, cackled,
chuckled, wheezed, hissed, murmured about blood and degth. In sepulchrd tones, it spoke of the dank
and airless crypt, of the dead who 4ill walked, of flesh riddled with worms. To most of the world, it was
asublimind voice and spoke only to the sub-conscious mind; but Colin was very aware of it. A steady
whisper. Sometimes a shout. Sometimes even aloud scream.

One o'clock.

Wherein the hdl was his mother?

Tap-tap-tap!

Something at the window.

Tap. Tap-tap. Tap-tap-tap-tap. Tap.

Jugt abig moth bumping againgt the glass. That wasiit. That had to be it. Just a moth.

One-thirty.

He had been spending nearly every night aone. He didn't mind eating supper by himsdf. She had to
work alot, and she had every right to date men now that she was single again. But did she have to leave
him done every night a bedtime?

Tap-tap.

Themoth again.

Tap-tap-tap.

He tried to tune out the moth and think about Roy. What a guy Roy was. What a great friend. What
atruly terific buddy. Blood brothers. He could 4ill fed the shdlow puncture in the pdm of his hand; it
throbbed faintly. Roy was on his Sde, there to help, now and forever, dways and dways, or at least until
one of them died. That's what it meant to be blood brothers. Roy would protect him.

He thought about his best friend, papered over the visons of monsters with images of Roy Borden,
blocked out the voice of the night with memories of Roy's voice, and shortly before two o'clock he
drifted into deep. But there were nightmares.
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Thedam clock woke him at sx-thirty.

He got out of bed and pulled open the drapes. For a minute or two he basked in the wan
early-morning sunshine, which had no voice and presented no threst.

Twenty minutes later he was showered and dressed.

He waked down the hdll to his mother's room and found the door gar. He rapped lightly, but there
was no response. He pushed the door open a few inches and saw her. She was out cold, lying on her
bdly, her face turned toward him; the knuckles of her Ieft hand were pressed againg her dack mouth.
Her eyelids fluttered as if she was dreaming; she breasthed shdlowly and rhythmicaly. The sheet had
pulled hafway down her body during the night. She ap-peared to be nude benegth the flimsy covers. Her
back was bare, and he could see just a hint of her left breast, an exating suggestion of fullness where it
was squashed againg the mattress. He stared at the smooth flesh, hoping she would roll over in her deep
and reved the entire, soft, white globe.

—She's your own mother!

But she's built.

—~Close the door.

Maybe shell roll over.

—You don't want to see.

Like hdl I don't. Roll over!

—~Close the door.

| want to see her breasts.

—Thisisdisggusing.

Her tits.

—Jeez.

I'd sure like to touch them.

—Areyou crazy?

Sneak in and touch 'em without waking her.

—You'returning into a pervert. A regular god-damned pervert. Y ou ought to be ashamed.

Blushing, he quietly closed the door. His hands were cold and damp with swest.

He went downgtairs and ate breskfast: two cookies and a glass of orange juice.

Although he tried to clear hismind of it, he could think of nothing except Weezy's bare back and the
plump outline of her breast.

“What's happening to me?’ he said doud.

14

His father arrived in awhite Cadillac at 7:05, and Colin was waiting for him at the curb in front of the
house,

The old man dapped him on the shoulder and said, “How ya doin', Junior?’

“Okay,” Cdlin said.

“Ready to catch some big ones?’

“l guess”

“They're going to be hiting today.”

“They are?’

“That's the word.”

“From who?’

“From those who know.”

“Thefish?’



Hisfather glanced at him. “What?’

“Who are those who know?’

“Charlieand Irv.”

“Who're they?’

“The guys who run the charter service”

“Oh.”

Sometimes Colin had difficulty believing that Frank Jacobs was redly his father. They were not at dl
dike. Frank was a big, rangy, rugged man, six-foot-two, a hundred and eighty pounds, with long arms
and large, lesthery hands. He was an excdlent fisherman, a hunter with many trophies, and a highly
skilled archer. He was a poker player, a partygoer, a hard drinker but not a drunk, an extrovert, a man's
men. Colin admired some of his father's qudities, however, there was a great ded tha he merdy
tol-erated, and a few things that aroused anger, fear, and even hatred. For one thing, Frank routindy
refused to admit to his mistakes, even when proof of them was before his eyes. On those rare occasions
when he redlized he could not avoid an owning up, he sulked like a spoiled child, as if it were grosdy
unfar for him to be hdd responsible for the results of his own errors. He never read books or any
megazines other than those published for sportsmen, yet he had an unshakable opinion about everything
from the Arab-lsragli Stuation to the American bdlet; and he stubbornly, vociferoudy defended his
uninformed views without ever redizing that he was meking a fool of himsdf. Worst of dl, he log his
temper a the dightet provocation but regained bis composure only with enormous effort. When he was
vay angry he behaved like a raging madman: shouting paranoid accusations, screaming, punching,
bresking things. He had been in more than a few fig fights. And he was a wife besater.

He dso drove too fast and recklesdy. During the forty-minute ride south to Ventura, Colin sat
draight and 4iff, hands fisted a his sides, afraid to look at the road but dso afrad not to look. He was
amazed when they made it to the marina dive.

The boat was the Erica Lynn. She was large and white and wdl maintained, but there was an
un-pleasant odor about her that only Colin seemed to notice—a blend of gasoline fumes and the stench
of dead fish.

The charter group was composed of Colin, his fa-ther, and nine of his father's friends. They were dl
tdl, tan, rugged-looking men, just as Frank was, with names like Jack and Rex and Pete and Mike.

As the Erica Lynn cast off, maneuvered out of the harbor, and motored toward the open sea, a
breskfast of sorts was served on the deck &t of the pilot's cabin. They had severa thermos bottles filled
with bloody marys, two kinds of smoked fish, chopped green on-ions, dices of melon, and soft rolls.

Cdlin ate nothing because, as usud, mild seasick-ness took hold of him the moment the boat moved
away from the dock. From experience he knew that he would be dl right in an hour or so, but until he got
his sea legs, he wasn't taking any chances with food. He even regretted having eaten the two cookies arid
orange juice, dthough that had been an hour ago.

At noon the men ate sausage and chugged beer. Calin nibbled a a rall, drank a Peps, and tried to
day out of everyone's way.

By then it was clear to dl of them that Charlie and Irv had been wrong. The fish were not hiting.

They had begun the day in pursuit of shallow-water game only a couple of miles from shore, but the
shods had seemed deserted, asif every agutic ditizen in the neighborhood had gone away on va-cation.
At ten-thirty they had moved farther out, into deeper water, where they rigged for bigger game. But the
fish were having none of it.

The combination of high energy, boredom, frus-tration, and too much liquor created an explosive
mood. Colin sensed trouble coming long before the men decided to play thelr dangerous, violent, and
bloody games.

After lunch they tralled in a Zigzag pattern— northwest, south, northwest, south—starting ten miles
off shore, moving steadily farther out. They cursed the fish that weren't there and the heet that was. They
stripped out of ther shirts and trousers, put on swimsuits they'd brought dong; the sun dark-ened their
dready brown bodies. They told dirty jokes and talked about women as if they were dis-cussng the
relative merits of sports cars. Gradudly they began to spend more time drinking than weatch-ing their



lines, chasing shots of whiskey with cold cans of Coors.

The cobdt-blue ocean was unusudly cadm. The swells seemed to have been tamed with ail; they
rolled smoothly, amogt duggishly, benesth the Er-ica Lynn.

The boat's engine produced a monotonous noise— chuga-chuga-chuga-chuga-chuga—tha you
could eventudly fedl aswdl as hear.

The cloudless summer sky was as blue as a gas flame.

Whiskey and beer. Whiskey and beer.

Cdlin smiled alot, spoke when spoken to, but modly just tried to be invisble

At five o'clock the sharks showed up, and the day got ugly after that.

Ten minutes earlier, Irv had started chumming again, dumping bucketsful of sinking, chopped bait
into their wake, trying to attract big fish. He had done the same thing hdf a dozen times before, d-ways
without effect; but even under the gimlet-eyed stares of his disllusoned dlients, he continued to express
confidence in his methods.

Charlie was the firg to spot the action from his place on the bridge. He caled to them through the
loudspesker: “ Sharks off the stern, gentlemen. Ap-proximately one hundred and fifty yards.”

The men crowded dong the railing. Colin found a spot between his father and Mike, wedged himsdf
ino it.

“One hundred yards out,” Charlie said.

Calin squinted, concentrated hard on the fluid landscape, but he could not find the sharks. The sun
shimmered on the water. There appeared to be mil-lions upon millions of living things wriggling across the
surface of the sea, but most of them were only divers of light dancing from point to point on the waves.

“Eighty yardd”

A shout went up as severad of the men spotted the sharks at the same indtant.

A moment later Colin saw afin. Then another. Two more. At least a dozen.

Suddenly line sang out of one of the redls.

“A bitel” Pete said.

Rex jumped into the deck-mounted chair behind the bent and jerking rod. As Irv strapped him down,
Rex dipped the deep-sea rig out of the sted brace that had been holding it.

“Hdl, sharks are just junk fish,” Jack said dis-dainfully.

“You're not going to get atrophy for a shark, no matter how damned big it is” Pete said.

“I know,” Rex said. “And I'm not about to eat the damned thing either. But | sure as hdl wont let the
bastard get avay!”

Something took the bait on the second line and ran with it. Mike daimed that chair.

At the start it was one of the most exating things Colin had ever seen. Although this wasn't his first
time on a charter boat, he watched in awe as the men battled their catches. They shouted and swore, and
the others urged them on. Muscles bulged in their thick arms. Veins popped out in their necks and at their
temples. They groaned and thrashed and held on, pulling and reding, pulling and reding. Per-spiration
streamed from them, and Irv patted ther faces with a white rag to keep the sweet from getting in their
eyes.

“Keep theline taut!”

“Don't let im throw the hook!”

“Run him some more.”

“Tirehim out.”

“Hes dready tired out.”

“Be careful they don't tangle the lines”

“It's been fifteen minutes.”

“Jesus, Mike, alittle old lady would've landed him by now.”

“My mother would've landed him by now.”

“Y our mother's built like Arnold Schwarzeneg-ger.”

“Hé's bregking water!”

“You got him now, Rex!”



“Big! Six foot or more!”

“And the other one. Therel”

“Keep fighting!”

“What the hell will we do with two sharks?’

“Haveto cut 'em loose”

“Kill 'em fird,” Colin's father said. “Y ou never let a shark go back dive. Isn't that right, Irv?’

“Rignt, Frank.”

Colin's father said, “Irv, you better get the gun.”

Irv nodded and hurried away.

“Wha gun?’ Colin asked uneedly. He was un-comfortable around fireearms.

“They keep a .38 revolver aboard just for killing sharks” hisfather said.

Irv returned with the gun. “It's loaded.”

Frank took it and stood by the ralling.

Calin wanted to put his fingersin his ears, but he didn't dare. The men would laugh a him, and his
father would be angry.

“Can't see d@ther of the critters yet,” Frank said.

The fishermen's hard bodies glistened with swest.

Each rod appeared to be bent far beyond its bresk-ing point, as if it were held together by nothing
more than the indomitable will of the man who controlled it.

Suddenly Frank said, “Y ou've dmogt got yours, Rex! | can see him.”

“Hé's an ugly son-of-a-hitch,” Pete said.

Someone dse said, “He looks like Pete.”

“Hes right on the surface,” Frank said. “He doesn't have enough line to run deep again. He looks

“Soam|,” Rex said. “So will you for God's sake shoot the bastard?’

“Bring hm a bit closer.”

“What the hdl do you want? You want me to make him stand up agang a wal and wear a
blindfold?’

Everyone laughed.

Calin saw the dick, gray, torpedolike creature only twenty or thirty feet from the stern. It was riding
just under the waves, dark fin protruding into the air. For a moment it was very dill; then it began to pitch
and toss and twist wildly, trying to free itsdf from the hook.

“Jesud” Rex said. “Itll tear my armsright out of their sockets.”

Asthefish was drawn nearer in spite of its violent struggle, it rolled from sde to Sde, writhing on the
hook, willing to tear its own mouth to shreds in hope of getting loose, but succeeding only in setting the
barbed hook even deeper. Its flat, maevolent head rose from the sea asit rolled, and for an ingant Colin
was garing into a bright and very dien eye that shone with afierce inner light and seemed to radiate pure
fury.

Frank Jacobs fired the .38 revolver.

Cdlin saw the hole open a few inches behind the shark's head. Blood and flesh sprayed across the
water.

Everyone cheered.

Frank fired again. The second shot entered a couple of inches back of the fird.

The shark should have been dead, but instead it seemed to take a new life from the bullets.

“Look a the bastard kick!”

“He doesn't like that lead.”

“Shoot him again, Frank.”

“Get him square in the head.”

“Shoot himin the head.”

“You got to get a shark in the head.”

“Between the eyes, Frank!”



“Kill it, Frank!”

“Kill itt”

The foam that doshed around the fish had once been white. Now it was pink.

Colin's father squeezed the trigger twice. The big gun bucked in his hands. One shot missed, but the
other took the prey squarely in the head.

The shark legped convulsvely, asif trying to heave itsdf aboard the boat, and everyone on the Erica
Lynn cried out in surprise; but then it fdl back into the water and was aosolutely ill.

A second later Mike brought his catch to the sur-face, within griking distance, and Frank fired &t it.
Thistime hisaim was perfect, and he finished the shark with the firg shot.

The sea foam was crimson.

Irv rushed forward with a tackle knife and severed both lines.

Rex and Mike collapsed in ther chairs, rdieved and surdy aching from head to foot.

Cdlin watched the dead fish drifting belly-up on the waves.

Without warning the sea began to bail asif a great flame had been applied beneeth it. Fins appeared
everywhere, converging on asmdl area immediady &ft of the Erica Lynn: adozen . . . two dozen . . .
fifty sharks or more. They dashed vidoudy a ther dead comrades, ripped and tore a meet like ther
very own meet, Smashed into one another, fought over every morsdl, soaring and diving and driking in a
mindess, savage feeding frenzy.

Frank emptied the revolver into the turmoil. He mugt have hit a least one of the mongers, for the
commotion grew congiderably worse than it had been.

Calin wished he could look away from the daugh-ter. But he couldn't. Something held him.

“They're cannibals,” one of the men said.

“Sharks will eat anything.”

“They're worse than goats.”

“FHshermen have found some pretty strange thingsin sharks somachs.”

“Yeah. | know aguy who found a wristwatch.”

“l heard of someone finding a wedding ring.”

“A cigar caseful of water-logged stogies.”

“Fdseteth.”

“A rare coin worth asmdl fortune”

“Anything indigestible that the victim was wear-ing or carrying, it stays right there in the shark's gut.”

“Why don't we haul in one of these mothers and see what it's keeping in its belly?’

“Hey, that might be interesting.”

“Cut it open right here on the deck.”

“Might find arare coin and get rich.”

“Probably just find alot of freshly eaten shark meat.”

“Maybe, maybe not.”

“At leadt it's something to do.”

“You'reright. It's been one hdl of a day.”

“Irv, better rig one of those rods again.”

They started drinking whiskey and beer again.

Calin watched.

Jack took the char, and two minutes later he had a bite. By the time hed brought the shark
adongsde, the feeding frenzy had ended; the pack had moved away. But the frenzy aboard the Erica
Lynn had just begun.

Colin's father reloaded the .38. He leaned over therailing and pumped two bullets into the huge fish.

“Right in the head.”

“Scrambled hisfuckin' brains alittle”

“Shark's got a brain like a pea.”

“Same as yours?’

“Thet thing dead?”’



“Aint movin'.”

“Bring it up.”

“Let's have alook ingde”

“Hnd that rare coin.”

“Or the fdse tegth.”

Whiskey and beer.

Jack reded in as much line as he could. The dead shark was bumping againg the sde of the boat.

“Damn thing's ten feet long.”

“Nobody's going to haul that baby up with just a gaff.”

“They have awinch.”

“It'sgoing to be amessy job.”

“Might be worth it if we find thet rare coin.”

“Were more likdy to find a coin in your sscom-ach.”

With five men, two ropes, three gaffs, and a power winch, they managed to hoist the shark out of the
sea and over the gern raling, and then logt control of it a second before it was down, so that it crashed
onto the deck, whereupon it came back to life un-expectedly, or hdlf life anyway, for the bullets had hurt
it and stunned it, but they had not killed it, and the beast thrashed on the deck, and everyone jumped
back, and Pete grabbed a gaff and swung and dammed the hook into the shark’s head, spraying blood
on severd people, and the mighty jaws snapped, trying to get at Pete, and another man rushed forward
with another gaff and embedded the long point in one of the shark's eyes, and a third gaff found its way
into one of the bullet wounds, and there was blood everywhere, so that Colin thought of the Kingman
killings, and dl the men in their svimauits were spotted and streaked with blood, and Colin's father ydled
for everyone to stand back, and dthough Irv told him not to fire toward the deck, Colin's father put one
more round in the shark's brain, and findly it stopped moving, and everyone was very excited, taking
and shouting at once, and they got down in the blood and rolled the shark over and tore at its bely with
the gutting knife, and the white flesh resisted for a moment but then gave, and out of the long rent spilled a
putrid, dimy mass of guts and haf-digested fish, and those ill sanding cheered while those on ther
knees pawed through the disgusting muck, looking for the mythicd rare coin, the wedding ring, the cigar
case, or the fase teeth, laughing and joking, even tossing handfuls of gore a one another.

Suddenly Calin found the strength to move. He bolted toward the front of the boat, dipped in blood,
sumbled, dmogt fel, regained his balance. When he had gone as far from the revelers and as far forward
as he could, he leaned through the ralling and vom-ited over the side.

By the time Colin finished, his father was there, towering over him, the very imege of savagery, skin
painted with blood, har matted with blood, eyes wild. His voice was soft but intense. “What's wrong
with you?’

“l was Sck,” Colin said weekly. “Just sick. It's over now.”

“What the hdl is wrong with you?’

“I'm okay now.”

“Do you try to embarrass me?’

“Huh?’

“In front of my friends like this?”

Cdlin stared, unable to comprehend.

“They're making jokes about you.”

“Wdll. . ”

“They're making fun of you.”

Calin was dizzy.

“Sometimes | wonder about you,” his father said.

“l couldn't hdp it. | threw up. There wasn't any-thing | could do to stop it.”

“Sometimes | wonder if you are my son.”

“l am. Of course | am.”

His father leaned close and studied him, as if searching for the telltde features of an old friend or



milkman. His breath was foul.
Whiskey and beer.
And blood.
“Sometimes you don't act like aboy a al. Some-times you don't look like youll ever make a man,”
hisfether said quietly but urgently.
“I'm trying.”
“Areyou?’
“I redly am,” Colin said despairingly.
“Sometimes you act like a pansy.”
“I'm sorry.”
“Sometimes you act like a goddamned queer.”
“l didn't mean to embarrass you.”
“Do you want to pull yoursdlf together?’
“Yegh.”
“Can you pull yoursdf together?’
“Yegh.”
“Canyou?’
“Surel can.”
“Will you?’
“Sure”
“Doit”
“l need a couple of minutes—"
“Now! Do it now!”
“Okay.”
“Pull yoursdf together.”
“Okay. I'm okay.”
“You're shaking.”
“No I'm not.”
“Y ou going to come back with me?’
“All right.”
“Show those guys whose son you are.”
“I'm your son.”
“Youve got to proveit, Junior.”
“I will.”
“Y ou've got to show me proof.”
“Can | have a beer?’
“Whet?’
“| think maybe it would help.”
“Hep what?’
“It might make me fed better.”
“You want a beer?’
“Yeeh”
“Now, that's more likeit!”
Frank Jacobs grinned and mussed his son's hair with one bloody hand.
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Cdlin sat on a bench by the cabin wadl, spped his cold beer, and wondered what would happen next.

Having found nothing of interest in the shark's ssomach, they heaved the dead beast over the side. It
floated for a moment, then suddenly sank or was dragged under by something with a big appetite.

The blood-drenched men lined up dong the star-board ral while Irv hosed them down with sea
water. They stripped out of their swvimsuits, which had to be thrown away, and they lathered up with bars
of grainy, ydlow soap, dl the while making jokes about one another's genitdia Each received one
bucket of fresh water with which to rinse. While they went below to dry off and change into their street
clothes, Irv duiced the deck, washing the lagt traces of blood into the scuppers.

Later, the men did some skeet shooting. Charlie and Irv dways carried two shotguns and a target
launcher aboard the Erica Lynn, to entertain cus-tomers when the fish weren't biting. The men drank
whiskey and beer, blasted away at the whirling discs, and forgot dl about fishing.

At firg Colin winced each time the guns boomed, but after awhile the explosions didn't bother him.

Later dill, when the men became bored with shooting clay pigeons, they opened up on the sea gulls
that were diving for amdl fish not far from the Erica Lynn. The birds did not react to the roar of the
shotguns, they continued to feed and to issue thair strange il cries, gpparently unaware that they were
being cut down one by one.

The daughter did not sicken Coalin, as it once would have done, nor did it appeal to him. He fdt
nothing at dl as he watched the birds being blown away, and he wondered about his inadility to
re-spond. He fdt cool and perfectly 4ill insde.

The guns fired, and the gulls burst apart in the sky. Thousands of tiny droplets of blood sprayed up
like beads of molten copper in the golden air.

At sevenrthirty they said good-bye to Charlie and Irv, and they went to a harbor restaurant for a
steak-and-lobster dinner. Colin was starved. He greedily devoured everything on his plate, without a
thought about the disemboweled shark or the gulls

Wl after the late, summer sunset, his father took him home. As dways, Frank drove too fast and
with no regard at dl for other motorigis.

Ten minutes from Santa Leona, Frank Jacobs turned the conversation away from the events of the
day to more persond matters. “Are you happy living with your mother?’

The question put Colin on the spot. He didn't want to spark an argument. He shrugged and said, “I
guess”

“Thet's no answer.”

“I mean, | guess I'm happy.”

“You don't know?’

“I'm happy enough.”

“Is she taking good care of you?’

“Sure”

“Areyou egting wel?’

“Yeeh”

“Youredill so skinny.”

“l est red well.”

“She's not much of a cook.”

“She does okay.”

“Does she give you enough spending money?’

“Oh yeah.”

“l could send you something every week.”

“l don't need it.”

“How about if | sent ten dollars every week?’

“You don't have to do that. | have plenty. I'd just waste it.”

“You like Santa Leona.”

“It's okay.”



“Jud okay?’

“It'sredly nice”

“You miss your friends from Westwood?’

“l didn't have any friends there.”

“Of course you did. | saw them once. That red-headed boy and—"

“Those were just guys from school. Acquain-tances.”

“You don't have to keep a diff upper lip for me”

“I'm not.”

“Know you miss them.”

“| redly dont.”

They swerved left, passed a truck that was aready exceeding the speed limit, and pulled back into
the right lane much too quickly.

Behind them the trucker angrily blew his horn.

“What the hell's esting him? | left plenty of room, didn't I’

Cdlin said nothing.

Frank let up on the accelerator. The car dowed from sixty-five to fifty-five miles an hour.

Thetruck tooted again.

Frank pounded hard on the Cadillac's horn, trum-peted for at least a minute to show the other driver
that he wasn't intimidated.

Calin glanced back anxioudy. The big truck was no more than four feet from their bumper. Its
head-lights flashed.

“Bagtard,” Frank said. “Who the hdl does he think heis?” He dowed down to forty miles an hour.

The truck swung into the passng lane.

Frank whipped the Cadillac to the left, in front of the truck, blocking it and holding it &t forty.

“Hah! Thatll piss the son-of-a-bitch! Thatll burn his ass, won't it?’

The trucker used his horn again.

Calin was sweating.

His father was hunched forward, hands like talons on the whed. His teeth were bared; his eyes were
wide as they moved rapidly back and forth from the road to the mirror. He was bresthing heavily, dmost
shorting.

The truck shifted to the right-hand lane.

Frank quickly cut it off again.

At lagt the trucker seemed to redize that he was deding with either a drunk or a nut, and tha
ex-treme caution was the best course of action. He dowed to about thirty and fdl steadily behind.

“Thetll teach the asshole. Did he think he owned the goddamned road?’

Having won the battle, Frank put the Cadillac back up to seventy, and they rocketed away into the
night.

Cdlin closed his eyes.

They rodein silence for a few miles, and then Frank said, “What with your friends dl down there in
Westwood, how'd you like to come back and live with me?’

“You mean dl the time?’

“Why not?’

“Wdl . . . | guesstha would be okay,” Colin said, only because he knew it was impossible.

“I'l see what | can do, Junior.”

Cdlin glanced at m with darm. “But the judge gave Mom custody. Y ou've just got vidting rights”

“Maybe we can change that.”

“How?”

“There's saverd things we'd have to do, and a cou-ple of them wouldn't be exactly pleasant.”

“Like what?’

“For one thing, you'd have to be willing to stand up in court and say you're not happy living with her.”

“I'd have to do that before they'd make a change?”’



“I'm pretty sure you would.”

“l suppose you're right,” Colin said noncommit-taly. He relaxed alittle because he didn't intend to tell
the court any such thing.

“Y ou've got the guts to do it, don't you?’

“Oh sure,” Colin said. Because it might help to know the enemy's strategy, he said, “What ese would
we have to do?’

“Wdl, we'd have to show that she's an unfit mother.”

“But she's not.”

“Oh, | don't know. | have a hunch we could prove a loose-mords charge to the satisfaction of any
judge”

“Huh?’

“That art crowd,” Frank said sullenly. “Those peo-ple she hangs around with.”

“What about them?’

“Those artigts have different vaues from most people. They pride themsdves on it.”

“l don't understand.”

“Wdl . . . weird palitics, atheism, drugs. . . orgies. They degp around alot.”

“You think Mom—"

“I| hate to say it”

“Then don't.”

“For your sake, I've got to condder the possibil-ity.”

“She doesn't . . . livelike that,” Calin said, d-though he wasn't sureif she did or not.

“Youve got to face the facts of life, Junior.”

“She doesn't.”

“ She's human. She might surprise you. She's sure as hdl no saint.”

“l can't believe we're taking about this”

“It's worth congdering, worth looking into if itll get you back with me. A boy needs to have his father
around when he's growing up. He needs a man there to show him how to become a man himsdf.”

“But how would you ever prove that she. . . did things like that?’

“Private detectives”

“Youd redly hire a bunch of private eyes to snoop on her everywhere she goes?’

“l don't want to have to do that. But it might be necessary. It would be the quickest and easiest way
to find out about her.”

“Dont doit”

“I'd only be doing it for you.”

“Then don't.”

“l want you to be happy.”

“l am.”

“You'd be happier in Westwood.”

“Pease, Dad, | wouldn't be happy if you put a pack of dogs on her.”

His father scowled. “Dogs? Who's talking about dogs? Look, these detectives are professionds.
They aren't goons. They wouldn't hurt her. She wouldn't even know they were watching.”

“Pease, don't doit”

All hisfather would say was, “I hope it isn't nec-essary.”

Calin thought about going back to Westwood, about living with his father, and it was like having a
nightmeare without being adeep.
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At deven o'clock Sunday morning, Roy arrived with his svimsuit wrapped in a towe. “Where's your
mother?’

“Shes a the gdlery.”

“On Sunday?’

“Seven days aweek.”

“| thought 1'd get to see her in abikini.”

“'Fraid not.”

The house was what the redl-estate people caled “prime lease property.” Among other things it had
a sunken living room with a huge stone fireplace, three large bathrooms, a gourmet kitchen, and a
forty-foot pool. Since they'd moved in, they'd used the living room less than two hours a week, for they'd
hed no company; they hadn't entertained overnight guests and had no reason to use the third bath; and of
dl the fancy equipment in the kitchen, they'd used nothing but the refrigerator and two burners on the
stove. Only the pool was worth the rent.

Calin and Roy raced the length of the poal, played with inner tubes and inflated pladtic rafts, made a
game of retrieving coins from the bottom, splashed, splattered, and findly dragged themselves out onto
the concrete gpron to bake in the sun.

It was the firg time Calin had been snimming with Roy, the fird time he had gotten a look a him
without a shirt—and the first time that he had seen the horrible marks that disfigured Roy's back. Jagged
bands of scar tissue danted from the boy's right shoulder to his Ieft hip. Calin tried to count them— six,
seven, eght, perhaps as many as ten. It was difficult to be sure, for they melted together at a couple of
points. Where there was hedthy skin be-tween the ugly lines, it was wel tanned, but the raised scars did
not take the sun; they were pae and shiny-smooth in some places, pae and puckered in others.

“What happened to you?’ Coalin asked.

“Huh?’

“Wha happened to your back?’

“Nothing.”

“What about those scars?”’

“It's nothing.”

“You weren't born that way.”

“Jud an accident.”

“What kind of accident?’

“It was along time ago.”

“Were you in a car wreck or something?’

“l don't want to talk about it.”

“Why not?’

Roy glared a him. “1 said | don't want to fucking talk about the fucking scars!”

“Okay. Sure. Forget it.”

“l don't have to give you any reason either.”

“l didn't mean to pry.”

“Wedl, you did.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Yegh.” Roy sighed. “Soam |.”

Roy got up and walked to the far end of the pool. He stood there for a while, his back to Calin,
daing at the ground.

Feding stupid and awkward, Colin quickly did into the pool, as if he wanted to hide in the cool
water. He swam hard, trying to work off a sudden overcharge of nervous energy.

Fve minutes later, when Colin cdlimbed out of the pool again, Roy was dill a the corner of the
concrete apron, but now he was hunkered down. He was pok-ing at something in the grass.

“What'd you find?’ Colin asked.

Roy was so intent on whatever he was doing that he did not hear the question.



Calin went to him and sgquatted beside him.

“Ants” Roy said.

At the edge of the concrete lay a teacup-size mound of powdery earth. Tiny red ants were scur-rying
around and over it.

Grinning broadly, Roy mashed the insects into the concrete. A dozen. Two dozen. As he killed them
other ants came out of the hill and raced into his shadow, asif they had abruptly redlized that their destiny
was not mindiess |abor in the hive but sac-rificid death under the hands of a monster god a million times
thar sze.

Roy paused now and then to look at the greasy, rust-colored remains that stained his fingers. “No
bones,” he said. “They sguash into nothing, into just a little drop of juice, 'cause they don't have any
bones.”

Calin watched.
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After Roy had smashed a great many ants and had kicked apart their hill, he and Calin played water
polo with a blue-and-green beach bdl. Roy won.

By three o'clock they were tired of the pool. They changed out of ther swimauits and sat in the
kitchen, eating chocolate-chip cookies and drinking lemonade.

Cdlin drained his glass, chewed on adiver of ice, and said, “Do you trust me?’

“Sure”

“Did | passthe te?’

“Were blood brothers, aren't we?’

“Thentdl me”

“Tel you what?’

“You know. The big secret.”

“| dready told you,” Roy said.

“You did?

“| told you Friday night, after we |eft the Pit, before we went out to the Fairmont to see that porno
flick”

Cdlin shook his head. “If you told me, | didn't hear.”

“You heard, but you didn't want to.”

“What kind of double-talk isthat?’

Roy shrugged. He rattled the icein his glass.

“Tdl me again,” Calin said. “Thistime | want to hear.”

“I kill people.”

“Jeez. That's really your big secret?’

“Seemed like ahdll of a secret to me”

“But it's not true.”

“Am | your blood brother?’

“Yegh.”

“Do blood brotherslie to each other?”

“They're not supposed to,” Coalin admitted. “Okay. If you killed people, they mugt have had names.
What were their names?’

“ Stephen Rose and Philip Pacino.”

“Who were they?’



“Jud two kids”

“Friends?’

“They could have been if they'd wanted.”

“Why'd you kill 'em?’

“They refused to be blood brothers with me. After that | couldn't trust them.”

“You mean you'd have killed meif | hadn't wanted to be blood brothers?”

13 M @/m”

“Bullshit.”

“If it makes you happy to think s0.”

“Wheréd you kill them?’

“Right here in Santa Leona.”

“When?’

“| got Phil last summer, the first day of Augug, the day after his birthday, and | nalled Steve Rose the
summer before that.”

“How?”

Roy amiled dreamily and closed his eyes, asif he were rdiving it in his mind. “I pushed Steve off the
diff a Sandman's Cove. He hit the rocks at the bot-tom. You should have seen him bounce. When they
brought him up the next day, he was such a mess that even his old man couldn't make a pogitive ID.”

“Wheat about the other one—Phil Pacino?’

“We were at his house, building a modd arplane” Roy said. “His parents weren't home. He didn't
have any brothers or ssters. Nobody knew 1'd gone there. It was a perfect opportunity, so | squirted
lighter fluid on his head and lit him.”

“As soon as | could see for sure that he was dead, | got the hdl out of there. The whole house
burned down. It was ared popper. A couple of days later, the fire marshd decided that Phil had started
it by playing with matches.”

“You suretdl agood story,” Colin said.

Roy opened his eyes but didn't speak.

Cdlin took their plates and glasses to the snk, washed them, and stacked them in the rack. As he
worked he said, “Y ou know, Roy, with your imag-ination, maybe you ought to write horror stories when
you grow up. You'd make abundle at it

Roy made no move to hep with the clean-up. “You mean you dill think I'm playing some sort of
game with you?’

“Wdl, you make up a couple of names—"

“Steve Rose and Phil Pacino were red people. You can check on that easy enough. Just go to the
library and look through the back issues of the News Reg-ister. You can read dl about how they died.”

“Maybe I'll do that.”

“Maybe you should.”

“But even if this Steve Rose did fdl off the diff a Sandman's Cove, and even if Phil Pacino burned to
degth in his own home—it wouldn't prove anything. Not a thing. Both of them could have been
acci-dents.”

“Then why would | try to take credit for them?’

“To make your story about being a killer seem more redigtic. To make me believe it. To set me up
for some kind of joke.”

“You sure can be subborn,” Roy said.

“So canyou.”

“What will it take to make you face the truth?’

“l dready know the truth,” Colin sad. He finished the dishes and dried his hands on a
red-and-white-checked dish towd.

Roy got up and went to the window. He stared at the sun-dappled svimming poal. “1 guess the only
way I'm ever going to convince you is to kill some-one.”



“Yeah,” Colin said. “Why don't you do that?’

“You think | won't.”

“l know you won't.”

Roy turned to him. Sunlight streamed through the window, painted one sde of Roy's face, left one
gdein shadow, and made one of his eyes even more fiercdy blue than the other. “Are you daring me to
kill someone?’

“Yeeh”

“Thenif | doit,” Roy said, “hdf the respongibility will be yours.”

“Okay.”

“Jud like that?”

“Jud like that.”

“Doexn't it bother you that you might wind up injail?” Roy asked.

“No. Because you won't do it.”

“Is there anyone specid you'd like me to take care of, anyone you'd like to see dead?”’

Calin grinned because he was now certain thet it was just a game. “Nobody particular. Anyone you
want. Why don't you pick a name out of the phone book?’

Roy turned to the window again.

Cdlin leaned againg the counter and waited.

After awhile Roy looked at his watch and said, “I've got to be getting home. My parents are going to
dinner a my Unde Marlon's place. He's a genuine asshole. But | have to go with them.”

“Wat a minute, wait a minute!” Colin said. “You can't change the subject that eedly. You cant dip
out of it. We were talking about who you're going to kill.”

“l wasn' trying to dip out of it.”

“Wdl?

“I've got to think about it for awhile”

“Yeeh,” Calin said. “Like for fifty years.”

“No. By tomorrow I'l tdl you who itll be.”

“l won't let you forget.”

Roy nodded somberly. “And once I'm ralling, | won't let you stop me”
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Weezy Jacobs had an important dinner engage-ment Sunday evening. She gave Colin money to eat
a Chalies Cafe, and she dso gave him a short lec-ture about the importance of ordering something
more nutritious than a greasy cheeseburger and french fries.

On his way to dinner, Calin stopped a Rhine-hart's, a big drugstore one block from the cafe.
Rhine-hart's had a large paperback-book section. Colin browsed through the titles in the wire pockets,
searching for interesting science fiction and noves about the supernaturd.

After awhile he redlized that a pretty girl, about his own age, had waked up to the racks a few feet
away. There were two shelves of books above the wire pockets, and those titles were shelved sdeways
indead of with their covers showing; she was look-ing at these, her head tilted to one sSde so tha she
could read the spines. She was wearing shorts, and for a moment he stared at her lovely dender legs.
She had a graceful neck. Her hair was golden.

She became aware that he was saring &t her, and she looked up, smiled. “Hi.”

He amiled, too. “Hi.”

“You're afriend of Roy Borden's, aren't you?’



“How'd you know that?’

She cocked her head to one Sde again, asif he were another book on the shdf and she were reading
his titte. She said, “The two of you are dmog like Samese twins. | hardly ever see one without the
other.”

“You see menow,” he said.

“You're new in town.”

“Yegh. Since the firg of June”

“What's your name?’

“Cdlin Jacobs. What's yours?’

“Hesther.”

“Thet's preity.”

“Thank you.”

“Heather what?’

“Promise you won' laugh.”

“Huh?’

“Promise you won't laugh a my name.”

“Why would | laugh & your name?’

“It's Heether Lipshitz.”

“No,” he sad.

“Yes. It would be bad enough if it were Zdda Lip-shitz. Or Sadie Lipshitz. But Heather Lipshitz is
worse because the two don't go together, and the firs name just cdls atention to the last. You didnt
laugh.”

“Of course not.”

“Mog kids do.”

“Mogt kids are stupid.”

“You like to read?’ Hesther asked.

“Yegh”

“What do you read?’

“Sciencefiction. You?’

“I'l read amogt anything. I've read some science fiction. Stranger in a Strange Land.”

“That's a great book.”

“You see Sar Wars!” she asked.

“Four times. And Close Encounters Sx times”

“Have you seen Alien!”

“Yeah. You enjoy Suff like that?’

“Sure. When there's an old Christopher Lee movie on TV, you can't pull me away from the set,” she
sad.

He was amazed. “Y ou actudly like horror mov-ies?’

“The scarier the better.” She looked a her wrigt-watch. “Wdl, I've got to get home for dinner. It's
been red nice taking to you, Colin.”

As she dstarted to turn away, he said, “Uh . . . wait a sec.” She looked back a him, and he shifted
awk-wardly from one foot to the other. “Uh . . . thereés a new horror flick coming to the Baronet this
week.”

“l saw the previews.”

“Did it look good to you?’

“Might be,” she said.

“Wouldyou . . .wdl ... I mean...doyouthink. ..

Shegmiled. “I'd like to.”

“You would?’

“Sure”

“Wadl . . . should I cdl you or what?’



“Cdl me”

“What's your number?’

“It'sinthe book. Bdieveit or not, were the only Lipshitz family in town.”

He grinned. “I'll cal you tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

“If that's dl right.”

“Thet'sfine”

“Bye”

“Good-bye, Calin.”

He watched her walk out of the store. His heart was racing.

Jeez.

Something strange was happening to him. For sure, for sure. He never before had been able to tak
like that with a girl—or with a gifl like that. He usudly got tongue-tied right at the start, and the whole
conversation went into the toilet. But not thistime. He'd been smooth. For God's sake, held even made a
date with her! Hisfirg date. Something sure was happening to him.

But what?

And why?

Severd hours later, as he lay in bed, ligening to a Los Angeles radio station, unable to deep, Calin
thought about dl of the wonderful new develop-ments in his life. With a terific friend like Roy, with an
important pogition like team manager, and with agirl as pretty and nice as Heather—what more could he
possbly ask?

He had never been so content.

Roy was the most important part of his new life, of course. Without Roy, he would never have been
brought to the attention of Coach Malinoff and would never have gotten the job as junior-varsty team
manager. And without Roy's liberating influ-ence, he would very likdy never have had the nerve to ask
Hesather for a date. More than that—she prob-ably wouldn't even have said hello to himif he hadn't been
Roy's friend. Wasn't that the firg thing she had said to him? You're a friend of Roy Borden's, aren't
you! If he hadn't been afriend of Roy's, she probably wouldn't even have looked a him twice.

But she had looked twice.

And she had agreed to date him.

Life was good.

He thought about Roy's strange stories. The cat in the birdcage. The boy burned with lighter fluid. He
knew those were judt tdl tales. Tests. Roy was test-ing him for something. He put the cat and the burned
boy out of hismind. He wasn't going to let those Slly stories destroy hislovely mood.

He closed his eyes and pictured himsdf dancing with Heather in a magnificent balroom. He was
wearing a tuxedo. She wasin ared gown. There was a crystd chanddier. They danced so wel together
that they seemed to be floating.
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Ealy Monday afternoon, Colin was at the work-table in his bedroom, putting together a plagtic
modd of Lon Chancy as the Phantom of the Opera. When the telephone rang, he had to run into his
mother's room to answer it, for he had no extension of his own.

It was Roy. “Calin, you've got to come right away.”

“Come where?’

“My house.”



Calin looked at the digita read-out clock on the nightstand: 1:05. He said, “We were supposed to
meet a two o'clock.”

“l know. But you've got to come now.”

“Why?

“My folks aren't home, and there's something here that you absolutely have to see. | can't talk about
it on the phone. Y ou've got to come now, right away, just as quick as you can. Hurry!”

Roy hung up.

The game continues, Colin thought.

Ten minutes later, Colin rang the bdll at the Bor-den house.

Roy answered the door. He was flushed and ex-cited.

“What's up?’ Colin asked.

Roy pulled him ingde and dammed the door. They stood in the foyer. The immeaculate living room lay
beyond; the emerald-green drapes filtered the sun and filled the place with cold light that gave Colin the
feding they were deep beneath the sea.

“l want you to get a good look at Sarah,” Roy said.

“Who?’

“| told you about her Friday night, when we were a the beach steps on the palisades, just before we
split up. She's the girl, the one who looks good enough to be in a porn movie, the one | think we can find
away to screw.”

Cdlin blinked. “Y ou've got her here?’

“Not exactly. Come on updairs. Youll see”

Calin had never been in Roy's bedroom before, and it surprised him. It didn't look like a kid's room;
infact, it didn't look like a place where anyone, ether child or adult, redly lived. The ngp on the carpet
stood up asif it had been vacuumed only minutes ago. The dark pine furniture was highly polished; Calin
couldnt see anick or ascratch init, but he could see his reflection. No dust. No grime. No fin-gerprints
around the light switch. The bed was negtly made, the lines as sraight and the corners as tightly tucked as
those on a bunk in an Army barracks. In addition to the furniture, there was a big red dictionary and the
uniform volumes of an encyclo-pedia. But nothing else. Nothing ese at dl. There were no knickknacks,
no model arplanes, no comic books, no sports equipment, nothing to show that Roy had any hobbies or
even any normd humean interests. Quite clearly, the room was a mirror of Mrs. Borden's persondity and
not her son's.

To Coalin's eyes, the oddest thing about the place was the totd absence of decoration on the wals.
No paintings. No photographs. No posters. In the down-gtairs foyer, in the living room, and on the wall
dong the gairs, there were a couple of oils, a watercolor, and a few inexpensve prints, but here the wals
were bare and white. Calin fdt asif he were in amonk's cdl.

Roy led him to a window.

Not more then fifty feet away, in the backyard of the house next door, a woman was sunbathing. She
was wearing a white bikini and was lying on a red beach towe that was draped across a cot. Smdl
cot-ton pads shielded her eyes from the sun.

“She's redly aterrific piece of ass” Roy said.

Her ams were a her sdes, pams turned up asif in supplication. She was tan and lean and shapely.

“That's Sarah?’ Colin asked.

“Sarah Cadlahan. Shelives next door.” Roy picked up apair of binoculars that had been on the floor
beneeth the window. “Here. Take a closer look.”

“Whet if she sees me?’

“She won't.”

He put the glasses to his eyes, focused them, and found the woman. If she actudly had been as close
as she suddenly appeared to be, she would have fdt his breath on her skin.

Sarah was beautiful. Evenin repose, her features held great sensud promise. Her lips were full, ripe;
ghe licked them once while he watched.

A peculiar sense of power overcame Calin. In hismind he touched and caressed Sarah Callahan, but



in redity she was unaware of it. The binoculars were his lips and tongue and fingers, feding and tasting
her, exploring her, surreptitioudy violaing the sanctity of her body. He experienced mild synesthesa
Magicaly, his eyes seemed to possess senses other than sght. With his eyes he smdlled her fresh, thick,
ydlow hair. With his eyes he fdt the texture of her skin, the pliancy of her flesh, the soft round-ness of her
breasts, and the mois warmth in the musky junction of her thighs. With his eyes he kissed her concave
bdly and tasted the sdty beads of per-spiration that ringed her like a jeweded belt. For a moment Colin
fdt that he could do anything to her that he wished; he had complete immunity. He was the invisble man.

“How'd you like to get in her pants?’ Roy asked.

Fndly Calin lowered the binoculars.

“You want her?” Roy asked.

“Who wouldn't?’

“We can have her.”

“You'relivingin adream.”

“Her husband's at work dl day.”

“gy?’

“She's pretty much done over there”

“What do you mean—'pretty much'?’

“She has a five-year-old kid.”

“Then she'snot done at dl.”

“The kid won't give us any trouble.”

Cdlin knew that Roy was playing the game again, but this time he decided to play dong. “What's
your plan?’

“Wejugt go over and knock on the door. She knows me. Shell open up.”

“And then?’

“You and me can handle her. Well push insde, knock her down. I'll put aknife at her throat.”

“Shell scream.”

“Not with aknife a her throat.”

“Shell think you're bluffing.”

“If she does,” Roy said, “I'll cut her alittle to show we mean business.”

“What about the kid?’

“I'l have Sarah under control, so youll be free to catch the brat and tie him up.”

“Whetll | tie him with?’

“Well take dong some dothedine.”

“After I've gotten him out of the way, what hap-pens?’

Roy grinned. “Then well gtrip her, tie her to the bed, and use her.”

“And you think she's not going to tdl anybody what we've done?’

“Oh, of course, when we're finished with her, well have to kill her.”

“And the kid, too?’ Calin asked.

“He's arotten little brat. 1'd like to snuff him mogt of dl.”

“Itsabad idea Forget it.”

“Y esterday, you dared meto kill someone,” Roy said. “And now the idea scares you.”

“Look who's taking.”

“What do you meaen?’

Cdlin sghed. “Y ou've protected yoursdf by com-ing up with a plan that can't possbly work. You
figured I'd shoot it down, and then you could say, 'Wdll, | wanted to prove | could kill someone, but
Cdlin chickened out on me.”

“What's wrong with my plan?’ Roy demanded.

“Hrd4 of dl, you live next door to her.”

“So what?’

“The cops would suspect you right off.”

“Me? I'm just a fourteen-year-old kid.”



“Old enough to be a suspect.”
“You redly think so?’

“Sure”

“Wdl . . . you could give me an dibi. You could swear | was & your house when she was
murdered.”

“Then they'd suspect both of us”

For along time Roy stared down a Sarah Cdlahan. Findly he turned away from the window and
began to pace. “Wha we'd have to do is leave clues that pointed away from us. We'd have to midead
them.”

“You redize the kind of lab equipment they've got? They can trace you by a sngle hair, a thread,
amog anything.”

“But if we could snuff her in such away that they'd never in a million years think it was just kids that
didit. ..

“How?'

Roy continued to pace. “Wed make it look like some raving lunatic killed her, some sex maniec.
Wed stab her a hundred times. We'd cut off her ears. We'd dice up the brat pretty good, too, and we'd
use blood to write alot of crazy things on the wals”

“Youreredly gross”

Roy stopped pacing and stared hard a him. “What's the matter? Are you a Sssy about blood?’

Cdlin fdt queasy but tried not to show it. “Even if you could midead the cops that way, there's too
many other things wrong with your plan.”

“Like what?’

“Someone will see us going into the Cdlahan place.”

“Who?’

“Maybe somebody taking out the garbage. Or somebody washing windows. Or just somebody going
byinacar.”

“So well use the Calahans back door.”

Calin glanced out the window. “Looks to me like that wall goes dl around the property. Wed have
to enter by the front walk and go around the house to get to the back door.”

“Nah. We could dimb over the wall in aminute”

“If anyone saw us, they'd be sure to remember. Besides, what about fingerprints when we get into the
house?’

“Well wear gloves, of course.”

“Y ou mean well wak up to the door wearing glovesin ninety-degree heet, carrying a lot of rope and
aknife—and shell let usin without a second thought?”

Roy was becoming impatient. “\When she opens the door, well move so fast she won't have time to
redize anything's wrong.”

“What if she does? What if she's fagter than we are?”’

“Shewont be”

“Welve a least got to consider the possihility,” Colin ingsted.

“Okay. I've considered it, and I've decided it's nothing to worry about.”

“Another thing. What if she opens the inner door but not the storm door?’

“Then welll open the stcorm door,” Roy said. “What's the problem?’

“What if it's locked?’

“Chrigt!”

“Wedl, we have to expect the worst.”

“Okay, okay. It's abad idea”

“That'swhat | said.”

“But I'm not giving up.”

“l don't want you to give up,” Calin said. “I'm enjoying the game.”

“Sooner or later, I'l find the right setup. I'll find someone for us to kill. You better bdieveit.”



For awhile they took turns watching Sarah Cal-lahan through the binoculars.

Ealier, Calin had been eager to tdl Roy about Heather. But now, for reasons he couldnt quite
de-fine, he fet the time wasn't right. For the moment Heather would be hislittle secret.

When Sarah Cdlahan finished sunning hersdlf, Calin and Roy went down to the garage and passed
Monday afternoon with the trains. Roy engineered e aborate wrecks and laughed excitedly each time the
cars plunged off the tracks.

That night Colin telephoned Heather, and she ac-cepted a movie date for Wednesday. They talked
a-mog fifteen minutes. When Colin findly hung up, he fdt that his happiness was a visble light, thet it
was radiating from him in a golden nimbus; he was glowing.
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Calin and Roy spent part of Tuesday at the beach, getting tanned and watching the girls Roy seemed
to have logt interest in his macabre game; he didn't say a Sngle word about killing anyone.

At two-thirty Roy stood up and brushed sand from his bare legs and his cut-off jeans. He had
decided it was time to go back into town. “1 want to stop by your mother's gdlery.”

Cdlin blinked. “What for?’

“To look at the paintings, of course.”

“Why?

"'Cause I'm interested in paintings, dummy.”

“Since when?’

“Since dways”

“You never mentioned it before.”

“You never asked,” Roy said.

They rode ther bicycles back to town and parked on the sdewdk in front of the gdlery.

A few browsers were in the shop. They moved dowly from painting to painting.

Weezy's business partner, Paula, was stting a the big antique desk in the far right corner of the
room, where sales were written. She was a wispy, freckled woman with lustrous auburn hair and large
glasses.

Weezy was drculating among the browsers, offering to answer any questions they might have about
the paintings. When she saw Coalin and Roy, she headed draight for them, amiling tiffly. It was clear to
Cdlin that she thought a pair of sandy, swesty, bare-chested boys in cut-off jeans were definitdy not
conducive to business

Before Weezy could ask them what they wanted, Roy pointed to alarge painting by Mark Thornberg
and sad, “Mrs. Jacobs, this atid is tarific. He redly is. His work has a lot more depth then the
two-dimensond guff that mogt current painters are tuning out. The detall is redly something. Wow. |
mean, it dmogt looks like he's trying to adapt the style of the old Hemish masters to a more modern sort
of viewpoaint.”

Weezy was surprised by Roy's observations.

Cdin was surprised, too. More than surprised. Stunned. Depth? Two-dimensond? Hemish
mas-ters? He gaped a Roy, amazed.

“Areyou interested in art?’ Weezy asked.

“Ohyes” Roy sad. “I'm thinking of mgoring in art when | go to college. But that's ill a few years
avay.”

“Do you pant?’

“A little. Mogtly watercolors. I'm not redly very good.”

“I'l bet you're being modest,” Weezy said. “After dl, you apparently have quite an understanding of



art—and a very good eye. You went right to the heart of what Mark Thornberg istrying to achieve.”

“l did?

“Yes. That's astounding. Especidly for someone your age. Mark is attempting to take the meticulous
detail and the three-dimensiond techniques of the Hemish magters and combine those qudities with a
modern senghility and modern subject matter.”

Roy looked a other Thornberg canvases on the same wall asthefirgt, and he said, “I think | detect a
trace of . . . Jacob Dewitt.”

“Exactly!” Weezy said, astonished. “Mark is a grest admirer of DeWitt. You redly do have a
knowl-edge of art. You're quite remarkable.”

Roy and Weezy moved from one Thornberg pant-ing to another, spending a few minutes in front of
each, discussng the artist's merits. Colin tagged adong behind them, left out, embarrassed by his
ig-norance—and baffled by Roy's unexpected expertise and brilliant perception.

The very firg time that Weezy had met Roy, she had been favorably impressed by him. She had told
Cdlin as much, and she had suggested that a fine boy like Roy Borden was a much better influence then
the few bookworms and socid rejects with whom he had previoudy established tenuous re-lationships.
She had seemed unaware thet he, too, was a bookworm and a socid reject and that her words sung
him. Now she was intrigued by Roy's interest in fine arts. Colin could see the ddight in her eyes. Roy
knew how to be charming without ever seeming phony, ingncere. He could win the approva of virtudly
any adult—even those he se-cretly despised.

In aflash of jedousy, Colin thought: She approves of him more than she does of me. The way
she's looking at him! Has she ever looked at me like that? Hell, no. The bitch!

Theintengty of his sudden anger surprised and disconcerted him. As Weezy and Roy looked at the
last of the Thornberg paintings, Colin struggled to regain control of himsdf.

A few minutes later, outsde the gdlery, as he and Roy were dimbing on their bicycles, Colin sad,
“Why didn't you ever tdl me you were interested in art?’

Roy grinned. “Because I'm not interested in art. It's abunch of crap. It's too damned boring.”

“But dl that Suff you said in there—"

“l knew your old lady was dating this Thornberg and handling his paintings at the gdlery. | went to
the library to seeif | could find out anything about him. They subscribe to severa art megazines a the
library. California Artist ran an aticle about Thorn-berg dmost a year ago. | just read it for
background.”

“Why?" Colin asked, perplexed.

“To impress your mother.”

“Why?

“'Cause | want her to like me”

“You went to dl that trouble just to make my mother like you? It's that important to you?’

“Sure” Roy said. “We don't want her getting the idea I'm a bad influence on you. She might forbid
you to see me any more.”

“Why would she think you're a bad influence?’

“Grown-ups can get funny ideas sometimes” Roy said.

“Wdl, sheld never tdl me not to hang around with you. She thinks you're a good influence”

“Yeeh?’

“Yegh”

“Wdl then, my little act was just more insurance.”

Roy pedded away fad.

Cdlin hesitated, then followed him. He was cer-tain there was more behind Roy's “little act” than the
boy was willing to talk about. But what? What had Roy redlly been up to?
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Weezy couldn't come home Tuesday evening; she had dinner with a business associate. She gave
Calin money to eat a Charlie's Cafe again, and Colin took Roy with him.

After cheeseburgers and milkshakes, Calin said, “Want to see amovie?’

“Where?’

“There's a good one on televison.”

“What isit?’

“The Shadow of Dracula.”

“Why do you want to see junk like that?’

“It's not junk. It's gotten good reviews.”

“There's no such thing as vampires” Roy said.

“Maybe. Maybe not.”

“No maybes. Postively not. Vampires. . . that's bunk.”

“But they make for scary movies”

“Boring,” Roy said.

“Why don't you giveit a chance?’

Roy sghed and shook his head. “How can you be scared of something that doesn't exig?’

“You just have to use your imagination alittle”

“Why should | imagine scary things when there are so many real things to be afrad of ?”

Calin shrugged. “Okay. So you don't want to see the movie”

“Bedides, | have something planned for later.”

“What?' Colin asked.

Roy gave him ady look. “Youll see”

“Don't be mygerious. Tdl me”

“In good time”

“When?’

“Oh...dgnht oclock,” Roy sad.

“Whet'll we do till then?’

They rode down Central Avenue to the amdl craft harbor, chained thair bicyclesin a parking lot, and
explored the maze of waterfront shops and amuse-ments. They drolled through swarms of buzzing
tourigts, looking for pretty girlsin shorts or bikinis.

Over the bay, sea gulls soared and swooped. With piercing, meancholy cries, they darted up and
down, back and forth, sawing together the sky, the earth, and the water.

Calin thought the harbor was beautiful. The wes-tering sun streamed between scattered white clouds
and appeared to lay in shimmering bronze puddies on the water. Seven smdl boats were saling in
for-mation, sneking across the sheltered water toward the open sea. The evening was drenched in that
pe-culiar Cdifornia light that is perfectly clear but that seems a the same time to have consderable
sub-stance, as if you were looking at the world through countless sheets of expensve, highly polished
crystal.

At that moment the harbor seemed to be the safest and most welcoming place on earth, but Colin
was cursed with the ability to see how it would change for the worse in just an hour or two. In his mind
he could picture it a night—the crowds gone, the shops closed, and no light but that from a few wharf
lamps. In the late hours the only sound would be the voice of the night: the continuous lgpping of the sea
a the dark pilings, the cresking of moored boats, the sin-ister rugtling of wings as the gulls settled down
to deep, and that ever-present undercurrent of demonic whispers that most people could not hear. He
knew that evil would creep in with the dying of the light. In the londy shadows, something hideous would
rise out of the water and snatch away the unwary pas-serby; something dimy and scady; something with
awful, insatiable hungers, something with razor teeth and powerful jaws that could tear a men apart.



Unable to shake tha horror-movie image, Colin suddenly found that he could no longer enjoy the
beauty around him. It was asiif he were looking at a pretty girl and, againg his will, seeing within her the
rotting corpse that she would eventudly become.

Sometimes he wondered if he were crazy.

Sometimes he hated himsdf.

“Itseight o'clock,” Roy said.

“Where we going?’

“Jud follow me”

With Roy in the lead, they cycled dl the way to the eastern end of Centrd Avenue, then continued
east on Santa Leona Road. In the hills beyond town, they turned onto a narrow dirt lane, followed it
down one flank of a shdlow glen and up the other. On both sides of the dusty track, wildflowers shone
like blue and red flamesin the tal, dry grass.

Sunset was nearly upon them; and this close to the sea, the twilight hour was more like fifteen
min-utes. Night would swiftly lay daim to the land. Wherever they were going, they would have to come
back in the dark. And Calin didn't like that.

On high ground again, they rounded a curve that lay in shadows cast by severd eucalyptus trees. The
land ended fifty yards beyond the curve, in the mid-dle of an automobile graveyard.

“Hermit Hobson's place,” Roy said.

“Who's he?’

“Usad to live here”

A one-story clapboard building, more shack than house, overlooked two hundred or more decaying
automobiles that were strewn across afew acres of the grassy hilltop.

They parked their bicyclesin front of the shack.

“Why's he cadled 'Hermit'?” Colin asked.

“Because that's what he was. He lived dl done out here, and he didn't like people.”

A four-inch, blue-green lizard dithered onto a sag-ging porch step and hadfway across the breadth of
it, then froze, ralling one milky eye at the boys.

“What're dl these cars for?’ Colin asked.

“When he fird moved in, that's how he supported himsdf. He bought up cars that had been in red
bad accidents and sold spare parts.”

“Y ou can make aliving that way?’

“Wl, he didn't want much.”

“l can see that.”

Thelizard came off the step, onto a patch of hard, dry earth. It was ill watchful.

“Later on,” Roy said, “old Hermit Hobson inher-ited some money.”

“Hewas rich?’

“No. He got just enough so he could keep on living here without the spare-parts business. After that
he saw other people just once a month, when he came to town for supplies.”

Thelizard skittered back toward the step, froze again, thistime facing away from them.

Roy moved fast. The lizard's eyes looked backward as wel as Sdeways and forward, so it saw him
com-ing. Nevertheless, he caught it by the tail, held it, and brought his foot down hard on its head.

Cdlin turned away in disgust. “Why the hdl did you have to do that?’

“Did you hear it crunch?’

“What was the point?’

“It was a popper.”

Roy wiped his shoe in the grass.

Cdlin cleared his throat and said, “Wheré's Hermit Hobson now?’

“Dead.”

Cdlin looked suspicioudy a Roy. “I guess you're going to try to make me believe you killed him,
too.”



“Nope. Natura causes. Four months ago.”

“Then why're we here?’

“For the train wreck.”

“Huh?’

“Come see whét |'ve done.”

Roy walked toward the rusting automobiles.

After amoment, Calin followed him. “Itll be dark before long.”

“That's good. Itll cover our escape.”

“Escape from what?’

“The scene of the crime.”

“What crime?’

“l told you. The train wreck.”

“What're you talking about?’

Roy didn't answer.

They walked through knee-high grass. Close to the abandoned junkers, where a mower couldnt
reach and where Hermit Hobson had never trimmed, the grass was much higher and thicker than it was
elsewhere.

The hilltop ended in a rounded point somewheat like the prow of a ship.

Roy stood on the edge of the dope and looked down. “That's where itll happen.”

Eighty feet below, railroad tracks curved around the prow of the hill.

“Well deral it on the curve,” Roy said. He pointed to two pardld ribbons of heavy corrugated sheet
metd that led from the tracks, up the dope, and over the brow of the hill. “Hobson was a red packrat. |
found fifty of those six-foot long sheetsin big piles of junk behind his shack. That was a hdl of a piece of
luck. Without them, | wouldn't have been able to et thisup.”

“What're they for?” Colin asked.

“The truck.”

“Whet truck?’

“Over there”

A four-year-old, battered Ford pickup stood about thirty feet back from the dope. The corrugated
grips led to it, then under it. The Ford had no tires; its rust-filmed wheds rested on the sheet metd.

Calin hunkered down beside the truck. “How'd you get the corrugated panels under there?’

“| lifted one whed at atime with a jack | found in one of these wrecks.”

“Why go to dl that trouble?’

“Because we can't just push the truck across bare ground,” Roy said. “The wheds would dig into the
earth and stop it.”

Cdlin looked from the truck to the brow of the hill. “Let me get this draight. Let me see if |
un-derstand. Y ou want to push the truck aong this track you've made, let it roll down the dope, into the
gdeof thetran.”

“Yeeh”

Calin Sghed.

“What's wrong?’ Roy asked.

“Another damned game.”

“No game”

“l guess I'm supposed to do what | did with the Sarah Cdlahan scheme. You want me to show you
the holesinit so youll have an excuse to chicken out.”

“What holes?” Roy challenged.

“For one thing, atrain istoo damned big and heavy to be derailed by alittle truck like this”

“Not if we do it right,” Roy said. “If it's perfectly timed, if the truck's coming down the dope just as
the train's rounding the bend, the engineer will hit the brakes. When he tries to stop the train on a sharp
curve like that, itll start rocking like crazy. And then when the truck hitsit, itll roll right off the tracks.”

“l don't think s0.”



“Yourewrong,” Roy said. “There's a pretty good chance itll happen just like | say.”

“No.”

“It'sworth atry. Evenif it doesn't derall the train, itll scare the hdl out of them. Either way, itll be a
popper.”

“There's something else you havent thought of. This truck's been stting out here for a couple of
years. The wheds are rusted. No matter how hard we push, they aren't going to turn.”

“You're wrong again,” Roy said happily. “I thought of that. There hasn't been that much rain the past
few years. They weren't rusted redly bad. | had to spend a few days working on the truck, but now the
whedswill turn for us”

For thefirg time, Colin noticed dark, aily stains on the whed beside him. He reached behind it and
found that it had been freshly, excessvely lubri-cated. His hand came away with gobs of grease onit.

Roy grinned. “You see any other flawsin the plan?’

Cdlin wiped his hand in the grass and stood up.

Roy stood, too. “Wdl?’

The sun had jugt set. The western sky was golden.

“When do you figure to do it?" Calin asked.

Roy looked a his wristwatch. “About Sx or seven minutes from now.”

“Theréll be atran then?’

“Sx nights a week at this time, a passenger train comes through here. I've done some checking. It
gartsin San Diego, stopsin L.A., goes on to San Francisco and then Seettle before garting back; 1've
sat on the hill and watched it alot of nights. It redly moves. It's an express.”

“You sad the timing has to be perfect.”

“It will be. Or near enough.”

“But no matter how carefully you've planned it, you can't expect the railroad to co-operate. | mean,
trains don't dways run on time”

“Thisone usudly does,” Roy said confidently. “Besides, that's not too important. All we have to do is
push the truck closer to the edge, then wait until the train is dmost here. When we see the locomotive
coming, well give the truck alittle shove, tip it over the brink, and away itll go.”

Cdlin bit hislip, frowned. “I know you set thisup so it can't be done.”

“Wrong. | want to do it.”

“Itsagame Ther€s abig holein the plan, and you expect meto find it.”

“No holes”

“I mugt be missng something.”

“You haven't missed anything.”

Each of the ruined pickup's front wheds was jammed againg a wooden chock. Roy removed these
braces and threw them aside.

“What's the joke?’ Colin asked.

“Weve got to get moving.”

“There mug be a joke.”

“We don't have much time”

Both of the truck's doors had been removed, ether by the collison or by Hermit Hobson. Roy went
to the open driver's Sde, reached in, and put hisright hand on the steering whed. He put his left hand on
the door frame, ready to push.

“Roy, why don't you give up? | know there's got to be a catch.”

“Get around on the other Sde and help.”

Sill trying to find the hole, ill wondering what he had overlooked, Hill certain that Roy was playing
an elaborate trick on him, Colin walked around the truck and stationed himsdf at the open passenger
gde

Roy looked through the truck at him. “Put both hands on the front of the door frame and push.”

Cdlin did as he was told, and Roy pushed from the other sde.

The truck didnt move.



What's the joke?

“It's been gtting here awhile” Roy said. “It's made a sort of depression for itsdf.”
“Ahhh,” Colin said. “And of course we're not strong enough to push it out.”

“Sure we are,” Roy said. “Put your back into it.”

Cdlin gtrained.

“Harder!” Roy said.

It won't come up out of its little depression, Calin thought. He knows it. That's the way he planned it.
“Pugh”

The land was not fla. It graded down toward the edge of the hill.

“Harder!”

Thefirm, sun-baked earth helped them, and the corrugated metd tracks helped them.
“Harder!”

The recent grease job helped them.

“Harder!”

But most of dl, the gently doping land and gravity helped them.

The truck moved.
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When he fdt the pickup moving, Colin jumped back, astonished.

Thetruck stopped with a sharp squeak.

“What'd you do that for?” Roy demanded. “We had it going, for Christ's sake! Why'd you stop?’

Cdlin looked a him through the open cab of the truck. “Okay. Tdl me. What's the joke?’

Roy was angry. His voice was hard and cold, and he emphasized each word. “Get . . . it . . . through

..your ... head. There...is...no...joke!”

They stared at each other in the fast-fading, smoky light of dusk.

“Areyou my blood brother?” Roy asked.

“Sure”

“Iant it you and me againgt the world?’

“Yeeh”

“Won't blood brothers do anything for each other?’

“Almog anything.”

“Anything! It has to be anything! No ifs, ands, or buts. Not with blood brothers. Are you my blood
brother?’

“l said | was, didn't 17’

“Then push, damnit!”

“Roy, this has gone far enough.”

“It won't have gone far enough urttil it's gone over the edge of the hill.”

“Fooling around like this could be dangerous.”

“Have you got concrete for brains?’

“We might accidentally wreck the train.”

“It won't be an accident. Push!”

“Youwin. | give up. | won't push the truck or you any further. Y ou win the game, Roy.”

“What the hdl are you doing to me?’

“l just want to get out of here”

Roy's voice was strained now, amog hygericd. His eyes were wild. He glared a Colin through the



truck. “Are you turning your back on me?’

“Of course not.”

“Betraying me?’

“Look, I—’

“Are you a phony, too? Are you jus like dl the other goddamned cheats and back-stabbers and
liars?’

“Roy—"

“Didn't you mean one word you said to me?’

In the distance a train whidle pierced the twilight. “That's it!” Roy said franticaly. “The engineer
a-ways blows the whigtle when he crosses Ranch Road. We've only got three minutes. Help me”

Even in the dimming, orange-purple light, Colin could dearly see the rage in Roy's face, the madness
inhis blue, blue eyes. Calin was shocked. He took another step back, away from the truck.

“Bagtard!” Roy said.

He tried to push the Ford by himsdf.

Calin remembered how Roy acted in the garage when they played with Mr. Borden's trains. How he
wrecked them with such fierce glee. How he peered through the windows of the derailed toy cars. How
he imagined that he was seeing red bodies, red blood, red tragedy—and somehow found pleasure in
those Sck fantases

Thiswas not a game.

It had never been a game.

Pushing, then rlaxing, pushing, then rdaxing, keeping a hard, fast rhythm, Roy rocked the truck until
suddenly he overcame inertia. The pickup moved.

“No!” Colin said.

Gravity helped again. The truck's whedls turned dowly, reluctantly. They squedled and sgqueaked.
The meta rims ground harshly againgt the heavy corrugated tracks. But they turned.

Cdlin raced around the pickup, grabbed Roy, and pulled him away from the truck.

“You little creep!”

“Roy, you can't!”

“Let me donel”

Roy wrenched loose, shoved Calin backward, and returned to the truck.

The pickup had ceased dl movement the ingant Roy had been dragged from it. The dope was not
steep enough to encourage the Ford to run away.

Roy rocked it again.

“You can't kill dl those people.”

“Jugt watch me”

The truck needed consderably less coaxing this time than it had the last. Or perhaps Roy had found
even greater srength in his madness. In afew sec-onds the Ford began to rall.

Cdlin leaped at him and wrestled him away from the truck.

Furious, cursaing, Roy turned and punched him twice in the stomach.

Cdlin collapsed around the blows. He let go of Roy, gagged, bent forward, caved in, staggered back,
and fdl. The pain was terrible. He fdt as if Roy's figs had gone dl the way through him leaving two big
holes. He couldn't get his bregth.

His glasses had been knocked off. He could see only blurry outlines of the junkyard. Coughing,
gag-ging, dill sruggling to breathe, he fdt the grass around him, anxious to regain his Sght.

Roy grunted and mumbled to himsdf as he tried to move the pickup.

Suddenly Calin was aware of another sound: a steady chuka-chuka-chuka-chuka-chuka-chuka.

Thetrain.

In the distance. But not too far.

Coming closer.

Cdlin found his glasses and put them on. Through tears, he saw tha the truck was gill more than
twenty feet from the brink, and that Roy had only just begun to get it moving again.



Cdlin attempted to stand. He got as far as his knees when a wave of excruciaing pain washed
through his guts, immahilizing him.

The truck was no more than twenty feet from the edge of the hill, gaining inches dowly, dowly but
relentledy.

By the sound of it, the train had reached the curvein the glen below.

The truck was eghteen feet from the brink.

Sixteen.

Fourteen.

Tweve

Thenit ran off the corrugated track; its wheds bit into the dry earth; and it would not move. If they
had been pushing from both sides, if the force had been applied evenly, the truck would not have
de-viated from the twin ribbons of metal. But because dl the effort was being exerted on the left side, the
Ford turned inexorably to the right, and Roy didn't use the steering whed fast enough to correct the
truck's course.

Cdlin clutched the door handle of a dilapidated Dodge beside him and drew himsdf to his feet. His
legs were shaky.

The thunderous clatter of the rails filled the night: a cacophonous roar like an orchestra of machinery
tuning itsdif.

Roy ran to the edge of the hill. He looked down at the train that Colin couldn't see.

In less than a minute, the sound of the passenger express diminished. The last car was around the
curve, it was gpeeding away, toward San Francisco.

The samdl noises of the oncoming night crept back across the hilltop. For a while, Colin was too
sunned to hear anything at dl. Gradudly, he began once more to perceive the crickets, the toads, the
breeze in the trees, and the pounding of his own heart.

Roy screamed. He looked down at the tracks that were now empty, and he raised his figs toward
the sky, and he cried out like an animd in agony. He turned and started toward Calin.

Only thirty feet of open ground separated them.

“Roy, | had to do it.”

“l hate you.”

“You dont redly.”

“Yourelikedl the rest.”

“Roy, you'd have gonetojal.”

“I'l kill you.”

“But Roy—"

“You fucking traitor!”

Cdlin ran.
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As Calin ran for his life, he was acutely aware that he had never won a race. His legs were thin;
Roy's legs were muscular. His reserves of srength were patheticdly shdlow; Roy's energy and power
were awesome. Colin did not dare look back.

The automobile graveyard was an elaborate maze. He ran in a crouch through the twigting,
Criscross-ing passages, taking full advantage of the cover pro-vided by the junkers. He turned right,
between the gutted shdls of two Buicks. He ran past huge stacks of tires, past bent and rusted
Pymouths, past smashed and corroded Fords, Dodges, Toyotas, Olds-mobiles, and Volksvagens. He



jumped over a dis-connected transmission, did broken-field running through scattered tires, darted east
toward Hermit Hobson's shack, which lay impossbly far away, a least 9x hundred feet, and then he
swung sharply south through a narrow dley dotted with mufflers and headlamp assemblies that were like
land minesin thetdl grass. Ten yards farther dong, he turned west, expecting to be tackled from behind
a any second, but nevertheess determined to put walls of wreckage between himsdf and Roy.

After what seemed like an hour but was probably no more than two minutes, Colin redlized that he
could not keep running forever, and that he might quickly become confused about directions and dash
headlong into Roy at aturn or an intersection. In fact, Colin was no longer certain whether he was rushing
toward or away from the point a which the chase had begun. He risked a glance over his shoulder and
saw that he was miraculoudy done. He stopped a a crumpled Cadillac and huddled in the darkness
dongitsruined flank.

The lagt few minutes of murky copper-colored sunlight did little to illuminete the open spaces
be-tween the cars. Purple-black velvet shadows lay everywhere, and as he watched they grew with
in-credible speed, like a nightmare fungus intent upon blanketing the entire planet. Colin was terrified of
being trapped in the dark with Roy. But he was equdly frightened of the threatening creatures that might
lurk in the junkyard a night: strange beasts; mongters; blood-sucking things, perhaps even the ghodts of
people who had died in those broken cars.

Stop it! he thought angrily. That's stupid. It's childish.

He had to concentrate on the danger he knew was out there. Roy. He had to save himsdf from Roy.
Then he could worry about the other things

Think, damnit!

He became aware of his noisy breething. His pant-ing would carry quite a distance in the crisp night
ar, and Roy would be able to homeinoniit. In view of his precarious position, Colin could not be cam,
but with a bit of effort he managed to breathe quietly.

He lisened for Roy.

Nothing.

Cadlin began to notice the minutiee of the little world in which he cowered. The Cadillac was hard and
wam againg his back. The grass was dry and diff and smdled like hay. Heat radiated upward as the
earth gave off its stored sun to the cooler night. As the find light seeped out of the sky, the shadows on
the land appeared to sway and shiver like dark masses of kelp a the bottom of the sea. There were
noises, too: the dhill cry of a bird; the furtive scamp-ering of a fidd mouse; the omnipresent toads; and
the wind soughing through the eucalyptus trees that lined three sides of the property.

But Roy didn't make a sound.

Was he dill out there?

Had he gone homein arage?

Too nervous to keep dill for long, Calin rose up far enough to look through the Cadillac's dirty
win-dows, a the wreckage-strewn fidd beyond. There was not much to be seen. The cars were fading
rap-idly into the spreading stain of night.

Suddenly his attention was diverted as he sensed rather than heard movement behind him. He
whirled, heart pounding. Roy loomed over him, grin-ning, demonic. He was holding a tire iron as if it
were a baseball bat.

For a moment nather of them moved. They were totdly immohbilized by a web of memories, by
pleas-ant recollections that were like countless strands of spider sIk. They had been friends, but now
they were enemies. The change had been too abrupt, the mo-tivation too bizarre for ether of them to
puzzle out the meaning of it. At least that's what Colin fdt. And as they stared at each other, he began to
hope Roy would see how crazy this was and would regain his senses.

“I'm your blood brother,” Colin said softly.

Roy swung the tire iron. Colin fdl to avoid the blow, and the iron smashed through the sde of the
Cadillec.

In one swift graceful movement, screaming dl the while like a banshee, Roy pulled the tire iron out of
the window, raised it high, asif he were chopping wood, and brought it down with dl his strength. Calin



rolled away from the Cadillac, tumbled over and over, through the crackling grass, as the dub
descended. He heard it strike the earth with incred-ible force where he had been just a second ago, and
he knew it would have shattered his skull if he had not gotten out from under it.

“Son-of-a-hitch!” Roy said.

Cdlin rolled five or 9x yards and scrambled to hisfeet. As he got up, Roy rushed him and struck with
the tire iron again. It cut the air—whoosh!—and missed him by only a few inches. Gasping, Colin
sumbled backward, trying to stay out of Roy's reach, and he came up againgt another car.

“Trapped,” Roy said. “Got you trapped, you little bastard.”

Roy swung the dub so fast that Colin dmogt didn't see it coming. He ducked at the last possble
ingant, and the iron bar whistled over his head; it rang off the automobile behind him. The loud, sharp
sound wes like arifle shot gtriking a huge unmeodious bell, and it echoed through the junkyard. The iron
hit the car so hard that it legped from Roy's grasp, Soun up into the night, and fdl back to the grass a few
yards from him.

Roy cried out in agony. The shock of the impact had been tranamitted through the tire iron, into
hisflesh. He gripped one dinging hand with the other and swore & the top of hisvoice.

Cdlin took advantage of Roy's brief incapacitation and got the hdl out of there.
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Theinterior of the Chevrolet stank. There were quite a few diginctly different, unpleasant odors, and
Cadlin was able to imagine the source of some of them, dthough not dl. Old grease dive with mold.
Damp upholgtery laced with mildew. Rotting carpet. But one of the amdls that he could not identify was
the strongest of them dl: an odd fragrance like cook-ing ham, sweet one moment but rancid the next. It
made him wonder if there was a dead animd in the car, a decaying squirrd or mouse or rat, festooned
with writhing maggots, just inches away in the im-penetrable dark. At times the image of an oozing
corpse became so vivid in his mind that he gagged with revulsion, even though he knew the noise he
made, smdl asit was, might draw Roy's attention.

Cdlin was stretched out on the Chevrolet's musty back sest, on his right Sde, facing front, knees
drawn up a bit, ams againg his chedt, fetd, afraid, sweeting yet shivering, seeking safety in the deep
shadows but uncomfortably aware that there was no red security to be found in this place. The car's rear
window and two rear Sde windows were intact, but dl the glass in front was gone. Now and again, a
breeze eddied into the car, but it didn't freshen the air; it only tirred the odors until they became thicker,
even more pungent than they had been. He listened intently for any sound of Roy that the breeze might
bring, but for along time the junkyard was Slent.

Night had come at last. On the western horizon, every trace of the sun had been blacked over. A
frag-ment of the moon hung low in the east, but itslight did not penetrate the interior of the automobile.

Lying in the darkness, Calin had nothing to do but think, and he could think of nothing but Roy. Colin
could no longer resist the truth: Thiswas not a game: Roy was redly a killer. Roy would have pushed the
truck down the hill. No doubt about it. He would have wrecked the train. He would have raped and
killed Sarah Cdlahan if Colin hadn't found holes in his plan. And, Colin thought, he would have cracked
my head open with that tire iron if | hadn't gotten away from him. There was not the dightest doubt about
that either. The blood-brother oath no longer meant anything. Perhaps it never had. He supposed it was
even possble that Roy had killed those two boys, just as he damed he had: one pushed off the diff a
Sandman's Cove, the other drenched with lighter fluid and set fire.

But why?

The truth was clear, but its origins were not. The truth made no sense to him, and tha was



fright-ening. The facts were dl in plain Sght; but the facts were the end product of a long manufacturing
pro-cess, and the machinery that had made them could not be seen.

Questions tumbled through Colin's mind. Why does Roy warnt to kill people? Does he get pleasure
from it? What kind of pleasure, for God's sake? Is he a lunatic? Why doesn't he look like a lundic if
that's what heis? Why does he look so norma? He asked himsdlf those questions and a hundred others,
but he had no answers.

Calin expected the world to be ample and straight-forward. He liked to be able to divide it into two
camps forces for good and forces for evil. In that way every event and a problem and solution clearly
hed a black sde and a white side, and you dways knew exactly where you stood. He pretty much
believed that the red world was like the land in The Lord of the Rings, with the blessed and the damned
mar-shaed into two distinct armies. But no matter how hard he probed & it, regardless of the angle from
which he consdered it, Roy's behavior over the past month could be labeed neither saintly nor entirely
wicked. Roy had many qudities that Colin envied, admired, and wished to acquire; but Roy was dso a
cold-blooded murderer. Roy was not black. He was not white. He wasn't even gray. He was a hundred,
no, a thousand shades of gray, dl whirling and blend-ing and shifting together like a thousand columns of
smoke. Colin could not reconcile his view of life with the sudden discovery of a cresture like Roy. The
endless ramifications of Roy's quicksiver mo-rdity were frightening. It meant that Colin would have to
reconsder everything in his cozy philosophy. All the people in his life would have to be taken out of the
pigeonholes into which he had duffed them. He would have to judge each of them again, more carefully
than he had done before, and then he would have to put them . . . Put them where? If there was no
black-and-white system, there were no pigeon-holes ather. If there was not dways a clear divison
between right and wrong, people could not safely be labeled, dotted, and forgotten; and life would be
un-bearably difficult to manage.

Of course, Roy might be possessed.

As s00n as that thought crossed Colin's mind, he knew it was the answer, and he eagerly seized it. If
Roy was possessed by an evil spirit, he was not re-sponsible for the monstrous acts he committed. Roy
himsdf was good, but the demon within him was evil. Yesl Tha was it! That explained the apparent
contradiction. Possessed. Like the girl in The Exor-cist. Or the little boy in The Omen. Or perhaps Roy
was possessed by an dien, a thing from another planet, an entity that had traveled to earth from the far
dars. Sure. That mugt be it. That was a better, more scientific, less superdtitious explanation then the firg.
Not a demon, but an evil, dien being. Maybe it was amilar to the villains in the old Don Siegel movie,
Invasion of the Body Shatchers. Or even more likey, maybe the thing that had Roy un-der its power
was a parasite from another gdaxy like in that great Heinlein nove, The Puppet Magters. If that were
the case, there were steps he mud take a once, without a moment's delay, while there was dill a chance,
however dim, to save the world. Firgt of dl, he had to find irrefutable proof of the invason. Then he had
to use that proof to convince other people that there was a clear and present danger. And findly he had
to—

“Calin!”

He jerked, sat up, terrified, shaking. For a moment he was too shocked to get his breath.

“Hey, Calin!”

The sound of Roy cdling his name snapped him back to redlity.

“Calin, can you hear me?’

Roy was not close. At least a hundred yards away. Shouting.

Calin leaned toward the front seat, peered through the empty windshield frame, but he could not see
anything. “Calin, | made a mistake.”

Cdlin waited.

“Do you hear me?’ Roy said.

Cdlin didn't respond.

“l did a very supid thing,” Roy said.

Cdlin shook his head. He knew what was coming, and he was amazed that Roy would try anything
S0 obvious.



“| carried the game too far,” Roy said.

It won't work, Calin thought. Y ou won't convince me. Not now. Not any more.

“l guess | scared you more than | meant to,” Roy said. “I'm sorry. | redly am.”

“Jeez,” Colin said softly, to himsdf.

“l didn't redly want to wreck the train.”

Cdlin stretched out on the seat once more, on his sde, knees drawn up, down in the shadows that
sndled of decay.

For a few minutes, Roy went through other verses of his Sren song, but eventualy he redlized that
Calin was not going to be entranced by it. Roy was unable to conced his frudration. With each patently
indncere exhortation, his voice grew increesngly strained. Findly he exploded: “You rotten little creep!
Il find you. I'll get my hands on you. I'm going to beat your fuckin' head in, you little son-of-a-bitch! You
traitor!”

Then dlence.

Thewind, of course.

And crickets, toads.

But not a peep from Roy.

The quiet was unnerving. Colin would have preferred to hear Roy cursing, belowing, and crashing
about the junkyard in search of him, for then he would have known where the enemy was.

As he listened for Roy, the sometimes sweet and sometimes rancid hamlike odor grew stronger than
ever, and he devel oped a macabre explanation for it. The Chevy had been in aterrible accident; the front
end was sguashed and twisted; the windshild was gone. both front doors were buckled—one in, one
out; the steering whed was broken in haf, a semi-circle that ended in jagged points. Perhaps (Calin
theorized) the driver had logt a hand in the crash. Perhaps the severed hand had fdlen to the floor.
Perhaps it had somehow gotten under the seet, into a recess where it could not be reached or even seen.
Perhaps the ambulance crew had |ooked for the am-putated member but had been unable to find it. The
car had been towed to Hermit Hobson's place, and the hand had begun to wither and rot. And then . . .
then . . . Oh God, and then it was jud like that O'Henry story in which a blood-spotted rag had fdlen
behind a radiator and, due to unigue chemica and temperature conditions, had acquired a life of its own.
Calin shuddered. That's what had happened to the hand. He fdt it. He knew it. The hand had started to
decompose, but then a combination of in-tense summer heat and the chemica compodtion of the dirt
under the seat had caused an incredible, evil change in the dead flesh. The process of decay had been
arrested, though not reversed, and the hand had been infused with an eerie sort of life, a maev-olent helf
life And now, right this minute, he was in the car, in the dark, adone with the damned thing. It knew he
was here. It could not see or hear or amdl, but it knew. Mottled brown and green and black, dimy,
riddled with weeping pustules, the hand must even now be dragging itself out from benegth the front sest
and across the floorboards. If he reached down to the floor, he would find it, and it would seize him. Its
cold fingerswould grip like stedl pin-cers, and it would—

No, no, no! I've got to stop this, Calin told himsdf. What the hdll's the matter with me?

Roy was out there, hunting him. He had to listen for Roy and be prepared. He had to concentrate.
Roy was the red danger, not someimeginary disembod-ied hand.

Asif to confirm the advice that Colin had given himsdf, Roy began to make noise again. A car door
dammed not far away. A moment later there was the sound of another rusted door being wrenched open.
it screeched as the sed that time had put upon it was broken. After a few seconds, that door, too,
dammed shut.

Roy was searching the cars.

Calin sat up, cocked his head.

Another corroded door opened with noisy protest.

Cdlin could not see anything important through the missng windshied.

He fdt caged.

Trapped.
Thethird door dammed.



Panicky, Calin did to the l€ft, got off the back seat, leaned over the front seat as far as he could, and
stuck his head out the front driver's Sde win-dow. The fresh air that hit his face was cool and smelled of
the sea even thisfar inland. His eyes had adjusted to the night; and the partid moon cast just enough light
for im to see @ghty or a hundred feet into the junkyard.

Roy was a shadow among shadows, barely visble, four cars in front of the Chevrolet in which Calin
was hiding. Roy opened the door of another junker, leaned into it, came out a moment later, and threw
the door shut. He moved toward the next car, closer to the Chevy.

Cdlin returned to the rear seat and did quickly over to the door on the right. He had come in on the
left Sde, but that's where Roy was now.

Another door crashed shut: ka-chunk!

Roy was only two cars away.

Calin took hold of the handle, then redized that he didn't know if the right-hand door worked. He
had used only the one on the left. What if this one was jammed and made a lot of noise but wouldnt
open? Roy would come on the double and trap himin here.

Cdlin hesitated, licked hislips.

Hefdt asif he had to pee.

He clamped his legs together.

The sensation was il there, and in fact it was getting worse: awarm panin hisloins.

Please, God, he thought, don't make me have to pee. Not here. Not now. It's the wrong damned
place for that!

Ka-chunk!

Roy was one car away.

There was no time to worry whether the right-hand door would work or not. He had no choice but
to try it and take his chances. He tugged on the handle. It moved. He took a deep bresth, nearly choked
on the rank ar, and pushed the door dl the way open with one violent shove. He winced a the loud
scraping sound it made but thanked God that it functioned at dl.

Franticaly, gracdesdy, he clambered out of the Chevy, meking no effort to be quiet now that the
door had betrayed him. He took two steps, tripped over a muffler, dropped to his knees, popped up
agan asif he were on springs, and bolted into the darkness.

“Hey!” Roy said from the far de of the car. The sudden explosve movement had caught him by
sur-prise. “Hey, wat aminute”
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Rumning at his top speed, Colin saw the tire a split second before it would have tripped him. He
jumped over it, Side-stepped a pile of fenders, and ran on through the high grass. He turned left and
rounded a battered Dodge ddivery van that was up on blocks. After a brief hesitation and a quick glance
behind him, he sank to the ground and wriggled under the truck.

As Cdlin dipped out of Sght, Roy came around the front of the van and stopped, looked both ways.
When he saw that that avenue of the maze was de-serted, he spat on the ground. “Damn.”

The night was very dark, but from his hiding place beneath the Dodge, Colin could see Roy's white
sneakers. Colin was lying on his bdly, his head turned to the I€ft, right cheek pressed againg the earth;
and Roy was ganding no more than a yard away. He could have grabbed the other boy's ankle and
toppled him. But then what?

After amoment of indecison, Roy opened the door on the driver's side of the van. When he saw that
no one was in there, he dammed the door and stalked to the rear of the Dodge.



Cdlin drew shdlow breaths through his mouth and wished he could soften the pounding beat of his
heart. If he made any sound at dl that Roy could hear, he would die for it.

At the back of the delivery van, Roy opened one of the double doors. When he peered into the rear
compartment, he apparently could not see every cor-ner of it to his satisfaction, for he opened the
second door as well, then dimbed into the cargo hold.

Cdlin ligened to him poking at the shadows in the metal box overhead. He considered sgueezing out
from under the truck and creeping swiftly to another shdlter, but he didn't think he would have aufficient
time to get away undetected.

Even as Calin was assessng his chances, Roy came out of the truck and closed the doors. The
oppor-tunity, if there had ever been one, was los.

Cdlin twisted around a bit and looked over his shoulder. He saw the white tennis shoes, and he
prayed that Roy wouldn't think to investigate the narrow space beneeth the Dodge.

Incredibly, his prayers were answered. Roy stepped to the front of the truck, paused, seemed to be

look-ing a the junkyard on dl sides, and said, “Where the hdl . . . 7° He stood there for a while,
drumming his fingers on the van, and then he walked northward until Colin could no longer see his shoes
or hear his footsteps.

For along time Calin lay motionless. He found the courage to breathe normaly once more, but he
dill thought it wise to be as glent as possible.

His Stuation had improved in & least one respect: The ar drculating under the van was not as dae
and digguding as that in the Chevrolet had been. He could amdl wildflowers, the teasing scent of
goldenrod, and the dusty aroma of the parched grass.

His nose itched. Tickled.

To his horror, he redized he was going to sneeze. He clamped one hand to his face, pinched his
nose, but found he couldnt stop the inevitable. He muffled the noise as best he could and waited with
dread to be discovered.

But Roy didn't come. He evidently hadn't been close enough to hear.

Calin passed another couple of minutes under the truck, just to be safe, then dithered out. Roy was
not in sight, but he could be hunkered down in any of a thousand pockets of darkness, waiting to strike.

Cautioudy, Calin stole eastward through the cem-etery of dead machinery. He ranin a crouch across
the open spaces, lingered in the wreckage between urtil he was farly certain that the next unprotected
patch of ground was safe, then dashed on. When he was fifty or sixty yards from the delivery van where
he had last seen Roy, he turned north, toward Hermit Hobson's shack.

If only he could get to the bicycles while Roy was searching for him elsewhere, he would be adle to
escape. He would damage Roy's bike—bend a whed or something—and then leave on his own,
confident thet there could be no effective pursuit.

He reached the edge of the junkyard and huddled next to a demolished dtaion wagon while he
sur-veyed the deep pools of blackness that lay around Hobson's shack. He saw the bicycles at the foot
of the sagging porch steps, lying sde by sde where the grass was stunted and ill a bit green, but he
didn't go draight to them. Roy might expect him to come back to this place; he might be conceded
dready in those shadows, tense, waiting to pounce. Colin stared hard at each trouble spot, looking for
move-ment or the glint of an errant moonbeam on a shape that did not belong there. In time he was able
to see through mogt of the dark pockets and to determine that they were uninhabited. But in a few smdl
areas the night seemed to back up like river dudge; and in those puddles it was far too thick for the eye
to penetrate it.

At lagt Calin decided that the possbility of escape outweighed the risk of going to the bicycles and
mek-ing a target of himsdf. He stood, wiped sweat from his brow, and waked into the
twenty-yard-wide band of open ground between the junkyard and the shack. Nothing moved in the
darkness. He advanced dowly at firgt, then more boldly, and findly sprinted the last ten yards.

Roy had locked their bikes together. He had used his security parking chain and padlock to bind one
whed of hisbicyde to one whed of Colin's.

Calin pulled on the chain and tugged angrily at the gate of the lock, but his efforts were wasted; the



device was heavy and sturdy. He could see no way to get the bikes apart without the combination to
Roy's lock. And he certainly couldn't use them in tandem, even if the chain had been loose enough to
permit them to be stood on their whedls and moved smultaneoudy—which it was not.

Credtfalen, he scurried back to the station wagon to consider his options. He redly had only two. He
could try to get home on foot—or he could continue to play cat-and-mouse with Roy in the endless
pas-sageways of the junkyard.

He preferred to stick where he was. The chief rec-ommendation for it was that he had survived thus
far. If he hdd out long enough, his mother would report him missing. She might not get home until one or
two o'clock in the morning, but it must be past midnight now. He pushed the button on his digita watch
and was sunned to see how early it was: a quarter till ten. He could have sworn that he had been playing
this dangerous game of hide-and-seek for a least three or four hours. Well, maybe Weezy would get
home early. And if he wasn't in by midnight, sheld cdl Roy's folks and find out Roy wasn't home either.
By one o'clock a the very latest, they would cdl the cops. The police would start looking for them at
once and— Y eah, but where would they begin the search? Not out here in the junkyard. In town. And
down at the beach. Then in the nearby hills It would be late afternoon tomor-row, maybe even Thursday
or Friday, before they came dl the way out to Hermit Hobson's. As much as he wanted to stay near the
myriad bolt-holes of the rubble-covered hilltop, he knew he could not keep out of Roy's grasp for
forty-eight or thirty-sx or even twenty-four hours. He'd be damned lucky to make it through to daylight.

He would have to walk home. Of course, he couldn't go back the way they had come, for if Roy
suspected hed Ieft the junkyard and came looking for him, there was too great a danger that they would
meet on a londy stretch of road. A bicycde made little or no noise on a paved surface, and Calin was
afraid he would not hear Roy coming intime to hide. He would have to trek overland, down the hill to the
raillroad tracks, aong the tracks to the dry creekbed near Ranch Road, then into Santa Leona. Thet route
would be more arduous than the other, especidly in the dark, but it might dso cut the distance from eight
miles to saven or even Sx.

Cdlin was panfully aware that his planning was guided by one overriding condderation: cowardice.
Hide. Run. Hide. Run. He seemed incagpable of en-tertaining any dterndive to those weak courses of
action, and he fdt miserably inadequate.

—S0 day here. Turn the tables on Roy.

Fat chance.

—Don't run. Attack.

That's a pleasant fantasy, but it's impossible.

—It isn't. Become the aggressor. Surprise him.

Hes faster and stronger than me.

—Then be devious. Set atrap.

Hes too clever to fall for any trap | could set.

—How can you know if you don't try?

| know.

—How?

Because I'm me. And he's Roy.

Calin put a quick end to the interior didogue be-cause it was a waste of time. He understood himsdf
dl too wdl. He amply did not have within him the power or the will to transform himsdf. Before he tried
to become the cat, he would have to be con-vinced that there was absolutely no percentage what-soever
in continuing to be the mouse.

Thiswas one of those bleak and too-frequent mo-ments in which he despised himsdf.

Pausng every few yards to reconnoiter the way ahead before pressing on, Colin crept from one car
to another. He moved steedily toward the hill where Roy had attempted to push the Ford pickup into the
train, for it was there that he most easlly could get down to the railroad tracks. The night was much too
dill. Every rudle of his shoes in the brittle grass sounded like thunder and seemed certain to bring Roy
down on him. Eventudly, however, he came undiscovered to the far end of the junkyard.

In front of him, the open space between the lagt of the cars and the brow of the hill was



aoproxi-mately forty feet wide. At the moment it looked like a mile. The moon was shining unhindered,
and that dretch of grass was bathed in far too much milky light to make a crossng feasble. If this area
were being watched, he would be spotted before he had covered a quarter of the distance. Fortunatdly,
scat-tered but solid masses of clouds had rolled in from the ocean during the past hour. Each time that a
clugter of them shrouded the moon, the resultant darkness offered excellent cover. He waited for one of
these brief eclipses. When the broad belt of grass fdl under a shadow, he ran as dlently as he could
manage, up on his toes, holding his breath, to the brink, and then over.

The hilldde was steep, but not so precipitous as to be unnegotiable. He went down fast because
there was no other way to go; the pull of gravity was ir-resstible. He bounded wildly from one foot to the
other, out of control, taking big, unganly steps, and hafway to the bottom he found that he suddenly was
dancing on alanddide. The dry, sandy soil col-lapsed under him. For an indant he rode it as if he were a
surfer on awave, but then he logt hisfooting, fdl, and rolled the lagt twenty feet. He came to a stop in a
cloud of dugt, flat on his back, on the rail-road right-of-way, one arm across the tracks.

Stupid. Stupid and dumsy. Stupid, dumsy idiot.

Jeez.

Helay 4ill for saverd seconds, a bit winded, but surprised that nothing hurt. His pride was injured, of
course, but not anything else.

The dust began to settle.

As he gtarted to St up, Roy cdled to him: “Blood brother?’

Calin shook his head in disbdlief and looked I€ft, right, then up.

“Blood brother, isthat you?’

The moon sailed out from behind the clouds.

In the wash of pae light, Calin saw Roy standing a the top of the eighty-foot dope, slhouetted
agandg the sky, staring down.

He can't see me, Calin told himsdf. At least he can't see me as dearly as | see him. He's there with
the sky behind him; I'm herein the shadows.

“Itisyou,” Roy said.

He charged down the hillsde.

Cdlin got up, sumbled over the railroad tracks, and hurried into the wasteland beyond.
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Cdlin fdt terribly vulnerable as he raced across the fidd. As far as the moonlight revesled, there was
no cover, no place for im to hide. He had the crazy thought that a giant shoe was going to come down
onhim a any second, squashing him as if he were a bug scurrying across a vast kitchen floor.

In the sormy season, rain saturated the hillsdes, then gushed off the dopes into naiurd drainage
channds that cut through the flat land west of the railroad tracks. At least once every winter, the gul-lies
overflowed, and the plan became a lake, part of the water-retention sysem created by the county
flood-control project. Because the earth was under-water an average of two months every winter, it
boasted very little vegetation even in the summer. There were patches of grass that had a tenuous hold on
the dlt, beds of the wildflowers that thrived nearly everywhere in Cdifornia, and prickly tum-bleweed;
but there were no trees, no dense under-growth, and no bushesin which Colin could conced himsdf.

He got off the bare land as quickly as he could by jumping down into a smdl arroyo. The guich was
fifteen to twenty feet in width and more than seven feet deep, with dmogt verticd wadls. During a winter
gorm, it was a surging river, wild and muddy and dangerous, but now it hed not one drop of water. He
gorinted dong a straightaway, pan stabbing through his calves and side, lungs burning. As he came to a



broad curvein the arroyo, he glanced back for the first time snce held crossed the railroad tracks. So far
as he could see, Roy had not yet come down into the big ditch in pursuit of him. He was surprised that he
hed such an encouraging lead, and he wondered if it were possible that Roy had not seen where hed
gone.

Beyond the bend, seeking shdlter, he turned into a secondary watercourse that branched off the man
channd, Thiswas about ten feet wide at its mouth, but the wals rgpidly drew nearer to each other as he
progressed to the source. The floor rose steadily urntil the depth of the gully decreased from seven to five
feet. When he had gone no more than a hundred yards, the passageway had narrowed to Sx feet. If he
stood erect, his head would be above ground level. At that point the channd plit into a pair of short,
dead-end corridors that cut no more than four feet below the surface of the fidd. He moved into one of
these cul-de-sacs, wedged himsdf into it, each shoul-der pressed firmly againg a sandy embankment. He
sat down, drew his knees up to his chin, dlamped his arms around hislegs, and tried to be invishle

—Rattlesnakes.

Oh, Jeez.

—Better think about it.

No.

—Thisis rattlesnake country.

Just shut up.

—Wsdl,itis

They don't come out at night.

—The worgt things dways come out at night.

Not rattlesnakes.

—How do you know?

| read it in a book.

—What book?

Can't remember the title.

—There wasn't any book.

fust shut up.

—Rattlesnakes dl over the place.

Jee

He hunched down in the dirt, ligening for rat-tlesnakes, waiting for Roy; and a long time passed
during which he was not bothered by ether nemess. Every few minutes he checked his digitd watch, and
when he had been in the ditch for hdf an hour, he decided it was time to leave. If Roy had been
search-ing the network of drainage candsdl thistime, he would have come close enough for Colin to be
aware of him, or & least he would have made a noise in the distance; but he had not. Evidently he had
aban-doned the pursuit, perhaps because hed logt track of Colin in the dark, hadn't seen in which
direction he had gone, and had no clear idea where to look for him. If true, it was a tremendous piece of
luck. But Cdlin fdt that he would be pushing Fate too hard if he stayed where he was, in this den of
vipers, ex-pecting to be safe forever from rattlesnakes.

He crawled out of the trench, stood, and studied the scarred, moonlit landscape. Within his limited
crcle of vison, there was no Sgn of Roy.

With extreme caution, stopping again and again to ligen to the night, Colin headed southeast.
Repeat-edly, a the comers of his vison, there was move-ment; but it dways proved to be a dump of
tumbleweed ralling in front of the wind. Eventudly he recrossed the flat land and reached the railroad
tracks once more. He was a least a quarter of amile south of the junkyard, and he quickly began to put
even more distance between himsdf and Hermit Hobson's place.

An hour later, when he reached the intersection of the tracks and Santa Leona Road, he was weary
to his bones. His mouth was dry. His back ached. Every musclein hislegs was knotted and throbbing.

He considered following the highway into town. It was tempting: fairly straight and direct, with no
holes or ditches or obstacles hidden in its shadows. He dready had shortened the trek as much as he
possbly could by going overland. From this point on, continued avoidance of the roads would only



prolong the journey.

He took afew steps on the blacktop but redized again that he did not dare pursue the easy route. He
amog surdy would be attacked before he reached the edge of town, where people and lights would
make murder more difficult than it would be in the londly countryside.

—Hitchhike.

Therée's no traffic at this hour.

—Someone will come aong.

Yeah. Maybe Roy.

He left Santa Leona Road. He veered southwest from the railway ling, riking out through more
scrubland where only he and the tumbleweeds moved.

Within hdf amile, he came to the dry creekbed that paraleled Ranch Road. It had been widened and
deepened for flood-control purposes, and the wadls of it were not earth but concrete. He descended on
one of the regularly spaced service ladders, and when he stood on the floor of the creek, the rim was
twenty feet above him.

Two miles farther, in the heart of town, he dimbed up another ladder and through a safety raling. He
was on the sdewalk aong Broadway .

Although 1 am. was fagt gpproaching, there were ill people on the dtreets. severd in passing cars, a
few in an dl-night diner; an atendant a a filling Sation. An dderly man waked arm-in-arm with a
pixie-faced, white-haired woman, and a young cou-ple strolled past the closed stores, window-shopping
in spite of the hour.

Cadlin had an urge to rush up to the nearest of them and blurt out the secret, the story of Roy's
madness. But he knew they would think he was a lunatic. They didn't know him, and they didnt know
Roy. None of it would make sense to strangers. He wasn't even sure it made sense to him. And even if
they did comprehend and believe, they couldn't help him.

His firg dly would have to be his mother. When she heard the facts, she would cdl the police, and
they would respond to her much more quickly and serioudy than they would to a fourteen-year-old boy.
He had to get home and tdl Weezy dl about it.

He hurried dong Broadway toward Adams Ave-nue, but after only a few steps he stopped because
he suddenly redlized that he would have to under-take the last part of his journey with the same cau-tion
that had marked it thus far. Roy might intend to ambush him within a few feet of his front door. In fact,
now that he thought about it, he was positive that's what would happen. Roy would mogt likdy lie in wait
directly across the way from the Jacobs house, hdf that block was a pocket park with many hiding
places from which he could observe the entire street. The ingant he saw Calin gpproaching the house, he
would move; he would move red fast. For just a moment, asif briefly cursed with a clairvoy-ant's vison,
Calin could see himsdlf being clubbed to the ground, being stabbed, being left there in blood and pain to
diewithin inches of safety, on the thresh-old of sanctuary.

He stood in the middle of the sdewalk, trembling. He stood there for quite awhile.

—Got to move, kid.

Where?

—Cdl Weezy. AsK her to come get you.

Shell tel me to walk. It's only a few blocks.

—So tdl her why you can't walk.

Not on the phone.

—TdI her Roy's out there, waiting to kill you.

| can't make it sound right on the phone.

—Sure you can.

No. I've got to be there when | tell her. Otherwise, it won't sound right, and shell think it's a
joke. Shelll be mad.

—You've got to try to do it on the phone so shell come get you. Then youll get home safdly.

| can't do it on the phone.

—What's the dternative?



Fndly he walked back to the service station near the dry creekbed. A telephone booth stood on one
comer of the property. He dided the number and listened to it ring a dozen times.

She wasn't home yet.

Calin dammed down the receiver and |eft the booth without recovering his dime.

He stood on the sdewdk, hands figed a his sides, shoulders hunched. He wanted to punch
something.

— The bitch. She's your mother.

— Where the hdl is she? It's business.

— What's she doing? It's business.

— Who's she with? It's just business. —I'll bet.

The service-gtation attendant started closng for the night. The banks of fluorescent lights above the
pumps blinked out.

Calin waked west on Broadway, through the shopping district, just passing time. He looked in store
windows, but he didn't see anything.

At ten minutes past one, he went back to the tele-phone booth. He dided his home number, let it ring
fifteen times, then hung up.

— Budnessmy ass. She works hard.

— At what?

He stood there for several minutes, one hand on the receiver, asif he were expecting a call.

— She's out screwing around. It's business. A business dinner. —This late?

A long, late business dinner. He tried the number again. No answer.

He sat down on the floor of the booth, in the dark-ness, and hugged himsdf.

— She's out screwing around when | need her.

You don't know for sure.

—I know.

You can't.

—Face it. She screws like everyone dse.

Now you sound like Roy.

—Sometimes Roy makes sense.

He's crazy.

—Maybe not about everything.

At one-thirty he stood up, popped a dime into the phone, and cdled home again. It rang twenty-two
times before he hung up.

It might be safe to wak home now. Wasn't it too late for Roy to keep avigil? He was a killer, but he
was a0 a fourteen-year-old boy; he couldn't stay out dl night. His folks would wonder where he was.
They might even cdl the cops. Roy would be in terrible trouble if he stayed out dl night, wouldn't he?

Maybe. And maybe not.

Calin wasn't sure that the Bordens redly cared what Roy did or what happened to him. So far as
Calin knew, they had never set down rules for their son, other than the one about saying away from his
father's trains. Roy did pretty much what he wanted, when he wanted.

Something was wrong with the Borden family. The relationships were curious, indefinable. Theirs was
not a traditiond parent-child arrangement. Colin had met Mr. and Mrs. Borden only twice; but both
times he had sensed the strangeness in them, in their attitudes toward each other, and in their trestment of
Roy. Mother, father, and son seemed like strangers. There was a peculiar Siffnessin the way they talked
among themsdves, asif they were rediting lines from a script they hadn't learned very well. They were s0
formal. They dmog seemed . . . afraid of one another. Colin had been aware of a coldness in the center
of the family, but he had never spent much time wondering about it. Now that he gave it some thought,
however, he redized that the Bordens were tike people living in a rooming house; they smiled and
nodded when they passed in the hdll; they said hello when they met in the kitchen; but otherwise they led
separate, digant lives. He didn't know why that was true. Something had happened to turn them away
from one another. He couldn't imagine what it might have been. But he was certain that Mr. and Mrs.



Borden wouldn't care very much if Roy stayed out until daybreak or even disappeared forever.
Therefore it wasn't safe for him to wak home. Roy would be waiting.
Calin dided the number again, and he was sur-prised when his mother answered on the second ring.
“Mom, you've got to come get me.”

“Skipper?”’

“Il wait for you at—"

“| thought you were updtairs, adeep.”

“No. I'm over at—"’

“l just got in. | thought you were home. What are you doing out at this hour?’
'It's not my fault. | was—"

“Oh, my God, have you been hurt?

“No, no. | jus—"

“You're hurt.”

“No, just afew scrapes and bruises. | need—"
“What happened? What's happened to you?’
'If you'd shut up and listen, you'd find out,” Colin said impetiently.
She was stunned. “Don't you snap a me. Don't you dare.”
“l need help!”

“What?’

“Youve got to hdp me”

“Areyou in trouble?’

“Red bad trouble”

“What the hdl have you done?’

“It's not what 1've done. It's—"

“Where are you?’

“I'm over here at—"

“Have you been arrested?’

“What?’

“Isit that kind of trouble?’

“No, no. I'm—"

“Areyou a the police gation?’

“Nothing like that. I'm—"

“Where are you?’

“Near the Broadway Diner.”

“Wheat trouble have you caused & the diner?’
“That'snot it. I—"

“Let metalk to someone there”

“Who? What do you mean?’

“Let metak to awalitress or someone.”
“I'mnot in the diner.”

“Where the hdl are you?’

“In a phone booth.”

“Coalin, what's the matter with you?’

“I'm waiting for you to come get me”

“You're only afew blocks from home.”

“l can't walk. He's waiting for me adong the way.”
“Who?’

“He wants to kill me”

A pause.

“Calin, you come draight home.”

“l cant.”



“Thisminute. | meen it

“l cant.”

“I'm getting angry, young man.”

“Roy tried to kill me tonight. He's dill out there, waiting for me”

“Thisisn't funny.”

“I'm not joking!”

Another pause.

“Calin, did you take something?’

“Huh?’

“Did you take apill or something?’

“Drugs?

“Did you?’

“Did you?’

“Where would | get drugs?’

“I know you kids can get them. It's as easy as buying aspirins”

“It's abig problem these days. Is that it? Are you high and having trouble getting down?’

“Me? You redly think that's a problem with mee.”

“If you've been popping pills—’

“If that's what you redly think—"

“—or if you've been drinking—"

“—then you don't know me at dl.”

“—mixing booze and pills—"

“If you want to hear about it,” Calin said sharply, “youll have to bring the car and pick me up.”

“Dont use that tone with me.”

“If you don't come,” he said, “then | guessI'll just rot here”

He banged the receiver into the cradle and |eft the telephone booth.

“Shit!”

He kicked an empty soda can that was lying beside the wakway. It spun and rattled across the
drest.

He went to the Broadway Diner and stood at the curb, looking east, where Weezy would turn the
cor-ner if she bothered to come for him.

He was shaking uncontrollably with anger and fear.

He fdt something dse, too, something dark and devastating, something far more disturbing than
an-ger, far more debilitating than fear, something uglier, like a terrible londiness, but much worse than
lone-liness. It was a suspicion—no, a conviction—that he had been abandoned, forgotten, and that no
one in the whole world cared or would ever care enough about him to redly find out what he was like
and what his dreams were. He was an outcast, a creature somehow vadtly different from dl other people,
an object of scorn and derision, an outsider, secretly loathed and ridiculed by everyone who met him,
even by those few who professed to love him.

He fdt asif he would vomit.

Five minutes later she drew aongside him in the blue Cadillac. She leaned across the front seat and
opened the door on the passenger's Sde.

When he saw her, he log the grip that hed had on himsdf ever snce the nightmare & Hermit
Hob-son's place. Tears streamed down his face. By the time he got into the car and closed the door, he
was sobbing like a baby.
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She didn't believe him. She refused to cdl the cops, and she wouldn't disturb the Bordens with a cdl
a that hour.

At nine-thirty the fallowing morning, she talked to Roy on the phone. Then she talked to his mother.
She ingged on privacy, so Calin didn't even hear her Sde of the conversation.

After she had spoken with the Bordens, she tried to make Calin recant his story. When he wouldn't
she became furious.

At even o'clock, after an extended argument, she and Colin went to the junkyard. Neither of them
spoke during the drive.

She parked at the end of the dirt lane, near the shack. They got out of the car.

Calin was uneasy. Echoes of last night's terror Hill reverberated in his mind.

His bicycle was lying near the front porch steps. Roy's bike was gone, of course.

“You see” hesad. “I was here”

She didn't respond. She wheded the bike around to the back of the car.

Calin followed her. “It happened exactly the way | said it did.”

She unlocked the trunk. “Help me”

They lifted the bicycle into the back of the car, but it wouldnt fit wel enough to dlow the
com-partment to be closed and locked. She found a spool of wirein the tool kit and used a length of that
to tie down the trunk lid.

“Doexn't the bicycle prove anything? Colin de-manded.

She turned on him. “It proves you were here.”

“Likel sad.”

“But not with Roy.”

“Hetried to kill me!”

“He tdls me he was home last night from nine-thirty on.”

“Wel, of course that's what he'd tdl you! But—"

“That's so what his mother tdls me”

“It's not true.”

“Areyou cdling Mrs. Borden aliad?

“Wel, she probably doesn't know she'slying.”

“What's that supposed to mean?’

“Roy probably told her he was home, in hisroom, and she believed him.”

“She knows he was home, not just because he told her so, but because she was home last night,
too.”

“But did she actudly talk to him?’

“What?’

“Lagt night? Did she talk to him? Or did she just assume he was up in hisroom?”’

“I didn't grill her in detail about—"

“Did she actudly see him last night?’

“Colin—"

“If she didn't actudly see him,” Calin said excit-edly, “she can't know for sure that he was up there in
his room.”

“That'sridiculous”

“No. It isnt. They don't talk to each other muchin that house. They don't pay attention to each other.
They don't go looking for each other to strike up a conversaion.”

“Sheld know he was there when she looked in to say good night.”

“But that's just what I'm trying to tdl you. She'd never do that. She'd never go out of her way to say
good night to him. | know it. I'd bet on it. They don't act like other people. There's something redly



strange about them. There's something wrong in that house.”

“Wha do you think it is?’ she asked angrily. “Are they invaders from another planet?’

“Of course not.”

“Likein one of those crazy goddamned books you're dways reading?’

“No.”

“Should we cdl Buck Rogers to save us?’

“ljug . . . | wasonly trying to say that they don't seem to love Roy.”

“That's an awful thing to say.”

“I'm pretty sureit's true”

She shook her head, amazed. “Did it ever occur to you that you might be too young to fully
understand an emoation as complex as love, let done dl the forms it can take? My God, you're an
inexperienced four-teen-year-old boy! Who are you to judge the Bordens on something like that?’

“But if you could see the way they act. If you could hear the way they tak to each other. And they
never do anything together. Even we do more things to-gether than the Bordens do.”

“'Even we'? What do you meen by that?’

“Wdl, we don't do many things together, do we? | mean as afamily.”

There were thingsin her eyes that he didn't want to see. He looked away.

“In case you've forgotten,” she said, “I'm divorced from your father. And dso in case it somehow
dipped your mind, it was a bitter divorce. The pits. So what the hdl do you expect? Do you think the
three of us should go on picnics now and then?’

Cdlin shuffled his feet in the grass. “I mean even just you and me. The two of us. We don't see much
of each other, and the Bordens see even less of Roy.”

“When do | have time, for God's sake?’

He shrugged.

“l work hard,” she said.

“I know.”

“Do you think | like working as hard as | do?’

“You seem to.”

“Wdl, | dont.”

“Then why—"

“I'm trying to build a future for us. Can you un-derstand? | want to be sure we never have to worry
about money. | want security. Big security. But you don't appreciate it.”

“l do. | know you work hard.”

“If you appreciated what 1'm doing for us, for you, then you wouldn't have tried to upset me with this
bullshit story about Roy trying to kill you and—"

“It's not bullshit.”

“Dont use that word.”

“What word?’

“You know whet | mean.”

“Bullshit?’

She dapped hisface.

Shocked, he put a hand to his cheek.

“Don't amirk & me” she said.

“l wasn't.”

She turned away from him. She walked a few steps into the grass and stared at the junkyard for a
while

He dmogt cried. But he didn't want her to see him crying, so he bit his lip and held the tears back.
After awhile, the hurt and humiliation were replaced by anger, and then he didn't have to bite his lip any
more.

When she gathered her composure, she came back to him. “I'm sorry.”

“It's okay.”



“l logt my temper, and that's a bad example to s&t.”

“It didnt hurt.”

“You upset me so much.”

“| didn't want to.”

“You upset me because | know what's going on.” He waited.

“You came out here lagt night on your bike,” she said. “But not with Roy. | know who you came
with.”

He said nothing.

“Oh,” she sad, “I don't know ther names, but | know what kind of kidsthey are.”

He blinked. “Whao're you taking about?’

“You know who I'm talking about. I'm talking about these other friends of yours, these smart-ass
kids you see ganding on street corners these days, the punks on those skateboards who try to run you
off in the gutter when you walk by them.”

“You think kids like that would want anything to do with me? I'm one of the people they'd run into
the gutter.”

“You're bang evasve”

“I'm tdling the truth. Roy was the only friend | had.”

“Nonsense”

“l don't make friends easlly.”

“Don't lieto me”

He was dlent.

“Since we moved to Santa Leona,” she said, “you've gotten mixed up with the wrong kids.”

“No.”

“And lagt night you came out here with some of them because this is probably a popular place—in
fact, it's just an ided place—to sneak away and smoke some dope and do . . . dl sorts of other things”

“No.”

“Ladt night you came here with them, popped a few pills—God knows what they were—and then
you tripped out.”

“No.”

“Admit it.”

“It's not true.”

“Cdlin, I know you're basicdly a good boy. Youve never been in any trouble before. Now you've
made a mistake. Y ou've let some other kids lead you astray.”

“No.”

“If youll just admit it, if youll face up to it, | won't be mad &t you. I'll respect you for accepting your
medicine. I'l hdp you, Calin, if youll just give me a chance.”

“Give me achance.”

“You popped a couple of pills—’

“No.”

“—and for afew hours you were redly gone, redly out of it.”

“No”

“When you findly came around, you redized you'd wandered away, back toward town, without your
bike”

“You weren't sure how to get back here and find your bike. Y our clothes were torn, filthy, and it was
one o'clock in the morning. You panicked. You didnt know how you were going to explain dl that, so
you made up this foolish story about Roy Borden.”

“Will you ligen?’” He was bardly able to keep from screaming at her.

“I'm ligening.”

“Roy Borden isakiller. He—"

“You disappoint me.”



“Look a what | am, for Chrigt's sake!”

“Dont tak like that.”

“Can't you see me?’

“Don't shout a me”

“Can't you see wha | an?’

“You're a boy in trouble and getting deeper.”

Calin was furious with her because she was forcing him to reved himsdf in a way he never had done
before. “Do | look like one of those kids? Do | ook like the kind of guy they'd even bother to say helo
to? They wouldn't even take time to spit on me. To them, I'm just a skinny, bashful, near-sighted creep.”
Tears shimmered in the corners of his eyes. He hated himsdf for being unable to hold them back. “Roy
was the best friend | had. He was the only friend. Why would | make up a crazy story just to get himin
trouble?’

“You were confused and desperate.” She stared at him asif her gaze would crack him and reved the
truth as she imagined it to be. “And according to Roy, you were mad at him because he wouldn't come
out here with you and the others.”

Calin gaped & her. “You mean you got this whole theory from Roy? This whole dumb thing about
me taking drugs—it comes from Roy?”

“l suspected it last night. When | mentioned it to Roy, he said | was right. He told me you were very
upset with him because he wouldn't come to the party—"

“Hetried to kill mel”

“—and because he wouldn't contribute any money to buy the pills”

“There weren't any pills”

“Roy says there were, and it explains alot.”

“Did he name even one of these wild dopers I'm supposed to be hanging out with?’

“They're none of my concern. It's you I'm worried about.”

“l am worried about you.”

“But for the wrong reason.”

“Flaying with drugsis supid and dangerous.”

“l didn't do anything.”

“If you want to be treated like an adult, you've got to Sart acting like one,” she said in alecturing tone
thet gdlled him.

“An adult admits his mistakes. An adult dways accepts the consequences of his acts.”

“Not mogt of the adults | see”

“If you pergt in this bullheaded attempt to—"

“How can you bdieve him instead of me?’

“Heés avery nice boy. He—’

“Youve only talked to him a couple of timed”

“Often enough to know he's a well-rounded boy and very mature for his age.”

“Hes not! He's not like thet at dl. HE's lying!”

“His story certainly rings truer than yours,” Weezy said. “And he strikes me as a sensble boy.”

“You think I'm not sensble?’

“Calin, how many nights have you gotten me out of bed because you were convinced something was
crawling around in the attic?’

“Not that often,” he mumbled.

“Yes. That often. Quite often. And was there ever anything there when we looked?’

He sighed.

“Was there?’ sheingsted.

“No”

“How many nights have you been absolutely cer-tain that something was lurking outside the house,
trying to get in through your window?’



He didn't answer.

She pressed her advantage. “And do level-headed boys spend dl of ther time building plastic modds
of movie mongters?’

“Isthat why you don't believe me? Because | watch a lot of horror movies? Because | read science
fiction?

“Stop that. Don't try to make me sound smple-minded,” she said.

“Shit”

“You're dso picking up bad language from this crowd you're running around with, and | won't dlow
it

He waked away from her, into the junkyard.

“Where are you going?’

As he waked away, he said, “1 can show you proof.”

“We're leaving,” she said.

“Go ahead.”

“l should have been at the gdlery an hour ago.”

“l can show you proof, if youll bother to look at it.”

He waked through the junkyard, toward the point at which the hill dropped down to the railroad
tracks. He didn't know for sureif she was following him, but he tried to act asif he had no doubt about it.
He believed that looking back would be asgn of weak-ness, and he fdt that he had been a weskling for
too damned long.

Last night Hermit Hobson's collection of wrecks had been a sniger labyrinth. Now, in the bright
daylight, it was only sad, a very sad and londy place. By squinting dightly, you could look through the
dead and pitted surface, through the sorry present, and see the past glowing in dl of it. Once, the cars
hed been shiny and beautiful. People had invested work and money and dreams in these machines, and
dl that had come to this rust.

When he reached the western end of the junkyard, he had trouble bdieving what he could plainly see.
The proof he had intended to show Weezy was gone.

The dilapidated pickup 4ill stood ten feet from the brink, where Roy had been forced to abandon it,
but the corrugated metd runners were not there any more. Although the truck had stopped with its
an-gled front wheds in the dirt, the rear wheds had remained squardly on the tracks. Colin dealy
re-membered that. But now dl four wheds rested upon bare earth.

Cdlin redlized what had happened and knew that he should have expected it. Last night, when he had
hidden successfully from Roy in the arroyo west of the rallway line, Roy had not rushed immediatdy into
town to wait for him at the house, but had findly given up the chase and had come back here to erase dl
traces of his plan to wreck the train. He had carted away every loose section of the make-shift track that
hed congtructed for the truck. Then he had even jacked up the rear wheds of the Ford to retrieve the
last two incriminating sheets of metd that were pinned under them.

The grass behind the truck, which surdy must have been smashed flat when the Ford passed over it,
now stood nearly astdl and undisturbed as the grass on dl other Sdes of the junker; it swayed gently in
the breeze. Roy had taken time to rake it, thereby removing the twin impressions of the pickup's wake.
On closer ingpection, Colin saw that the reslient blades of grass had sustained minor damage. A few
were broken. A few more were bent. Some were pinched. But those subtle sgns would not be proof
enough to convince Weezy that his story was true.

Although it was twenty feet closer to the brow of the hill than any of the other wrecks, the Ford
looked asif it had been in that same spot, undisturbed, for years and years.

Cdlin knelt beside the pickup and reached behind one of the rusty wheds. He brought out a gob of
grease.

“What are you doing?’ Weezy asked.

He turned to her and held up his greasy hand. “Thisisdl | can show you. He took away everything
ese dl the other proof.”

“What's that?”



“Grease”
113 S)?’
It was hopeless.
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For seven days Colin remained in the house.

Redriction to quarters was one part of his pun-ishment. His mother made certain that he endured the
confinement; she called home sx or eight times every day, checking on him. Sometimes two or three
hours would pass between the cdls, and sometimes she would ring him three times in thirty minutes. He
did not dare sneak ouit.

Actudly, he didnt want to go anywhere. He was wdl accustomed to londiness, comfortable and
sat-isfied with just his own company. For most of hislife, his room had been the largest part of his world,
and for awhile at least it would serve admirably as his entire universe. He had his books, horror comics,
monger models, and radio; he could entertain him-sdf for a week or a month or even longer. And he
was afraid that if he set foot outside the door, Roy Borden would get him.

Weezy had dso made it clear that when he had served his one-week sentence he would be on
pro-bation for along time. For the remainder of the sum-mer he would have to be home before dark. He
didnt tdl her how he fdt about that when she lad down the rule, but in fact he didnt think of it as
punish-ment. He had no intention of gaing anywhere a night. As long as Roy was running around 100se,
Calin would view every sunset with dread, asif he were a character in Bram Stoker's Dracula.

In addition to imposng a curfew, Weezy took away his dlowance for one month. He wasnt
bothered by that either. He had a big metd bank in the shape of a flying saucer, and it was full of coins
and dallar hillsthat he had saved over the past two years.

He was distressed only by the fact that the restric-tions would interfere with his courtship of Heather
Lipshitz. HEd never had a girlfriend. No girl had ever been interested in him before. Not even a little bit.
Now that he findly had a chance with a girl, he didn't want to spail it.

He cdled Heather and explained that he had been grounded and could not keep their movie date. He
didn't tdl her the truth about why he had been re-gtricted to the house; he didn't mention that Roy had
attempted to kill him. She didn't know him well enough yet to accept such a wild story. And of dl the
people in Colin's life, Heather was the one whose opinion mattered the most right now; he didn't want her
to think he was a nut case. When he explained his stuation, she was very underganding, and they
rescheduled their date for the following Wednesday, when he would be dlowed out of the house again.
She didn't even mind that they would have to go to the early show and that he would have to be home by
dark to satidy the curfew his mother had im-posed. For twenty minutes they chatted about mov-ies and
books, and she was easier to tak to than any girl he had ever known.

When he hung up he fdt better than he had before held telephoned her. For a third of an hour, at
least, he had been able to push thoughts of Roy Borden to the back of hismind.

He cdled Heather every day during the week that he was grounded, and they were never a a loss
for words. He learned a great many things about her, and the more he learned the more he liked her. He
hoped he was making an equdly good impresson on her, and he was impatient to see her again.



He expected Roy to show up at the door some afternoon, or at least to cal and make alot of threats;
but the days passed uneventfully. He considered tak-ing the initidive, just to see what would happen.
Once or twice each day, he picked up the telephone, but he never got farther than diding the fird three
digits of the Borden number. Then the shakes dways took him, and he hung up.

He read hdf a dozen new paperbacks: science fic-tion, sword and sorcery, occult stories, suff that
was filled with mongirous villains, the sort of thing he liked the most. But there must have been something
wrong with the plots or with the writers prose styles, because he didn't get that familiar cold thrill from
them.

He reread a few pieces tha he had found har-raisng when he'd firs encountered them a couple of
years ago. He discovered tha he dill could ap-preciate the color and suspense of Hanlein's The Puppet
Masters, but the terror thet it had commu-nicated to him so forcefully when he had firg read it was no
longer there. John Campbel's Who Goes There? and Theodore Sturgeon's scariest stories—It and The
Professor's Teddy-Bear among others—dlill pulsed with a rich vison of evil, but they no longer made
him look over his shoulder while he turned the pages.

He had trouble desping. If he closed his eyes for more than a minute, he heard strange sounds. the
furtive but inggent noises someone might make if he were trying to get into the bedroom through the
locked door or window. Calin heard something in the attic, too, something heavy that kept dragging itsdf
back and forth, asif it were looking for a weak spot in his bedroom caling. He thought about the things
his mother had said with such scorn, and he told himsalf there was nothing in the attic; told him-sdif thet it
was just his overactive imagination, but he continued to hear it nonetheless. After two bad nights he
surrendered to the fear and stayed up read-ing until dawn; then in the early light, he was able to deep.
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Wednesday morning, eght days after the events a Hermit Hobson's junkyard, Colin was no longer
redtricted to quarters. He was reluctant to leave the house. He studied the surrounding grounds through
dl the firg-floor windows, and dthough he could detect nothing out of the ordinary, his own front lawvn
seemed to him far more dangerous than any battlefield in any war thered ever been, in spite of the lack of
burging bombs and whistling bullets.

—Roy wouldn' try anything in broad daylight.

He€'s crazy. How can you know what hell do?

—Go. Go on. Get out and do what you have to do.

If he'swaiting . . .

—You cant hide here for the rest of your life.

He went to the library. As he cyded dong the sunny streets, he looked repeatedly behind. He was
farly sure that Roy was not following him.

Though Colin dept only three hours the night be-fore, he was waiting at the front doors of the library
when Mrs. Larkin, the librarian, opened for business. HEd gone to the library twice a week snce they'd
moved to town, and Mrs. Larkin had quickly learned what he liked. When she saw him standing on the
steps, she said, “We received the new Arthur C. Clarke nove lagt Friday.”

“Thet's swell.”

“Wdl, I didn't put it out on the shdf right away because | thought youd be in the same day or
Sat-urday at the latest.”

He followed her into the big, cool, stucco building, into the main room where their footsteps were
smothered by the mammoth stacks of books, and where the air smdled of glue and ydlowing paper.

“When you hadn't showed up by Monday after-noon,” Mrs. Larkin said, “I fet | couldn't hold the



book any longer. And now, wouldn't you just know it, someone checked it out a few minutes till five
yesterday afternoon.”

“That'sdl right,” Colin said. “Thanks alot for thinking about me.”

Mrs. Larkin was a swest-tempered, red-haired woman with too little brow, too much chin, too little
bosom, and too much behind. Her glasses were as thick as Colin's. She loved books and bookish
people, and Calin liked her.

“I manly came to use one of the micrafilm read-ers,” he said.

“Oh, I'm sorry, but we don't have any science fic-tion on microfilm.”

“I'm not interested in science fiction today. What 1'd like to see is back issues of the Santa Leona
News Register.”

“Whatever for?” She made aface, as if sheld hitten into a lemon. “Perhaps I'm being a traitor to my
own hometown when | say this, but the News Register isjust about the dullest reeding you can find. Lots
of stories about bake sdes and church socids, and reports of City Council meetings where dlly
poli-ticians argue for hours about whether or not they should fill the potholes on Broadway.”

“Wdl . . . I'm sort of looking ahead to garting school in September,” Colin said, wondering if that
sounded asridiculous to her asit did to him. “English composition aways gives me a little bit of trouble,
90 | like to think ahead.”

“l can't believe that anything in schoal gives you trouble,” Mrs. Larkin said.

“Anyway . . . | have this idea for an essay about summer in Santa Leona, not my summer but
sun-mer in generd, and summer higtoricaly. | want to do some research.”

She amiled gpprovingly. “Y ou're an ambitious young man, aren't you?’

He shrugged. “Not redly.”

She shook her head. “In dl the years I've worked here, you're the firg boy who's come in during
sum-mer vacation to prepare for next fal's school assgn-ments. I'd call that ambitious. | surdy would.
And it's refreshing, too. You keep that atitude, and youll go along way in thisworld.”

Cdlin was embarrassed because he did not deserve the praise and because he had lied to her. He felt
his face turn red, and he suddenly redized that this was the firg time he had blushed in a week, maybe
longer than that, which was some kind of record for him.

He went to the micrafilm acove, and Mrs. Larkin brought spools of film that contained every page of
the News Register for June, July, and Augud of lagt year, and for the. same three months of the year
be-fore that. She showed him how to use the machine, watched over his shoulder until she was certain
that he had no questions, then left him to his work.

Rose.

Something Rose.

Jm Rose?

Arthur Rose?

Miched Rose?

He remembered the last name by associating it with the flower, but he couldn't quite recal what the
boy's firg name had been.

Phil Pacino.

He remembered that one because it was like Al Pacino, the movie actor.

He decided to start with Phil. He lined up the spools of last summer's newspapers.

He assumed both deaths would be front-page news, so he skimmed, looking for bold headlines.

He couldn't remember the date Roy had given. He started with June and worked dl the way through
to thefirg of August before he found the story.

LOCAL BOY DIESIN FIRE
He was reading the last paragraph of the article when he sensed a change in the ar and knew tha

Roy was behind him. He whirled, bolting up from the swivd chair as he turned—but Roy wasn't there.
No one was there. No one was at the worktables. No one was browsng through the stacks. Mrs.



Larkin wasn't a her desk. He had imagined it.

He sat down and read the article again. It was exactly as Roy said. The Pacino house had burned to
the ground, a tota loss. In the rubble, firemen had found the blackened body of Philip Pacino, age
four-teen.

Cdlin fdt beads of sweat pop out on his forehead. He wiped his face with one hand and dried his
hands on his jeans.

He went through the papers for the next week with specid care, looking for follow-up stories. There
were three.

HRE MARSHAL'S REPORT
PLAYING WITH MATCHES

According to the find, offida statement, Philip Pacino had caused the blaze. He had been playing
with matches near a workbench on which he con-structed modd airplanes. Apparently there had been a
number of highly flammable items on the bench, induding severd tubes and pots of glue, a can of lighter
fluid, and an open bottle of pant remover.

The second follow-up was a page-two report of the boy's funerd. The story contained tributes from
Philip's teachers, teary remembrances from his friends, and excerpts from the eulogy. A photograph of
the grieving parents headed the three-column piece.

Calin read it twice with great interest because one of Philip Pacino's friends quoted in the story was
Roy Borden.

Two days later there was along editorid that was hard-hitting by the News Register's standards.

PREVENTING TRAGEDY
WHO'S RESPONSIBLE?

In none of the four pieces was there the dightest indication that the police or the fire department
sus-pected murder and arson. From the beginning they had assumed it was an accident, the result of
care-lessness or adolescent foolishness.

But | know the truth, Colin thought.

He was weary. He had been a the microfilm reader for dmogt two hours. He switched off the
mechine, stood up, and stretched.

He didn't have the library to himsdf any more. A woman in a red dress was looking through the
meg-azine racks. At one of the tablesin the center of the room, a chubby, balding priest was reading an
enor-mous book and assduoudy taking notes.

Cdlin walked to one of the two, big, mullioned windows at the east end of the room and sat Sdeways
on the two-foot-deep sll. He stared through the dusty glass, thinking. Beyond the window lay a Ro-man
Catholic cemetery, and at the far end of the graveyard, Our Lady of Sorrows Church watched over the
remains of its ascended parishioners.

“Hi there”

Calin looked up, surprised. It was Hesather.

“Ohhi,” he said. He started to get up.

“Dont move on my account,” she said in a soft, library voice. “I can't stay long. | have some errands
to run for my mother. | just stopped into pick up a book, and | saw you stting here”

She was wearing a maroon T-shirt and white shorts.

“You look terrific,” Colin said, kegping hisvoice aslow as hers.

She amiled. “Thank you.”

“I redly mean it”

“Thank you.”



“Absolutdly terrific.”

“You're embarrassng me”

“Why? 'Cause | said you look terrific?”

“Wdl . . .inaway, yeah.”

“You mean you'd fed better if | said you looked awful ?’

She laughed sdlf-conscioudy. “No. Of course not. It's just that . . . no one ever told me | looked
terrific before.”

“You've got to be kidding.”

“No”

“No guy ever told you that? What are they—adl blind or something?’

She was blushing. “Wdl, | know I'm not redlly dl thet terrific.”

“Sureyou are”

“My mouth's too big,” she said.

“No, it'snot.”

“Yes, itis I've got awide mouth.”

“I likeit.”

“And my teeth aren't the greatest.”

“They're very white”

“And a couple of them are kind of crooked.”

“Not so that anyone would naotice,” Colin said.

“I hate my hands” she said.

“Huh? Why?’

“My fingers are so stubby. My mother has long, egant fingers. But mine look like little sausages.”

“That'sslly. You have nice fingers”

“And my knees are knobby,” she said.

“Your knees are perfect,” he said.

“Jud ligen to me” she said nervoudy. “A boy findly says | look nice, and | try to make him change
hismind.”

Cdlin was amazed to discover that even a pretty girl like Heather could have doubts about hersdf.
He dways had thought that those kids he admired— those golden, blue-eyed, strong-limbed Cdifornia
boys and girls—were a race above dl others, superior creatures who glided through life with perfect
self-confidence, with an unshakable sense of worth and purpose. He was both pleased and displeased to
dis-cover this crack in the myth. He suddenly redlized that those specid, radiant kids were not redly very
different from him, that they were not so superior as he had thought they were, and this discovery buoyed
him. On the other hand, he fdt asif he had lost something important—a pleasant illuson that, at times,
hed warmed him.

“Are you waliting for Roy?’ Hesther asked.

He shifted unesasily on hiswindowsll seat. “Uh . . . no. I'm just doing some. . . research.”

“| thought you were looking out the window for Roy.”

“Jud regting. Taking a break.”

“I think it's nice how he shows up every day,” she said.

“Who?’

“Roy.”

“Shows up where?’

“There” she said, gesturing toward something be-yond the window.

Calin looked through the glass, then back at the girl. 'Y ou mean he goes to church every day?’

“No. The graveyard. Don't you know about it?’

“Tdl me”

“Wadl . . . | livein the house across the street. The white one with the blue trim. See it?’

“Yeeh”

“Most times when he comes, | see him.”



“What's he do there?’

“Hevigtshissger.”

“Hehasasgea?”

“Had. She's dead.”

“He never said aword.”

Heether nodded. “I don't think he likes to talk about it.”

“Not aword.”

“Onetime| told him it was redly nice, you know, how he stopped at her grave so fathfully. He got
med & me”

“Hedid?’

“Mad as hdl.”

“Why?

“l don't know,” Heather said. “At firg | thought maybe he il fet the pain of her death. | thought
maybe it dill hurt im so much he didn't want to talk about it. But then later it seemed like he was mad
because 1'd caught him doing something wrong. But he wasn't doing anything wrong. It's kind of weird.”

Calin thought about this news for a moment. He stared at the sunny graveyard. “How'd she die?’

“l don't know. It happened before my time. | mean, we didn't move to Santa Leona urtil three years
ag0. She was dead long before that.”

A Sder.

A dead sger.

Somehow, that was the key.

“Wdl,” Heather said, unaware of the importance of the information she had given him, “I've got to be
going. My mother gave me a shopping list. She expects me back with everything in an hour or so. She
doesn' like people who are late. She says tardiness is a Sgn of a doppy, sHfish person. I'll see you at Sx
oclock.”

“I'm sorry we have to go to the early show,” Calin said.

“That'sdl right,” she said. “It's the same movie no matter what time it's shown.”

“And likel said, I've got to be home by nine o'clock or so, before it gets completdy dark. That's a
red drag.”

“No,” she said. “That's okay, too. You're not going to be punished forever. The curfew's only for a
month, right? Don't worry about it. Well have fun. See you later.”

“Later,” he sad.

He watched her wak across the quiet library. When she was gone, he turned his gaze to the
grave-yard once more.

A dead sgter.
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Cdlin had no trouble finding the tombstone,- it was like a beacon. It was bigger and shinier and
fancier than any other rock in the graveyard. Mr. and Mrs. Borden had spared no expense in the matter.
It was a very elaborate stone, done in sections, constructed both of granite and marble, joined together
amos seamlesdy. Every aspect of it was atfully shaped and highly polished. Wide, beveled |etters were
cut deep into the richly veined, mirror surface of the marble.

belinda jane borden



According to the date on the marker, she had died more than Six years ago, on the last day of April.
The monument at the head of the grave was surdy sev-erd times the sze of the body that it
memoaridized, for Belinda Jane was only five years old when they put her in the ground.

Cdlin returned to the library and asked Mrs. Larkin for the spool of microfilm that contained the
sx-year-old, April 30 edition of the News Register.

The story was on page one.

Roy had killed his baby sigter.

Not murder.

Jugt an accident. A horrible accident.

Nothing anyone could have done to prevent it.

An eight-year-old boy finds his father's car keys on the kitchen counter. He getsit in his head to take
aride around the block. Thatll prove he's bigger and better than anyone gives him credit for. Itll prove
he's even big enough to play with Dad's trains, or at least big enough to St at Dad's Sde and just watch
the trains, which is something he's not permitted to do but which he wants to do very badly. The car is
parked in the driveway. The boy puts a pillow on the seat so that he can see over the steering whed. But
then he discovers that he can't quite reach the brake or the accelerator. He searches for a tool, and
beside the garage he finds a piece of lumber, a three-foot length of two-by-two white pine that is just
about exactly what he needs. He figures he can use the lumber to push the pedds that his feet won't
reach. One hand to hold the two-by-two, and one hand for steering. In the car he starts the engine and
fumbles with the gearshift. His mother hears. Comes out of the house. She'sin time to see her little girl
walk behind the car. She shouts a both the boy and the girl, and each of them waves a her. The boy
finelly throws the car into reverse as the mother rushes toward him, and at the same ingant he thumps the
accelerator with the wooden prod. The automobile goes backward. Fast. Just shoots back-ward. Strikes
the child. She goes down hard. Goes down with one short scream. A tire thumps across her fragile skull.
Her head burds like a blood-filled baloon. And when the men in the ambulance arrive, they find the
mother gtting on the lawn, legs akimbo, face blank, saying the same thing over and over again. “It just
popped. Just popped open. Judt like that. Her little head. It just popped.”

Popped.

Popper.

Cdlin switched off the mechine.

He wished he could switch off his mind.
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He got home a few minutes before five o'clock.
Weezy walked in one minute |ater.
“Hdlo, Skipper.”

“Hi.”

“Have a good day?’

“It was okay.”

“What'd you do?’

“Not much.”

“I'd like to hear about it.”

He sat down on the sofa

“l went to the library,” he said.
“What time was that?’



“Nine this morning.”

“You were gone when | got up.”

“l went draight to the library.”

“And after that?”

“Nowhere”

“When did you come home?’

She frowned.

“You were a thelibrary dl day?’

“Yeeh”

“Come on now.”

“l was”

She paced the middle of the living room.

He stretched out on his back, on the sofa

“Y ou're making me angry, Calin.”

“It'strue. | likethelibrary.”

“I'l restrict you to the house again.”

“Because | went to the library?’

“Don't get smart with me”

He closed his eyes.

“Where d e did you go?’

He sghed.

“l guess you want ajuicy ory,” he said.

“l want to know everywhere you went today.”

“Wdl,” he said, “I went down to the beach.”

“Did you stay away from those kids, like | told you to?’

“| had to meet someone at the beach.”

“Who?’

“A dope pusher | know.”

“What?’

“He dedls out of hisvan at the beach.”

“What are you saying?’

“l bought a mayonnaise jar full of pills”

“Ohmy God.”

“Then | brought the pills back here.”

“Here? Where? Where are they?’

“| lit them up into cdllophane ten-packs.”

“Where have you hidden them?’

“| took them into town and sold them retall.”

“Oh Jesus. Oh my God. What have you gotten into? What's wrong with you?’

“| paid five thousand bucks for the dope and sold it for fifteen thousand.”

“Huh?’

“Thet's ten thousand clear. Now, if | can make that much profit every day for one month, | can get
enough money together to buy a clipper ship and smuggle tons of opium from the Orient.”

He opened his eyes.

She was red-faced.

“What the hdll has gotten into you?’ she de-manded.

“Cdl Mrs. Lakin,” he said. “Shéll probably 4ill be there.”

“Who is Mrs. Larkin?

“Thelibrarian. Shéll tdl you where | was dl day.”

Weezy stared a him for a moment, then went into the kitchen to use the telephone. He couldn't



beieveit. She actudly caled the library. He was humiliated.

When she came back to the living room, she said, “You were a the library dl day.”

“Yegh”

“Why'd you do that?’

“'Cause | likethe library.”

“I mean, why'd you make up that story about buy-ing pills down at the beach?’

“| thought that's what you wanted to hear.”

“l suppose you think it's funny.”

“Kind of funny.”

“Wl, it's not.”

She sat down in an armchair.

“All the conversations I've had with you during the past week—haven't any of them sunk in?’

“Eveary word,” he said.

“I've told you that if you want to be trusted, you've got to earn that, trugt. If you want to be treated
like an adult, youve got to behave like one. You seem to ligen, and | let mysdf hope were getting
some-where, and then you pull aglly sunt like this. Do you understand what that does to me?’

“I think | do.”

“This childish thing you did, making up this story about buying pills down at the beach . . . it just
makes me distrust you dl the more.”

For awhile neither of them spoke.

At lagt Cdlin broke the slence. “Are you egting a home tonight?’

“l can't, Skipper. I've got—"

“—a business engagement.”

“That's right. But I'll make your supper before | go.”

“Don't bother.”

“l don't want you eating junk.”

“I'l make a cheese sandwich,” he said. “That's as good as anything.”

“Have a glass of milk with it.”

“Okay.”

“What are your plans for the evening?’

“Oh, | guess maybe I'll go to the movies” he said, purposefully failing to mention Heether.

“Which theater?’

“The Baronet.”

“What's playing?’

“A horror flick.”

“l wish you'd outgrow that sort of trash.”

He said nothing.

She said, “Youd better not forget your curfew.”

“I'm going to the early show,” Colin said. “It lets out by eight o'clock, so I'll be home before dark.”

“I'l check on you.”

“l know.”

She sghed and stood up. “1'd better shower and change” She waked to the hdlway, then turned
and looked a him again. “If you'd behaved differently a little while ago, maybe | wouldnt find it
necessary to check onyou.”

“Sorry,” he said. And when he was done, he said, “Bullshit.”
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Colin's firg date with Heather was wonderful. Al-though the horror movie was not as good as he had
hoped it would be, the lagt hdf hour was very scary; Heather was more frightened than he was, and she
leened toward him, hedd his hand in the dark, seeking reassurance and security. Colin fdt
uncharacterig-icaly strong and brave. Stting in the cool theater, in the velveteen shadows, in the pale,
flickering light cast back by the screen, holding his girl's hand, he thought he knew what heaven mugt be
like

After the movie, as the sun settled toward the Pecific, Colin walked her home. The ar from the ocean
was sweet. Overhead, the pams swayed and whispered.

Two blocks from the theater, Heather tripped on a hoved-up piece of the sdewak. She didn't fdl or
even come close to logng her baance, but she said, “Damnit!” She blushed. “I'm so damned dumsy.”

“They shouldn't let the Sdewak deteriorate like that,” Colin said. “Someone could get hurt.”

“BEvenif they made it perfectly straight and smooth, I'd probably trip oniit.”

“Why do you say that?’

“I'm such aklutz”

“No, you aren't,” he said.

“Yes | an.” They started to walk again, and she sad, “1'd give anything to be just hdf as graceful as
my mother.”

“You are graceful.”

“I'm a klutz. You should see my mother. She doesn't walk—she glides. If you saw her in a long
dress, something long enough to cover her feet, you'd think she wasn't redly waking at dl. You'd think
she was judt floating dong on a cushion of air.”

For aminute they walked in slence.

Then Heather Sghed and said, “1'm a disappoint-ment to her.”

“Who?’

“My mother.”

“Why?

“l don't measure up.”

“Up to what?’

“To her,” Heather said. “Did you know that my mother was Miss Cdifornia?’

“You mean likein a beauty contest”?’

“Y esgh. She won. She won alot of other contests, too.”

“When was this?’

“She was Miss Cdifornia seventeen years ago, when she was nineteen.”

“Wow!” Colin said. “That's redly something.”

“When | was alittle girl, she entered mein alot of beauty pageants for children.”

“Yesh? What titles did you win?’

“None,” Heather said.

“ find that hard to believe”

“Itstrue”

“Wha were the judges—blind? Come on, Heather. Y ou must have won something.”

“No, redly. | never placed better than second. And | was usudly judt third.”

“Uaudly? 'Y ou mean most of the time you won either second or third place?’

“| placed second four times. | got third place ten times. And fivetimes | didn't place at dl.”

“But that's fantadtic!” Coalin said. “You made it to the top three spots in fourteen out of nineteen
tried”

“In a beauty contest,” Heather said, “the only thing that counts is being No. 1, winning the title. In
children's contests, nearly everyone gets to be No. 2 or No. 3 every oncein awhile”

“Y our mother mugt have been proud of you,” Calin ingsted.

“She dways sad she was, every time that | camein second or third. But | dways got the impresson



she was redly very disappointed. When | hadn't won a firs place by the time | was ten, she stopped
en-tering mein the contests. | guess she figured | was a hopeless case.”

“But you did great!”

“You forget that she was No. 1,” Heather said. “ She was Miss Cdifornia. Not No. 3 or No. 2. No.
1’

He marveled at this lovdy gil who didn't seem to know how truly lovely she was. Her mouth was
sensuous, she thought it was merdly too wide. Her teeth were straighter and whiter than most kids' teeth,
she thought they were a bit crooked. Her hair was thick and shiny; she thought it was lank and dull.
Graceful as a cat, she cdled hesdf a klutz. She was a gl who ought to be brimming with
sdf-as-surance; ingtead, she was plagued by sdlf-doubt. Be-neath her sparkling surface she was just as
uncertain and worried about life as Calin was, and suddenly he fdt very protective toward her.

“If 1'd been one of the judges,” he said, “you'd have won dl of those contests.”

She blushed again and amiled at him. “Y ou're sweset.”

A moment later they reached her house and stopped at the end of the front walkway.

“You know what | like about you?" she asked.

“I've been wracking my brain, trying to figure out what it could possibly be,” he said.

“Wel, for one thing, you don't talk about the same guff thet dl the other boys tak about. They Al
seem to think that guys aren't supposed to be interested in anything but footbal and baseball and cars. All
of that suff bores me. And besides, you don't just talk—you listen. Almost no one ese ligens”

“Wdl,” he said, “one of the things | like about you is that you don't care that I'm not much like other
boys”

They stared sdf-conscioudy at each other for a moment, and then she said, “Cdl me tomorrow,
okay?’

“I will.”

“You better be getting home. Y ou don't want to make your mother angry.”

She planted a gy little kiss on the corner of his mouth, turned away, and hurried into the house.

For afew blocks Calin drifted like a degpwaker, meandering toward home in a pleasant daze. But
suddenly he became aware of the darkening sky, the spreading pools of shadow, and the cregping night
chill. He was not afrad of violating the curfew, not afrad of his mother. But he was afrad of
encounttering Roy after dark. He ran the rest of the way home.
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Thursday morning, Calin returned to the library and continued his search through the micrafilm files of
the locd newspaper. He studied only two parts of each edition: the front page and the lig of hospitd
admissons and discharges. Nevertheless, he needed more than Sx hours to find what he was looking for.

One year to the day after his baby sigter's death, Roy Borden was admitted to the Santa Leona
Gengrd Hospitd. The one-line natice in the May 1 edition of the News Register didnt mention the
nature of hisillness; however, Colin was certain thet it had to do with the strange accident that Roy had
refused to discuss, theinjury that had left such a great ded of terrible scar tissue on his back.

The name immediaidy below Roy's on the ad-missions roster was Helen Borden. His maother. Colin
stared at that line for along time, wondering. Because of the scars he had seen, he had expected to find
Roy's name sooner or later, but the mother's appearance surprised him. Had she and her son been hurt in
the same mishap?

Cdlin rolled thefilm back and carefully scanned every page of the April 30 and May 1 editions of the
newspaper. He was looking for a story about an au-tomobile wreck, or an exploson, or afire, some sort



of accident in which the Bordens had been involved. He found nothing.

He wound the film forward again, finished that spool and a few more, but uncovered only two
ad-ditiona bits of ussful informetion, the first of which was rather puzzling. Two days after being admitted
to Santa Leona Generd, Mrs. Borden was transferred to a larger hospitd, St. Joseph's, over a the
county seat. Calin wondered why she had been moved, and he could think of only one reason. She must
have been so badly injured that she required very specid care, something exotic that the smaler Santa
Leona Generd could not provide.

He didn't discover anything more about Mrs. Bor-den, but he did learn that Roy had spent exactly
three weeks in the locd hospital. Whatever the source of the wounds on his back, they clearly had been
Quite serious.

At a quarter till five, Calin finished with the mi-crofilm and went to Mrs. Larkin's desk.

“That new Arthur C. Clarke nove was jus re-turned,” she said before Colin could speak. “I've
a-ready checked it out for you.”

He didn't redly want the nove right now, but he didn't want to appear ungrateful. He took it, looked
a the jacket, front and back. “Thanks alot, Mrs. Larkin.”

“Let me know what you think of it.”

“l was wondering if you could help me find a cou-ple of books on psychology.”

“What kind of psychology?’

He blinked. “Theré's more than one kind?’

“Wdl,” she said, “under the generd topic, weve got books on animd psychology, educationa
psy-chology, popular psychology, indudrid psychology, palitical psychology, the psychology of the
aged, of the young, Freudian psychology, Jungian psychology, generd psychology, abnorma
psychology—"

“Abnormd psychology,” Colin said. “Yesh. That's what I've got to learn dl about. But | dso want a
couple of generd books that tdl me how the mind works. | mean, | want to know why people do the
thingsthey do. | want something that covers the basics. Something easy, for beginners”

“| think we can find what you need,” she said.

“I'd redlly appreciate it.”

As he followed her toward the stacks at the far end of the room, she said, “Is this another idea for
school 7’

“Yeeh”

“Ian't dnorma psychology a rather heavy subject for a tenth-grade project?’

“It sureis” he said.
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Cdlin ate supper done, in his room.

He cdled Heather, and they made a date to go to the beach on Saturday. He wanted to tdl her about
Roy's madness, but he was afraid she wouldn't be-lieve him. Besides, he il didn't fed confident enough
about ther rdationship to tdl her that he and Roy were now enemies. Initidly, she had seemed attracted
to him because he and Roy were friends. Would she lose interest when she discovered he was no longer
Roy's buddy? He wasn't sure, and he didn't want to risk losing her.

Later, he read the psychology books that Mrs. Lar-kin had chosen for him. He finished both volumes
by two in the morning. For awhile he sat in bed, staring and thinking. Then, mentaly exhausted, he dept
without nightmares—and without a single thought for the mongtersin the attic.

Friday morning, before Weezy woke, he went to the library, returned the psychology books, and



checked out three more.

“Is the science-fiction novel good?’ Mrs. Larkin asked.

“Havent started it yet,” Colin said. “Maybe to-night.”

From the library he went down to the harbor. He didn't want to go home while Weezy was dill there;
he wasn't ready to endure another interrogetion. He ate breskfast a the counter in a waterfront coffee
shop. Later, he drolled to the southern end of the boardwalk, leaned againg the railing, and watched the
dozens of crabs that were sunning on the rocks a few feet below.

At deven o'clock he went home. He let himsdf into the house with the spare key that was kept in the
redwood planter near the front door. Weezy was long gone; the coffee in the pot was cold.

He got a Peps from the refrigerator and went up-stairs with the three psychology books. In his room,
gtting on the bed, he took only one swalow of the soda and read only one paragraph of the first book
before he sensed that he was not aone.

He heard a muffled, scraping sound.

Something was in the closet.

—Ridiculous

| heard it.

—You imagined it.

He had read two books on psychology, and he knew that he was probably guilty of transference.
That's what the psychologigs called it: transference. He couldn't face up to the people and things he was
really afrad of, couldnt admit those fears to himsdf, so he transferred the anxiety to other things, to
am-ple things—even smple-minded things—like were-wolves and vampires and imaginary mongters that
hid in the closet. That's what he had been doing dl of hislife

Y eah, maybe that's true, he thought. But I'm sure | heard something move in the closet.

He leaned away from the headboard. He held his bresth and listened intently.

Nothing. Silence.

The closet door was shut tight. He couldn't re-member if he had left it that way.

Therel Again. A soft, scrgping sound.

He did slently off the bed and took afew steps toward the hdl door, away from the closet.

The closet doorknob began to turn. The door eased open aninch.

Cdlin stopped. He desperately wanted to keep moving, but he was frozen in place as if a 3pel had
been cast upon him. He fdt asif he had been trans-formed into a specimen fly trapped in ar that, through
sorcery, had been turned to solid amber. From within that magic prison, he was waiching a nightmare
come to life he stared &t the clost, trans-fixed.

The door suddenly opened wide. There was no mongter hiding among the clothes, no werewalf, no
vampire, no hideous beast-god out of H. P. Lovecraft. Just Roy.

Roy looked surprised. He had started toward the bed, thinking his prey was there. Now he saw that
Cdlin had anticipated him and was only a few steps from the open door that led to the second-floor hal.
Roy stopped, and for an indant they stared at each other.

Then Roy grinned and raised his hands so that Colin could see what he held.

“No,” Calin said softly.

In Roy's right hand: a cigarette lighter.

“No.”

In hisleft hand: a can of lighter fluid.

“No, no, no! Get out of herel”

Roy took a step toward him. Then another.

“No,” Colin said. But he couldn't move.

Roy pointed the squeeze can and pressed on it. A jet of clear liquid arced through the air.

Calin ducked to the left, and the lighter fluid missed him, and he ran.

“Badtard!” Roy sad.

Cdlin dashed through the open door and dammed it.

Even as the door was being drawn shut, Roy crashed into the other side.



Cdlin sprinted for the gairs.

Roy jerked open the door and rushed out of the bedroom. “Hey!”

Calin descended two steps at a time, but he had gone only hdfway when he heard Roy thundering
down after him. He plunged on. He jumped the last four steps, into the firgt-floor hdl, and ran to the front
door.

“Got yal” Roy shouted triumphantly behind him. “ Got ya, damnit!”

Before Calin could throw off the two locks on the door, he fdt something cold and wet pouring
down his back. He gasped in surprise and turned to Roy.

Lighter fluid!

Roy squirted him again, drenched the front of histhin cotton shirt.

Cdlin shielded his eyes with his hands. He was just intime.

Hammable liquid splashed over his forehead, over hisfingers, nose, and chin.

Roy laughed.

Cdlin couldn't breathe. The fumes choked him.

“What a popper!”

Fndly the can of lighter fluid was empty. Roy threw it aside, and it clattered dong the hardwood
floor of the hdlway.

Coughing, wheezing, Calin took his hands from his face and tried to see what was happening. The
fumes sung his eyes he closed them again. Tears oozed from benesth his eydids. Though darkness had
adways terrified him, it had never been so awful as it was now.

“You ginking bastard,” Roy said. “Now youll pay for turning on me. Now youll pay. You're gonna
burn.”

Gasping for breath, barely adle to get any ar a dl, temporarily blinded, hysericd, Calin threw
himsdf toward the sound of the other boy's voice. He col-lided with Roy, clutched him, and held on.

Roy staggered backward and tried to shake loose, as if he were a cornered fox wrestling free of a
de-termined terrier. He put his hands againg Colin's chin, tried to force his head up and back, then
grabbed him by the throat and attempted to strangle him. But they were face to face, and much too close
for Roy to get aufficient leverage to be effective.

“Doit now,” Colin wheezed through the acrid fumes that filled his nose and mouth and lungs. “Do it .
..andwell . . . burn together.”

Roy tried again to throw him off. In the process, he sumbled and fdl.

Calin went down with him. He held tightly to Roy; hislife depended on it.

Curang, Roy punched him, pummeled his back, dapped him aongsde the head, pulled his hair. He
even twisted Colin's ears until it seemed that they would come out by the roots.

Cdlin howled in pain and tried to fight back. But the moment he let go of Roy in order to hit him, Roy
rolled away. Calin grabbed for him and missed.

Roy scrambled to hisfeet. He backed up againgt the wall.

Even through the val of ginging tears brought on by the fumes, Colin could see that the lighter was
dill in Roy'sright hand.

Roy snapped the flint whed with his thumb. It didn't spark, but it surdly would the next time or the
time after that.

Frantic, Colin launched himsdf a the other boy, dammed into him, and knocked the lighter out of his
hand. It flew through the open archway, into the living room, where it banged agang a piece of
fur-niture,

“You creep!” Roy shoved him out of the way and ran after the lighter.

Having imbibed nothing more than the reeky ar around him, Calin staggered drunkenly to the front
door. He threw off the deadbolt lock with no diffi-culty, but then he fumbled with the stubborn se-curity
chain for what seemed like hours. Seemed. But of course couldn't be. Probably only a few sec-onds. Or
maybe even just fractions of a sngle second. He had no rea sense of time. He was spinning. Hoat-ing.
High on the fumes. He was getting just enough ar to keep from passng out but not one whiff more.
That's why he was having so much trouble with the security chain. He was dizzy. The security chain



seemed to be evgporating in his fingers, just as the lighter fluid was evaporating from his clothes and
hands and face. His ears were ringing. The security chain. Concentrate on the security chain. Second by
second, his coordination was deteriorating. Getting doppy. The damned security chain. Sloppier and
doppier. Sick and burning. Going to burn. Like a torch. The goddamned, fucking security chain! At
ladt, in a burst of concentrated effort, he tore the chain out of its dot and opened the door wide.
Ex-pecting flames to explode dong his back a any sec-ond, he ran from the house, down the walk,
across the street, and stopped at the edge of the amdl park. A wonderfully sweet wind washed over him
and be-gan to scour the fumes away. He drew severd deep bregths, trying to regan a messure of
sobriety.

On the far Sde of the street, Roy Borden came out of the house. He spotted his prey a once and
loped to the end of the walk, but he didn't cross the road-way. He stood over there, hands on his hips,
daing at Calin.

Cdlin stared back at him. He was dill dizzy. He 4ill had difficulty drawing his breath. But he was
ready to scream for help and run like hell the indtant that Roy stepped off the curb.

Redizing that the game was logt, Roy walked away. In the firg block, he looked back hdf a dozen
times. In the second block, he glanced over his shoul-der only twice. In the third block, he didn't look
back at dl, and then he turned the corner and was gone.

On the way into the house, angry with himsdlf, Colin stopped at the redwood planter and took the
key from its place under the ivy. He was amazed that he had been so unthinking, so stupid. He had
brought Roy to the house hdf a dozen times during the past month. Roy had known where the spare key
was kept, and Colin had been careless enough to leave it there. From now on, he would carry it with
him; and hereafter, he would maintain his defenses with consderably more diligence than he had shown
to date.

Hewas a war.

Nothing less.

He went ingde and locked the door.

In the powder room at the end of the hdl, he stripped out of his saturated shirt and threw it on the
floor. He scrubbed his hands vigoroudy, using lots of perfumed soap and hot water. Then he washed his
face severd times. Although he could il detect the fumes, the worst of the stench was gone. His eyes
stopped tearing, and he was able to breathe nor-mdly once again.

In the kitchen he went directly to the telephone, but he hesitated with his hand on the receiver. He
couldn't call Weezy. The only proof he had that Roy attacked hm was the soaked shirt, and that was
redly no proof a dl. Besdes, by the time she got home, most of the lighter flud would have
evapo-rated, leaving no sains. The empty can was on the floor in the hdlway, and Roy's fingerprints
probably were dl over it. But, of course, only the police had the equipment and expertise to test for
prints and to prove whose they were, and the police would never take his story serioudy. Weezy would
think he had popped pills and hdlucinated the whaole thing, and he would be in trouble again.

If he explained the gtuation to his father and asked for hep, the old man would cal Weezy and
demand to know what was happening. Pressed for an expla-nation, she would tdl him alot of slly stories
about pills and pot and al-night drug parties. In spite of the fact that everything she would have to say
would be clearly absurd, she would convince Frank because that was the kind of thing he would want to
hear. The old man would accuse her of neglecting her du-ties as a parent. HEd be very sdf-righteous.
Hed use her falure as an excuse to bring in his pack of hungry attorneys. A telephone cdl to Frank
Jacobs would lead inevitably to another custody bettle, and that was the last thing Colin wanted.

The only other people to whom he could turn were his grandparents. All four of them were dive. His
mother's folks lived in Sarasota, Florida, in a big white stucco place with lots of windows and shiny
terrazzo floors. His father's people had a amdl fam in Vermont. Colin hadn't seen his grandparents in
three years, and held never been close to any of them. If he caled them, they would cadl Weezy. His
rel a-tionships with them were not such that they would keep a secret for him. And they certainly wouldn't
come across country to take his sdein thislittle war, not in amillion years; that was a pipe dream.

Heeather? Perhaps it was time to tdl her, to ask for her hdp and suggestions. He could not hide his



sep-aration from Roy forever. But what could she do? She was a dender, rather timid girl, very pretty
and nice and smart, but not much good in afight like this.

He sghed.

He took his hand off the telephone.

There was no one on earth from whom he could hope to get help. No one.

He was as done as if he had been sanding at the North Pole. Utterly, perfectly, unrdievedly aone.
But he was accustomed to that.

When had it ever been different?

He went updtairs.

In the past, whenever the world seemed too harsh and difficult to handle, he Smply retreated from it.
He had squirrded away with his monger models, his comic-book collection, and his shedves of
sci-ence-fiction and horror novels. His room had been a sanctuary, the eye of the hurricane, where the
gorm could not touch him, where it could even be forgot-ten for a while. His room had aways done for
himwhat a hospitd did for a sick man and what a mon-astery did for a monk: It healed him and it made
hm fed that in some mysicd way he was part of something far, far more important and better than
everyday life. His room had been filled with magic. It had been his refuge and his stage, where he could
ather hide from the world and from himsdf, too— or act out his fantases for an audience of one. His
room had been his place to weep and his playground, his church and his laboratory, the repository of his
dreams.

Now it was just a room like any other. A caling. Four wals A floor. A window. A door. Nothing
more than that. Just one more place to be.

When Roy had comein here adone, uninvited, un-wanted, he had broken the delicate spdl that made
this place unique. He had surely snooped through dl the drawers and books and monster mode kits, and
indoing that he had aso pawed through Colin's soul without ever redizing it. With his crude touch he had
drained the magic out of everything in the room, just as a lightning rod draws magnificent bolts of energy
from the sky and disperses them so widdy in the earth that they cease to exid at dl. Nothing here was
specid any longer, and none of it would ever be specid again. Colin fdt violated, raped; he fdt used and
discarded. But Roy Borden had stolen a great ded more than privacy and pride; he had aso made off
with what remained of Colin's shaky sense of security. And even more than that, much worse than that,
he was athief of illusons he had taken dl of those fase but wonderfully comforting bliefs that Colin hed
long cherished.

Calin was depressed, yet he was dso aware of a srange new power that was beginning to shine
within him. Although he nearly had been killed just minutes ago, he was less afraid at this moment then at
any time in memory. For the firg time in his life, he did not fed weak or inferior. He was 4ill the same
second-rate physicad specimen that he had ad-ways been—skinny, myopic, poorly co-ordinated— but
ingde hefdt dl new, fresh, and capable of any-thing.

He did not cry, and he was proud of tht.

At the moment there was no room in him for tears, he was filled with a need for revenge.



PART THREE
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Calin spent the rest of Friday in his room. He read parts of the three psychology books that hed
brought home from the library, and he reread some pages as often as hdf a dozen times. When he wasn't
sudy-ing, he stared at the wall, sometimes for as long as an hour, just thinking. And planning.

When he |eft the house early the next morning, the sky was high and bright and cloudless. He
in-tended to meet Heather at twelve o'clock, spend the afternoon at the beach, and be home by nightfal;
nevertheless, he took aflashlight with him.

He rode his bicycdle down to the beach, then to the harbor, even though he didn't have any immediate
busness in ether of those places. He was taking a roundabout route to his red dedtination in order to
make certain that he wasn't followed. He could see that Roy wasn't close behind him, but perhaps the
boy was watching from a distance through the same pair of high-power binoculars they had used when
they were soying on Sarah Cdlahan. From the har-bor, Colin cycled to the tourist information center at
the north end of town. Satisfied that he had no tail, he findly struck out directly for Hawk Drive and the
Kingman place.

Even in bright daylight, the abandoned house loomed thresteningly & the top of the hill. Calin
approached it with uneasiness that changed to quiet fear by the time he entered the gate and Started up
the broken flagstone walk. If he had been the state offidd in charge of the property, or the mayor of
Santa Leona, he would have called for the complete and immediate destruction of the place for the good
of the community. He il thought the house exuded a tangible evil, a menace that could be fdt and seen
as dearly as the Cdifornia sunshine that now daz-zled his eyes and warmed his face. Three large, black
birds circled over the roof and findly perched on a chimney. The house seemed to be aware, watchful,
infused with a mdignant life force. The weathered gray wadls looked scabrous, diseased, cancerous.
Ruding nails resembled old wounds gigmata Sun-light seemed unable to penetrate the mysterious
spaces beyond the missng windowpanes, and from outside, a leadt, the indde of the manson appeared
to be as dark now asit would be a midnight.

Cdlin put his bicycle down in the grass, dimbed the sagging porch steps, and looked through the
shat-tered window where he and Roy had stood one night not long ago. On closer ingpection, Colin saw
that some light did reach into the house. The drawing room was vigblein every detail. At one time it must
have served as a clubhouse for a group of boys—for candy wrappers, empty soda cans, and cigarette
butts were strewn across the bare, scarred floor. A faded and tattered Playboy centerfold was fixed
above the fireplace, over the same mantd on which Mr. King-man had lined up the blood-splashed
heads of his daughtered family. The kids who had been usng the house as a hangout had not been
around for many months—a thick, undisturbed layer of dust covered everything.

The front entrance was unlocked, but the corroded hinges squedled as Calin pushed on the warped
door. The wind rushed in around him and gtirred up asmdl cloud of dust in the foyer. Inside, the ar was



heavily tinted with the odors of mildew and dry rot.

As Calin prowled from room to room, he saw that vandds had been a work in every corner of the
huge house. Boys names, obscene words, dirty limericks, and crude drawings of mde and femde
genitdiawere scrawled wherever there was bare plaster or farly plain wallpaper. Ragged holes—some
only as large as a hand, others nearly as big as a door—had been knocked in the wdls. Files of plaster
and splin-tered laths littered the place.

When Colin stood perfectly dill, the old house was etheredly quiet. But when he moved, the arthritic
Sructure responded to each step he took; its joints groaned on dl sides of him.

Severd times he thought he heard something creeping up behind him, but when he looked he was
adways done. For the mogt part, he moved through the ruins without a thought for ghosts and mongters.
He was surprised and pleased by his newly acquired bravery—and just a bit uncomfortable with it. Only
afew weeks ago, he would have refused to cross the Kingman threshold by himsdf, even if there had
been amillion-dallar prize a stake.

He was in the mansgon more than two hours. He did not overlook a room or even a clost. In those
chambers where dl the windows were boarded shut, he used the flaghlight that he had brought dong. He
spent most of the time on the second floor, exploring every nook—and planning a surprise or two for
Roy Borden.
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There was, after dl, something that Heather could do to hdp him. In fact, she was perhaps the most
essentid part of the revenge plot that he concocted. Without her co-operation, he would have to find
an-other way to get Roy. Calin didn't intend that shefight a his Side. He wasn't relying on her strength or
agility. He wanted to use her as bait.

If she agreed to help him, she would be in some danger. But he was certain thet he could protect her.
He was not the same weak and ineffectud Colin Jacobs who had moved to Santa Leona at the
begin-ning of the summer, and his new aggressveness would come as a surprise to Roy. A nasty
surprise. And surprise was very ddfinitdy to his advantage.

Heather was waiting a the beach, in the shadow of the pier. She was wearing a one-piece blue
svim-suit. She didn't like two-piece suits or bikinis or anything like that because she didn't think she
looked good enough in them. Calin thought she would have looked as gppeding as any other teen-age
gr on the beach, better than many of them, and he told her that. He could see that the compliment
pleased her, but it was equaly obvious that she did not redly believeit.

They chose a spot on the hot sand to spread their beach towels. For a while they lay on their backs,
in companionable slence, basking in the sun.

At lagt Calin turned on his Side and rose up dightly, supporting himsdf on one bent elbow, and said,
“How much does it matter to you that I'm Roy Borden's friend?’

She frowned, but she didn't open her eyes or turn away from the sun. “What do you mean?’

“How much does it matter?’ he persisted, his heart beginning to pound.

“Why should it matter to me?’ she asked. “1 don't understand.”

Cdlin took a deep breath and plunged ahead. “Would you il like meif | wasn't Roy's friend?

Now she turned her head toward him and opened her eyes. “Are you serious?’

“Yeeh”

She rolled onto her sde and rose on one ebow to face him. The wind gtirred her hair. “You mean
you think maybe I'm interested in you only because you're the best friend of the school big shot?’

Cdlin blushed. “Wdl . . "



“That's a terrible thing to think,” she said, but she didn't sound angry.

He shrugged, embarrassed but Hill anxious to hear her answer.

“And it'sinsulting,” she said.

“I'm sorry,” he said quickly, placatingly. “I didnt mean it that way. It's just . . . | had to ask. It's
im-portant to know if you—"

“| like you because you're you,” Heather said. “I'm here right now because you're fun to be with. Roy
Borden doesn't have anything to do with it. Actudly, I'm here in spite of the fact that you're his buddy.”

“Huh?’

“I'm one of the few people a school who doesn't redlly care what Roy does or says or thinks. Most
everyone wants to be hisfriend, but | don't partic-ularly care if he even knows | exig.”

Cdlin blinked, surprised. “You don't like Roy?’

She hesitated, then said, “He's your friend. | don't want to talk againgt him.”

“But that's just it,” Colin said excitedly. “Heisn't my friend any more. He hates me.”

“What? What happened?’

“I'l tdl you in aminute. Don't worry about that. I've been just about burdting to tdl someone.” Calin
st up on his beach towd. “Buit fird I've got to know what you think of him. | thought you liked him. One
of the firg things you said to me was that you'd seen me with Roy. So | figured—"

“l was just curious about you and him,” she said. “You didn't seem like the kind of guy who usudly
hangs around with him. And the better I've gotten to know you, the stranger it seems.”

“Tdl mewhy you don't like him.”

She sat up, too.

The ocean wind was warm and salt-scented.

“Wdl,” she sad, “I don't exactly didike him. Not a lot. | mean, not actively or passionately or
any-thing. | don't redly know himwel enough for that. But | do know him wel enough to know | could
never be afan of his. There's something deazy about him.”

“Sezy?

“It's hard to put into words,” Heather said. “But | aways get the feding that Roy's never . . . Sincere.
Not ever. Not about anything. Mogt of the time he seems to be putting on an act. Apparently, no one
else ever noticesit. But | get the feding he's dways manipulaing people, usng them one way or an-other,
and then laughing about it ingde”

“Yeah!” Colin said. “Oh yeah! Exactly. That's ex-actly what he's doing. And he's good at it. Not just
with other kids. He can manipulae adults, too.”

“My mother met him once,” Heather said. “I didn't think she was ever going to stop taking about
him. She thought he was so charming, so polite”

“My mother, too,” Colin said. “ She'd rather have him for a son than me”

“So what happened?’ Heather asked. “Why aren't you and Roy friends any more?’

He told her everything, beginning with the day he had fira met Roy. He told her about the cat in the
birdcage. The games with the eectric trains. Roy's story about killing two other boys just for kicks. Roy's
desire to rape and kill Sarah Cdlahan, his neighbor. The nightmare a Hermit Hobson's auto-mobile
graveyard. The lighter-fluid attack. He told her everything that held learned in the library, the entire story
of Belinda Jane Borden's hideous acci-denta death—and the eventud hospitdization of both Roy and
Mrs. Borden.

Hesther ligened in stunned slence. Initidly, her face registered doubt, but the skepticism gradudly
faded and was replaced by a look of growing if re-luctant belief. She was horrified, and when Calin
findly finished, she said, “Y ou've got to tdl the po-lice”

He looked out a the ralling sea and the sky with its swooping gulls “No,” he said. “They wont
be-lieve me”

“Sure they will. You convinced me.”

“That's different. Y ou're akid, like me. They're adults. Besides, when they cdl my mother to ask her
if she knows anything about it, shelll tdl them I'm lying and that 1've got a drug problem. God knows what
theyll do to me then.”



“Well tdl my folks” Heather said. “They're not redly dl that bad. Better than yours, | guess. They
actudly lisen now and then. We can convince them. | know we can.”

He shook his head. “No. Roy charmed your mother before. Remember? Hell charm her dl over
agan if he has to. Shéll believe him, not us. And if your folks cal Weezy to discuss it with her, shell
convince them I'm a crazed doper. Theyll Folit us up. You won't be dlowed to come near me. Then if
Raoy knows you believe me, hell try to kill both of us”

She was slent for awhile. Then she shuddered and said, “Y ou're right.”

“Yeah,” he said miserably.

“What are we going to do?’

He looked at her. “Did you say ‘we'?’

“Wl, of course | sad 'we." What do you think— that 1'd turn my back on you at a time like this?
You cant handleit done. No one could.”

Rdieved, he said, “1 was hoping you'd say that.”

She reached out, took hold of his hand.

“I've got aplan,” he said.

“A plan for whet?’

“For trgpoping Roy. Therés a part init for you.”

“What do | have to do?’

“You'rethe bait,” Colin said. He told her about his scheme.

When he was finished, she said, “It's clever.”

“Itll work.”

“I'm not sure.”

“Why not?’

“Because | don't make very good bait,” she said. “You need to use a girl that Roy would find . . .
de-srable.. . . sexy. A girl hed want red bad.” Her face colored. “I'm just not . . . enough.”

“Y ou're wrong about that,” Colin said. “Y ou're enough. Y ou're more than enough. Y ou're plenty.”

She looked away from him, looked down at her knees.

“Pretty knees,” Calin said.

“Knobby.”

“No.”

“Knobby and red.”

“No.”

Senang that it was what she wanted him to do, he put a hand on her knee, moved it up her thigh a
few inches, then down again, stroking softly.

She closed her eyes, trembled dightly.

He fdt his own body responding.

“It would be dangerous,” she said.

He couldnt lie to her. He couldn't minimize the risk just to secure her co-operation. “Yes” he sad.
“It would be very, very dangerous.”

She picked up ahandful of sand and let it trickle dowly through her fingers.

He gently stroked her knee, her thigh. He couldn't believe he was touching her like that. He stared a
his bold hand with excitement and amazement, asif it had acquired awill of its own.

“On the other hand,” she said, “we'd have the advantage of planning.”

“And surprise.”

“And the gun,” she said.

“Yes. And the gun”

“Y ou're sure you can get the gun?’

“Pogtive”

“Okay,” she sad. “I'll do it. Well trap him. To-gether.”

Calin's somach rolled unpleassantly, powered by a strange mixture of energies desire and fear in
equa measure.



“Cdin?

“What?’

“Do you redly think I'm . . . enough?’

“yes”

“Pretty?’

“Ves”

She looked deep into his eyes, and then she smiled and turned away, stared out to sea.

He thought he saw tearsin her eyes.

“You'd better go now,” she said.

“Why?

“Itll work better if Roy doesn't redlize you and | know each other. If he happens to see us here,
to-gether, he might not fdl for the trick later.”

She was right. Besides, he had things to do, prep-arations to make. He got up and folded his beach
towd.

“Cdl metonight,” she said.

“I will.”

“And be careful.”

“Youtoo.”

“And Calin?’

“Yeah?’

“| think you're enough, too. Y ou're plenty.”

He grinned and tried to think of something to say and couldn't think of anything and turned and raced
off, toward the bicycle lockup in the parking lot.
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The plan required one piece of expensve equip-ment, and Colin had to raise a consderable sum of
money.

He went home from the beach, went up to his room, and opened the big metd bank that was shaped
like a flying saucer. He shook it; a few tightly folded hills and a great many coins pilled onto the
bedspread. He tdlied the lot and found that he had exactly seventy-one dollarss—which was
gpproxi-mately one third of what he needed.

He sat on the bed for afew minutes, daring at the money. He considered his options.

Fndly he went to the closet and hauled out sev-erd large boxes that were filled with comic books,
eachin a sealed zip-lock plagtic bag, preserved inmint condition. He sorted through them and pulled out
some of the mogt vauable editions.

At one-thirty, he took sixty comic books down to Nostalgia House on Broadway. The store catered
to collectors of science fiction, firg-edition mysteries, comic books, and tapes of old radio shows.

Mr. Plevich, the proprietor, was a tdl, white-haired man with a bushy mustache. He stood with his
big bely pressed againg the counter while he looked through Colin's offering.

“S-ssome redly n-nice items” Mr. Plevich said.

“What can you give me for them?’

“l c-c-can't give you w-what they're worth,” Mr. Plevich said. “I've g-got to leave room for my
p-p-profit.”

“l undergtand,” Colin said.

“Actudly, I'd advise againg s-s-sdling these now. They're dl mint c-condition f-f-first issues.”



“l know.”

“They're dready w-worth a good d-d-deal more than you p-paid for them at the newsstand. If you
hold on to them for t-t-t-two years or o, they'll prob-ably t-triplein vaue”

“Yeah. But | need the money now. | need it right away.”

Mr. Plevich winked a him. “You have a g-g-girl-friend?

“Yesh. And her birthday's coming up,” Colin lied.

“Youll b-b-be sorry. A g-g-girlfriend will w-wak away sooner or later, but a g-good comic
b-b-b-book c-can be enjoyed over and over again.”

“How much?’

“l was thinking one hundred d-d-dollars.”

“Two hundred.”

“Much t-too much. She d-doesn't n-n-need such an expensive g-g-g-gift. How about one hundred
and t-twenty?”

“No.”

Mr. Plevich looked through the batch of comics two more times, and they findly settled on one
hundred and forty dollars, cash.

Cdifornia Federd Trugt stood on the corner, hdf a block from Nogtalgia House. Calin gave one of
the telers the coins that had been in his flying-saucer bank, and she gave him some folding money.

With $211 duffed in his pockets, he went to Radio Shack on Broadway and bought the best
compact tape recorder he could afford. He aready owned a cassette recorder, but it was bulky; and
besides, the microphone didn't pick up anything farther awvay than three or four feet. The one he bought
for $189.95, on sde, $30 off the regular price, picked up and dearly recorded voices as far avay as
thirty feet; at least that's what the sdesman said. Furthermore, it was only nine inches long, five inches
wide, and jugt three inches thick; it could be hidden eesly.

A few minutes after he got home and stashed the recorder in his room, his mother stopped by long
enough to change clothes for a dinner date. She gave him money to eat a Charlies Cafe. When she was
gone, he made a cheese sandwich and washed it down with chocolate milk.

After supper he went up to his room and experi-mented with the new tape recorder for a while. It
was afine machine. In spite of its compact Sze, it provided a clear and remarkably lifdike reproduction
of hisvoice. It was capable of picking up voices from as much as thirty feet away, as promised, but at its
meaximum range the fiddity was not adequate for Colin's purposes. He tested the machine again and again
and determined that it could record a conver-sational tone of voice only up to twenty-five feet. That was
good enough.

He went into “his mother's bedroom and looked in the nightstands, then the dresser. The gun wasin a
dresser drawer. It was a pistol. There were two safety catches, and when you switched them off, a pair
of red warning dots shone on the blue-black gun metd. When he had told Roy about the pistol, he had
sad that it probably wasn't even loaded. But it was. He put the safeties on again and replaced the
weapon; it rested on a pile of his mother's Slky panties.

He cdled Heather, and they discussed the plan again, searching for potentid problems that they had
overlooked before. The scheme Hill appeared to be workable.

“Tomorrow, I'l talk to Mrs. Borden,” Colin said.

“Do you think it's redly necessary?’

“Yes” he said. “If | can get her to open up even allittle bit and get it on tape, itll hep support our
dory.”
“But if Roy knows you've been taking to her, he might get suspicious. He might redize something's
up, and well lose the advantage of surprise”

“They don't communicate wdl in that family,” Calin said. “Maybe she won't even tdl Roy she talked
to me”

“And maybe she will.”

“We have to risk it. If she tdls us something that helps explan Roy, something that explans his
mo-tivation, then well have an easer time getting the police to believe us”



“Wdl . .. okay,” Heather said. “But cal me after you've talked to her. | want to hear dl about it.”

“I will. And then tomorrow night well set the trap for Roy.”

She was Slent a moment. Then she said, “ So soon?”’

“There's no reason to wait any longer.”

“It wouldn't hurt to take an extra day or two to think about it. The plan, | mean. Maybe theré's a hole
init. Maybe we're overlooking something.”

“We aren't,” he said. “Weve talked about it and thought about it enough. It1l work.”

“Wdl . . dl right”
“You can aways back out,” he said.
1] NO.”

“l won't hold it againg you.”

“No,” she said. “I'm going to help you. Y ou need me. Well do it tomorrow night.”

Severd hours later, Calin woke from a nightmare, sweating and shaking. He couldn't remember
exactly what the dream had been about. The only thing he could recal was that Heather had been in it;
her screams had awakened him.
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At deventhirty Sunday morning, Colin went down to the harbor and sat on a bench on the
board-walk, where he could see every approach to a store cdled Treasured Things It was a gift shop
that sur-vived off the tourigts. In Treasured Things you could buy postcards, lamps made out of seashells,
belts made out of seashdlls, paperweights made out of seashdls, seashells made out of chocolate,
T-shirts bearing supposedly funny dogans, books about Santa Leona, candles shaped like the famous
bdl tower of Santa Leona Mission, china plates painted with scenes of Santa Leona, and a wide variety
of other usdess junk. Roy Borden's mother worked in the shop five afternoons a week, induding
Sundays.

Cdlin was carrying a folded nylon windbreaker. The new tape recorder was conceded in it. Even
with the gtiff breeze coming in off the ocean, the day was much too warm for a jacket, but Colin didn't
think Mrs. Borden would notice it. After dl, there was no reason for her to be suspicious of him.

A lot of people were gralling dong the boardwalk, talking and laughing and window-shopping and
edt-ing chocolate-covered bananas, and a number of them were good-looking, leggy young girlsin shorts
and bikinis. Colin forced himsdf not to stare a them. He didn't want to be distracted, to miss Helen
Borden, and then have to approach her in the busy gift shop.

He spotted her a ten minutes of twelve. She was a thin, birdlike woman. She walked briskly, head
up, shoulders back, very busnedike.

He reached into the folded windbresker and switched on the recorder, then got up and hurried
across the wide boardwalk. He intercepted her before she reached Treasured Things

“Mrs. Borden?’

She stopped abruptly a the sound of her name and turned to him. She was dearly perplexed. She
didn't recognize him.

“Weve met twice” he said, “but only for a minute or two each time. I'm Calin Jacobs. Roy's friend.”

“Oh. Oh yes”

“I have to talk to you.”

“I'm on my way to work.”

“It'simportant.”

She looked at her watch.



“Very, very important,” he said.

She hesitated, glanced at the gift shop.

“It's about your daughter,” he said.

Her head snapped around.

“It's about Belinda Jane,” he said.

Helen Borden's face was wel tanned. At the men-tion of her dead daughter's name, the tan remained
but the blood drained out of the skin beneeth it. She looked suddenly old and sick.

“I' know how she died,” Colin said.

Mrs. Borden said nothing.

“Roy told me about it,” helied.

The woman appeared to be frozen. Her eyes were cold.

“We talked for hours about Bdinda,” Colin said.

When she spoke her thin lips bardy moved. “Thisis none of your business.”

“Roy madeit my business” Calin said. “I didn't want to hear about it. But he told me secrets.”

She glared a him.

“Awful secrets,” he said. “About how Bedinda died.”

“That's no secret. | know how she died. | saw. It was. . . an accident. A horrible accident.”

“Wasit? Are you absolutdy sure?’

“What are you saying?’

“He told me these secrets, made me swear never to tdl anyone. But | can't keep it in. It's too awful.”

“Whet did he tdl you?’

“Why he killed her.”

“It was an accident.”

“Hed been planning it for months,” Calin lied.

She suddenly took him by one arm and led him across the boardwalk to an isolated bench by the
raling. He was holding the windbreaker in that same arm, and he was afraid that she would discover the
tape recorder. She didn't. They sat Sde by sde with the sea a thelr backs.

“He told you he murdered her?’

“Yeeh”

She shook her head. “No. It had to be an accident. It had to be. He was only eight years old.”

“| think maybe some kids are born bad,” Colin said. “I mean, you know, not many. Just a few. But
every once in awhile, you know, you read about it in the papers, about how some young kid committed
cold-blooded murder. | think maybe, you know, like one in a hundred thousand is born twisted. You
know? Born evil. And whatever akid like that does, you can't blame it on the way he was raised or the
things he was taught because, you know, he was born to be the way heis”

She stared intently at him as he rambled on, but he wasn't sure that she heard a word he said. When
hefindly stopped, she was slent for awhile, and then she said, “What does he want from me?’

Cdlin blinked. “Who?’

“Roy. Why did he put you up to this?’

“Hedidn't,” Calin protested. “Please, don't tdl hm | talked to you. Please, Mrs. Borden. If he knew
| was here, tdling you this, hed kill me”

“Belindds death was an accident,” she said. But she didn't sound convinced of that.

“You didn't dways think it was accidentd,” he said.

“How do you know?’

“That's why you beat Roy.”

“l didn't.”

“Hetold me”

“Helied”

“That's where he got the scars.”

She was nervous, fidgety.

“It was one year after Bdinda died.”



“What did he tdl you?" she asked.

“That you beat him because you knew he killed her on purpose.”

“He sad tha?’

“Yeah”

She turned dightly on the bench so that she could look out to sea “I'd just finished deaning and
waxing the kitchen floor. It was clean as awhidle. Perfect. Absolutdy spotless. You could have eaten off
that floor. Then he came in with muddy shoes. He was mocking me. He didn't say a word, but when |
saw himwalking across that floor in his muddy shoes, | knew he was mocking me. He had killed Belinda,
and now he was mocking me, and in some way one thing seemed as bad as the other. | wanted to kill
him”

Cdlin dmogt sghed with relief. He hadn't been sure that Mrs. Borden had put the scars on her son's
back. He had been operating on a hunch, and now that it had proved true, he fdt more secure about the
rest of histheory.

“I knew held killed her on purpose. But they wouldn't believe me,” she said.

“l know.”

“l dways knew it. There was never atime | didn't know it. He killed his baby sster.” She was taking
to hersdlf now, looking out to sea and into the past as well. “When | hit him, | was just trying to make him
admit the truth. She deserved that much, didn't she? She was dead, and she deserved to have her killer
punished. But they didn't believe me”

Her voice trailed away, and she was slent for so long that Calin findly tried to get her taking again.
“Roy laughed about that. He thought it was funny that no one took you serioudy.”

She didn't need much coaxing. “They said | had a nervous breakdown. Sent me away to the county
hospitd. | had therapy. They cdled it that. Thergpy. Asif | was the crazy one. An expensive psychiarist.
He treated me asif | were a child. A foolish men. | was there along time—until | redized that dl | had to
do was pretend that I'd been wrong about Roy.”

“You never were wrong.”

Shelooked a him. “He told you why he killed Belinda?’

“Yeah”

“What reason did he give?’

Cdlin shifted unessily on the bench because he didn't have an answer to her question, and he didnt
want her to redize that he had engaged her atention with a gring of lies. He had been leading her on,
trying to get her to say certain things that he wanted to have on the tape. She said some of them, but not
dl of them. He hoped to keep her confidence until he had everything he needed.

Fortunately, when he hesitated, Mrs. Borden an-swered the question for him. “It was jedousy,
wasn't it? He was jedous of my little girl because after she was born he knew held never redly be one of
Us”

“Yeeh. That's what hetold me” Calin said, though he wasn't sure what she meant.

“It was amigtake,” she said. “We never should have adopted him.”

“Adopted?’

“He didn't tdl you that?’

“Wdl...no”

Hed blown it. She would wonder why Roy had reveded everything else, every ugly secret, but not
this Then sheld redize that Roy hadn't told him anything about Bdinda Jane, that he was lying, that he
was playing a bizarre game with her.

But she surprised him. She was s0 deeply involved in her memories, and so focused on the fact that
her son had admitted to premeditated sororicide, that she didn't have the presence of mind to consider
the curious gaps in Calin's knowledge.

“We wanted a child more than anything in the world,” she said, looking out to sea once more. “A
child of our own. But the doctors said we never could. My fault. There were . . . things wrong with me.
Alex, my husband, was terribly upset. Terribly. He had counted so much on a child of his own. But the
doctors sad it just wasn't possible. We went to hdf a dozen doctors, and they dl said the same thing.



Not remotely possible. Because of me. So | talked him into adoption. My fault again. Entirdy my fault. It
was the wrong thing to do. We don't even know who Roy's red parents were—or what they were. That
bothers Alex. What kind of people did Roy come from? What was wrong with them? What flaws and
sckness did they pass on to him? It was an avful mistake to take imin. By the time we'd had him a few
months, | knew he was wrong for us. He was a good baby, but Alex didn't take to him. I'd wanted so
much for Alex to have his child, but what he wanted was a child with hisown blood initsveins. That was
quite important to Alex. You can't imagine how important. An adopted child is different from your flesh,
Alex says. He says you can't ever fed as close to it as you can to your own blood. He says it's like
training a dangerous wild animd from the time it's a cub and keeping it as a pet; you just never know
when it might turn on you because deep down it isnt at dl like wha you've tried to make it. And so that
was another thing I'd done wrong: bringing someone elsg's child into our home. A stranger. And he
turned on us. I'm aways doing something wrong. I've faled Alex. All he ever wanted was a child of his
own.”

When Calin had been gtting on the bench, waiting for her to show up, he had expected to have
trouble getting her to talk. But he had pushed the right but-ton. She wouldn't shut up. She droned on and
on, asif she were an Ancient Mariner robot, a machine with a tale to tdl. And it looked to hm as if she
were aso a machine with very little time Ieft; be-neath the cool veneer of businesdike efficiency, se-rious
indahilities were generating a lot of inner heat. As he ligened to wha she said, he dso ligened for the
sound of gears ripping and maingorings bresk-ing and vacuum tubes popping.

“Wed had Roy two and ahdf years” she said, “when | discovered that | was going to have a baby.
The doctors were wrong about me. | dmog died in labor, and there was no doubt afterward that she
would be my fird and lagt, but | did have her. They were wrong. In spite of dl their complicated tests
and consultations and sky-high fees, every one of them was wrong. She was a mirade child. God meant
dl dong for usto have the impossible, the miracdle child, that specid blessing, and | was too impatient to
wait. | didn't have faith enough. Not nearly enough. | hate mysdf for that. | talked Alex into the adoption.
Then dong came Bdinda, the one we were meant to have. | had no faith. So after jud five years, she
was taken away from us. Roy took her away from us. The child we were never meant to have took away
the one that God sent us. You see?”’

Colin's fascination was changing to embarrass-ment. He didn't need or want to hear every sordid
detal. He looked around sdf-conscioudy to seeif anyone could overhear, but there was no one near the
bench.

She turned away from the sea and stared into his eyes. “Why did you come here, young man? Why
did you tdl me Roy's secret?’

He shrugged. “I thought you ought to know.”

“Did you expect me to do something to him?’

“Aren't you going to?’

“I'wish | could,” she said with genuine mdice. “But | can't. If | start tdling them that he killed my little
agirl, itll be like before. They'll send me away to the county hospita again.”

“Oh.” That was what he had figured even before he spoke to her.

“Nobody will ever believe me when it comes to Roy,” she said. “And who's going to believe you? |
understand from your mother that there's some problem with drugs.”

“No. That's not true.”

“Who's going to bdlieve ether of us?’

“No one,” he said.

“What we need is proof.”

“Yegh”

“Irrefutable proof.”

“Right.”

“Something tangible” she said. “Maybe . . . if you could get him to tdl you dl about it again . . .
about how he killed her on purpose . . . and maybe have a tape recorder hidden someplace.. . "

Calin winced at the mention of a recorder. “That's a thought.”



“There mug be away,” she said.

“Yeeh”

“WEell both think about it.”

“All right.”

“Think about away to trap him.”

“Okay.”

“And well meet again.”

“We will?’

“Here” she said. “Tomorrow.”

“BUt—"

“It's dways been just me againg him,” she said, leening close to Calin. He could fed her bresath
agang his face. And he could amdl it, too: spear-mint. “But now ther€'s you,” she said. “Two people
know about him now. Together we ought to be &ble to think of a way to get him. | want to get him. |
want everyone to know how he planned to kill my little girl. When they know the truth, how can they
expect me to keep him in my house? Well send him back where he came from. The neighbors won't
tak. How can they, after they know what he did? I'll be free of him. | want that more than anything.” Her
voicefdl to a conspiratoria whisper. “Youll be my dly, won't you?’

He had the insane thought that she was going to go through the blood-brother ritud with him.

“Won't you?' she asked.

“Okay.” But he didn't intend to meet with her again; she was dmog as scary as Roy.

She put her hand on his cheek, and he started to pull away before he redized that she was only being
affectionate. Her fingers were cold.

“You're agood boy,” she said. “You did a good thing—ooming to me like this”

He wished she would take her hand away.

“I've dways known the truth,” she said, “but what ardief it is to have someone ese who knows. You
be here tomorrow. Same time.”

Judt to get rid of her, he said, “Sure”

She got up abruptly and walked away, toward Trea-sured Things

As Calin watched her go, he thought that she was far more terrifying than any of the mongers hed
feared throughout his childhood and adolescence. Christopher Lee, Peter Gushing, Boris Karloff, Bda
Lugos—none of them had ever portrayed a character quite as chilling as Hlen Borden. She was worse
then a ghoul or a vampire, doubly dangerous because she was so wdl disguised. She looked rather
ordi-nary, even drab, unremarkable in every respect, but ingde she was an awful creature. He could sill
fed where her icy fingers had pressed agang his face.

He took the recorder out of the windbreaker and switched it off.

Incredibly, he was ashamed of himsdf for some of the things he had said about Roy, and for the way
he had so eagerly played to her hatred of her son. It was true that Roy was sick; it was dso true that he
was a killer; but it was not true that he had dways been that way. He wasnt, as Colin had said, “born
evil.” Fundamentaly, he was not less of a human being than anyone ese. He had not murdered his Sster
in cold blood. Judging from dl the evidence that Colin had seen, Bdinda Jane's degeth had been an
accident. Roy's sickness had developed in the aftermath of that tragedy.

Depressed, Colin got off the bench and went out to the parking lot. He unchained his bike from the
security rack.

He no longer wanted revenge againg Roy. He just wanted to put a stop to the violence. He wanted
to get the evidence o the proper authorities would be-lieve and act. He was weary.

Although it was pointless to tdl them, dthough they would never understand, Mr. and Mrs. Borden
were killers, too. They had turned Roy into one of the living dead.
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Cdlin cdled Hegther.

“Did you tak to Roy's mother?’ she asked.

“Yeah. And | got more than | bargained for.”

“Tel me”

“It's too complicated over the phone. Y ou've got to hear the tape.”

“Why don't you bring it here? My parents are gone for the day.”

“I'l be there in fifteen minutes”

“Dont come by the front way,” she said. “Roy just might happen to be at the cemetery across the
Street; you never can tell. Take the dley and come through the backyard.”

He made certain he wasn't followed, and she was waiting for him on the patio behind the house. They
went into the cheery yellow-and-white kitchen, sat a the table, and listened to the taped conversation
between him and Mrs. Borden.

When Cdlin findly switched off the machine, Heether said, “It's awful.”

“l know.”

“Poor Roy.”

“l know what you mean,” Colin said morosdly.

“I'm kind of sorry | said those mean things about him. He can't hdp what he is, can he?’

“It affected me the same way. But we can't let oursaves fed too sorry for him. Not yet. We don't
dare. Weve got to remember that he's dangerous. Weve got to keep in mind that held happily kill
me—and rape and kill you—if he thought he could get awvay with it.”

The kitchen clock ticked hollowly.

Heather said, “If we played this tape for the police, it might convince them.”

“Of what? That Roy was an abused child? That he was maybe abused enough to grow up twisted?
Y eah. Maybe it would convince them of that, dl right. But it wouldn't prove a thing. It wouldn't prove
that Roy killed those two boys or that he tried to wreck atrain the other night or that he's trying to kill
me We need more than this. We have to go through with the rest of the plan.”

“Tonight,” she said.

“Yeeh”
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Weezy came home a five-thirty, and they had an early supper together. She brought suff from the
adi: diced ham, diced turkey breast, diced cheese, macaroni sdlad, potato sdad, hig dill pickles, and
wedges of cheesecake. There was alat of food, but neither of them ate much; she was dways weatching
her figure, conscious of every extra ounce, and Colin was Smply too worried about the coming night to
have much of an appetite.

“You going back to the gdlery?’ he asked.

“In about an hour.”

“Be home a nine?’

“'Fraid not. We close at nine, sweep the floor, dust the furniture, and open again at ten.”

“What for?’

“Weve having a private, invitation-only showing of anew artis.”



“At ten o'clock at night?”

“It's supposed to be an degat after-dinner affar. Guests will have their choice of brandy or
cham-pagne. Sound swell to you?’

“l guess”

She put a daub of mustard on her plate, rolled up adice of ham, dipped the ham in the mustard, and
nibbled daintily. “All of our best locd customers are coming.”

“How late will it last?”

“Midnight or theresbouts.”

“Will you come home after that?’

“I expect 0.”

He tasted the cheesecake.

“Dont forget your curfew,” she said.

“l won't.”

“You be home before dark.”

“You can trust me”

“l hope so. For your sake, | hope s0.”

“Cdl and check if you want.”

“I probably will.”

“I'l be here” helied.

After she had showered and changed and Ieft for the evening, he went into her room and took the
pigal from the dresser drawer. He put it in a smdl cardboard box. He aso put the tape recorder, two
flashlights and a sgueeze bottle of ketchup in the box. He took a dish towe out of the linen closet and
cut it in hdlf, the long way. He put the two gtrips of doth with the other things. He went out to the ga-rage
and fetched a cail of rope from the wall, where it had been hanging ever since they moved into the house,
and he added that to the bundle.

He had some time to kill before he could set out for the Kingman house. He went to his room and
tried to work on one of his monster modds. He couldn't dp it. His hands wouldn't stop sheking.

An hour before nightfdl, he picked up the box that contained the pigtal, the tape recorder, and the
other items. He left the house and strapped the package to the carrier on his bicycle. He followed an
indirect route to the abandoned Kingman house at the top of Hawk Drive, and he was certain he was not
followed.

Hesther was waiting just indde the front door of the ruined manson. She stepped out of the shadows
when Calin arrived. She was wearing short blue shorts and a long-deeved white blouse, and she was
beautiful.

He put the bicycle on its side, out of Sght in the tal dry grass, and he carried the cardboard box
ingde

The house was dways a srange place, but perhaps even stranger than usud at twilight. The danting
copper sunlight streamed through a few broken, shutterless windows and gave the place a somewhat
bloody look. Motes of dust soun lazily in the fading beams. In one corner a huge spider web gleamed like
crysd. The shadows crept asif they were living things

“I look terrible” Heether said as soon as he joined her in the house.

“You look great. Terrific”

“My shampoo didn't work,” she said. “My hair came out dl stringy.”

“Your hair isnice. Very nice. You couldnt ask for prettier hair.”

“Hé's not going to be interested in me” she said, quite sure of that. “As soon as he sees that it's me
you've got here, hell just turn and walk out.”

“Dont bedlly. You're perfect. Absolutdly per-fect.”

“Do you redly think so?’

“| redly do.” He gave her a warm, tender, lingering kiss. Her lips were soft, tremulous. “Come on,”
he sad gently. “We have to get the trap set.” He was invalving her in an extremely dangerous Stuation,
usng her, manipulating her, not unlike Roy had manipulated him, and he hated himsdf for it. But he



didn't cdl it off while there was dill time.

She followed him, and as he started up the stairs toward the second floor, she said, “Why not down
here?’

He stopped, turned, looked down at her. “The shutters have fdlen or been torn off dmog dl the
windows on the firg floor. If we staged it down there, the lights would be visble outsde the house. We
might attract someone. Other kids. They might in-terrupt us before we've gotten what we want out of
Roy. Some of the rooms on the second floor ill have dl ther shutters.”

“If something goes wrong,” she said, “it would be easier to get away from him if we were on the firs
floor.”

“Nothing's going to go wrong,” he said. “Besides, weve got the gun. Remember?’ He patted the box
that he was carrying under hisright arm.

He started up the steps again and was rdieved to hear her following him.

The second-floor hdl was gloomy, and the room he was interested in was dark except for threads of
late-afternoon sun around the edges of the bolted shutters. He switched on one of the flashlights.

He had chosen alarge bedroom just to the left of the head of the stairs. Ancient, yellowed wallpaper
was peding off the walls and hanging in long loops across the cdling, like old bunting left over from a
fedtive occasion a hundred years ago. The room was dusty and smelled vagudy of mildew, but it wasn't
littered with rubble as many of the other chambers were; there were only scattered pieces of lah and a
few chunks of plaster and a couple of ribbons of wallpaper on the floor dong the far wall.

He handed Heather the flashlight and put down the box. He picked up the second light, turned it on,
and propped it agang thewdl so that the beam shone up at the caling and was reflected back down.

“It'sa gpooky place,” Heether said.

“There's nothing to be scared of,” Colin said.

He took the tape recorder out of the box and placed it on the floor, near the wall that was opposite
the door. He gathered up some of the rubble and carefully arranged it over the smdl machine, letting only
the head of the microphone in the open, and conceding even that in a shadowy little pocket of tangled
wall-paper.

“Doesit look naturd?’ he asked.

“l guess 0.”

“Look at it closdy.”

Shedid. “It's okay. It doesn't look arranged.”

“You can't see the recorder a dl?’

“No”

He retrieved the second flashlight and shone it on the pile of trash, looking closdy for a glint of metd
or pladtic, a reflection that would betray the trick.

“Okay,” hesad at last, satidfied with hiswork. “I think itll fool him. He probably won't even giveit a
second look.”

“Now what?" she asked.

“Weve got to make you look like you've been roughed up a bit,” Colin said. “Roy wont bdieve a
word of it unless you look like you put up a struggle” He took the squeeze bottle of ketchup out of the
box.

“What's that for?’

“Blood.”

“Are you serious?’

“I'l admit it'strite,” Colin said. “Buit it ought to be effective”

He squeezed some of the ketchup onto his fingers, then artfully smeared it dong her left temple,
mat-ting her golden har with it.

Shewinced. “Yuch.”

Cdlin stepped back a couple of feet and studied her. “Good,” he said. “It's a little too bright right
now. Too red. But when it dries a bit, it ought to look just about like the red thing.”

“If we'd redlly struggled, like you're going to tdl him we did, then 1'd be rumpled and dirty,” she said.



“Right.”

She pulled her blouse hdf out of her shorts. She stooped, wiped her hands over the dust-covered
floor, and made long sooty marks on her shorts and blouse.

When she stood up, Calin regarded her criticaly, looking for the fase note, trying to see her as Roy
would see her. “Yeah. That's better. But maybe one more thing might help.”

“What's that?’

“If the deeve of your blouse was torn.”

She frowned. “It's one of my better blouses.”

“I'l pay for it.”

She shook her head. “No. | said I'd help. I'minthisdl the way. Go ahead. Tear it”

He jerked on the materia on both sides of her left shoulder seam, jerked once, twice, three times.
The dtitching findly parted with a nasty sound, and the deeve sagged on her arm, torn hdf away.

“Yeeh,” he said. “That sure doesit. Y ou're very, very convincng.”

“But now that 1'm such a mess, will he want any-thing to do with me?’

“Itsfunny . . .” Colin stared at her thoughtfully. “In a strange way, you're even more appeding than
you were before.”

“Areyou sure? | mean, I'm dl dirty. And | wasn't dl that fabulous when | was cleen.”

“You look great,” he assured her. “Jugt right.”

“But if thisisgoing to work, heredly hastowant to . . . wel . . . he has to want to rape me. | mean,
helll never get the chance. But he has to want to.”

Again, Calin was acutely aware of the danger into which he was putting her, and he didn't like himsdf
very much.

“There's just one morething | can do that might help,” she said.

Before he redized what she intended, she grasped the front of her blouse and tugged hard on it.
Buttons popped; one of them struck Calin's chin. She tore the blouse open dl the way, and for an ingant
he saw one amdl, beautiful, quivering breast and a dark nipple, but then the haves of the blouse fdl part
of the way together again, and he could see nothing more than the soft, sweet swdl of flesh that marked
the beginning of her breasts.

He looked up, met her eyes.

She was blushing fiercdly.

For along moment neither of them spoke.

He licked hislips. His throat was suddenly parched.

At lagt, trembling, she said, “I don't know. Maybe it doesn't hdp much to have my blouse open a
litle. 1 mean, | don't have much to show.”

“Perfect,” he said weakly. “It's the perfect touch.” He looked away from her, went to the cardboard
box, and picked up the cail of rope.

“I wish | didn't have to be tied up,” she said.

“There's no other way,” he said. “But you won't redly be tied. Not tightly. The rope will just be
wrapped around your wrigts a few times; it won't be knotted there. Youll be able to get your hands free
inaflash. And where there are knots, they'll be the kind that dip open eeslly. Il show you how. Youll be
able to get out of the ropes in a couple of seconds if you have to. But you won't have to. He won't get
anywhere near you. He won't get his hands on you. Nothing will go wrong. | have the gun.”

She sat down on the floor, with her back againgt the wall. “Let's get it over with.”

By the time he finished tying her, night had fdlen outside, and there were not even threads of light a
the unraveling edges of the aging, splintered shut-ters.

“It'stime to make the phone cdl,” Colin said.

“I'm going to hate being donein this place.”

“It1l only be for afew minutes”

“Can you leave both flashlights?’ she asked.

He was moved by her fear. he knew whet it was like. But he said, “Cant. Il need one to get in and
out of the house without bresking my neck in the dark.”



“l wish you'd brought three.”

“Youll have enough light with one,” he said, knowing thet it would be patheticdly little comfort in this
creepy place.

“Hurry back,” she said.

“I will.”

He stood up and walked away from her. At the doorway he turned and looked back. She was s0
vul-nerable that he could hardly stand it. He knew he should return and take the ropes off her and send
her home. But he had to trap Roy, get the truth on tape, and this was the easiest way to accomplish that.

He left the room and went down the dairs to the firg floor, then out of the manson by way of the
front door.

The plan would work.

It had to work.

If something went wrong, his and Heather's bloody heads might wind up on the mantd in the
Kingman house.
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Calin stepped into a telephone booth at a service gation, four blocks from the Kingman manson. He
dided the Borden number.

Roy answered. “Hdlo?’

“Isthat you, blood brother?’

Roy didn't respond.

“l was wrong,” Calin said.

Roy was slent.

“| caled to say | was wrong.”

“Wrong about what?’

“Everything. About bresking our blood-brother oath.”

“What're you after?” Roy asked.

“l want to be friends again.”

“You're an asshole”

“I meenit. | redly want to be friends again, Roy.”

“It isn't possible”

“You're smarter than dl of them,” Calin said. “Y ou're smarter and tougher. You're right; they're dl a
bunch of jerks. The grown-ups, too. It's easy to manipulate them. | see that now. I'm not one of them. |
never was. I'm like you. | want to be on your sde”

Roy was Slent again.

“Il prove I'm on your side,” Calin said. “I'll do what you wanted to do. I'll help you kill someone.”

“Kill someone? Calin, have you been popping pills again? Y ou aren't meking sense.”

“You think I've got someone ligening in on this” Calin said. “Wdl, | don't. But if you're worried
about taking on the phone, then let's talk face to face”

“When?’

“Now.”

“Where?’

“The Kingman house,” Colin said.

“Why there?’

“It'sthe best place”



“l can think of better.”
“Not for what we're going to do. It's private, and that's what we need.”
“For what? What are you taking about?’
“Were going to screw her and then kill her,” Coalin said.
“Areyou crazy? What kind of talk isthat?’
“There's no one ligening in, Roy.”
“Youre alunatic.”
“Youll like her,” Colin said.
“You mug beful of dope.”
“She's foxy.”
“Who?’
“Thegirl I've got for us”
“Youlined up agifl?
“She doesn't know what's going to happen.”
“Who is she?’
“She's my peace offering to you,” Calin said.
“What girl? What's her name?’
“Come and see”
Roy didn't respond.
“Are you scared of me?’ Colin asked.
“Hel, no.”
“Then give me a chance. Let's meet at the King-man house.”
“You and your doper buddies are probably laying for me” Roy said. “You planning to gang up on
me?’
Cdlin laughed sourly. “You're good, Roy. You're red good. That's why | want to be on your sde.
Nobody's smarter than you are.”
“You've got to stop gobhling pills” Roy said. “Calin, dope kills Y ou're going to ruin yoursdlf.”
“So come tak to me about it. Convince meto go sraight.”
“I've got something to do for my father. | can't get out of it. | won't be able to get away from here for
a least an hour.”
“Okay,” Cdlin said. “It'sdmogt a quarter past nine. Well meet at the Kingman place at ten-thirty.”
Calin hung up, opened the telephone-booth door, and ran like hell. He went back up the steep hill,
fest as he could, arms tucked close to his Sdes.
He reached the Kingman house, went through the gate, up the wak. Insde, he climbed the cregking
dairs and heard Heether hesitantly cdling his name before he reached the second floor.
She was il in the first bedroom on the I€ft, St-ting as he had Ieft her, roped, ravishing.
“l was &fraid it was someone dse,” she said.
“You okay?’
“One flaghlight wasn't enough,” she said. “It was too dark in here.”
“Sorry.”
“And | think this place has rats. | heard scratching noisesin the wals”
“We won't have to stay here much longer,” he said. He bent over the cardboard box and snatched
out the two long strips of dish towd that he had brought from home. “Things are moving fast now.”
“Did you tak to Roy?’
“Yeeh”
“He's coming?’
“He says he's got things to do for his father and can't get out of the house right away. He says he
cant makeit before ten-thirty.”
“Then it wasn't necessary to tie me up before you made the cdl,” she said.
“Yes itwas” hesad. “Don't pull the ropes apart. He's on hisway now.”
“| thought you said ten-thirty.”



“Hewaslying.”

“How do you know?’

“l just know. He'strying to get here ahead of me and et a trap. He thinks I'm as naive as | used to
be”

“Cdlin. . .I'm scared.”

“Itll bedl right.”

“Will it?”

“l have the gun.”

“What if you have to use it?’

“l won't have to.”

“He might force you to.”

“Then | will. I'l use it if he forces me.”

“But then you'd be guilty—"

“Of sdf-defense” Colin sad.

“Can you ue it?’

“In self-defense. Sure. Of course.”

“You aren't akiller.”

“I'l just wound imif | have to,” he said. “Now weve gaot to hurry. I've got to put the gag on you. It
has to be tight if it's going to look convincing, but tdl meif | make it too tight for comfort.” He fash-ioned
agag from the two pieces of the dish towd, then said, “ Okay?’

She made an unintdligible sound.

“ Shake your head—yes or no. Isit too tight?’

She shook her heed: no.

He could see that her doubts were growing by the second; she wished sheld never gotten into this
Genuine fear sparked in her eyes, but that was good; it made her look as if she redly were the helpless
victim that she was pretending to be. Roy, possessed of the ingtincts of a cunning, vidous animd, would
ingantly recognize her terror and would be con-vinced by it.

Calin went to the tape recorder, lifted a piece of trash that was covering it, switched it on, carefully
replaced the camouflage, and looked a Heather again. “1'm going out to the head of the Stairs to wait for
him. Don't worry.”

He I¢ft the room, taking the pistol, one flashlight, and the cardboard box that now contained only the
queeze bottle of ketchup. He put the ketchup and the box in another room, then went to the head of the
dairs and switched off hislight.

The house was very dark.

He tucked the pistol under his bdt, againg the amdl of his back, where Roy couldn't see it. He
wanted to appear unarmed, defensaess, in order to sucker Roy upgairs.

Cdlin was breathing naigly, virtudly gasping, not because he was physcdly exhausted, but because
he was afraid. He concentrated on breathing quietly, but it wasn't easy.

Something crashed downdtairs.

He hdld his breath, listened.

Ancther noise.

Roy had arrived.

Cdlin looked at his read-out watch. Exactly fifteen minutes had passed since hed left the telephone
booth.

It was exactly as Colin had told Hesther: Roy had lied about not being able to make it until ten-thirty.
He had just wanted to be sure he was the firgt person in the house. If atrap was going to be lad for him,
he intended to be there in the shadows to watch it being set.

Cdlin had anticipated this development, and he fdt good about that. Standing in the dark hdl, he
amiled.

Something moved in the wal beside him, and he jJumped. A mouse. Nothing more than that. It wasn't
Roy. He could ill hear Roy downgtairs. Just a mouse. Maybe arat. At worst, a couple of rats. Noth-ing



to worry about. But he knew he had better guard againgt overconfidence, because if he didn't he would
be nothing but food for those rats before the night was ouit.

Footsteps.

A flashlight, hooded by a hand.

Thelight moved to the foot of the sairs.

Roy was coming up.

Suddenly, Calin fdt that the plan was childish, stupid, naive. It would never work. Not in a million
years. He and Heather were going to die.

He swalowed hard and switched on his own light, shone it down the steps. “Hello, Roy.”
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Roy stopped, pointed hisflaghlight a Calin.

For severd seconds they stared at each other. Colin could see the hatred in Roy's eyes and he
wondered if his own fear was equdly vishle.

“You're here dready,” Roy said.

“Thegirl'sup here”

“Thereignt any girl.”

“Who is she?”’

“Come see,” Colin said.

“What's the trick?’

“Thereisnt one. | told you on the phone. | want to be on your sde. I've tried being on their side. It
didn't work. They don't believe me. They don't care about me. None of them. | hate them. All of them.
My mother, too. You were right about her. She's a fucking bitch. You were right about dl of them.
They'l never hdlp me. Never. They're no good to me a dl. And | don't want to have to run from you
forever. | don't want to have to be looking over my shoulder for the rest of my life You can't be beat.
Youll get me sooner or later. You're awinner. You win at everything eventudly. | see that now. I'm tired
of being aloser. That'swhy | want to be on your side. | want to win. | want to get even with them, dl of
them. Il do anything you want to do, Roy. Anything.”

“So you got agirl for us”

“Yeeh”

“How'd you get her up there?’

“l saw her yesterday,” Colin said, trying to sound excited, as if he hadn't carefully worked out every
word of what he was about to say. “1 was riding my bike, just cruisng, thinking, trying to think of some
way to make up with you. | passed here, and | saw her gtting on the front wak. She had a drawing
tablet. She's interested in art. She was sketching the mangon. | stopped and taked to her, and | found
out she'd been working on sketches of the place for a few days. She said she was coming back this
eve-ning, so she could draw the place with late-afternoon shadows. | knew right away she was whet |
was looking for. | knew if | gave her to you that we'd be friends again. She's foxy as hdl, Roy. She's
redly something. | set up atrap for her. Now she's up here, in one of the bedrooms, tied and gagged.”

“Jud like that?” Roy asked.

“Huh?’

“You just set atrap and single-handedly tied and gagged her. It was that easy?’

“Hdl, no!” Cdlin said. “It wasn't easy at dl. | had to hit her. Knocked her out. Bloodied her up a
litle. But | got her. Youll see”



Roy stared up at him, thinking about it, making up his mind to ether say or leave. His icy eyes
gleamed in the thin, cold light.

“Are you coming? Colin asked. “Or are you afraid to redly do it to her?’

Roy dowly dimbed the steps.

Cdlin backed away from the head of the qtairs to the open door of the room where Heather waited.

Roy stepped into the second-floor hdlway.

The two boys were no more than fifteen feet apart.

“Inhere” Colin said.

But Roy stayed againg the far wal and moved toward the door of the room opposite the one where
Cdlin wanted him to go.

“What are you doing?’ Colin asked.

“l want to see who eseishere” Roy said.

“No one. | told you.”

“l want to see for mysdf.”

Keegping one eye on Calin, Roy shone his light into the room across the hdl. Calin thought of the
card-board box he had left in there, and his heart began to pound furioudy. He knew the trick would be
ex-posed and the plan ruined if Roy saw the bottle of ketchup. But the box must not have looked out of
place among the other trash that littered the floors of the rotting mansion, for Roy didn't go into the room
to invedtigate it. He moved on down the hdl to see whether the rest of the second floor was de-serted.

Calin waited in the doorway until Roy had looked in dl the other rooms.

“No one” Roy sad.

“I'm being straight with you.”

Roy started toward him.

Cdlin backed into the bedroom and went quickly to Heather. He stood beside her.

She looked as if she might scream in spite of the gag in her mouth. Colin wanted to gmile and
reassure her, but he didn't dare; Roy might step indde and see the exchange, and then he would redize
they werein colluson.

Roy entered cautioudy. Shadows danced out from his moving flashlight beam. When he saw the girl,
he stopped, surprised. He was only fifteen feet away, and he was blocking the only exit; this was the
mo-ment of truth. “Isthat . . . 7’

“Yeah,” Colin said thickly. “You know her? Isn't she something?’

Roy looked her over with growing interest. Colin saw the boy's eyes lingering on the curve of her
smooth, deek calves, then her knees, then her taut thighs For a minute Roy didn't seem capable of
lift-ing his gaze from those dender, shapely legs. Then he findly looked up a her ruined blouse, a the
swel of breasts that were partly visble through the torn materia. He looked at the ropes, a the gag in
her mouth, and a her wide, frightened eyes. He saw that she was genuindy afraid, and her fear pleased
him. He smiled and turned to Colin. “You did it.”

Calin knew the trick had worked. Roy couldn't conceive of Calin and Heather stting a trap dl by
themsdlves, without adults to back them up. As soon as Roy had seen that they were done in the
mangon, that there were no reinforcements waiting in another room, he had been convinced. The Colin
he knew was too much of a coward to try anything like that. But the Colin he knew no longer existed.
The new Colin was a stranger to him.

“You redly, redly did it,” Roy said.

“Didnt | tdl you?’

“Isthat blood on her head?’

“l hed to hit her pretty hard. She was unconscious for awhile” Calin said.

“Now do you believe me?’

“You redly want to fuck her?” Roy asked.

“Yeeh”

“Thenkill her?’



“Yeah”

Hesather protested through her gag, but her voice was weak and unintdligible

“How will wekill her?” Roy asked.

“You have your penknife with you?’

“Yegh”

“Wel,” Calin said, “I've got mine, t0o.”

“You mean—stab her?’

“Jud like you did the cat.”

“With penknives, itll take along time”

“Thelonger the better—right?’

Roy grinned. “Right.”

“So are we friends agan?’

“| guesswe are.”

“Blood brothers?

“Wdl . . . dl right. Sure. Y ou've made up for what you did.”

“Youll stop trying to kill me?’

“I'd never hurt a blood brother.”

“You tried to hurt me before.”

“Because you stopped acting like a blood brother.”

“You won't throw me off adiff like you did Steve Rose?’

“He wasn't my blood brother,” Roy said.

“You won't squirt lighter fluid on me and set me on fire like you did Phil Pacino?’

“He wasn't my blood brother either,” Roy said impatiently.

“You tried to set me on fire”

“Only when | thought you betrayed our oath. You didnt want to be my blood brother any more, so
you were far game. But now you want to uphold the oath, so youre safe. | won't hurt you now. Not
ever. In fact, it's jus the opposite. Don't you see? Y ou're my blood brother. 1'd die for you if | had to.”

“Okay,” Cdlin said.

“But don't ever turn againg me agan like you did before,” Roy sad. “I guess a blood brother ought
to be given a second chance. But not athird.”

“Dont worry,” Calin said. “We're together from here on out. Just the two of us”

Roy looked down at Hesther again and licked his lips. He put one hand on his crotch and rubbed
him-sdf through his jeans. “We're going to have fun,” Roy said, “and this little bitch is just the gtart of it.
Youll see, Calin. You understand now. Y ou under-stand how it's us againgt them. We're going to have a
barrd of laughs Itll be ared popper.”

Conscious of the tape recorder, his heart exploding as Roy took a step toward Heather, Colin said,
“If you want, some night well go back out to the junk-yard and push that old truck down on the tracks,
infront of atrain.”

“Nah,” Roy said. “We can't do that any more. Not now that you've told your old lady about it. Well
figure something es2” He took another step toward Heather. “Come on. Let's get that gag out of her
mouth. | have something ese I'm aching to put be-tween her pretty lips”

Cdlin reached behind his back and pulled the pis-tol from his bt. “Don't touch her.”

Roy didn't even look at him. He moved toward Hesther.

Calin shouted: “I'll blow your head off, you son-of-a-bitch!”

Roy was stunned. At firg he didn't comprehend, but then he saw Heather shrugging off the ropes that
bound her wrigts, and he redlized that he had been tricked after dl. The blood I€ft his face, and he was
white with rage.

“All of thiswas recorded,” Colin said. “I've got it on tape. Now I'll be able to make someone bdieve
me”

Roy started toward him.

“Don't movel” Coalin said, jabbing the pistol at him.



Roy stopped.

Hesather removed her gag.

“Youdl right?” Colin asked her.

“I'l be better when we're out of here” she said.

To Calin, Roy said, “You creepy little bastard. Y ou don't have the guts to shoot anyone.”

Brandishing the pistol, Colin said, “Take one more step, and youll find out you're wrong.”

Heather had frozen in the act of disentangling her legs from the ropes.

Everyone was perfectly slent for a moment.

Then Roy took the step.

Cdlin pointed the gun a Roy's feet and squeezed off awarning shot.

Except the gun didnt fire.

Hetried again.

Nothing.

“You told me your mother's gun wasn't loaded,” Roy said. “Remember?’ His face was Folit by a
ric-tudike grin of fury.

Franticaly, desperately, Colin squeezed the trigger again. Again. Again!

Sill nothing.

He knew it was loaded. He had checked. Damnit, he had seen the bulletd

Then he remembered the safeties. He'd forgotten to switch them off.

Roy rushed him, and Heather screamed.

Before he could flip the two smdl switches on the gun, Calin went down under the bigger boy, and
they rolled over and over again on the thick carpet of dust, and Colin's head banged hard againg the
floor, and Roy backhanded him across the face, svung once, twice, three times with figts like blocks of
marble, hitting Colin in the ribs and then in the stomach, knocking the wind out of him, and Calin tried to
use the gun as a club, but Roy seized hiswrist and wrenched the weapon out of his hand, used it as Colin
had tried to use it, smung it, struck Colin dongsde the head, twice, and blackness wdled up, a
welcoming, warm, velvety, immensdy appeding blackness.

Cdlin redized that one or two more blows would ether render him unconscious or kill him, and then
he would be no hep whatsoever to Heather. There was only one thing he could do; he went limp and
played dead. Roy stopped beating hm and sat on him, gasping. Then, just for good measure, he
dammed the gun into Colin's skull once more.

Pain exploded from Colin's left ear, through his cheek, into the bridge of his nose, as if dozens of
sharp needles had been pounded through his face. He passed out.
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He was not unconscious a long time. Only a few seconds. A vison of Heather, obscendy pinned
un-der Roy, flashed through the blackness in which Colin drifted, and that terrible image propelled him
out of the darkness.

Heather screamed, but her scream was cut short by the sound of a hand griking her face.

Colin's glasses were gone. Everything was blurred. He sat up, expecting Roy to legp on him, and fdt
the floor around him. He found his specs. The frames were twisted, but both lenses were intact. He put
them on, bending them to make them fit.

Hesther was on the floor on the other Sde of the room, flat on her back, and Roy was sraddling her,
fadng away from Colin. Her blouse was open, and her breasts were bare. Roy was trying to pull off her
shorts. She struggled, and he hit her again. She began to weep.



Groggy, hurting badly, but given strength by his own anger, Calin flung himsdf across the room,
grabbed Roy by the hair, and pulled him off the girl. They staggered backward, then toppled sdeways
and rolled apart.

Roy scrambled to hisfeet and seized Heather as she ran for the door. He turned her away from the
exit and shoved her toward the wall. She tripped and fdl on the hidden tape recorder.

Calin was lying on something hard and sharp-edged, and, as dizzy as he was, he needed a moment to
redize that it was the pistol benesth him. He pulled it from under him and rose to his knees and fumbled
with the safeties as Roy started toward him again and as sparks of pain flashed behind his eyes.

Roy laughed with vicious ddlight. “You think I'm scared of an unloaded gun? Jesus, you're a wimp!
I'm going to kick your head apart, you stupid little creep. Then I'm going to fuck your stupid girlfriend till
ghe bleeds”

“Y ou're afilthy, rotten bastard!” Colin said, burn-ing with rage, more furious than held ever imagined
he could be. He staggered to hisfeet. “You stop. Stop right where you are. The safety catches were on.
Now they're off. You hear me? The gun's loaded. And I'll useit. | swear to God, I'll blow your guts dl
over the wdl!”

Roy laughed again. “Calin Jacobs, the big tough killer.” He kept coming, grinning, confident.

Cdlin cursed him and pulled the trigger. The shot was degfening in the shuttered room.

Roy sumbled backward, but not because he had been hit. He was only surprised. The bullet had
missed him.

Cdlin pulled the trigger again.

The second shot missed too, but Roy cried out and threw up his hands placatingly. “No! Wait! Wait
aminute! Dont!” Colin advanced on him, and Roy backed into the wall and Coalin pulled the trigger
agan. He couldn't stop himsdf. He was hot, white hot, burning with anger, seething, bailing, so hot with
rage that he fdt as if he would start mdting, flowing like lava, his heart thumping so hard that each beat
was like the explosion of a volcano. He was not human any more, just animd, savage, bar-barian, fighting
abrutd territorid battle with an-other male, driven to attack until he drew blood, powered by a terifying
but irresistible primitive lust to dominate, to conquer, to destroy.

The third shot grazed Roy's right arm, and the fourth bullet took him squarely in the right leg. He
collgpsed as dark blood suddenly stained his deeve and soaked through one leg of his jeans. And for the
fird time since Colin had known him, Roy looked— in the face, at least—like a child, like the child he
actudly was. His face was contorted by alook of helplessness, an expression of stark terror.

Cdlin towered over him and lined the sght up with the bridge of Roy's nose. He amogt pulled the
trigger one last time. But before he could take thet find step into tota savagery, he became aware that
there was more than fear in Roy's eyes. He saw despair, too. And apitiful, lost ook, a deep and abiding
londiness Worgt of dl, he saw that part of Roy was beseeching him to squeeze off one more shot; a part
of the poor bastard was begging to be killed.

Sowly, Calin lowered the gun. “I'll get hdp for you, Roy. They'll fix the leg. And the other things,
too. They'll help you with the other things. Psychi-atrists. Good doctors, Roy. Theyll help you get well.
Bdinda wasn't your fault. It was an accident. They'll help you understand that.”

Roy began to cry. He gripped his shattered leg with both hands and wept uncontrollably, moaned,
walled, rocked back and forth—either because the shock had worn off and his wound was hurting him . .
. or because Calin had not put im out of his misery.

Calin was unable to hold back his own tears. “Oh God, Roy, what they did to you. What they did to
me What dl of us do to each other every day, dl thetime. It's terrible. Why? For God's sake, why?’ He
threw the gun across the room; it hit the wal with a crash, clattered to the floor. “Look, Roy, Il come
vigt you,” he said, through tears that wouldn't stop. “In the hospitdl. Then wherever they take you. 'l
aways come. | won't forget, Roy. Not ever. | promise. | won't forget that we're blood brothers.”

Roy didn't seem to hear. He was logt in his own pain and anguish.

Hegther came to Colin and tentatively put one hand againg his battered face.

He saw that she was limping. “Are you hurt?’

“It's nothing serious,” she said. “I twisted my an-kle when | fdl. What about you?’



“I'l live”

“Your face looks anful. It's swallen where he hit you with the gun, and it'sturning dl dark.”

“It hurts,” he admitted. “But right now we've got to get an ambulance for Roy. We don't want him to
bleed to death.” He reached into a pocket of his jeans and took out some coins. “Here. Take this.
There's a pay phone at the service gation at the bottom of the hill. Call the hospitd and the police.”

“You better go,” she said. “I'll take forever with this bad ankle.”

“You don't mind saying here with him?’” Colin asked.

“He's harmless now,” she said.

“Wdl . .. okay.”

“Jud hurry back.”

“I will. And Hegther . . . I'm sorry.”

“For what?”’

“| said he'd never get his hands on you. | faled you.”

“He didn't do anything to me” she said. “You protected me. You did very wel.”

Tears shimmered in her eyes. They held each other for a momertt.

“You're S0 pretty,” he said.

“AmI1?

“Dont ever tdl yoursdf you aren't. Don't ever again think you're ugly in any way. Not ever. Tdl them
dl to go to hdll. You're pretty. Remember that. Promise me youll remember that.”

“Okay.”

“Promise me”

“l promise”

He went to cdl the ambulance.

Outsde, the night was very dark.

As he waked down the long hill, heading for the phone at the service station, he redlized he could no
longer hear the voice of the night. There were toads and crickets and the digtant rumble of a train. But
that low, snisler murmuring that he had aways thought was there, that sound of supernaturd ma-chinery
laboring at evil tasks, was gone. A few steps farther on, he redlized that the voice of the night was now
within him, and that, in fact, it dways had been. It was within everyone, whispering mdicioudy,
twenty-four hours a day, and the most important task in life was to ignore it, shut it out, refuse to listen.

He cdled the ambulance, then the police.
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THE MEW AMERICAN LIBRARY, INC.,
P.0. Box 999, Bergenfield, New Jersey 07621

Please send me the SIGNET BOOKS | have checked above. | am enclosing
% _—(please add $1 .00 to this orger to cover postage and handling).
Send check or money order—no cash or C.0.D.'s, Prices and numbers are
subject lo change without notice.

Mame

Address

City State Zip Code
Allow 4-B weeks for delivery,
Ttus offer 15 subject to withdrawal without notice




