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To ny dear friend Robert Bl och,
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Magi ci an' s Choi ce: A technique in which

two or nore choices are supposedly

offered for free selection by tile spectator
but a predetermned one actually is

i mposed upon him
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chapter 1

U aresay you' ve never/ in your life, read a story witten by a
vegetable. Well, here's your chance. Not that ifs a story. It
happened; | was there-

Your narrator and humbl e servant, M. Vegetabl e.

My nane is Emi| Delacorte. Wien all this occurred, | was
seventy-t hree.

You' ve probably never heard of ne, even though | was a
headlining magician in the 30's, 40's and 50's; called The
Great Delacorte—a title | passed along to nmy son. |'msure
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you' ve heard of him

I was doing very well until | had a "cerebrovascul ar acci -
dent" in 1966. Thafs a "stroke" to you, though |I'm nore
inclined toward "apopl exy"; sounds nmore colorful. The ex-
perience itself/ of course, was not so colorful. Though it was,
God knows, plenty dramatic.

To nme, anyway.
I was on ne verge of being sealed into a boiler tank (one
12 Ri chard Mat heson

of ny better escapes) when a blood vessel in ny brain
popped, depriving said brain of oxygen supply. Hem plegitt
(paral ysis) took place, comrencing the process which con-
verted nme into the aforenentioned vegetabl e.

Quite a vision to nmy audience, | gather- From charm ng,
urbane Del acorte (The Great) | was suddenly reduced to a
di zzy, vertigo-locked, nauseous reeler. No doubt startling
to the assenbl ed fol ks. Disgusting too, as a viol ent head-
ache and vomiting set in.

Not exactly the highlight of nmy showbiz career.

Soon atterward, permanent paral ysis began, the | oss of
speech, and ny one-way ticket to Vegetable City. Sudden
death fromstroke being rare, | was not pernmtted the grace
of taking my final bow and exiting ne stage of life.

I nstead, the best fate could offer nme was a doctor's in-
struction to reduce physical and enotional tension while
wai ted for as nmuch recovery as possi bl e.

Fourteen years |l ater, when these events transpired, | was
still waiting.
By dint of nmy son's |oving kindness, | was not dispatched

to sone asylumbut permtted to reside in his home, a no-
tionless figure customarily located in the study—er, as
prefer to call it. The Magi ¢ Room

There | sat ensconced in ny wheel chair, a staring obeli sk,

an effigy of what |1'd been, a statue entitled Inmpotence (in
nmore ways than one) or, better still. Up On the Shelf for Good
A voi cel ess, torpid lunp, ostensibly brainless.

There, you see, is the rub. For the real torment was that in
mat dumb shell | existed in, an active and observant brain
was struggling for the means to express itself. That is the
horror of a stroke, believe ne.

Perhaps if m s had happened ten or twenty years |ater,

Now You See K. .. 13

there ni ght have been sone nedi cal -surgical procedure by
which | could have ended ny night- (and day-) nare.

Then agai n, perhaps not. Even ny son, devoted as he was
to, me, mght have found it inescapable to A& (Accept and
Forget). Who coul d have bl anmed the man? | had becomne
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nmore a piece of furniture than a famly menber. Not hard to
take a piece of furniture for granted.

I go on at |ength about mny plant-ki ngdom persona so you

wi || understand how all these strange events could have
taken place in ny presence w thout a single person in-
volved giving it a second thought that | was nere. But then,
do we concern ourselves with me observational capacities

of a turnip?

Anyway, Maximlian (my son) had enough probl ens of
his own, as you will discover.

A few nore explanatory commrents before | launch into ny
account of that fateful day.

Because of Maximlian's loyalty to me, | had a nurse (one
Nel 'y Washi ngton) who stayed with ne constantly (in the
begi nni ng, anyway), providing those attentions | could not
request but obviously required—eating and elimnation to
the fore.

Nel Iy was no Venus but she had an inner beauty of com

passi on, a good deal of patience, and (luckily for her as well
as for nme) an abundant sense of hunor. Most of all. God

bl ess her giant heart, she never allowed ne to renain de-
feated or hel pl ess. She was a rock of reassurance on which |
wobbl ed constantly until sone senbl ance of hope oozed

back into ny brain—along with a few restorative drans of

bl ood.

I"m gl ad she happened to be absent on the day it all took
14 Richard Mat henm

pl ace/ although in retrospect, | realize that it probably was
no acci dent

After all. she would have been an obviously sentient wit-
ness to the nmania which occurred.

One thing about residing in a useless body in the sole com

pany of one's brain: it gives one tine to appraise said brain,
appreciate its true capacities, and, eventually, train it to per-
form In this way | was able to educate ny brain to remem

ber everything | saw around ne, thus enabling ne to wite

down this event in full detail.

This is fortunate because the events | will describe took
pl ace fourteen years ago. | will explain, in due course, why I
had to wait so long to disclose them

But first, let me sketch in ne environment for the play,
or—pst appropri atel y—+he setting for the magi ¢ show

For magic is ne dark thread which binds together ne tapes-
try of mis crazed and honici dal episode, this lethal interva
of tinme.

This period of total |unacy.

Thi s happened in the hone where ny son had |ived for
thirty-seven of his fifty-two years. My wife Lenore gave
birth to himin 1928, dying ten years later giving birth to our
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second (stillborn) son

As indicated, Maximlian had been (since ny "accident"
made it inpossible for ne to perform The G eat Del acorte.
He had been ny assistant since he was seventeen, and knew
my act as weU as | did, performing on his own as well as
continuing to help ne, reaching full theatrical bl oom when
he was thirty-seven and assuned my stage nane.

Living in this house were two other people, not counting
t he houseman and cl eani ng wonan, who were al so not pre-

Now You See It- 15

sent on that day. Coincidence? My aged, winkled ass it
was.

The first of these two people was Max's wi fe Cassandra,
forty-one, a worman of uncommon beauty, intelligence, and
nastiness. She had been married to Max for nine years/ his
assistant in the act for eight-

Cassandra had two goals inlife. One was to get ny an-
cient bones out of the house and into a distant vegetable
farm

The other was.., well, that must wait, or we have no tale.
The third resident of Delacorte Hall (exclusive of Nelly
and the two servants, of course) was Cassandra's brother
Brian, thirty-five, an enployee of ny son's.

The house was (still is) in Massachusetts, standing in the
center of a twenty-two-acre plot of woodl and, set back ap-
proximately a quarter of a mle fromthe road. (Forgive the
exactitude of detail, ifs a habit I'munable to overcone.)

Described briefly (I1'Il try, anyway), Delacorte Hall was (is)
French Provincial in design, a truly splendid two-story
structure which I'd had built in 1943, a choice earning year
for ne.

The house had (has) seven bedroons and baths, a npdest
theater, a sw mmng pool below, a |arge kitchen, fornal
dining room a large living room and the roons in which
the hours of insanity took place—ny study and, |ater,
Max' s.

The Magi ¢ Room

Wiy do | call it that? Because it was a nasterpi ece of
prearrangenents, a cornucopia of gimmcks and arcana. ]
had begun the process in 1945 for ny own pleasure. Later
Max had added to it; so nuch so mat, at the time of thes<
events, even | was unaware of what he'd done to the room
my earlier years of invalidismhaving been spent in ny bed

16 Rickarri Mathnon

room It was only mthe late sixties that Max saw to it that
Nel I'y brought mnmy wheelchair on a daily basis to TWMR

knowi ng me pleasure | had always taken in it when | was a
real person instead of a two-eyed potato.

The study nen; The Magi ¢ Room
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Thirty feet in length, twenty in w dth® many-w ndowed
with one particularly |arge picture wi ndow affording a
spect acul ar view of me countrysi de behind the house, a
small | ake in the distance, a gazebo on its shore.

The study had al ways been | uxuriously appointed. Built-

in shelves lined two walls, many filled w th |eather-bound
scrapbooks: ny reviews and news di ppi ngs, and Max's.

The remai nder of the shelves were filled with books al nost
excl usively devoted to nmagic history and/or nethodol ogy.

On a third wall hung franmed | obby posters of ny and
Max's nore not abl e appear ances.

A fieldstone fireplace (quite massive) stood agai nst ne

fourth wall, on its mantel piece a collection of relics, souve-
nirs, and objets d art which Lenore and | —-and, later. Max—

had col |l ected through me years- Also standing on it was a
silver candel abra with three black candles, next to it a silver
mat chbox.

Fret not, dear reader, these details are of consequence, al
of mema valid part of the account-
Where was | ?

Yes, ne fireplace. Above the mantel pi ece hung severa
itemns.

Two were large oil paintings, one of ny lovely Lenore (I

bl essed my son for leaving it there), the other of an equally
| ovel y (perhaps stunningly beautiful would be nore accu-

rate a description) young wonan: Adel aide, Max's first

wife, who died in 1963,

Al so nmount ed above said nantel piece was a set of En-
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glish dueling pistols, circa 1879; a pike fromthe nineteenth-
century Spanish Arny; and an African spear and bl ow

gun—all to play their roles in the nurderous exploits soon

to commence

Near the fireplace was ny (then Max's) desk, eighteenth-
century French, its glossy surface seven feet by four feet, on
it an arrangenment of relics, souvenirs, and objets d art from
my (our) collection. A telephone and a silver-plated de-
canter (with glass) conpleted (he articles on ne desk. Be-
hind it was a high-backed revol ving chair, upholstered in

bl ack | earner.

O her itenms to be nmentioned: a handsonme brass-and-

t eakwood bar, glasses and silver ice bucket onits top; two
red | earner easy chairs with end tables; an extrenely | arge
(two feet in diameter) antique world gl obe.

Finally, a quintet of itens vital to the narrative

One: a standing | obby display poster—a |ife-size photo-
graph of Max in top hat and tails; a placard reading:
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THE GREAT DELACORTE
"I'n Touch Wth the Mysterious."

Two: an ornately decorated Egyptian burial case, stand-
ing upright, its lid open

Three: a suit of arnor (sixteenth-century German), its
facepl ate shut.

Four: a lever-operated guillotine (a mniature version of
the one used during the French Revolution), its blade raised
to the top as though positioned to decapitate some dooned
mar qui s.

Five: set upright on its |ever-operated base, a mahogany
casket with a window to reveal nme head and shoul ders of
t he deceased

I nside the casket were what appeared to be the head and
shoul ders of nmy son—Maximlian Del acorte, handsone

18 Ri chard Mattieson

(got my | ooks), vandyke-bearded (an ostentation | es-
chewed), eyes shut, expression inperious, the very image
of a Spanish grandee lying in state.

How s that for nenory?

Anyway, dear reader, mark these things.
Al were integral to the nadness.

How shall | typify what happened? Passion play? Some-
what. Weird tale? Indubitably. Horror story? Pretty dose.
G ot esque nel odrama? Certainly. Black comedy? Your

point of vieww Il determine that. Perhaps it was a conbi -
nation of themall.

Suffice to say that the events which took place in the
honme of ny son on the afternoon of July 17,1980, were, to
say the least, singular.

So to the story. A chronicle of greed and cruelty, horror
and rapacity, sadismand nurder.

Love, American style.
ctapterz

By shifting ny eyes to the utnost, | could read the snmall
dock on Max's desk. Eleven fifty-seven A M A gray and

wi ndy norni ng, outside sounds—wi nd, rustling foliage,

di stant thunder runblings—harbingers of an approaching
summer storm Nature herself conspiring to set the scene
for that turbul ent afternoon? Who knows?

I was seated in ny usual place, a |ocation chosen by mny
son fromwhich | could, by (as noted) shifting ny eyeballs,
get a panoranic view of The Magic Room 1 had break-
fasted, been changed, and now was in position to observe
the many doi ngs about to occur-

Wi ch began, as | recall/ at noon. And if it wasn't exactly
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noon, to hell with it, I'mgoing to say that it was exactly
noon.

At noon, the cabal began
| heard a voice shout, "Cassandra?"

That of Brian (Crane), calling fromthe entry hall. My eye-
balls shifted; pretty nuch the extent of ny physical dexter-
ity, I mght add.

20 Ri chard Iat heson

There was silence for a few nonents. Then Brian called
again, nore |loudly/ "Cassandra!"

Somewhere upstairs, a door was opened (ny hearing,
too, was uni npeded) and Cassandra answered w th her
usual inperious tone, "Wat?"

"Come down to Max's den!" he shouted. "I've got sorme-
thing to show you!"

"Brian, | amreally busy!" Cassandra shouted back
Br ot her persisted. "You can spare a mnute! Cone on!"
"Brian!" a protesting cry now.

He woul d not back off. "I guarantee you'll love it!" he
shout ed.

Rel uct ant submi ssion from Cassandra. "Ch, all right."

I heard the clicking of a woman's shoe heels on the
wooden fl oorboards of the entry hall —

—and Cassandra entered The Magi ¢ Room tall, blonde,
al luring. Long-sleeved pink blouse, Iight brown skirt,
brown, hi gh-heel ed shoes.

I would have frowned if my facial nuscles had been up
toil

How di d Cassandra get here first when she was upstairs and
Bri an down?

| tried to see nore clearly as she crossed to the bar and,
st oopi ng, opened ne door of the ice nmaker. | heard her start
to ladle ice cubes into the silver bucket.

I woul d have frowned agai n—+n spades—f |'d been able
to.

For, down the staircase and across the fl oorboards of the

entry hall, | heard me clicking of a woman's shoe heel s—

—and Cassandra entered TMR, tall, blonde, alluring.
Long- sl eeved pi nk bl ouse, |ight brown skirt, you know t he
rest.

"What ne hell?" | would have said if nmy voice had been
attainable. | certainly thought it. Wat the hell is going on?
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Was | hallucinating now, a new (and | ower) stage of stroke-
don?

The nonent the second Cassandra had entered the room
the first Cassandra had stopped putting ice cubes into ne
si |l ver bucket.

| watched the second Cassandra as she | ooked around,
her gaze passing me, as usual, with non-reception- Does one
take notice of a plant?

Then the first Cassandra rose from behi nd the bar and
t hrunmped down t he bucket on the counter.

The two Cassandras eyed each ot her, doppel gangers to
the detail. | closed ny eyes; mat | could nanage. Wen
open them | thought, I'll see only one of them

1 did. | didn't. There they were, the Cassandra twins. D d
| begin to get the nessage at that point?

If I did, it wasn't because | was hel ped by either of mem
The first Cassandra sm | ed.

The second Cassandra sm | ed—then shook her head with
a chuckl e.

As did the first.

The sounds they uttered were identical as the second
Cassandra i ndi cated anusenent, then me first.

There was no way, let ne assure you, nmat | could tel
themapart. It could have been double vision. My mind's
eye knew otherwi se but my skull's eyes didn't.

Now t he second Cassandra approached the bar and
stopped, peering closely at the first. The first peered |ike-
Wi se.

The second made a sound of appreciative recognition
The first nade nme identical sound.

The second gave the first a chiding | ook. Received it back,
identically. The gane was getting on ny nerves; patience
was not one of ny virtues at that time, though obviously no
one knew it.

22 Ri chard at heson

Irritatingly, these two were clones in nanner as well as
appear ance.

The second gnawed at the edge of her right index finger,
smling/ nmaking noises of anusenent. So, too, did the first.

Then the second spoke.
"A'l right," she said.

"Al'l right," echoed the first.
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Their voices were identical
Dam it, will one of you crack? 1 thought.

The two Cassandras eyed each other saudly, smiling the
same smle, affecting the same expression; an uncanny
sight, I'mforced to admit.

The second ran fingers through her |ong blonde hair. So
did the first, laughing throatily—as did the second. Wen
will this damed burl esque concl ude? |I wonder ed.

It had a few nore stages to go

The second Cassandra raised her right hand. The first one
rai sed hers, the novenent a duplicate.

Wth a repressed smile, the second suddenly produced a
scarl et handkerchief fromne air—a m nor "appearance";

sl eeve conceal nent.

The first Cassandra stared at her. The second chuckl ed,
on the verge of triunph.

At which the first, with a duplicate chuckle, produced the
same scarl et handkerchi ef.

The second threw her head back with a startled |laugh. So
did the first.

| npasse, ne tw ns regardi ng one another

Until the second Cassandra tossed her handkerchief into
the air.

As did the first.

The second, though, grabbed at hers abruptly as it fell
causing it to vanish.

Despite her efforts to do |ikew se, the first Cassandra was
Now You SeeH. .. 23

unabl e to prevent her handkerchief fromfluttering to ne
floor.

The second made a sound of victory and pointed at the
first—who made a sound whi ch m ght have been transl ated
as, "Oh, well, you can't win themall."

The second clearly examined the first. "Not bad," she al-
| owed.

"Dam perfect," said me first, still with Cassandra's

Voi ce.

The snmile of the second Cassandra di sappeared. "Are
you sure he's still out wal ki ng?" she denanded.

"Whuld | be doing mis if he weren't?" asked me first,
now in his own voice
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"A\ell, we can't take any risks," Cassandra told him
di sapprovingly. "You'd better go upstairs and change."

By now, a chill had begun to settle in ny stomach as
stared at nem

What are they up to?

"I have to set it up first,'
vaguely toward the room

Bri an was sayi ng, gesturing

Cassandra frowned. "You should have done chat ear-

lier," she said.

"Wth all | had to do?" he answered; again, the coldness in
my vitals.

Cassandra grinmaced with inpatience. "Well, get it over

with/ but/asf,"” she ordered him

She started to turn away when Brian grabbed her arm
restraining her. Cassandra | ooked around in irritation
"What ?"

"You're determned to do this?" Brian asked.
Now | really felt disturbed

"Brian, we have gone through this al ready—endl essly."
Her tone was coldly critical, making it obvious that what-
ever was going on, it was her idea, not his. "Now conme on,'

24 Ri chard Mat hesof |

die said. "You have to get out of here." She | ooked around
unconfortably. "Harry could get here any nonent/'

"All right." He | ooked at her/ a distressed Cassandra ap-
prai sing her cal mer twn.

Seeing this, Cassandra put her hands on his arns and
smled with reassurance. "Brian. Darling," she said. "It's
going to be all right. Fear not!"

He did not respond, and she | ooked concerned now. "I
can depend on you, can't 1?" she asked.

Hi s | ook and voice were gravity itself.
"Haven't you al ways?" he said.

She squeezed his arns. "Get on with it nen," she told
hi m
She turned and noved to me doorway, shoe heels click-

ing on the oak floor.

There she turned. "And if you hear Harry's car drive up,
or the doorbell rings, for God's sake, get upstairs right
away. "

"Al'l right/' he said. He sounded al nbst angry now. It
was the nost he could manage with his sister. Anger, he
could not pernit hinself.
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He | oved her too nuch

Bef ore she | eft, Cassandra did sonething which intensi-
fied nme chill inside ne.

She | ooked at ne directly—sonething she never did—

and stuck out her tongue. A childish gesture which dis-
mayed me far nore man a scowl or a snarl night have
done,

"Why don't you | eave him al one?" Brian said.
She didn't reply, only gave hima | ook

Then she was gone, and Brian was picking up his fallen
handker chi ef and moving to nme fireplace. As Max's assi st-
ant, he was expected to conplete the preparation of the
room No detail could be overl ooked.

The feeling of gratitude |I had for Brian's synpathy was
Now You See H... 25

undone by the coldly venonous | ook he gave to Max's rep-
lica as he passed ne upright casket.

Cassandra and he had sonme dark plan with regard to ny
son. | knew it clearly.

And | could not'do anything about it. Do you want to

know t he sum and substance of true frustration? It was

what | felt as | sat there, watching Brian at the nantel pi ece
while he lifted ne silver box, raised its lid, and renpved a
single match fromits interior. Striking the match on the bot-
tom of the box, he began to light ne first black candle.

Startled, then, | |ooked toward nme doorway. There had
been no car sound and no warni ng doorbell.

Yet Harry Kendal —Max's booki ng agent —was striding
into the room

chapter:

| stared at him a burst of form ess hope inside ne. Could
this be an answer? | thought. A solution to a probl em about
whi ch I have no know edge what soever?

Let me describe Harry Kendal; it may hel p you under-
st and.

He was in his upper fifties/ tan, lean and treadmlIl-fit, his
hair profuse and silvery. A distinguished-I|ooking man, but
|l ess in the manner of a college don than a Mafia one.

It being July, he wore me accredited New York showbiz

uni form-a |ightweight, white and blue pinstripe suit, a

white shirt and a dark blue tie; nothing but the best in qual-
ity of course

Carried in his right hand was a tropical -weave sunmer
hat, in his left a nmonogranmed | eat her attache case, |ist
price $450 at ne very least. Harry Kendal was a nman who
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al ways did well for hinself.
Hs first words were, "Here | am babe."
The expression of alarmon Brian's (Cassandra's) face as
Now You Soe It.. 27

he whirl ed gave nme renewed hope- Not know ng, as |'ve
said, what Brian had in mind to do with Cassandra, | hoped
that this unexpected surprise mght, at |east, undo what
seenmed to be a part of it—his imtation of Cassandra

So | watched, smling (inwardly, of course), as Harry,
grinning (outwardly), cried, "Wwoa! Sorry! Didn't nean to
startle you!"

"I—= Brian broke off instantly. Obviously, he knew this
wasn't going to work beyond a first brief space of tinme. He
cleared his throat and reproduced his sister's voice again,
saying, "I didn't hear your car drive up."

'Took a cab,"” Harry told him (her). "Walked in fromthe
hi ghway. Just opened the door." H s sleazy smle was now
in evidence. "Thought | had that privilege."

As he spoke, he placed his hat and attache case on the
chair nearest himand, glancing toward nme briefly, raised a
linp hand in salute to ny irrel evant existence.

| did not return the greeting.

Now he noved toward Brian, who—very abruptly—

turned back toward the mantel pi ece, his heartbeat no doubt
accel erated markedly. (The realization did ny heart good.)
Brian tried to ignite another match, his mnd probably fish-
ing for a quick way out of this dil emrma.

Harry reacted with a frown of surprise to "Cassandra"
turni ng her back on him and stopped to | ook at her quizzi-
cally. "How you doin'?" he inquired.

| saw Brian swal |l ow nervously; Harry couldn't see it
fromhis vantage point. "I'mfine," he said. Cassandra's
voi ce, of course-

"Where's ne Marster?" Harry asked.

"Wal ki ng," Brian answered. Was he feeling breathl ess,
gi ddy? Lord, | hoped so.

"Gdad to hear it," Harry responded-
1 may have imagined it but | think that Brian tightened
28 Ri chard Mat hesoR

even nore, hearing Hanys tone of voice with its intinmation
of "'moving in" on Cassandra now mat he knew her hus-
band was not about

Bri an gl anced across his shoulder, and | felt a rare gl ow of
pl easure as | saw that he saw mat, indeed. Harry was nov-
ing in on him
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Heart in throat (I trust), he noved quickly to ne picture
wi ndow over | ooki ng ne | ake and corded shut me drapes.

I nstant gl oom pervaded the room to Brian's advantage, of
course, | realized with a twi nge of frustration.

Harry grunted. "That certainly nakes the rooma | ot

nmore cheerful,"” he said. He watched Brian return to the
mant el pi ece for another try at |lighting those candles. Then
he added, "However, it does make me rooma lot nore inti-
mate. "

I wonder if he heard the faint groan which | heard in
Brian's throat. Had Brian nmade it even worse for hinself?

Noting Harry "on the nove" once nmore, he hastily lit the
three bl ack candl es and, as though he didn't notice Harry's
st al ki ng approach, noved sw ftly behind ne desk and

turned on the lanp, the illumnation of which was cast only
downwar d.

Harry stopped again, now | ooki ng piqued; | enjoyed the
sight- "Whafs wong?" he asked.

A quick and trenbling breath in Brian's |lungs. "Nothing,"
he sai d.

Then an idea obviously occurred to him a rare occur-
rence, | believed at that tine. "Listen, | have to go upstairs
for a mnute—=

Hi s voice broke off in utter shock as Cassandra (who had,
fortuitously, put on a pair of noiseless slippers since the
shoes she'd been wearing—al ways too small by dint of van-

i ty—had been pinching her feet) started into the room a
bottl e of chanpagne in her hands.

Never have | seen a faster reaction- Catching sight of
Now You See H.. 29

Harry, she whirled with the skill of a dervish and vani shed
in an instant. Harry never noticing; he was noving toward
the desk now, saying, still piqued, "Wait a mnute, babe."

He stopped in his tracks as Brian, grow ng desperate,
moved around the other end of the desk and headed for the
entry hall.

"Y/ait a minute," Harry told him (her). He was nore man
pi qued now, he was positively pettish-

Bri an stopped, not turning; | enjoyed an inagi ned vision
of his heart expanding and contracting |like an overdriven
bel | ows.

"What is wong?" demanded Harry.
"Not hi ng," insisted Brian.

"'**"Well then, turn around for Christ's sake," Harry or-
dered her (him.

Brian hesitated, doubtless tearing that the gane was
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ended before it could start; whatever the gane was. Then,
slowy, he turned to confront the stemfaced Harry.

"Look, | don't like this, babe," said Harry. "I took a cab
here all the way from Boston just-because you asked ne. |I'm
not here to sell encycl opedias." Daresay he thought that
was a telling sting.

Brian's spirits nust have been flagging by nen. "I

know," he said. "I'msorry. |I—

Agai n he broke off as a panel in the wall behind Harry
opened soundlessly (a frippery I'd had installed when the
house was built) and he saw-as | did-his sister signaling
to himfrantically.

Brian, by now, was too rattled to hide his reaction, and
seeing Brian's eyes shift. Harry turned to see what he was
| ooking at. Eureka, | thought.

Then | scow ed (although ny face renained the sane) as
Cassandra cl osed the panel instantaneously; Harry saw

not hing. Scowling (visibly), he turned back to Brian, really
angry now. "What the hell is going on?" he demanded.

30 Richard Matirson

Brian dearly had no glimrer as to what he should say or
do. Harry starting toward him seened to petrify his |inbs

Until, as Harry nearly reached him a fit of frenzy seized
hi s bones and he noved—unged m ght be nore the

word—to the display poster of THE GREAT DELACORTB and
picked it up. "Have to nove nmis," he nuttered, barely in
Cassandra' s voi ce-

"Ch,for Christ's sake," Harry said, observing Brian carry
the poster to the area in front of me noving panel. Abruptly
then, he turned away, disgusted. "Screw it, babe," he said.
"1'"m goi ng back to Boston."

"No," said Brian.

Hastily, he stepped behind the poster. Harry couldn't see,
but | could; as tile panel was reopened quickly, Brian and
Cassandra nmade the switch and Brian shut the pane

Dam! | thought.

Cassandra (now the real) picked up the poster and
returned it to its original place. "No," she said, "Max
woul dn't want it over there."

That Harry's feeling, at that nonent, was no greater than
di sgruntiement tells you how essentially identical Cassan-
dra and the made-up Brian | ooked. No doubt a close ap-
prai sal woul d have reveal ed di screpancies but, fromthe

di stance Harry had been—the di stance Brian had made

sure to keep himat—the simlarities far outwei ghed what -
ever mnor differences in appearance there m ght have
been.

Further, Harry had no notion that Brian could imtate his
sister. Accordingly, it would have taken a gl aring inconsist-
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ency on Brian's part for Harry to even have conceived of it,
much | ess noticed that inconsistency.

Even further. Harry had been so thoroughly ego-ag-
gri eved by Cassandra's snub of himthat he'd been in no
state of mnd to consider physical replication

For God's sake, nme man was so fundanental |y obtuse
Now You Sea It- 31

mat he never even noticed how Cassandra's footwear went,
in one fell swoop, from high heels to slippers!

Cassandra obvi ously knew those things, because her tone

of voice was totally unruffled as she noved to the drapes
and opened them "He really doesn't |like the drapes shut
either," she remarked, turning back to Harry with a confi -
dent smle. Ch, density, thy nane is Kendal

"Fi nished with your little game now?" he inquired sar-
castically.

"Sweet heart," said ny faithful daughter-in-I|aw

Turning off the desk | anp, she noved to Harry, slid her

arns across his shoul ders and planted an intense and |in-
gering kiss on his Ups. (Do you require any further evidence
that ny existence was, to her, no nore substantial than the
presence of an artichoke?)

Harry's instant physical response was thoroughly pre-
di ctabl e and Cassandra knew it, pressing |oins and stonmach

to his calculable groin, his Achilles crotch. | had never
known before that nonent nmat Cassandra had been inti-
mate with Harry, but, | nust say, the discovery canme as no

bonmbshel I expl osion in ny mnd.

Cassandra all owed the breathless grinding to go on for a
while, then pulled free with a | abored exhal ation, feigned,
have no doubt. She drew back, grasping his hands in hers.
"How are you, darling?" she asked.

Hi s response was to glance unconfortably at ne. "Are
you sure— he began.

"He's brain-dead, |ove," she assured him
"But his eyes—

"—perceive nothing; he's no nore cognizant than a head
of lettuce."

If you had only known, Cassandra.
"How are you, darling?" she repeated.
32 Ri chard Mal t non

"Provoked, " he answered.

"Did | behave badl y?" she asked.

"I'd say denentedly,"” he answered.
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"I"'msorry, | just— She broke off and | thought: You
aren't really going to say it, are you? But she did! "—haven't
been mysel f today," she finished.

She kissed Harry on the lips again, lightly this tine to

prevent further excess groin provoking. "I'"msorry, |ove,"
she said- "Ifs everything that's going on here. You under-
stand, | know you do."

A grunbling "I suppose" from Harry, anxious to pre-

serve his macho i nage even though he'd obviously suc-
cunbed to her already.

Anot her peck to his pouting lips, an inploring |ook. "I've
been so upset," she said.

He patted her back, his ego restored. "All right, all right/'
he said. He | ooked around, shaking his head. "This whole
room" he went on- "It's too damm nuch. That casket, for
God' s sake. Wien did he put the figure in it?"

"He wants to know what he'll |ook |like at his funeral,"
she answer ed.

"That's sick/' he nuttered.
Her smile was cold. "Thafs Max," she anended.

He | ooked at her again. "You said he was wal ki ng?" he
asked.

Cassandra hesitated, then realized mat Bri an nust have
said it. "Yes, he is." She nodded.

She reacted as, with an anticipating (ever sleazy) smle,
he noved at her again. "He could be back any nonent
t hough, " she told himquickly.

He frowned, then sighed, accepting. "All right," he said

reluctantly.

She took his hands again. "Thank you for com ng," she
sai d.

Now You Soe It.. 33

"How could | resist?" he replied. "Your request as well as
Max' s?"

Cassandra stiffened noticeably. "He asked you to cone as
wel | ?" she asked, clearly taken by surprise.

Di spl eased, unconfortable surprise.
|l ou didn't know?" asked Harry.

"No/1-—= She could not conplete her remark. Al she
could do was repeat the word "No," her face a mask of dis-
concert nment

"Well, that's good news, isn't it?" he asked. "It neans
he's probably changed his mnd."
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"You really think so?" asked Cassandra. For a nonent
mere, she sounded al nbst optimistic; about what | had no
i dea—but then you already know the sumtotal of ny

know edge of events transpiring: zero.

Harry gestured as if to conment. Wy not ?

"Babe, he could have said 'no' on the phone," he told her

Wien she failed to respond, he added, "Wy ask nme all
me way up here just to rumnme down?"

She remai ned unconvi nced; that was easy to see, even for
a head of |ettuce.

"I"'msure thafs what it is," persisted Harry. He assuned
his "serious" men. "Wat about Vegas, babe?" he asked.
"Can he handle it? Even with you?"

Now You See It- 35

"I don't know," she nmurmured. 1 could tell she was con-
versing with himand dealing with her thoughts at the same
time, a skill she'd carefully devel oped.

"WAs Baltinore as bad as | heard?" he asked.

She was back now, in control; it hadn't been a serious un-
hi ngi ng. She | ooked at Harry with an expression of deep
distress; it alnost seened real—was it? "You can't inmag-
ine," she told himaquietly.

Harry put his arnms around her and she | eaned her fore-
head on his shoul der. He stroked her back and told her he
was sorry. "It rmust have been a nightnare," he said.

Vlhat is this? | wondered.

"God," Cassandra sobbed, and damed if it didn't sound
per pl exi ngly genuine. "To stand there on ne stage with
hi m watching himdrop things."

Oh, now wait a second, ny mnd protested.

"A\Wat ching himmss verbal dues ... visual dues—ebvi -
ous ones," she went on. "Watching hi mbungl e hand
mani pul ations he could do in his sleep a few years ago.
Fl ounder through his performance. Flounder, Harry! Him
The Great Delacorte! The nobst gifted—

She began to cry harder

K I hadn't been already speechless, | would have been
speechl ess.

Could this be true?

Max fl oundering? Bungling hand nmani pul ati ons? M ssing
dues? My son, Maximilian, The Great Del acorte?

K had to be inpossible. | didn't think I could endure ne
pain of it being true.

Harry obviously felt hel pless before her grief- (I felt helpless
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mysel f; it seenmed so real.) Al he could do was pat her dum
sily on nme back and mnurmur, "Easy, babe, easy."
"I't broke nmy heart to watch him" Cassandra said, able to

36 Ri chard IVat beson

speak once nore. She drew in a lengthy, trenbling breath/
then rai sed her head and shook it slowy. "Foll owed by
three long nonths up here, watching himsink a little
deeper into despair every day."

I felt nyself swallow Mx had seened very gloony in the
past few nonths. Hs attentions and words to nme had been
di spensed with enervated nel ancholy- | had equated it
with his unhappy narri age.

But his career?

Now Cassandra clutched at Harry's arns so tightly that it
made hi m w nce.

"You're his best friend. Harry," she told him (There she
lost nme.) "You're his only friend." (Lost ne double!) "Myou
can't talk himinto this..."

She sobbed/ began to cry again. If it was an act, it was of
Tony, Oscar, and Emy cali ber.

"Easy, babe/' he said. "I think he's changed his m nd,
mat's why he asked nme here today. |fs gonna work."

She | ooked at himuneasily. "Did he say anything in par-
ticular that makes you think that?" she asked.

"No, but why el se would he ask me here?" he counter-
questioned. "Like | said, if he wanted to say no, he could
have done it on the tel ephone.”

"l suppose.” She still didn't sound convi nced.
"Has he been to a doctor?" Harry asked.

A doctor, for God's sake? Now what were they talking
about ?

Cassandra's sigh had been a heavy one. "He won't go to a
doctor," she said.

"You mnk he's afraid of what he mght find out?" Harry
asked her.

She shook her head- "I just don't know. "

Harry grinmaced. "He's not that old," he said. "Wat,
fifty-one?"

Now You See H... 37
"Fifty-two," she answered.
“"That's not old."

"Hs father wasn't that old either," said Cassandr a.
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That sent a chill right through ne, let ne tell you. Had
Max al so suffered a stroke, albeit a nini? Enough to dimn-
i sh his physical and nmental capabilities?

The t hought was shocking to ne.

Cassandra had wal ked to the picture wi ndow and was gaz-
ing out. "It's going to rain," she murnured. She sighed
again and | ooked toward the desk chair as though Max

were sitting there. Another sigh. Mving to the chair, she
pushed idly at its high back, making it revol ve-

She nen began to pace the room her expression one of
mount i ng angui sh. (I hated the anbival ent enotions she
was arousing in ne.)

"I remenber every detail of the night | first saw him" she
said. "The Orpheumin London. God, he was magnificent!

The nost nmj estic-1ooking man | ever saw on stage!" O
course, she'd never seen ne. "The way he moved. The
grace—the fl ow+e total, overpowering magneti sm of

him 1t was awesonme! The audience was his slave. And so

was |,"

She was at the fireplace now, staring into its shadowy

dept hs. She shook her head, a smile of bhitter self-reproach

on her Ups. "But I'mliving in the past," she said. "All | see
now is a crunbling edifice. A parody of what he was." (This
was nore in keeping with the Cassandra | knew, or, the
Cassandra | thought | knew.)

Harry nmoved to her and put his arnms around her once
agai n. She | eaned agai nst himwearily.

"He's going to let you do it, babe," he said.
"l don't know that. Harry," she responded.
38 Ri chard Mat heson

"Babe, he isn't going to let the whole act die/' he said.
"He's not a stupid man." (That rmuch Harry had correct at
any rate.)

"l hope so," Cassandra nur nured-

She strai ghtened up, a | ook of grimdeternination on her

face.

"I can do it. Harry," she declared. "I've worked for years!
I"mnot saying |'mas good as he is." How nodest of her.
"But | can do magic. | can do it."

"Shh. Babe. Easy." Harry was patting her back again.

"Am | arguing with you? | want to see you nmake it too; you
know that. | want to see you playing the best clubs and the-
aters in ne country—hell, in the world! The first really im
portant fenmal e nagician!"

Using the act that |—+hen Max—devel oped over the past half-
century, | thought, a bile of angry resentnent adding ny in-
si des.
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"I't's gonna happen/ babe," Harry told her confidently.
Bastard, | thought

"I can do it. Harry!" she said/ her tone a fierce one now.
Max really had a battle on his hands, | saw

"Sure you can," said Harry. "That's why |I'm here- To
make it happen.™

Cassandra visibly cal med herself. She | ooked at him al -
nmost pleadingly. "You're ny |ast hope. Harry," she said.
"Tf it doesn't happen today..."

VWhat was going to happen mat day was eons beyond
what any of us could have imagined in our wldest flight of
fancy-

"I fU happen," Harry said though, unaware. "Take ny
word for it."

She | ooked hopeful for a nonent. "It would be so sinple
to update nme act," she said.

Ah-ha, | thought. So that was it.
Now Yw Sn It.. 39

"The basic effects are there, as good as ever. Al they need
is nodernizing; we could do it easily."

Poor Max, | thought

"W could be on top again," she said. "He could be on
top again. Were he belongs." Was she, in fact, sincere then?
"That's what | want—for both of us." No way.

"Conme on now, babe," Harry reassured her. He bussed
her lightly on the cheek. "It's in the bag."

She managed a sound of amusenent. "If you can nanhage
this, 1'll toast you with ne best chanpagne in town."

He ran a hand down her back and across the curve of a
buttock; a Kendal nove if nere ever was one- "Well, |
m ght want just a little nore," he said.

He had begun to kiss her when she stiffened, |ooking to-
ward the desk chair. My eyeballs struggled to the task of
seei ng what she saw.

I'n pushing me chair she had caused it to stop noving
when it was reversed. (O had it been reversed when none
of us was | ooki ng?)

A puff of gray-white snmoke was rising fromthe chair
now.

Cassandra jerked away from Harry, | ooking stricken;
mat's me word.

Noti ng her expression and the fixed direction of her gaze,
he, too, |ooked toward ne chair. (That nade three of us.)
They stared at it in choked silence.
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At last the chair turned slowy to reveal ne final principa
in me rmurderous drama about to unfold.

My son, Maximlian Del acorte.

Max was still a very handsome man. Hi s hair, though
streaked with gray, was full and dark. H s vandyke beard
set off the perfect cut of his features. Like nme/ he was tal
and wel | -proportioned, his presence sonething to behol d.

(As in all nodesty | say it—nine was too.)

He wore a wi ne-red snoking jacket over his white shirt

and four-in-hand tie. Around his neck hung a gold chain

with a pair of glasses dangling fromit. mthe fingers of his
| eft hand/ he held the thin cigar he was smnpking.

He bl ew out snoke and smled at mem "Good after-
noon/' he said. Hs tone was mld. He nust not have heard
themplotting, | thought He sounded too benign

Cassandra and Harry could only stare (perhaps gape is

the word) at him so caught off guard were they. Uke mny-
self, they were clearly wondering how | ong he'd been sit-
ting there and what he'd heard. Unlike ne, they were (I
hope) ridden with guilt and dreading that he'd heard it all

Max | ooked across the roomat nme and signal ed, smling.
"And good afternoon to you. Padre," he said.

Now You See It.. 41

How | wished | could return his smile and signal. Lord
above, how | w shed | could blow ne whistle on those two;

those three if | included Brian with his nost suspicious fac-
simle of Cassandra-

It now became apparent that Harry, at |east, was wonder-

ing nore man whet her Max had heard his plot or no

He was al so wondering where in God's nane Max had

come fromin the first place. The chair had been enpty, and
it stood behind ne desk with no proximty to any wall Max
m ght have popped from

It then becane evident that Cassandra was wondering
t he same thing.

Unli ke Harry, however, she meant to use me puzzle as a
means to—hopeful |l y—gl oss over what Max m ght have

heard of their conversation—er, for that matter, seen of
their physical adhesion.

She pointed at the chair. "Wen did you build tfut?" she
asked, her tone indicating a chiding anusenment she coul d
not possi bly have been experiencing.

Max smiled pleasantly. "Wen you were in Bernuda,"
he said. (Wuld | ever forget those three | ovely weeks of her
absence?)

"Well, you really caught us by surprise," she said, trying
to retain mat gl oss of anusenment in her voice.
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"Did I?" Max sounded alnost childlike in his gratifica-
tion at having succeeded with me illusion. | knew the feel-
ing of course, but | wished nmat he didn't feel it at that
particul ar nmonent.

Cassandra nmade a sound of armusenment again. "You've
been saving that for the perfect nonent, haven't you?" she
accused.

"You like it?" he asked.

"Do | like it?" she responded scoldingly. "You know very
well | like it- Ifs a wonderful effect.”

He smled and nodded, gratified again. "It is," he agreed,
42 Richard MatfceuR

Harry began to speak in an attenpt to parallel Cassan-

dra's pose that nothing was am ss. But Cassandra spoke

first "You cane in through there," she said, pointing to the
fl oor beneath the chair.

Max nodded. "Trap door—ndistingui shable, of course."
"I't's marvel ous/' she told him

Harry broke his silence with a burst of (excessive) enthu-
siasm "Marvel ous?" he cried. "Ifs dynamte! Hey, Max!"

He noved behind the desk, where Max stood to greet
him Was | the only one to note how | abored Max's nove-
ments were? No, at |east one other person noted it as well.

Max took Harry's thrust-out hand in both of his.

"How are you, pal?" asked Harry.

"Very well/ old friend," Max answered. "And you?"

"Not conmpl aining," Harry replied.

Max smled at him a tired smle, | thought. "You' ve been
lying in the sun," he said.

"You know ne. Max," said Harry with a grin. "Alittle
sun, a little run. Keeps the blood in notion."

Max reached up to touch Harry's hair. "Plugs flourish-
ing, | see," he teased.

Harry chuckl ed, obviously not pleased to have his im
pl ants nentioned. | wi shed | could have | aughed al oud.

hadn't known about them
"Not bad, anh?" said Harry, pretending that he wasn't

di spl eased

At which point in the procedure, who should stride into
the roombut Brian? As hinself now naturally, hair dark,
mal e cl othes, his resenblance to Cassandra nonet hel ess ap-
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parent "Hi," he said to Harry, sniling.

"How you doin', kid?" Harry responded. He extended
his right hand and Brian squeezed it in nmonentary greet-

i ng.

"Fine," said Brian. "How are you?"
"Couldn't be better," Harry said.
Now You See It- 43

"Good, " said Brian.

Their politesse was total sham Harry had not hi ng but
contenpt for Brian, whom he regarded as a no-tal ent |eech,

a gofer to the bone. Brian, in turn, loathed Harry for a num
ber of reasons which will presently energe; | have to follow
the rules of proper story-telling, don't 1|?

At any rate, they sniled and spoke nmpbst pleasantly to one
anot her. Absol ute hypocri sy.

It was going to be that kind of day.

Brian renoved a slip of paper fromhis shirt pocket and
handed it to Max. "Everything you want on here?" he
asked. Everything | have to gofer? | added in ny mnd.

Max put his glasses on and perused the |list. He nodded.
"I believe so. Aren't you a little |ate departing, though?"

Bri an shook his head. "Train doesn't |eave for thirty mn-
utes."

"You of f?" asked Harry, totally disinterested, |I knew, but
mai ntai ni ng his pose of sociability—an agent's skill.

"Have to pick up props in Boston,"” Brian told him
"Ah-ha." Harry nodded. "Have a good trip, then."

Bri an nodded. "Thank you." He turned to Cassandra.
"We'd better go," he said.

"Be right with you," she replied. "Wait in the car."

"All right." Once nore, Brian smled at Harry. "Nice to
see you again," he said.

"The same," said Harry, reciprocating the lie.
"See you later. Max," Brian said

Max did not reply but raised one languid hand. | didn't
really know what he thought of Brian. | had al ways as-
sunmed that, however kindly disposed he mght be to his
young brother-in-law, he could not have had too nuch re-
spect for him How little respect | found out |ater
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Brian wal ked to the doorway and exited into the entry
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As he did/ Cassandra turned to Max with a | ook of grave
concern. "Harry told me you asked himto cone here," she
said. "I hope—=

She broke off, sighing. "Well, you know what | hope,"
she added.

Movi ng to Max, she kissed himon the left cheek, nen re-
garded himanxiously. "It can all be what it was," she said.

Max smled at her. "Let's see what happens,"” he told her

Never had a harrow ng event-to-be been heral ded with
such of f handedness.

Cassandra | ooked at himas though she hoped to pene-

trate his eyes and see into his very thoughts. Then< with an
evanescent snile, she turned toward the doorway. "See you
inalittle while," she said. She glanced at Harry. "l've driv-
ing Brian to the station," she expl ai ned.

"Good." He nodded. "G ve ne boss and ne a chance to
tal k. "

Anot her fleeting smle fromher. "WII| you still be here
when | get back?" she asked.

"How | ong?" he responded.
"Less than an hour."

"l imagine so," said Harry. "Though | do have to get back
to Boston by early evening." (The well-laid plans...)

Cassandra nodded and |l eft, closing the door. Harry and
Max wat chi ng her departure.

After she was gone. Harry sniled at Max. "Quite a ga
you' ve got there," he said.

"Quite a gal," repeated Max. For several seconds he

| ooked at Harry, face expressionless. Wat is he thinking?
wonder ed.

Then he snmiled. "Well< old friend," he said, "I thank you

for coming."

"My pleasure, pal," Harry replied expansively.
NowYouSMH. .. 45
Max gestured toward the chairs. "Shall we?" he inquired

Harry's smile was wy; at least, he thought it was. "Thafs
what |'mhere for," he responded-

He noved to nme chair, where he had set down his attache
case and hat, which he picked up and placed on the table.

m t he nmeantime. Max had headed for the bar. G ancing
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over. Harry noticed (as | did, worriedly) his sluggish gait
and grinmaced to hinself.

"Your usual Scotch?" asked Max.

"No, no, just a diet soda if you have it,"'
"Too early for the hard stuff.”

Harry answer ed.

Max peered beneath the bar and canme up with a can of
Di et Coke. "Are you hungry?" he asked.

Harry shook his head. "No. Had ny little health-food
br eakf ast before | |eft Boston."

Max pulled the can tab free and asked, "Wy Boston?"
He picked up the silver tongs to put ice cubes in a glass.

"Opening tonight," said Harry. "Client of mne."

"Sounds exciting/" commented Max.

"It is—for him" said Harry. "H s first play. A nurder
mystery."

"Never can believe them" Max replied; it was a remark
imersed in irony, considering what was about to happen.

"Neither can I," fawned Harry. "But the public likes 'em

if they're well done. This one is."

"Gad to hear it," Max responded, starting over with the

gl ass of Diet Coke on ice cubes. Harry hesitated, then appar-
ently telt conpelled to say, "You' re novin7 kind o' sl ow,

pal . "

"Am | ?" Max reached ne chairs and handed the drink to
Harry.

"Thanks, Max," Harry murnured, watching Max settle

into the other chair with a faint, but unm stakably weary,
groan- What's going on? | thought; 1've never seen himl ook so
bad.
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Harry winced at the sight but managed a smile as Max
| ooked over at him He held ne glass up toastingly. "To the
best," he said.

Max appeared anused as Harry took a sip of Diet Coke,

then set the glass down on ne table. Max lifted a cigar box
fromthe table and raised its lid, holding it out to Harry,
who gestured no. "That stuffll kill you/' he remarked; an-

other inadvertently ironic statenent.

"The |l east of ny problens at the monent," Max replied.

Hi s voice sounded so tired that Harry nearly conmented
onit, | noted. Then/ changing direction/ Harry gestured to-
ward the casket, grinning. "Love that figure in nere," he
sai d- "A new gi mm ck nmaybe?"

Max shook his head. "]Just wanted to see what |'d | ook
like."
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"Jesus Christ." Harry nade a face. "Cassandra told ne
mat, but | couldn't really believe her."

"Why not ?" asked Max in mld surprise.
Harry | ooked askance at him "Mx," he said.

"My future hone inside nmy present one," Mx said.
"Seens logical to nme."

"Come on." Cearly, Harry still had trouble believing it;

but nen, he was unabl e to approach ne thinking of a Del a-
corte.

Max smiled tiredly, flexing his fingers with effort, w nc-
ing as he did. Again | noted Harry on the verge of saying
sonet hing, then discarding the i dea. He took another sip of
Di et Coke and set the glass back down. "All right," he said.
"Shall we get on with it?"

The |id of Pandora's box was about to be raised.
N

0o, wait. Before we do," said Harry. | saw himbrace him
self. "You know Cassandra's really worried about you."

"She's said so," Max acknow edged.
"Said so?" Harry frowned. "You don't believe her?"

Max did not reply. Stubbing out his cigar on an ashtray,

he reached down besi de hinmself on ne chair and picked up

ared billiard ball; | hadn't noticed it nmere. (Well, my obser-
vation powers weren't perfect, you know, as you will see.)

Tossing the ball into his left hand, he dropped it back into
his right.

"Max, you know she's on your side," said Harry.

Max did not respond. Again, he tossed the ball into his
left hand, letting it drop to his right once nore.

A third time, he made ne tossing notion, but ne ball
now di sappeared. (Palmed in his right, of course, the ele-
ment ary Throw Vani sh.)

"Max, she wants the best for you," Harry told him

H s features hardened as Max continued playing with the
billiard ball, causing it to Reproduce, then Reproduce again,

48 Ri chard at heson

his face intent as he perforned "Twirls" with his thunb
and forefinger to prove that what was actually a shell was
another solid billiard ball.

An attenpted "Acquitnment" (transfer of the ball from
right to left hand) to create another "Vanish" failed/ and the
billiard ball fell to his lap. Angrily, he picked it up again.
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"Max, come on," said Harry, trying to sound patient—n
vai n.

Max sai d nothing but began again, the billiard bal

becomi ng two/ then three. He waved his right hand up and

down, the ball between his first and middle fingers' 'hinged
back" into the shell. Now you've got it. Sonny boy, | thought.

At which/ he dropped the ball again. It bounced off his

lap to hit the carpeting and roll away. Max sl unped back

and closed his eyes. "Tada," he nuttered, a forlorn fanfare

to his faltering hands- (I felt his despair; only another magi-
cian could truly say that.)

"Let it go, pal," Harry told him revealing unm stakably
with those words mat he could not possibly understand.
"W have Vegas to discuss." He was unable to conceal the
edge of irritation in his voice.

Max opened his eyes. "Yes," he agreed. "W have Vegas
to discuss."

Rising fromhis chair. Harry retrieved me fallen billiard bal
and set it on ne table. Then, reseating hinself, he opened
his attache case and renoved two copies of a contract,
handi ng one to Max, who put on his glasses to read it.

Noticing the |l enses. Harry asked, "Alittle thick, aren't
t hey?"

"One step renoved froma Seeing Eye dog," Max an-
swer ed.

Harry did not attenpt to conceal his grinmace. "Can't you
get contacts or sonething?"

Now You See H... 49
"Hadn't thought about it," Max replied.

"Well, think about it," Harry said. "I have another client
who had bad eyesight, cataracts. |nplants gave hi m back
his vision better wan it ever was." Another grinace. "How
| ong has this been going on?"

"Some little tine now. "

Harry whistled softly. "That's no good. Max. Have you
seen a doctor?" Since he already knew ne answer to that, |
presunmed he wanted to hear Max's version of the situation

"What for?" Max responded. "\ know what the diagnosis
woul d be. 'You're going blind, M. Delacorte.' Wwo needs
to hear it?"

"Blind, Max?" Harry stared at him appalled; but not half
as much as | was. Wien had all this started?

"Well, not quite," Max said. "It's com ng, though."

Harry swal | owed, |ooking at his client, not his friend, |
know. As it turned out, he was doubtless wondering if his
visit and intended conversati on were pointless now.
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He drew in a straining breath Aen, Ch, well, he thought

(my guess). May as well go on with it. If it turns out to be
pointless, let it happen when |'m sonewhere el se-1 think I
read his mnd correctly. One-dinensional at best, con-
nected directly to his facial nuscles.

"Ckay," he said. "Let's nove on."
Max cupped a hand behind his left ear. "Pardon?"

Harry stared at him expression pained. (It |ooked
pai ned, anyway.) "Your hearing, too?" he asked.

Max didn't answer.
"Have you tried a hearing aid?" asked Harry.
Max shook his head.

"Have you considered trying a hearing aid?" Harry per-
si st ed.

"I've considered everything," Max said. "lncluding sui-
*e dde. "

50 Ri chard Matti exon

Ch, Sonny, no! ny mnd cried out. | would have wept if
tears could flow.

Harry had twitched at Max's words. "Hey. Max," he said.
"l don't want to hear you talk like that." (He didn't want to
hear it!)

Max sai d not hing, |ooking at the contract.

Harry swal |l owed, took a sip of Diet Coke, paused, then
went on. "About the act itself,"” he said- Back to business;

that was Harry.
Max directed a warning |l ook at him

"Max, it's got to be discussed,” said Harry. "You're playing
a gane with yourself by ignoring it."

Max started to speak but, sensing a power position,

Harry cut himoff. "Look," he said, "you're a perforner in
the grand tradition." He knew about grand tradition? \Wat
a shock. "You al ways have been. No one's ever going to
take mat fromyou. You made magic into an art form?"

"My father made it into an art form" Max corrected him
"I merely sustained the tradition." God bless you for that. Son

"WWhat ever,"” Harry said, disinterested. "Thafs not the
point. The point is, you're closing your mind to the facts of
life.

"Ifs not nineteen-thirty anynore—er the forties or ne
fifties; or the sixties. Wiat was good enough for your father
and you doesn't cut it anynore. By ne way, does he have to
be in here?"
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"Yes," said Max. "Ifs his favorite room Are you con-
cerned about what he m ght hear?"

"What's that supposed to nean?" demanded Harry.
"Not hi ng," Max said. Something, | thought. "Go on."

Harry bared his teeth, then continued. "Ifs nineteen-

ei ghty, pal. Las Vegas. Lake Tahoe. Reno. Theaters in places
that were the sticks when you started out. Tel evision. Cable-
Pay- per-view. Video cassettes.

"Look at Henning; Copperfield. Everything they do is
Now You See It.. 51

now, Max! Now Quick. Smart- Vivid. State of the art. Ifs no
accident they' re where they are. Ifs not the effects. Ifs not!
Your effects are still the best. But what you're doing with
themis behind the tines, passe. You aren't up to date,

you're out of touch. Can't you see mat? Cassandra can."

Max stiffened noticeably at that, but Harry, sensing his

position strengthening, pressed on
"She knows what's going on. Max," he said. "Let her help

you. "
He braced hinsel f; that was easy to see. "Especially now

that your health is ... giving you problens.” |'m sure he
was about to use the word "failing,"” then didn't have the

gut s.
Even so, | saw the skin drawn tight across Max's cheeks.
"Al'l right, | shouldn't have said mat," Harry retreated.

"But you did," said Max.

Harry's features tightened then. "Yes, | did," he said.
"Ifs said. And— He gritted his teem "Well, dam it, ifs

the truth, isn't it?"
Max sai d nothing, gazing at his agent with unblinking

eyes, intimdating him
"A'l right," Harry said. "I'msorry. Shall we forge on?"

He flipped over the first page of the contract- "You're in
luck," he said. "The casino still wants you. Which, under
the circunstances..." He let the sentence hang.

"Bal ti nore?" asked Max.
Harry's gesture said. Wat else? (My God/ how bad had it
been? | wondered.)

"Word travels quickly," Max observed

"As quickly as a phone call," Harry said. He flipped
nmore contract pages. "The figures are on page six. And,
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m ght add, lots nore bucks than they cared to be parted
from™

Max only stared at him
Harry was about to go on when he heard ne sane faint

52 Richard Mfcum

sound that | did and | ooked around. "What's that?" he nut-
tered.

Max cupped a hand behind his right ear. "Pardon?"
"l -heard-a-noise," Harry said, exaggerating his pronun-

ciation.
Max gestured vaguely. "I didn't hear anything," he said.
(I'f he hadn't, he really was going deaf; 1'd heard it clearly.)

Harry nodded di sgnnuedly. "Okay." He | ooked back at
the contracts. "Never mind. You on page six?"
"Page six," Max said.

"Aou see what it is then,” Harry told him "Ten weeks.
Two shows a night. Seventeen-fifty per. You understand
the conditions?"

Max renmmi ned silent, and | saw how Harry tensed. Max
al ways could get on his nerves—those gray-blue eyes, the
autocratic deneanor; like faAer, like son.

" Do- you- under st and-t he-condi ti ons?" Harry asked,
once nore verbal |y exaggerating.

VWhen Max still didn't reply. Harry continued quickly,
curtly. "Co-billing for Cassandra. Your policy regarding

partial nudity to be dismissed. |'mtalking topless at the
very least. Not Cassandra, of course." His smle was per-
nnct ory-

They gazed at one another and, like Harry, | began to

wonder what mnmy son was thinking; his expression was un-
revealing, a face carved from stone.

"Wl | ?" asked Harry.

As though in response to his words, the sound occurred
again, not faintly this time. Very distinct. A chuckle.

Coming fromthe direction of the gl obe.

Harry scow ed. "That | know you heard," he said. "I
know you made it happen, too."

The smile on Max's |ips was sonewhat nore guarded
than that of the Mpna Lisa.

Harry stood and noved toward the gl obe. Max rose to
Now You See It. 53

follow "Its a newillusion," he said. "I'mnot prepared to
show it yet"
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"You shouldn't have used it on nme, then," said Harry
with a tight snile.

"You may not like it," Max warned.

"111 take nme chance," said Harry.

Reachi ng the gl obe, he exanined it, finding no specia
f eat ure.

He ran his hand across tihe curved surface.

Then he jerked it back abruptly as the outer |ayer of the
gl obe roll ed downward, revealing a glass gl obe under-
neath. | reacted with surprise; to what extent | coul d.

Harry positively twitched, so startled was he by the sight
that he could not prevent a gasp frompulling back his |ips.

I nside the gl obe was a head.
Hi s.

cftapter?

H

any gasped at the head. There was no denying it was his-
It looked real in every way.
Its eyes were closed.

"Jesus H Christ/' said Harry. Bending over, he took a
cl oser | ook.

The head was larger than lifesize, | now saw. Still, it

| ooked conpletely real. Wien did Max do this ? | wondered. It
had to have been at night when | was sl eeping; when every-
one was sl eeping-

"What the hell = nuttered Harry.

He twitched again, shuddering this time and jerking
erect.

The eyes of the head had opened and were | ooking up at

hi m

"Holy Jesus," Harry mnuttered.

Then a grin of pleasure creased his face and he turned to
Max.

"You son of a bitch,"” he said in delight. "You tricky son
of a bitch."

NgwywS—H 55

"You like it?" Max inquired

"LQe it? Law if" Harry expl oded. He squinted at the
head. "But what the hell is it?" he asked.

"' Laser-produced, hol ographically processed, stored im
agery/' Max answer ed.

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...0Matheson%20-%20Now%20Y ou%20See%?20lIt...txt (31 of 152) [12/29/2004 2:30:38 PM]



file:///C|/2590%20Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%20-%20Now%20Y 0u%20See%20lt...txt

Harry gave hima hooded | ook. "Yeah, thafs what |

thought it was," he said. He peered at the head/ which
peered back. (Two Harry Kendals in the sane room a true
exanmpl e of superfluity.) "A Three-D novie, right?" he

asked-
Max repressed a smile. "A bit nore involved than that,"

he said. | felt awed pride in him He'd carried nmagic into the
technol ogi cal age. God bless him

"Controlled by— Harry regarded hi m questi oni ngly.

Max removed a small renote-control box fromthe left-
hand pocket of his snmoking jacket and held it up. Harry
beamed. "You son of a bitch," he said fondly.

He tapped the gl obe. "Now thafs what |'ve been talking
about," he said. "This is today."

"Indeed it is," said Max, meani ng sonething other than
Harry did (we soon di scovered).

Harry was ent husi ng now. "Audi ences are going to | ove
it, pal! It's state of ne art! Las Vegas will—=

"Forget it. Harry," interrupted Harry's head. "Las Vegas
is out. Max didn't ask you here to talk about Las Vegas."

Harry and | were born astoni shed, staring at the head. He
began to | augh, then stopped as the words he'd just heard

regi stered.
' "I don't get it/' he said, the edge of irritation in his voice

agai n.
He | ooked back at the head as it began to speak once

nor e.

"Allow me to explain," it said. "The G eat Del acorte has
been a star for alnost twenty years—as ha father was
before him The Great Delacorte springs froma half-century
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tradition of art and craft. Like his father. The Great Dda-
corte has been honored before crowned heads of Europe.

"Yet you ask himnow to entertain a herd of sheep. A
gathering of dolts whose greatest passion lies in feeding
coins to slot nmachines- The Great Del acorte has been ac-
cl ai mred. Respected. Cel ebrated. Wirld renowned. "

The voice of nme head was venonpus now, charged with
hat r ed.

"Did you really think," it said, "mat The G eat Del acorte
woul d di splay his wonders on the bottom of an ornanented
gar bage can?"

It may have been ny nost frustrating nmonent in those
fourteen years—a desperate yearning to applaud with
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hands mat lay |ike sides of beef on ny |ap.

Harry had been stunned into silence; even anger was un-
avai l able to him he was so shocked.

Then anger started rising.

"Did you ask— He broke off, furious; he had begun to
ask a question of nme head.

Turning sharply to Max, he demanded, "Did you ask ne
all the way up here to have m s goddam gi zno tell nme off?"

"mpart," said Max.

The answer drifted over Harry's head as he stormed on.
"You knew before | canme mat you were going to say no,
didn't you?"

Max didn't answer. He depressed a button on the renpote
control and nme outer layer of the globe glided back into
pl ace. Max returned ne box to his pocket.

Harry was in a rage now. '"You had no intention of taking
me Vegas job!" he railed. "OF letting Cassandra even try to
hel p you, nmuch |l ess share co-billing! O of inproving your
goddam act one goddamlittle bit!"

Wth a grimace of disgust, he turned abruptly for ne
table by me chair. "Thanks to you, |'ve got a nice long, tinme-
wasting ride back to Boston now' he snarl ed.
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"What you, euphemistically, refer to as 'the Vegas job'
consists of second billing in a downtown burl esque show, "
sai d Max.

"W take what we can get, babe," Harry nuttered, start-
ing to return the contracts to his attache case.

"Li ke Magic Max, ne half-wit host on ne TV kiddie
show?" Max asked. (That woul d have nade ne groan if |
could have; 1'd never heard about it.)

"I't was good noney," Harry snapped. "If you had any
brains, you' d have grabbed it."

"Uke 'Del acorte's Dandy Magic Kif for preschool tod-
dl ers?" Max responded.

"I't was good noney, pal." (Dear God, hit him Max! ny brain
cried.)

Harry sl amed shut his attache case, then tossed it on the
chair, turning to confront Max.

"I'"ve got news for you," he said. (The nman actually

sneered as he spoke.) "Maybe you haven't figured it out yet,
but The G eat Delacorte has had it. mtouch with the nicking
mysterious has had it. People wanna | augh today. Have fun.
Be entertained.”

"Yucks?" asked Max.
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"You got it."

"Shtick?"

"Ri ght on."

"Razzmat azz ?"

"Now you're talking." Harry was still sneering.

"How about changi ng the nane of the act to Necronancy
and Knockers?" Max suggested. "Bew tchnent and Boobs? In
Touch with the Manmari es?"

"Right!" Harry shouted.
"Wong!" Max shouted back.

"Well, set ne straight, 0 Geat and d orious Del acorte,"
Harry deri ded.
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Max had to smile at Harry's words. "That, | fear, would
take an act of God," he said.

Harry made a cont enptuous sound and started for the
desk. Max noved to block his way—with an energy unex-
pected by ne as well as by Harry. "Usten to ne!" he said.

Harry | ooked at hi m suspiciously but wouldn't stop to

listen; he started to nmove by Max/ who cl amped a hand on

his armwith a grip so strong it made Harry wince. "Listen to
me, | said,"” Max told him

"J thought you were sick," Harry said.

"That is ne effect | have created, yes,
(My attention/ now, was really caught.)

Max responded.

Harry's eyes had narrowed. "What?" he said.

"Here is ne reality/' Max went on/ pointing at Harry. "I
have no intention of degenerating with the marketpl ace. |
will not 'do' downtown Vegas, playing a buffoon in a
breakaway t uxedo while surrounding chorus girls display
their silicone-enhanced protuberances.

"Neither will | 'do' noronic kiddie shows on television. |

will not create and nmarket magic kits for second-graders. |
will not performat fairs or conventions or the openings of
supermarkets. | will not '"do' witless comrercials,

"mbrief, I will not despoil an act which | have nurtured
carefully for fourteen years—which ny father nurtured for
fifty years. Failing eyesight, hearing on the wane, dexterity
declining, | amstill The Great Delacorte and | will not dis-
honor that nost honorable of nanes!”

I felt a doubl e-edged reaction in ny vitals.

On the one hand/1 felt utter agony mat Max had been
confronted by such humiliating offers.
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On the other hand, | felt utter pride in his response to
mem mnore pride than | had ever felt for himbefore.

Harry, needless to say, felt neither enotion—f he felt
enotion at all, which | doubt. He gazed at Max with a bal e-
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ful expression. "Sorry," he said. "I thought you needed
money. My nistake."

He started by Max, who grabbed his arm again, restrain-
ing him

"If 1 wanted noney," Max infornmed him "I'd sell my
bl ood. My soul is not for sale."

Bravo, Sonny! If only | could have shouted it al oud.

Harry regarded Max with col d anusenent. "Big words,
my friend," he said.

Pul l'ing | oose, he wal ked around Max and headed for the
desk agai n.

"True words," Max told him "And you are certainly not
my friend. Not anynore."

"You're breaking ny heart," said Harry.

Reachi ng the desk, he picked up the tel ephone and
punched out a nunber, placing the receiver to his ear.

Max followed him Anong the itens on his desk was a
| ong Arabi an dagger in an ivory sheath. Max picked it up.

"Do you have any notion whatsoever how demanding it
can be to function as a stage illusionist?" he asked.

Harry ignored himbut | paid dose attention, feeling a
warnth of nostal gic pleasure. These were words |'d spoken
to Max many tinmes in the past.

Harry spoke into the nouthpiece. "This is Kendal," he
said. "Put Linda on."

"A skilled illusionist nust also be a skilled actor," Mx
cont i nued.

"Linda? Harry," he told his secretary. "Call Resnick and
tell himmat |I'mon ny way back to Boston; 1'Il probably be
late."

"The actor nmakes us | ook at sonething, the nagician
makes us not | ook," Max told himat the same tine.

"Yeah, right; okay," Harry said into the tel ephone. "Call
hi m now. "
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He put down the receiver and gazed apathetically at
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Max, who was saying/ "Two sides of the same coin. The il-
lusion of reality versus the reality of illusion. The nagic of
drama versus the drama of magic." (He renenbered every

word, bless him)

Harry's cheeks puffed out as he exhal ed, a | ook of bore-
domon his face- He started back toward nme chair on which
his attache case was |ying.

"Do you know how | becanme The Great Del acorte?" Max

asked, following again. Harry didn't even look at him "I
wasn't born The Great Del acorte, you know," Max con-
tinued. "I had to work to perfect the character. Just as ny
father had to—

"Well, it's me vimg character, old boy!" Harry cut him

of f, pointing an accusing finger at him "That highfalutin
bul I shit may have been hot stuff when Roosevelt was in the
Wi te House, but it doesn't sell a nickel's worth today! You
need sonething different now Something—=

He broke off in disgust and noved to the chair- "You
don't want to listen to advice. You knowit all," he said.

Pi cking up his attache case, he opened it and searched in-
si de.

"Sit down. Harry," Max told him

"l don't have time to sit down, pal/' said Harry, his face
distorted by aninosity, then by fury. "Were in ne fucking
hell is the fucking nunber of that fucking cab conpany?"
he raged.

"Sit down, Harry," Max repeated.
"l don't haoe tinme—

Hi s voi ce stopped as he heard the (chilling) sound of the
dagger bl ade being snatched fromits sheath.

Heavy silence. Harry stared at Max incredul ously. (So
did1.)

"Are you threatening nme?" Harry finally asked.
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Max did not reply. The dagger, pointed upward in his
ri ght hand, | owered.

Thi nki ng he had won the point. Harry checked his gol d-
banded Rolex. "All right," he said. "You have five m nutes,
and get rid of that fucking knife."

"Dagger," Max corrected.

And he jerked his right armup as though to hurl it
straight at Harry's chest.

H

ley!" cried Harry, alarnmed and angry at the sane tine.
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Several moments nmore of threat, Max's gray-blue eyes
unbl i nking as he | ooked at Harry.

"Hey!" said Harry again, thoroughly intim dated.
Max stared at him

Then, turning, he hurled nme dagger at ne | obby display.
Harry (and I, it felt like) jolted as the blade pierced ne fig-
ure of The Great Del acorte.

"How appropriate,"” Max observed- "Ri ght through the
heart."

A runbl e of distant thunder made Harry shudder—-as
t hough nme gods had Just declared their displ easure.

Max and Harry stared at one another. Finally, Harry
found his (I abored) voice. "You're crazy. Max," he said.
"You know t hat ?"

"There is that possibility," Mx answered calmy. "Mad-

ness is afoot in ms house. Don't you feel it?" | saw that ha
smle was unnerving to Harry. "The very air tingles with

it."
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He was right; it did.

Max turned abruptly for the fireplace. "And now, " he
said, "sit down."

"Max, | have to go," said Harry. Hs tone was not aggres-
sive anynore, but nollifying.

Moving swiftly. Max took down the pair of dueling pis-

tols, put one on the desk and, carrying the other, returned to
Harry, who watched himin uneasy silence. "Wat are you

doi ng?" Harry murnured.

Max cupped his right hand behind his ear. "Pardon?"
"Vfhat are you doi ng?" Harry repeated.

"I loaded memthis norning/" Max replied, his answer
an apparent non sequitur.

"\What ?" asked Harry.
"1 said—=

"I heard what you said," Harry interrupted. "Wat do
you nean, you | oaded nenf"

Max extended the pistol with his right hand, pointing it at
Harry's heart. "I |oaded themfor use," he said. "Now wll
you kindly sit down?"

"You can't be serious about this," Harry protested. But
neither he nor | had any doubt regarding Max's seriousness.

Wi ch was proven as Max extended his armall ne way,
me dark eye of the barrel quite dose to Harry's chest now.
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Wth a swallow dry enough for me to hear across me
room Harry sat down in the chair, placing his hat and at-
tache case back on ne table.

"Do you really want your father here?" he asked, his tone

weak.

"Ch, vyes, definitely," Max replied. "I want himto hear it
all. I only hope to God that, somewhere in his brain, he's
capabl e of understandi ng and appreciating what |'m

doi ng. "

Ch, Sonny, Sonny, yes | am M brain the only part of ne
mat really functioned then-
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"' Look, | don't know what the hell you are doing here,"
said Harry nervously, "but |lefs not be inpulsive. Lefs talk
about this. | think you need help, pal."

"The kind of help I got in Chicago?" Mux asked softly.
Harry's face went bl ank.

"The kind of help | got in Des Mines?" asked Max. "In
New Ol eans? hi Tanpa?"

"\What are you—

"It took alittle research on the last three," Max cut him
of f. "But Chicago dropped right on ne in the mddle of an
afternoon this May. A phone call froma M. Charlie

Hai nes—

"Wait a second," Harry said.
"—nquiring why you'd turned down his generous offer;

was | sick or sonething?" Max was glaring at Harry now,
the pistol ainmed at his head. This is true? | thought.

"Max/ put that down," said Harry, trying in vain to
sound authoritative.

"I's that the kind of help | need?" asked Max.

"Max, | only did it to help,"” Harry said. My God, it is true,
I thought

"Curious hel p—pal/' responded Max. "Rejecting four
wel | - payi ng engagenents wi thout consulting me,"

"All right, I was wong—

Hi s voice broke into a gasp of horror as Max abruptly
jamred the barrel against his forehead. "Yes, indeed you
were," said Max. "The question is, old friend... why?"

Harry tried to take in breath. He wasn't too successful at
it, and his voice wheezed as he replied, "lIs the answer
worth killing me for?"
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Max said/ "Absolutely."
Wth ha | eft hand, he drew back the pistol hanmer.

Harry hissed, conpletely terrified, and closed his eyes,
his face a mask entitled Total Dread

When not hi ng happened, he opened his eyes and peered
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up at nmy son, who towered over him | ooking down with
godl i ke di sdai n.

Wirds tunbled fromHarry's nouth as he said, "l
thought it woul d nmake you realize sooner that you needed
help, real help. | wasn't trying to hurt you'"

He positively whined as Max pressed the barrel end
tighter against his forehead. Good, | thought.

"I's that why you let that man | ook through ny devices
while | was on stage that night in Philadel phia?" Mx
asked.

"What ?" asked Harry. What? asked ny m nd.

Harry groaned as Max pushed the pistol even harder
agai nst his skull.

"Al right, all right," said Harry, his voice thin and shak-
ing. "I was trying to get you some noney."

"By letting that man steal mny nagic?" said Max. Oh, blow his
goddam brains out. Sonny! | thought.

Harry's Ups were trenbling. Swall owi ng again, he
managed, "Not hi ng happened; Max."

"Not hi ng happened because it's not that easy to stea
Del acorte magic." (1'd seen to that.) Hi s voice grew hard.
"But you were going to take a crack at it, weren't you?"

His finger tightened on the trigger. Harry whinpered, his
eyes shutting once again. "Dear God," he whispered.

Vel l, maybe this is not too good an idea after all, | thought.
Not hi ng happened.

Harry opened his eyes a crack to peer up at Max-
He reacted. | reacted.
Max was sniling.

"How tenmpting," he said, "to pull the trigger and ob-
serve your brains go flying- Every black, dismal shred of
them ™"
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Anot her sound of dread fromHarry, foll owed by a sound
of scoffing fromny son.

"Everyone tal ks about how tough you are," he said.
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"Toughest agent in the business. Harry Kendal. Made of
tenpered steel ."

He snickered- "Made of cottage cheese,” he said. "Tough at
selling clients down the river, yes. At life, however—2"

He chuckl ed and shook his head. "—a total w np."

He turned and wal ked away, headed toward the desk.

must admit | felt a great relief. Whatever Harry had done—
and it must have been a lot—+ didn't want to see nmy son a
nmur der er .

Qoviously, he didn't want it either.

"What a blithering idiot you are," he said, tossing the pis-
tol onto the desk. "To even think that a man of ny degree
woul d be capabl e of such barbaric nmurder. And in front of

my father!"™ H's words shanmed ny original urge that he do
Just that.

Harry wat ched hi m bl ankly, wondering what Max was
pl anning next. | confess that | wondered, too.

The answer was i mmediate in comng as ny son pulled
out the top nmiddl e drawer of the desk and rempved a vi al

Holding it up for Harry to see, he set it down and lifted
the silver thernos decanter, pulled off its top and poured
water into a glass. Putting down the decanter, he un-
screwed the cover fromthe vial and shook four red capsul es
into his palns. Ch, now what. Sonny? | thought uneasily.

Max tossed the capsules into his nouth and, with the
wat er, swall owed them

"There," he said, "that should do it. Gve ne five mn-
utes. Maybe ten."

Son! My nental voice was angui shed.

Harry was still nunbed by fright. He stared at Max un-
conpr chendi ngl y.

"VWhat are you doi ng?" he nuttered
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The hand behind the ear. Max inquired, "Pardon?"

"VWhat are you doi ng?" Harry asked again, nore |oudly
now.

'Tast tense, old friend," Max answered- "Wat you
should say is, what have | done?"

Harry still didn't understand. | understood only too well.

Max tossed the enpty vial to Harry-who tried to catch

it/ but mssed; it fell into his lap. He picked it up and studied
it. There was no | abel - He | ooked back at Max in confusion

Then he snelled the opening of the vial, wincing at the

odor.
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"Bitter alnonds," Mx informed him

Arsenic, | thought in horror.

"Arsenic," said Mx.

"Ch, nmy God." Harry | abored to bis feet. "You're crazy."

"l believe we've already established mat," said Max-
Harry rushed to the desk, his | egs appeari ng sonewhat
rubbery. He snatched up the tel ephone receiver.

"A waste of tinme," Max told-himcalmy. | felt ill. "I'Il be
.dead | ong before anyone can get here."

Harry | ooked®t himin agitation. "Wat the hell do you
expect me to do, just stand by and watch you di e?" he de-
manded.

Way not? My thought was stricken. It's all 1 can do. Except
that I'Il be sitting by instead.

"Just stand by," said Max, "and offer nme the courtesy of
listening with attention for the last few mnutes of ny life."

"Chy God," said Harry—and ny m nd—and stared at
Max.

Then he said, inmpulsively, "I'll drive you to the hospital
in your car!"

"There isn't time," Max told himquietly. The cal mess of
his tone was chilling to nmy blood. "I have five to seven m n-
utes left at nost. Sit down."

"Jesus, Max!"
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"Sit down,"” said Max. H s smle was thin. "And, for once
inyour life/ listen to ne."

"Jesus," Harry munbl ed.

There's nothing | can do to stop this. There was utter, help-
I ess horror in ny mnd. Nothing!

Harry didn't sit; he couldn't. (I could do nothing but.) He
wat ched Max with a pained expression as ny son began to
pace around the room

""lhe nore | get ny circulation going, the less tine it wll
take," he said.

"Jesus, Max!"
Max rai sed a silencing hand.

"I never told you about Adel aide/ did I?" he asked. "MWy
true love. My only love. My wife. My friend. My treasure."

Not that, ny mnd pl eaded. Adel ai de had al ways been an
angel to ne.
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"I was married to her before you cane along," continued
Max. "Before Cassandra came al ong."

Harry twitched (I nay have done the same without sen-
sation) as Max's right |leg seened to buckle nmomentarily
and he staggered slightly. Harry made a sudden nove to-
ward him then stopped as Max wal ked on, a | ook of
haunt ed recol |l ection on his face.

"Those were the best years of ny life," he said. "W

| oved each other deeply. | was happier than 1 have ever
been. "

I closed ny eyes and prayed to weep. | always knew t hat

Max adored her; | could see it in his every word and action,

in bis face. My son adored her as |'d adored ny wife, and
both of us had | ost those magi c, wonderful relationships.

Max started to go on and/ for several seconds, his voice
grew thick. | saw himstruggle to prevent its happening
again before he'd finished what he had to say.

"My Joy was her beside ne," he continued, pacing once
again. "Her |ove unquestioning. | idolized her/ Harry. |I'm
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sure you think that such an enotion was never possible for
me. He knew though," he added, pointing at me. "He saw it
al "

I did, ny son, | thought, agonized, opening ny eyes again.

"She was, to me, everything that was good. Everything
that was pure and beautiful and innocent."

H s | ast word was enphasi zed involuntarily, accomnpa-
nied by a wince of pain. Harry went stiff w th apprehen-
si on.

For several nmonents. Max stood notionl ess, eyes hood-
ed, breathing slowy.

"Max, let me call an anbul ance, for God's sake!" Harry
cri ed.

Max waved himoff and started paci ng once again, his
novement s uneven now.

"She was carrying our child when die accident occur-

red/" he said, his voice tormented. | wished, in vain of
course, that | could, by closing ny eyes, shut away the en-
tire scene.

"She was tired," Max said. "\ insisted mat she stay at
hone- She woul dn't hear of it. She had to be on stage with
me. Hel pi ng me. Supporting ne.

for God' s sake, stop the self-torture! | thought.

Max stopped and | eaned against the frame of the picture
wi ndow, breath erratic as he | ooked out toward the gazebo.
"Getting dark," he said. "A stormis comng."
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He turned fromthe wi ndow, his expression rigid as
though to hold away the pain.

"I't was too nmuch for her," he said, beginning to pace
again, weaving now. (I stared at himin anguish.) "She ms-
judged. She didn't nove quite fast enough. A piece of

heavy equi prent fell."

He stopped, throwing a hand across his eyes as though to
bl ot away the nmenory of that hi deous night.
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"My wife," he murnured brokenly- "Qur child." He
threw back his head. "All in one dread nonent!"

He clenched his teem pushing his left hand to his stom
ach.

"Max," said Harry.

Max paid no attention to him Hand pressed hard agai nst
his stomach, features set in a grinmace of pain, he began to
pace again. | can't bear this, | thought.

"She's been dead for twelve years now' he said. "Yet
still I love her—enly her. My darling and ny angel - There's
never been another |ike her. There never could be; never."

Wth a breathless cry of pain, he fell toward one of the
chairs, hands shooting down to brake hinmself on the chair
back.

He struggled to a standing position as Harry ran over, a
| ook of hapless dread on his face. Max reached out a trem
bling hand to pat himweakly on the arm

"This is the best way out. . . old friend," he nunbl ed,
soundi ng very weak. It's not the best way out/or nme, ny mnd
screanmed, half in terror, half in rage.

"I't's not only Adel ai de who's gone," Max continued. He
drew in a straining bream "Everything is gone—you know
mat as well as I."

I"mnot gone! | thought | nmay be useless, but I'mstill arwnd!

Max groaned and cl enched his teeth again, hand pressed
to his stomach. "God," he nurnured.

He forced a smle; there was no amusenment in it. "Yes,
everything is gone," he said. "My hands, my eyes, ny ears,
my marriage, my career." He paused. "And now ny life/"

he fini shed.

I'"'mnot gone. Sonny, ny thought, admttedly, one of
wr et chedness.

Wth a brief, hollow cry. Max dropped to his knees beside
the chair, twisting in a paroxysm of pain, eyes staring, face a
mask of agony.
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Harry managed to help himinto the chair, and Max

sl unped back, his breathing | abored. "God," he said again.
He began to gag, unable to breath. H s nouth opened, and
his tongue lolled out for several nonents.

Then, with a wheezing noan, his body convul sed, jerked
a fewtinmes, and went linp, his eyes falling shut.

I felt ny heartbeat thudding heavily, an old drumin the
cavity of my chest, beaten with a slow and weary stroke. |
wondered why it hadn't split in two.

Harry gaped in silence at ny son. Finally, he spoke.
"Jesus/" he said. "Oh, Jesus. Jesus H Christ."

Bendi ng over/ he pressed his right ear to Max's chest/ |is-
tening intently, trying to hold his shaking breath | ong
enough to hear the beat of Max's heart—er, nore likely, the
absence of it.

VWi ch is what he heard; nothing.

He Jerked erect and | ooked at Max in shock
Then—ncredi bl y—nj ury.

Spewi ng out words which, to ny dying day, will typify
tile man for ne.

"You | ousy son of a bitch," he said. "Now I'l| never get to
Bost on by tonight."

The shriek of horror he emtted was that of a woman as
Max | eaped up, eyes wide and glaring, and grabbed hi m by
t he arns.
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Harry tore | cose fromMax's grip and, |osing bal ance,
fl opped down on ne carpeting.

Sprawl ing there, breath barely functioning, he gaped up
at ny son.

"Surprise!" said Max-
Sil ence then as Max wal ked over to ny wheel chair and
laid his right hand on ny shoul der,

"1 apol ogi ze for frightening you. Padre," he said. "But |
want ed you, of all people, to see the effect. It VM5 a grand
one, wasn't it?"

Leani ng over, he kissed me on the cheek, then turned
away and wal ked back to Harry. Sonny, Sonny, | was think-
ing, what is happening in your mnd?

Reachi ng Harry, he began expl aining—n a positively
cheerful voice

"Let nme anticipate your questions," he said. "One, tile
capsul es; B-conplex, | added the snell of bitter alnobnds to
fool you. Two, the lack of heartbeat as you listened: A skill I
learned in India fromone Pandit Kha), a fakir of surpassing
know edge. "

Pandit Kha}! O course! | thought. How could | have forgotten
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that ?

"Three, ny heartrendi ng perfornmance," Max was sayi ng.
"Have | not told you that a magidan is, first and forenpost, a
skilled actor?"

Skilled indeed, | thought. Enough to alnobst finish ne off,
Sonny boy.

Harry found his voice then

"You bastard," he said. "You dirty, mserable, shit-faced,
mot her - f ucki ng, cocksucking son of a bitch!"

"Kudos, " Max responded. "You appear to have incorpo-
rated all tile najor profanities in one sentence. | shall forth-
with notify The Gui nness Book of Records."

Anbi val ence raged within nme. | wanted to bop ny son
on the head for putting nme through such an ordeal

74 Richard Mat h—en

I also wanted to laugh aloud. (I've always yearned for the
unr eachabl e.)

Harry, on the other hand, was obviously not experienc-

i ng anbi val ence at all. The enotion he felt was singular
and pure-

Revul si on.

Wth a shake of his head, he pushed to his feet and noved
unevenly to the chair. Peking up his attache case. and hat,
he started for the entry hallL

Max strode quickly to the desk and reached beneath it.

As Harry approached the door, | heard a click in the
| at chi ng mechanism Harry turned the knob and tried to
pul | the door in. It would not nove.

Harry didn't turn, | saw his face gone hard- ma | ow
pitched voice, trenbling with anger, he said, "Unlock the
door. Max."

Max did not reply. Harry waited, then spoke again, his
tone nore vehenent. "Unl ock the door. Max," he ordered.

No response.

Harry whirl ed, cheeks flushed with rage. "Unlock the
fucki ng door!" he shout ed.

Max did not reply or nove.

Wth a teeth-clenched grinmace. Harry |unged toward the
desk.

Max picked up me pair of dueling pistols and stepped
aside as his frothing agent searched for me button which
woul d unl ock the door.

"Al'l right, where is it7" he demanded. He kept groping
underneath the desk in vain. "Dam it!" he cried. He glared
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at Max.

Then a vengeful snile pulled back his lips. "All right," he
said. "I'mcalling the police."

Max shifted one of the pistols to his left hand, extending
the other in his right, pointed at Harry's chest

"I wouldn't," he said.

Now You See ft... 75

Harry's snarl was soundl ess. "Another of your frigging
little tricks?"

Max's smile was barely visible.

"Care to test that supposition?” he inquired.

Harry wasn't sure anynore; Max was behaving too er-
ratically.

He did not pick up the tel ephone receiver

Still, his fury bubbl ed over, uncontroll able.

"You went through all mat shit before—the arsenic, the
phony deat h—ust to get back at nme?"

"mpart," Max answered quietly.

"Al'l that crap about your precious Adel ai de?" Harry
sneer ed.
M st ake.

He twitched with a grunt of shock as Max's face went

rigid and his armabruptly |evered out, pointing the pisto
at Harry's head-

Harry cried out in stunned dismay as Max pulled the trig-
ger and uie pistol fired with a deafening report.

On the nmantel pi ece, a vase exploded |ike a bonb, shoot-

ing terra-cotta shrapnel in all directions, making Harry gasp
and fling his arnms up automatically. In his agitated state,

he'd failed to notice Max's wist cock to the left an instant
before he fired. I'd noticed, but it hadn't relieved ny state of
m nd—+ was still distressed (is it overly flippant to say: to
the max?) by ny son's behavi or.

Harry stared at Max in total apprehension now. Max
stared back with deep mal evol ence.

"Everything | said about ny Adel ai de stands uncon-
tradicted," he said softly, vengefully. "Except for ny
mower and father, she was the only genui ne person | ever
had inny life."

Harry shuddered as Max put the fired pistol on the desk
and shifted the other one to his right hand. He sniled at
Harry.
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It was not a reassuring smle ... to either of us.
"I take it back," he said. "That pistol ball was al so genu-

ine. You denean ne/ Harry, by suggesting that | deal in
nothing but 'frigging little tricks."' "

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...0Matheson%20-%20Now%20Y ou%20See%?20lIt...txt (46 of 152) [12/29/2004 2:30:38 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20N ow%20Y ou%20See%20It...txt
"What do you want?" asked Harry in a faint voice.
My question exactly.

"Well, | had considered a duel/' said Max, "for a numnber
of reasons. Honor. Revenge. Watever."

Hi s expression of regret was a nocking one.

"Thafs now i npossi bl e, however," he continued, "since
I had to fire your pistol to prove that both weapons were
really | oaded."

Hi s face went hard now, and he gestured toward a chair
with ne pistol, "Sit," he said.

Harry tried to tough it out; his voice was not exactly con-
vincing as he nuttered, "No."

"Very well," said Mx.
He extended the pistol toward Harry.

"This time | will not destroy a vase," he said. "Farewell,
old chum™

"Al'l right," said Harry quickly. He hurried to the chair and
sat.

"Now put down your little hand-stitched, |earner, nono-
grammed-in-gold attache case,” Max told him

Harry swal |l owed dryly, placing his attache case and hat
on the table beside him

"Very good," said Mx.

Harry drew in a shaking breath. "What the hell do you
m nk you're doing. Max?" he asked.

"W appi ng up | oose ends," Max answered. "Pal."

Keeping his eyes on Harry, he edged over to the desk and
pull ed out its Huddl e drawer. Renoving two fol ded sheets
of paper, he unfol ded one of them

Now You See It- 77

"Found in Cassandra's rai ncoat pocket," he expl ai ned.

Harry swal |l owed again. | actually heard me crackling of
menbranes in his parched throat. He watched uneasily as
Max returned to the chair and began to read the letter he
was holding in his left hand.

"Sonetines, | wonder why J bother anynore. God knows, he

doesn't make nme nore than petty cash these days. He's washed up

but too stubborn to admit it. If he keeps nmaking a fool of hinmself on
stage, I'mgoing to drop himfromthe agency or |et some flunky
handl e him'

"Shall | go on?" he asked.

Harry stared up at my son, his eyes like cold stones; the
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| ook which, | amcertain, paralyzed untold nunbers of busi-
ness contacts.

"It's a hard world. Max," he said. "Nobody's out there to
do you favors."

"Dog- eat -dog, eh, Harol d?" Max responded.

"You got it, pal," said Harry. Clearly, he was vow ng not
to let Max see any further signs of weakness in him He ges-
tured toward the letter with contenpt.

"I's that why you're doing all this?" he asked. "Because
wote an unflattering note?"

Unflattering? 1 thought. Insulting, you bastard!
"No, there's a bit nore,” Max replied

In spite of his obvious vow Harry could not restrain a
shudder as Max shook open the second fol ded sheet of
paper. Perhaps | shuddered, too; who knows?

"One sworn affidavit, duly notarized," he said- "Signed
by one Enmmanuel Farber, night porter at The Essex House.

"Statenent: 'Yes, 1 saw that man' —dentifying a photo-
graph of you, dear Harol d—and that wonan' —dentifying a
phot ogr aph of guess who, Harol d?—enter Room 525 on the
ni ght of April 28—~"

"Al'l right, | fucked her!" Harry interrupted, wth desper-
ate bravado. "So what? | didn't start it! She did! She wanted
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it, | gave it to her! Big deal! Wat do you expect? You can't
even get it up anynore!"

If I had been ny son and held mat pistol in ny hand,
woul d have bl own out Harry's brains exactly then

It was a conpounded fury | was feeling at that |oathsone
toad of a man. The crinmes?

One, a snarling admi ssion that he'd gone to bed with Cas-
sandr a.

Two, a casual dism ssal of the incident.

Three, a weaseling out fromall responsibility. It was her
fault, her desire, her demand. Al he'd done was accommp-
date the bitch.

Four, the final insult, nobcking ny son as inpotent.
Kill him 1 thought.

But Max did not respond as | did. Did not raise the pistol
to fire. Merely gazed at Harry in regret. (Regret!)

"The irony of ironies,” he finally said, "is that | trusted
you conpl etely, considered you ny friend."
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"That was your mistake," said Harry. | saw himflinch as
though in shock at his suicidal reply.

Still, he couldn't stop hinmself. "If you' re |ooking for an
apol ogy, forget it," he added.

Madness, | thought.

I nyself flinched as Max raised nme pistol, aimng it be-
tween Harry's frozen eyes.

"There is only one thing I'm | ooking for," Max said.
"That is revenge. And | am about to exact it."

R any braced hinself. Death was conming now. He was cer-
tain of it; | could see it in his face.

And yet, instead-rAaddeni ngly now —Max said, "You
never understood ne for a nmonent, did you? Never under-
stood ne endless tine and work | expended to perfect ny

skill."
What tangent now? | thought. Is he going to shoot Harry or

not ?

Harry was dearly wondering the sane thing. He stared
at Max uncertainly, anticipating death, yet wondering at the
same tinme when it was due.

"l have been the best,’
was before nme. The best.

Max was saying. "As ny father

"And why? Because | saw to everything. Everything. Con-
sistency of attitude- Consistency of detail."

man eerie way, it was |ike hearing nyself speak. Max
and | resenbl ed one another. CQur voices (when | had one)
were alike.
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And certainly the words he spoke, | had spoken—f not
word for word then, surely, feeling for feeling.

"Consi stency of detail," he repeated- "Speaking clearly to
die last row as to the first. Speaking to ny audi ence as

t hough the words are coining for the first tine instead of
bei ng repeated verbatimas they've been for twenty years."

Dear Lord, an echo of ny own repeated decl arati ons.

"Preparing nonol ogues not only for the audi ence to

hear," said Max, "but for nyself to think as well. Soundl ess
lines for me to think between the words | speak al oud- De-
tails."

Was | smiling? Surely not; | couldn't. But inside | was. I|n-

side | felt a warmth of sweet nostal gia.

Max had | owered the pistol now and begun to pace again.

| saw Harry watch himw th suspicion. And knew t hat he
was thinking. Now what?—for | was thinking it as well, de-
spite ny pleasure at the words my son was speaki ng.
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"Details," Max said, gesturing with his |eft hand.

"You nust not surprise an audi ence. You nust 'stage-
surprise' them An audience |oathes to be truly surprised,
because it is unexpected, therefore unenjoyable.”

The inner smile again. These words, |ike benedictions
fromthe past. | wonder if he knew the pleasure they were
gi vi ng ne.

"The 'stage-surprise' is different," he continued. "Open-
Iy announced in advance. The magician declaring: 'M
friends, | amgoing to surprise you. Are you ready? Prepare
yourself carefully. Here it comes.'"

I was not a hunching cabbage in a wheel chair now, not a
worthl ess lunp of detritus. | was back in the world | knew
and | oved, and Max, ny son, had taken me there.

"Details," he said again.

"The choosing of a volunteer. One who will cooperate-
Bright outfit, never drab. Eye-catching. Preferably female.
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Not overly attractive, though. If she's too attractive, she'l
draw excess attention fromthe act."

Quite so, | thought; absolutely right.

"Tf a male," said Max, "sonmeone with a physical odd-
ity—skinny, fat, protruding ears, whatever. Soneone to
amuse ne audi ence. Distract it.

"And | ook before the need," he added. "Let them be al -
ready chosen when the tine arrives to use them"

Absol utely, 1 reacted

Max was coming to life now, as | was (well, relatively)—
his eyes bright, his posture alert, his voice increasingly ex-
cited as he spoke; and why not? Wasn't this his kingdonf

Hadn't it been m ne?

"What will these volunteers be used for?" he asked. The
question was academnic, of course; he already knew die an-
swer. "Hel pers? Subjects? Subjects nust be credul ous, not
doubtful, not distrusting."”

Harry woul d have made a | ousy Subject, it occurred to
ne.

"Lenders of objects?" Max was addi ng further academc
queries. "Watches? Keys? Pens? Lenders nust be chosen
for appearance of integrity- The same for inspectors of de-
vi ces. The audi ence must trust their judgnent."

How well | had taught him | basked in ne know edge.

Now Harry tensed as Max noved to the desk and set the
pi stol down, then began to use both hands to gesture as he
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continued pacing, is that a good idea? | fretted. Wat if Mx
moved so far fromthe desk mat Harry could nake a rush

for the pistol? Surely he would do it There was no ot her

way out for him

It seemed as though Harry |istened now with one ear (as

they say), keeping hinself prepared to nove should the op-
portunity arise. Vfatch it. Son, | thought. Don't get so carried
away by your rhapsodi zing that you overl ook basic caution.
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"As for nme, the magician/' Max was saying; he seened to
have conpletely forgotten the pistol. "I nust show no sign
of strain or stifness in the hands, the el bows, or ne shoul -
ders- Gestures must be practiced to perfection—even the
smal | est one/'’

He denonstrated sone. 'Their length," he said. "Their
speed. Never nore than one at a tinme."

Watch it. Sonny boy, | thought.

"Time," said Max, so loudly mat it nade Harry twitch
"Pauses. Counts and rhythms. Root out everything which
m ght distract. Usel ess nmovements- Pointless jewelry-
dones that call attention to thensel ves

"And al ways an alternative ending; always," he said- "One

must | ook ahead. Things can go wong."

Yes, they can, | thought. Lite an agent rushing to a desk and
snatching up a pistol

It disturbed ne to see nmat Max's gaze was so i hward

now. |I'mnot sure he even knew that Harry was in the sane
roomwith him And | saw nat even wooden-witted Harry
sensed this and was readyi ng his nove.

"Consider every detail,"” Max was saying (or was it

The Great Delacorte, father and son, who spoke?). "Light-
ing. Music. Apparatus. Stagehands. Posture- Footwork; one
kind for a cross, another for clinbing steps. Another for
movi ng upstage, yet another for noving down."

He began to denobnstrate as to a class of novices. Anbiva-
lence tore at nme. | |oved what he was saying but feared that,
in saying it, he had becone too incautious. | saw Harry edg-
ing forward on the chair. Oh, God, to have a voice! nmy mnd
expl oded with | anmenting rage.

"The eight positions of the body," Max was sayi ng,
denmonstrating as he spoke. "Full back. Three-quarter right.
Right profile. Quarter right. Full front. Quarter left. Left
profile- Three-quarter left- Return to full back."

Harry started up, nen sank down hurriedly as Max
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turned back. Was it possible mat Max was playing with
hin? If so, he was taking greater risks than were prudent.
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"The six positions of the feet," Max told him smiling as

he denmonstrated. (He was lost in his kingdom) "Feet to-
gether, side by side, pointing forward. Either foot one step
sideways so the feet are twelve to twenty-four inches apart.
One foot perpendicular to me other, the heel of ne perpen-
di cul ar touching the arch of nme other."

Despite uneasiness, | could not but be awed by ne de-
tailed lengths to which Max had gone to perfect his act.
Even | had not gone so far, | admt (with contrition).

"The perpendicul ar foot one step forward," he was con-
tinuing, "one foot pointing forward, the other at a forty-
five-degree angle to it, the heel of ne angled foot touching
me toe of the first.

"The same, but with the angled foot a step forward in the
direction it points."

Look out. Max, | was thinking anxiously. Harry's arns
were rigid as he pressed down on the arnrests, preparing
hinself to lurch up. How could Max not notice?

"Never nore than three steps at a tine," Max was sayi ng,
transported, words falling quickly fromhis lips. "Quick
steps. Slow. Exaggerated strides." He denpbnstrated each
with delicate precision. "Details, always details."

Harry was | eaning forward now, nuscles quivering. Any
moment now, | thought. For God's sake, Max, wake up!

"How to take appl ause,"” Max said. "Never beg for it, but
never bully either. Wen to stifle it. Wen to encourage it.
Never let it die conpletely as you bow. "

Max, that's fascinating information, but don't you see that
Harry is drawing in quick, strengthening breaths?
Apparently not. He kept on speaking, denonstrating.

"The art of taking bows. Face front for small ones. Eyes
on the audi ence, never ni ssing anyone."

Max! Harry's body was starting to rise.
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"They will increase their applause if you |look at themdi-
rectly," Max said, all unaware- "Bow to the center. Bow to
the left. Bowto the right."

Harry's gaze was fixed on the magician. My gaze ping-
pong- bal | ed between the two of them

"Bow fromthe wai st for |oud appl ause," Max said.
" "Thank you! You are very kind!'" H s eyes were posi-
tively glazed. " '"I'mvery pleased to—

Three things happened sinmultaneously (four, if you
count the painful leap of ny heart).

Harry junped up fromthe chair and started quickly for
me desk.

I heard the sound of the front door closing in ne entry
hal | .
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And Max, brought back abruptly from his dream ng

state/ saw Harry and noved quickly to the desk, grabbing
up the pistol. If I was not already slunmped, | would have
sl unped.

Harry froze in his tracks, staring at ny son-
Foot st eps noved across the entry hall: ne gi veaway
clack of a wonman's heel s.

Harry opened his nmouth to cry out.

The sound strangled in his throat as Max extended the
pistol toward him his expression threatening.

"Dam!" whi ned Harry, in an agony of frustration, | be-
lieve. Should he cry out anyway? Ri sk being shot?
He couldn't. He was too afraid.

Both nen stiffened (I did too, albeit unnoticeably) as tile
door knob turned and soneone tried to enter.

"Max?" said a voi ce—€assandra.

Max did not respond, and, from his nmenacing | ook and
gesture, he nade it clear to Harry that he was not to speak
ei ther.
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"Why is me door | ocked?" Cassandra asked.
No response. (Least of all fromne.)

"What's going on in there?" Cassandra denmanded, voice
rising.

Max cleared his throat. H's voice was calmy affable.

"Not hing's going on," he said. "Conme back in a few m n-
utes. I'Il have sonething interesting to show you."

Monent s passed. Despite his dread. Harry al nost spoke.
Only Max's repeated brandi shing of me pistol stopped him

"Al right," said Cassandra.
Her footsteps noved away.

Max smled (not the kind of smle I'd like directed at ne).
"Somet hing interesting to show you," he repeated.

The masking smile fell away. "Your |over's corpse,” he fin-
i shed.

He wal ked toward Harry, pistol still extended.

"You're not going to shoot ne," Harry said with uncon-
vi nci ng bravado.

"I"'mnot?" said Max. "Il don't--"

He broke off as Harry's gaze | eaped to one of the other
wi ndows. My gaze did |ikewi se; the only part of ne that
could | eap. Max whirled, reacting.
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Cassandra was standing at the wi ndow | ooking in, an ex-
pressi on of shock on her face.

Suddenl y, she turned away and rushed out of sight. To
call the Sheriff? | wondered. To get a pistol she owned?

Max turned back.
"Well, dear Harold," he said, "it's about mat tine."
"She'll call me police," Harry warned.

"The Sheriff," Max corrected. "But | doubt it. Wy

shoul d she? Because of you? She never cared for you- You
were, like ne, nerely a stepping-stone."” H's snile grew
iced. "Or should I say a sl eeping-stone?”

He pointed the pistol at Harry's chest.
"Max, don't do it," Harry pl eaded,
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The front door slammed shut |oudly. Cassandra's shoe
heel s cl acked rapidly across the entry hall. She threw her-
sel f agai nst the door.

""Max'" she cri ed.

"Tarewel |, old friend," said Mx.
He fired.

I would have cried out if I'd had the power. As al ways/
however, | renained a soundl ess squash.

It was Harry who cried out in hoarse amazenent as a
gout of blood erupted fromhis white shirt. Stunbling back,
he slipped and fell.

Cassandra screaned. "Max!"
She pounded on the door as Max watched Harry.

Harry was sl ouched on the floor, staring down at his
shirtfront. He m ght well have been dead, he was so com
pl etely notionl ess.

He lived, however. Stunned and breathless, in a state of
shock.

But quite alive.

"The pistol ball was hollow " Max informed him "Wax.
Rubbed with graphite."

He raised his left hand, thunb elevated. "Filled with
bl ood fromthis very thunb," he said.

Hs smle was nmirthless, cold. "The other pistol ball was
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real ," he said, "to throw you off. Msdirection, don't you
know. My business."
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And he wi nked at ne.

I did not returnit. | would not have done so even if |
could. Sonny, | was thinking with exasperation. My heart is
not constructed of steel, you know.

"I hope | didn't frighten you again," he said as though
readi ng nmy thought.

Harry had not spoken a word. Now he was staring at

Max unconprehendingly. | think that, had his heart been at
risk as well, what Max had just done to him night have fin-
i shed him of f.

m ui e nmeantinme, Cassandra continued to pound on the
door and scream Max's nane.

Final ly/ she added, "Open the door!"

Max nmoved to the desk and tossed the enpty pistol on its
top- Then, reaching underneath, he pushed the hidden but-
ton.

The | ocki ng mechani smclicked, the knob was quickly
turned, the door flung open, and Cassandra rushed in.

"What the hell is—= she began

She stopped, aghast, catching sight of Harry on the floor,
his shirtfront drenched w th bl ood.

"Ch, ny God," she nmurrmured shakily, and ran to him

Kneel i ng beside him she | ooked at his chest, shuddering
at the sight. "My God/' she said.

"All right," Harry nuttered, scarcely able to speak. "I'm
all right."

"A'l right?" She stared at himincredul ously. "How—-
"Scotch," said Harry, interrupting.

"What happened?" she asked.

"Scotch, sone Scotch!" he ordered in a rasping voice

"Yes." She struggled to her feet and hurried toward the
bar, gl ancing apprehensively at Max, who was sitting on
the edge of the desk now, quietly observing—as | was,
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though ny qui et was the consequence of a stroke. God only
knew what | ay behind nmy son's cal nmess.

Harry was | ooki ng down at his shirt again.

"Jesus Christ," he nuttered. Wth a pal si ed hand, he
tugged a handkerchief fromhis jacket pocket and dabbed
weakly at his shirt.

"What is this?" Cassandra demanded of Max.
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It was as though she hadn't spoken. Max ki cked one foot
casually as he sat there. V/hat is in his mnd? | thought.

Cassandra fini shed pouring Scotch into a glass and

turned fromthe bar. Returning to Harry, she knelt beside
him Harry took the glass and swallowed half its contents in
a single gulp-

He started to cough, eyes watering, and drew i n wheez-

ing breaths. Then he downed the rest of the Scotch, shud-
dering convul sively.

"Can you get up?" Cassandra asked.

He nodded, a feeble stirring of his head. Setting down the
glass, he tried to push up, thudding down as his arns gave
way.

Gimacing, he rolled to ne right and struggled to his
knees. "God dam," he muttered.

Cassandra hel ped himto his feet. He stood unevenly, ex-
pressi on al nost bl ank.

"What ?" he nuttered

Abruptly, his legs lost strength and he tell to one knee,
pulling | cose from Cassandra's grip. He twi tched, |ooking
startled as he wavered to his left.

"What is it?" asked Cassandra.

"I don't. - ." His voice faded as he |lost all bal ance and
toppled to one side, crying out in pain as his left el bow
banged on the hardwood fl oor, bearing the brunt of his

wei ght .

He col |l apsed onto his back, clutching at his el bow, | ook-
i ng dazed.
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"What ' s happeni ng?" Cassandra cri ed.
She knelt beside himhurriedly and tried to help himup

She couldn't; he had virtually no nmuscle control renain-
ing. And, newy shocked, | knew exactly what had hap-
pened.

Cassandra sensed it too, because she | ooked accusingly at
Max.

"What ' s happeni ng?" she denmanded in a low trenbling
Voi ce.

"Not hi ng much," Max answered cheerfully. "He's dying,
that's all."

Ch, Max, | thought. Son.

Harry was now too groggy to speak. He tried to sit up. It
was i npossible. H's body was a dead wei ght, uncoor-
di nat ed.
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"What have you done to hin?" Cassandra shri eked.
Max sm | ed.

"Ah, there's the lovely irony, you see," he told her. "I
haven't done a thing."

The smile vanished in an instant, |eaving his face a nmask
of inplacable venom

"You did," he said.

The smile again, nowterribly—-acconpanied by a
chuckl e.

"And he asked you to," he finished.
Her gaze junped to the enpty gl ass.
"Ri ght on," said Max.

Cassandra strained to pull Harry to his feet. "I'Il get you
to a doctor," she nuttered.

"You'd only be driving a corpse into town," Max told
her .

She | ooked at him appalled. "You bastard," she said.
"You absol ute bastard."

She saw the inmpossibility of getting Harry up and, with a
NowynS—+L.. 91

sudden novenent, she pushed to her feet and strode
qui ckly toward the entry halL

Max | eaned back and reached beneath the desk. My CGod,
it isn't over yet! | thought in dismy. (How little I knew)

The door swung shut, slamed hard into its frane, and
| ocked itself.

Cassandra stopped in front of it. She tried to open it, nen
turned, a |l ook of fury on her face.

"And now— said Max.

Sliding off the desk, he circled it and noved to the man-
tel pi ece/ taking down the African bl owgun.

"—e coup de main,
attack."

he finished me sentence. "Surprise
He Iifted ne blowgun to his Ups and pointed it at Cassan-
dr a.

She shrank back agai nst the door, a | ook of panic on her
face.

Max bl ew.
Cassandra jolted and gasped. (Inside, | did the same.) She

| ooked down at her chest.
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A smal|l feathered dart was protruding fromher right
br east.

Wth a sickened noise, she jerked it out and |ooked at it in
di sbel i ef.

A sudden nunbness struck her and she dropped it, wa-
vered, slunping back agai nst the door-

Both of them Max? | thought in horror across me room
Harry was emtting tiny, breathless sounds.

Max set the blowgun back in place above the mantel -
pi ece, nen | ooked at Cassandr a.

"\ wanted born of you together when | did this," he told
her. "Terrorize Harry first, of course. | needed that for ny
soul ' s sake.
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"But the two of you together for this nonent. This nost
rewarding and fulfilling..."

His voice trailed off; he didn't |ook rewarded or fulfilled
He | ooked conpl etely desol at ed.

and tragic nmonment," he finished in a broken voi ce.

Cassandra tried to remain erect, but couldn't.

As though her |inbs had been reduced to jelly/ she slid
downward on the door and | anded in a crunpled heap,
eyes staring, nouth ajar; a hideous sight. Despite ny feel-

ings toward her, | would never have wi shed this for her
Harry made a gaggi ng noi se, and Max and | | ooked over
at him

Max wal ked around the desk and noved to where his
agent lay, slowy withing, eyes—tike Cassandra' s—staring
glassily, breath a failing sibiiance.

"So, dear friend," said Mx.

Harry tried to lift his head—eould not. He stared up
si ghdessl y.

Then his head fell back, thunping on the floor, his eyes
cl osi ng.

Max knelt to check for a heartbeat.

Satisfied, he stood and noved to where Cassandra hal f
sat, half lay against the door, eyes now dosed.

He knelt and pressed a finger underneath her |eft breast.
"Done," he said, "and done."

St andi ng quickly, his expression grim he noved behind
the desk and reached beneath it.
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The door |ock clicked in opening.

Max returned to the door, bent over and, taking hold of
Cassandra's arms, pulled her to one side, |eaning her body
partially against the wall -

He then wal ked over to ne.

"Wel |, Padre/' he said. "Had enough for now?"
Could he see in ny eyes the pain | felt?
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He nmust have, for he said, "I know, it's terrible." He
squeezed ny shoul der. "But necessary," he added.

He began to push ny wheel chair toward the door

"Let's get you cleaned up and changed," he said, "Mybe
alittle lunch."

H s tone was so matter-of-fact that | felt nore dread than
ever.

Just before he opened the door, a distant flash of |ight-
ni ng bl eached the shadowy room

"A stormis on its way/" he said.

How was | to know that the nightmare was barely half
concl uded?

i 0« you see it
ctapterl12

Max took ne upstairs on the elevator, wheeled me to ny
roomi and gently cared for me—which nmeant renoving ny
dones, cleansing ny wthered body and re-dressing sane.

Throughout all this, he never said a word. | kept | ooking
at his face, hoping that he'd seen the question burning in
ny eyes.

Wy ?

If he saw the questi on—and he nust have, being the ob-
servant son he al ways was—he did not elect to answer it.
Leaving ne to wonder, pai ned.

Two murders?
H n®?

Presently, he took me downstairs once again and rolled ny
wheel chair to me kitchen. There, he fed ne like the child |
had becone in ny eating habits—bib around ny neck,

spoon scoopi ng up what food | dribbled fromnm nouth.
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Al this he did without a word, his expression unread-
abl e—even to nme, who had always read himso well
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Wien | was finished eating, he finally spoke.

"I'"'mgoing to | eave you in the kitchen for alittle while,"
he said. "I'Il be back."

He ki ssed ne on the cheek and | eft.

I think | felt a tugging at the corners of ny eyes; a hint of
tears?

Why had he done all this?

Had his need for revenge on Harry and Cassandra been
so rabid that he'd been driven to kill them both?

It seened hard to believe. Max had never been a viol ent
man- Certainly, to ne, he had been nothing but a |oving
son.

Then why?

So there | sat in the stillness of the kitchen, bathed,
changed/ and fed—+ti ke the physical infant |'d becone. Only
my brain renmined alert.

Wonderi ng and suffering.

How | ong was it before he cane for me? | would estimate
me time as half an hour or so, perhaps a little |longer.

When he returned to the kitchen/ he rolled nme back to

The Magi ¢ Roomw thout a word and set ny chair inits cus-
tomary spot, patted ny shoul der, and said, "I hope you'l
understand in tinme. Padre."

Wth that, he left nme there alone ... as | had been before
t he ni ghtmare had commenced

| | ooked at the desk cl ock
It was 2:33 P. M

A random flicker of lightning continued in me distance,
an occasional runble of thunder. They seened cl oser now.

The stormwas still approaching.

| | ooked around the room
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Everyt hi ng was back in order except for a single detail -
The bl oodstai ns had been wi ped up.

The fragnments of terra-cotta had been garnered and
removed

The pill vial was gone, presumably returned to the center
desk drawer.

The African bl owgun was, as noted, restored above man-
t el pi ece.

The pair of dueling pistols had been simlarly returned to
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their places.

The Arabi an dagger lay on the desk in its original posi-
tion.

Four changes had been nade.

On the bar, the silver bucket was filled with ice, a bottle of
Dom Perignon protruding fromits top

The gl obe had been covered with a red silk scarf.
The casket was cl osed.
The Egyptian burial case was dosed.

Only one detail deprived the roomof orderly appear-
ance.

Still in the sane position, crunpled and i mobile, lay the
body of Cassandra Del acorte.

This | did not understand at all
Not that | truly understood the reasons for Max's bruta
actions.

But this was downright confusing.
Why conmit a doubl e nmurder, hide one body, dean up

all ne evidence, then | eave the ot her body untouched?
It made no sense-
But then, very little of what happened that day-what

had al ready taken place and what was about to take place—
made sense
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At which point—with me utterly perpl exed—+the | unacy
resumed.

In the entry hall/ the doorbell rang.
There was no response.

VWhere is Max? | wondered.

The doorbell rang again.

No response-
Then, as though the person at the door felt that the door-
bell wasn't |oud enough, he (or she) began to knock

No answer.
The knocki ng grew | ouder.

Soon becane a poundi ng-
Causi ng a response.

My nerve ends (what was left of them at any rate)
junped as Cassandra made a feebl e sound.
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My eyeballs rolled with startled speed.

Her right hand was stirring on the floor
Now wait a second, said my mnind.

The poundi ng on the front door stopped.
Cassandra nmoaned a little. Turned her head.

My eyeballs rolled again. (They were to get a real work-
out mat afternoon, let me tell you.)

Qut si de the house, a man had appear ed.

He was in his mddle fifties/ stocky, dressed in the hat
and uniformof the |ocal constabulary, a bolstered pisto
belted at his portly waist.

He peered into the room shading his eyes with his left
hand.

At first, he only | ooked around TMR' a frown of curiosity
on his thick features

Then he started, nouth gaping in surprise, as he caught
si ght of Cassandra.

I medi ately, he charged back toward the front door
Cassandra opened her eyes.
Now You See h... 101

Confusion reigned in nme. She wasn't dead—er even in-
capacitated that | could see

She had pushed up on one el bow.

As she did, the front door of the house was flung open,
crashing against the entry-hall wall.

Cassandra gasped in stardenment and | ooked around.
There was a rapid fall of boots across the entry-hall floor.

Cassandra twitched in alarmas the door was thrown
open and ne heavy nman cane bursting in.

He ran to Cassandra and knelt beside her hurriedly.

She stared at himin bew | derment as he hel ped her to a
sitting position.

"Who are you?" she asked. | noticed that her voice was
thick, the words slurred; an aftereffect of whatever drug
had been on the dart, | assuned.

"Easy," was all the man replied.

He assisted Cassandra to her feet, where she evidenced
some difficulty with her bal ance and the focus of her eyes.
"Easy, easy," said the man.
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"Who are you?" she persi sted.
"Sheriff Plum" he answer ed.

"Plun?" She stared at himfor several nonents, then
pul I ed away; she imredi ately began to stagger

Pl um nade a sudden nove to prevent her fall. "Easy," he
sai d.

She blinked her eyes, grimacing, clearly struggling to re-
gain the use of her senses. She swallowed, and it rmade a dry
sound in her throat.

Di sengagi ng herself once nore/ she stunbled toward the
bar and fell against it/ clutching at ne top for support.

She stared at nme bottles of chilling champagne as though
me sight of themwas baffling to her.

Then/ shaki ng her head, she moved around the bar, hol d-
ing on to its top to keep fromfalling.
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Reachi ng the sink, she turned the faucet arm cold water

spl ashed down into the stainless-steel basin- Holding on to
tile sink's edge with her |left hand/ she cupped her right be-
neath the fall of water, caught some, and began to wash her
face.

At this point. Sheriff Plum glancing around the room
caught sight of me. "Oh, ny God," he reacted.

Cassandra, face dripping, |ooked over at himhurriedly.

"Cood afternoon,” the Sheriff greeted ne.

"He can't answer," Cassandra told him "He's |like a veg-
etable." (Wat did | tell you?)

"A veget abl e?" asked Sheriff Plumin a surprised voice.

"He had a stroke nany years ago," she expl ai ned, her
voice still slurring words. "He can't talk or nove; ignore
him™"

VWi ch was pretty much my status in her m nd

"But— Sheriff Plum gave up on ne and | ooked back at
Cassandra, who was drying her face with a bar towel.

"What's goi ng on here?" he asked.

She | ooked at him nen turned her head and scanned the
room

Each si ght she saw appeared to puzzle her further- She
rubbed her forehead hard as though to activate the gray
cells underneath her skull. Ran her hands across her breasts
as though to verify their presence.

"Are you all right?" the Sheriff asked.
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Cassandra | ooked at him disoriented. "Were did you
conme fronmP?" she asked

"What ?" The question seermed bew |l dering to him
She repeated it nore demandi ngl y-
"Fromtown," he said, still |ooking puzzled.

"I mean— she broke off with an angry grimce "—waho
I et you in?" she finished.

He | ooked nore confused than ever
"No one let ne in," he said. "The front door was un-
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| ocked. | cane in by nyself because | saw you |ying on the
floor in here and thought you were tile 'one' —=
He stopped as though perplexity was overwhel m ng

hi m
"Who got nurdered, then?" he asked.

Uassandra did not reply at first. She stared at hinml her fea-
tures very nearly bl ank.

Finally, she asked, "How did you know about it?"
"Someone tel ephoned nmy office," he replied.

"Tel ephoned your office?" (She was totally confounded
now. So was |.)

"Yes—
She interrupted himabruptly.

"My husband's agent," she decl ar ed.

"Your husband's agent tel ephoned ny office?" asked the
Sheri ff.

"No!" she cried in agitation. "My husband's agent is the
one who got nurdered!"

"He's nme one..." Plunis voice faded as he wat ched her

curiously.

She' d begun to pace around, shaking her head and bli nk-
i ng hard.

"You want ne to call for an anbul ance?" he asked.
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Cassandra stopped, wavering, and turned to face him
"My husband did it." she told him

"Your husband—

"—didit," she cut himoff.
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He stared at her as though devoid of conprehension
"Did you hear nme?" she denanded.

"Yes," he answered. "You said..."

His voice trailed off again as though he hadn't inkling-
one regardi ng what she'd said.

Cassandra ground her teeth together. She did mat when
she was furious.

" My- husband- nur der ed- hi s-agent/' she said slowy, spac-
ing each word evenly, enunciating clearly.

Plum s eyes narrowed. "You w tnessed it?" he asked.
"Yes! O course | did!' Wy else—
Suddenl y, she stopped and | ooked around the room

"No, wait," she said. "He wouldn't do that. It wouldn't
make sense."

The Sheriff was as nonplussed as | was, except mat he
could verbalize it.

"What woul dn't nmake sense?" he asked.

Cassandra threw of f nonentary confusion with a willfu
scow .

"I want you to arrest ny husband,"” she told the Sheriff.
"I"lIl testify to what | saw. "

The Sheriff's expression did not, in any way, reflect a bulb
turning on.

"VWhi ch was what ?" he asked. (Rustic idiot, | thought.)

"I just told you!" snapped Cassandra, teeth grinding
again. "My husband nurdered his agent. Poisoned him"

"Poi soned?" said the newy startled Plum dearly, he
could only deal with one brief bit of information at a tine.

"Yes," said Cassandra. "Yes. Yes. Arrest himand 111 tes-
tify against him"
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"Regardi ng what?" he asked as though trying very hard
to get it straight in his brain. Wo elected this dolt? | won-
der ed.

"You still don't understand?" Cassandra said, incredu-
| ous.

Her insulting tone made himbristle.

"l mean, regarding how it happened," he responded
sharply. "Were it happened. Wen it happened. And if you
have any notions about it, why it happened."”
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The denmands, though scarcely a barrage of them seened

too much for Cassandra now. Shaking her head fitfully, she
returned to the bar, lifted a handful of cracked ice to her face
and rubbed it over her forehead as though to chill alertness

and perception into returning.

Plum and | observed. | didn't know what the worthy

Sheriff was thinking, but as for ne, | was trying hard to
fat hom why Max would commit rnurder (down to one

now), then notify the |law and have it show up at his house.

I had to assune mat it was done in a desire to pay for his
crinme.

Boy, was | wong.

Done, Cassandra dunped ne ice back into the bucket, blew
warm breath on her palm then turned to the Sheriff.

"I"'msorry," she said. "Apparently I'mstill drugged."”
"Drugged?" the Sheriff echoed, perplexity renewed.

She couldn't hold her tongue. (I wonder if | could have.)
"Did you think I was taking a nap on the floor?" she asked.

"Now see here— Sheriff Plum| ooked grievously of-
f ended.

"All right, I'msorry," Cassandra said. "Forget it. | want
you to arrest ny husband for the nurder of his agent."

"VWere did this happen?" the Sheriff asked.
"mthis room" Cassandra answer ed.
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He gazed at her—nuch like a cow, it occurred to me—
obvi ously waiting for el aboration.

She pointed across the room

"My husband's agent was sitting on the floor there.
t hought he'd been shot —=

She broke off, wincing. "No, forget that," she said, "it's

not imnportant.”

"Not inportant?" Plum | ooked shocked.

"I''l'l explainit later," she responded tightly. "The point is
that ny husband's agent was sitting on the floor over there
when | brought hima glass of Scotch."

"WAit a second,"” Plum objected. "You brought hima
gl ass of Scotch? | thought you sai d—=

"I didn't know it was poi soned!" Cassandra cried. "Cb-
viously, mny husband had poi soned ne Scotch! Hi s agent

was upset by what had happened—+'I| explain it later!" She
cut Humoff. "Anyway, his agent asked nme for a gl ass of
Scotch, so | gave it to him 1 had no idea it was poisoned."”
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Sheriff Plumwas rubbing his chin, his expression naking
it clear that all this was unclear to him

"Do you get it?" Cassandra pl eaded, |ooking at himwth
an expression hal fway between appeal and contenpt.

"Li sten— he started.

She couldn't, and rushed on. "Were did it happen? In
ms room Wen did it happen?" She | ooked at her wrist-
wat ch, bunki ng exaggeratedly to nake the tiny nunbers
conme into focus. "Approximtely two hours ago. Wy did
te-~-"

"Two hours?" Plum was aghast. "Wy wasn't | told
sooner ?"

"l was unconscious!"

"What about the man who call ed me?"

"l have no idea who called you! It nust have been ny
husband, but why should he call you?"

My question exactly. | thought- ;
108 Ri chard Mat heson

Cassandra's voice had gotten very shrill, and the Sheriff
gestured to cal m her down.

'Take it easy," he cautioned.

"How. can | take it easy when ny husband is a nur-
derer?" she cried

"Ckay, okay," said Plum "Let's get some evidence
goi ng, then."

He gestured toward the room "Were were you | ocated
when it happened?"

"Lying on the fl oor over there," she answered, pointing
toward the entry-hall door.

He wi nced as though reluctant to ask for elucidation |est
it bring back confusion. But he had to know.

"And why were you... lying over there?" he asked.

Cassandra's si gh was heavy. She nmust have seen no end
to this; f didn't. Still, it had to be dealt with eventually.

"Because |'d been shot,” she told him

Seeing the flare of eye-glazed bew | derment on his face,
she added quickly, "Not with a gun! Wth a Mowgun!"

He stared at her.
"Ch, God," she nurnured.

Still, trying, she pointed toward the fireplace.
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"You see ne African bl owgun hangi ng over nme mantel -
pi ece?" she asked.

Sheriff Plum |l ooked in that direction. His expression did
not indicate dawni ng perception

"That thing hanging on the wall above me fireplace?" she
asked. "Over the two dueling pistols?"

"Dueling pistols,"” he nuttered, still no glimer in his
eyes.

"That |ong thing?" she said, voice rising, "like a tube? A
wooden t ube?"

"Ch, yes," he said.

"Thank God," she nurnured.
"Now, see here, ma'am" he began

Now You Seel L. . 109

"Thafs what | was shot with," she informed him cover-

ing his words with hers. "It had a poisoned dart in it. No,
no, | take that back! | don't nean poison!" she added des-

perately, noticing a new confusion on his face. "Cbviously,
it wasn't poison or |'d be dead. It nust have had sonme kind
of drug on its point. Sonething that paralyzed nme, knocked
me out. Thafs why—=

She stopped, staring unbelievingly at the bl ankness of his
expression. Local politics are at a very |ow ebb, | thought.

"This is going to last forever," she munbl ed.

You know, by now, how little regard | held for this
woman. |t is the neasure of Plunis density mat | actually
felt sorry for Cassandra.

She was wat ching as the Sheriff walked to the firepl ace
and took down the blowgun. He held it up to nme w ndow
light to peer through it. "No dart," he said

"Do you actually think he'd put it back in there?" she
snapped.

"Ms. Delacorte, you're giving me a lot of things to digest
all at once," ne Sheriff said; he was beginning to sound a
little grumpy now. "Let's try to be polite to one another,

shal | we?"
Maybe there is a brain inside there somewhere, | thought.

Deep inside, of course.

"You're right, I'msorry,
that |I'm so upset."

Cassandra repented. "It's just

"Of course you are." He nodded. "Very well nen. You
were hit with a bl owgun dart nmat had sone kind of drug in
its point—s that what you're telling ne?"

"That's what | told you," she responded, watching him
return ne blowgun to its spot above the nmantel pi ece.

"Now we're getting somewhere," he said.
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| saw Cassandra cast an inploring | ook to the heavens
just before Plumturned back to her

"Where did it hit you?" he asked.

110 Ri chard Mat hesod

"Does it really matte-?" she retorted.
"I"d like to know, yes," he told her.

"Here," she said. prodding an index finger at her right
breast (Was that a wince of enbarrassnment | saw on Plunms
face?)

He swall owed. "You're lucky it didn't hit you in me eye."

Cassandra chose not to respond to mat. Wat coul d she
have said? "That's a really stupid remark. Sheriff'?

"And your husband shot this—blew this dart at you?"

"Yes. Yes. To keep me fromleaving the roomafter he'd
poi soned Harry—

She broke off as the Sheriff raised his hand as though to
stop the traffic flow of new information-

"Harry?" he asked.

"My husband's agent," Cassandra answer ed.

"You never told me his nane before,"” he said.

"Ch/ yes. Al right. I"'msorry."

"Ckay," he said. "Lets get this straightened out/ then."

I know he heard her pitiful groan but decided to ignore it.

"Harry was sitting on the floor over there. You gave him
the poisoned Scotch. Did he die right away?"

"No. | tried to get himon his feet to take himto the hospi -
tal. | couldn't though; he had no control of his linbs."

"Al'l right." Plum nodded gravely. "Now we're getting
sonewhere. "

Was that a pitiful groan | heard in nmy own throat? Proba-
bly imagi nation. But tile man was driving ne nuts, along
with Cassandra.

"You tried to | eave the room—=
"To call your office," she interrupted.
"I't was you who called nmy office?"

"No!" she cried. "1 said | was going to call your office! But
before | could, nmy husband hit me with the dart!"

"CGot you," he said. "And that paral yzed you."
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"Yes. And | fell down."
Now You See It.. 111
"And saw this Harry—=
"Kendal . Harry Kendal ."
"Harry Kendal, right." He nodded. "Now |I'm getting the
picture."
Harry's words flared brightly in ny brain. Jesus H Christ!

"You saw this Harry Kendal die before you |ost con-
sci ousness?"

"Yes!™

"Ckay." He tried to mollify her with a gesture. "I've got it
now. "

He frowned. "Except—

A | ook of pained vexation took her face.

"—you said before, you thought this Harry Kendal had

been shot."

"Ch." She nodded. "Yes. Apparently what happened
was that my husband terrorized Harry wth—

Terrorized?" he broke in.

"l said apparently because he fired one of those dueling
pistols at him™"

"Then—

"Let nme finish," she demanded, beggi ng. "The pistol bal
was obviously a fake one—nmde of wax, hollow, filled with
bl ood. A magician's gi nmck."

"l see," said Plum "And why would he do that?"
"I told you—+to terrorize Harry."

Plum s voi ce seenmed suddenl y—surpri si ngl y—aware as
he inquired, "And why .would he want to do that, Ms.
Del acorte?"

cta|terl4

Bassandra di dn't—oul dn't—speak at first. Then she an-
swered/ "I don't know. " O course she did; we both did
now. But she had no intention of letting the Sheriff know.

"No idea?" he asked; much as though he suspected die
truths al though he obviously couldn't have.

Cassandra tried deflection
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"Look, does any of this really matter?" she denmanded.
"My- husband- nur der ed- hi s-agent. Arrest him"

"Pl ease,"” said Plum "let ne decide what matters and
what doesn't matter."

She could only sigh in response. Heavily.

"Al'l right." He | ooked around. "Were is your husband
then? 1'd like to talk with him"

"Talk with hin?" She | ooked insulted. "What is there to
tal k about? He rmurdered Harry Kendal. Period!"

"Ms. Delacorte,” he said, "these things have to be done
in acertain way. | can't just arrest a man because—-

"—sone stupid womman tells you that he nurdered somne-
one," she broke in coldly.

Nftw You See ft- 113

"That's not what | was about to say," he told her
He bl ew out a cheek-puffing bream |,

"Assumi ng mat what you say is true— he began
"Assum ng?" she raged

"—do you have any idea where this agent's body m ght be?"
he finished strongly.

She was taken aback by the question. So was 1.1 hadn't
even thought about it.

"No," Cassandra told himas though the thought had just
occurred to her as well. "I don't. | just—

She stopped with a scow . "How could | possibly know?"
she asked, affronted. "I've been unconscious."

"All right," he said. "lIs there any place we m ght begin to
search for it? For him" he anended

Cassandra was about to answer when she held back, nar-
rowi ng her eyes.

She | ooked around the room a curious expression on her
face. | wondered what she was doi ng.

Pl um al so wondered- "Wy are you | ooking around the
roon?" he asked.

She didn't reply, her gaze noving slowy around TWMR
"M's. Delacorte?"

"I can't believe— she started.

She twitched at a runble of thunder

Now Pl um was | ooki ng around the room So was |-as
best my eyeballs could nanage; | wasn't a damm i guana
t hough, with a hundred-and-ei ghty-degree vision in each
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"What are you thinking?" the Sheriff asked. "That ne
body's in here?"

He | ooked at one of nme walls.

"Are there secret panels or sonething?" he asked.

"It wouldn't nmake sense," Cassandra nurnured to her-

sel f.
/
114 Richard Mat heum

Her eyes focused on Plum "Wat?" she inquired. "Secret
panel s?"

"Yes. | thought maybe—

The Sheriff's voice broke off as Cassandra noved
abruptly to the wall panel she'd used earlier to get rid of
Bri an when he was nade up as her.

Pressing at a section of nolding, she caused the panel to
open. (In a way/1 hated mat this stranger should be privy to
a secret |'d created in this house alnost forty years before.)

Cassandra had nmoved through ne opening to | ook in-
side. Plumnoved to the opening as well and peered in.

He jerked back as Cassandra cane out, |ooking angry (at
hersel f).

"Of course he wouldn't put Harry in there," she said.
"That woul d be ridicul ous."

"I's this the only secret panel ?" asked Pl um
"As far as | know ' she said, dosing the panel

That surprised me. Had Max made other alterations to
this roomthat | didn't know about? The notion was di sturb-
ing to ne.

"VWhat do you nean, as far as you know?" Pl um was ob-
viously thinking along the sane lines. "lIsn't ms your
house?"

"My house/ yes. My private study, no. My husband calls

it his Magic Room As far as | know, he could have had it
gi mmi cked in a dozen different ways w thout nmy know ng
it."

Di sturbing, | thought.

"I guess it's time | talked to him nmen," Plumsaid. "Do

you know where he m ght be?"

She | ooked newl y aggravated. "Sheriff," she said. "How
many tines do | have to tell you? | was unconscious'"

"How do you expect ne to arrest him then?" he charged.
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"I'f we don't even know where he is!"
She thought about it for several nonents, then replied,
Now You Sea It.. 115

"Wuldn't it be better if we found Harry's body first? Unti
we do, ny husband is just going to deny everything."

"You think he'll deny it," said Plum

"Well, you don't inmagine he'll confess, do you?" she de-
manded.
Yes, | do imagine that, | answered silently. He's not a man to

shirk responsibility.
Sheriff Plum was | osing patience now.

"Ms. Delacorte,” he said, "I don't know your husband.
He m ght do anything, as far as |'m concerned.”

Touche, you clod, 1 thought.

Cassandra | ooked apol ogetic. "You're right. I'"msorry/'
she sai d.

Her features hardened then

"Well, believe me, he will deny it," she said. "He didn't
set this whole cabal up only to adnit his guilt."

"Cabal ?" asked Pl um

"Pht," she told him "Secret plan. Conspiracy. Maneu-

ver —
"Got it!" cried the Sheriff. "Lwdani ghty!"
Lordam ghty?

"I''"ll take your word that he won't confess," Pl um went

on. "So what do—

She cut himoff. "W have to find Harry's body," she
said- "If we can only—=

She st opped, | ooking across the room

At the burial case-

The Sheriff asked, "What's that?"

"An Egyptian burial case," she told him
"From Egypt ?"

"Well, maybe ifs from Yugoslavia, | don't know, " she
shapped.

"There's no need to be smart," the Sheriff told her.

Especial ly/or you, | thought. (Max, where are you ? is what |
was thinking behind that thought.)
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Cassandra had exhaled wearily. "Sorry," she said- She
didn't sound it.

"I think/ before we start searching for a body—+'Il proba-
bly need a warrant anyway—'d better speak to your hus-
band," the Sheriff decided.

"I't's al ways kept open," she said.
He squinted at her. "Wat?" he asked.

Cassandra wal ked across the room and opened the buria
case.

"Yes, it would have been terribly clever of himto hide the
body in here," she said, scowming at the enpty interior

Nei t her of them noticed what was happeni ng behind
nmem

On the right glove of the suit of arnor.

A large drop of bl ood was about to drip fromone of its
fingertips.

"Where mght | be likely to find your husband, Ms. Del a-
corte?" the Sheriff asked.

Her smle was bitter. "After conmitting nurder?" she
said- "On a flight to Europe, probably."

No, | thought; not Max. But it was only half a thought.

The bul k of my attention was on the suit of armor as the
hangi ng drop of bl ood disengaged itself fromthe fingertip
of the glove and dropped to the fl oor, splashing delicately.
They did not react.

Can't you hear that? | thought incredul ously.

"You think he's left, then?" the Sheriff asked. Cbviously,
he hadn't heard

"Sheriff, how am| supposed to know?" Cassandra re-
plied. "How could I know?"

Qovi ously, she hadn't heard either

Now a second drop of blood was collecting at me tip of
the glove finger. | watched with a kind of sickened fasdna-

Now You Sw I L.. 117

tion as it stretched downward, quivered, broke away, then
fell to nme floor, where it splashed on ne danp spot left by
the first falling drop of bl ood.

Are the two of you deaf? screamed nmy m nd.

Apparently so. Plumwas wal ki ng over to the casket now.
"This a trick?" he asked, pointing at it.
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"No, it's real," Cassandra said. "At |least he says it is.

"Real ?" He | ooked repelled. "A real coffin in your hus-
band's office?"

Magk Rooml | cried out. M nus sound, of course-

"Thafs nme kind of man he is," Cassandra answered hi m
Fol ks! 1 thought.

Pl um peered in through ne glass top, twitching in shock
as he saw what he thought was Max.

"I's this hinP" he asked, aghast.

"Of course not," she said, frowning. "Ifs a quarter-size
dummy. "
Pl um gri maced, looking ill. "Sure |ooks real," he said

He turned to ask her something el se and saw her staring
at the suit of arnor. God bless us all, | was thinking—

—as a third, large drop of blood was di sconnecting from
the fingertip of the glove.

They both wi nced sinultaneously as it splattered on the
floor. Now you hear it, | thought, at |ast.

"My God," said Plum

Cassandra's expression was one of disbelieving horror.
"He woul dn't," she said.

Plum started toward the suit of arnor.

"It wouldn't make sense,’
I had to agree.

Cassandra nurmured shakily.

But who was in the suit of arnor, then?
"Why do you keep saying that?" asked Pl um

"Because he's a magician," she explained. "He'd never be
so obvious. "

That, at |east, she understands, | thought.
118 Ri ctcrd Mat h—M

But she wasn't certain enough to not watch apprehen-
sively as Plumreached the suit of arnmor and stopped.

A fourth drop of blood was collecting at the fingertip.

Pl um wi nced agai n—as Cassandra di d—when the drop
fell, enlarging the scarlet splash-mark on nme fl oor.

G ngerly, he reached up toward the faceplate, his nove-
ment slow, alnost diffident. Cassandra watched himwith a
si ckened gaze.

Plum s fingers noved closer to the faceplate.
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d oser.
chapter 15
sl oni shnent !

Plumrecoiled, crying out involuntarily as the suit of
armor sprang open, its hinged hal ves stopping with a | oud,
metal l'ic clang.

Cassandra Jerked back, gasping.

And | recoiled and jerked back inwardly, my mnd crying
out —

—as The Geat Del acorte stepped forth.

He was attired in full illusionist regalia—white tie and
tails, a top hat accordioned shut in his hands. H's smle was
broad, theatrical

He was, in fact, not standing before us so nuch as naking
an appearance, his expression that which a generation of
magi ¢ devotees had conme to know so wel | —genial, urbane,
and wel comi ng.

"Good afternoon, ny friends!" he said- The G eat Del a-
corte saluted them

Despite ny startlenent and general disconcertnment, it
warnmed ny heart to see himlike that.

120 Ri chard Mat hei on

This was a far different Maximlian Delacorte fromthe
man who met with Harry Kendal —had it only been a few
short hours ago?

That Del acorte was wan and understated/ soft-spoken
until righteous anger cane. That was a hurt, enbittered
Del acorte/ a nman nearly broken by inner pain.

The man who stood before us now was, indeed. The G eat
Del acorte.

And nor e.

This man was on. Keyed up. Inbued with energy. One
m ght put it/ in the current |exicon, that he,was wred.

There was an undercurrent of al nost crazed ebullience in
his 1 ook and nanner which transcended even his usually
ef fusi ve stage persona-

But then, something nore was going on beneath ne sur-
face.

Frozen by surprise, both Cassandra and the Sheriff
twi tched as Max popped open his top hat, set it on his head,
and tapped it into place-

"I't will be ny pleasure this afternoon,” he said high-
spiritedly, "to entertain you with some m nor whinsies of
illusion. -. sone larger feats of prestidigitation... and sone
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expl oits of darker magic which will place each one of you—
whet her you will or not—n Touch with the Mysterious."

Crystals of icy dread began to assail ny inner warnth.

Thi s had been the opening speech of his act (virtually the
openi ng speech of ny act, too) for fourteen years.

At the conclusion of which (as he did now), he tossed up
a cloud of golden dust which crackled brilliantly, men van-
ished into thin air.

Plum had twitched at this- He stared at Max, nouth open.
Max swept off his top hat, bow ng regally.

"l do not believe we've net, sir," he observed.

Now You See h... 121

Pl um was speechless. So was |. (Well, | always was.) |

could not escape a chilling prenonition that Max had truly
gone insane. Under all the circunstances, wasn't it a possi-
bility?

Max tilted his head inquisitively toward the Sheriff.
"Sir?" he said.

Pl um swal | owed quickly, clearing his throat. "G over
Plum" he said. "Sheriff, Medfield County."

"Well, Sheriff, Medfield County," Max replied. "So good
to neet you."

H s expression becane that of a nan savoring sone new,
deli ghtful know edge.

"Gover Plum" he said. "How nusical a nanme."

He beanmed. "I am of course, Maximlian Del acorte,
known professionally as The Geat... Delacorte.”

He confused ne further by gesturing expansively in ny
direction, adding, "And nis, of course, is ny beloved fa-
ther, the original Geat Delacorte, a magician of worldw de
di stinction and renown."

"lI... met him" nunbled Pl uih.
"Gdad to hear it. Sheriff," Max responded.

O f handedl y, he gestured toward Cassandra, who was
| ooking toward himwi th a dark, despising disdain. (How s
mat for alliteration?)

"You've already met M ss Crane," he said.

"Who?" the Sheriff asked.

Max pointed at Cassandra as though at nme target for a
firing squad. "That woman," he said. "Her maiden nane

was Crane."

H s cheeks puffed outward noticeably as he made a
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sound of sardoni ¢ anmusenent.

"Mai den," he said, "a title nonapplicable to her for nmany
decades. "

Cassandra tightened and began to speak. He cut her off.
"What brings you here so soon?" Max asked ne Sheriff.
122 ftichani Mathacon .

"It was you who tel ephoned ny office, then," said Plum

"OfF course," said Max. "I didn't expect you so pronptly
t hough. "

"I"mnot surprised,” the Sheriff said, "since you didn't
mention rmurder in your call."

Max's smile was evanescent. "No, | didn't,"” he adm tted.
"Way did you kill him Max?" Cassandra asked.

He did not reply. Reshutting the suit of arnmor with care,
he strode to the bar, placed his top hat on its surface and
gave the chilling bottle of Dom Perignon a few quick turns
bet ween hi s pal ns.

" Chanpagne, Sheriff?" he offered.

"I hardly think this is nme time for chanpagne," re-
sponded Pl um

"Ch. Too bad," said Max.

He gl anced at Cassandra. "My dear?" he asked. His tone
becane cajoling. "Your favorite brand."

"l don't drink to nurder,’
I'i gnant voi ce.

she'told himin a throaty, na-

He smiled. 'Too bad," he said again. "Not the coment
though. That was very good." He pointed at her with ap-
proval - "Telling."

"M ster Del acorte— Plum started.

"We'l'l have the chanpagne later, then," Mx said.
"When we're ready."

"M ster Delacorte— Plum began agai n.

"Perhaps with' caviar," Max said. "Ch, |I'msorry. Sheriff.
Did | interrupt you?"

"I'"'d like to rem nd you— said the Sheriff.
"Uno nonmenta/' W©Max broke in.

Moving briskly to the Egyptian burial case, he shut the
lid, then turned back with a smile-

"WUke to keep a tidy household," he said cheerfully.

Max, whit is going on in your mnd?! | thought in deep dis-
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tress.
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The Sheriff had begun to bristle now

"See here. Mster Delacorte,"” he said, "I'"mnot here on a
social visit. My office gets a call, | drive out here and find
your wife lying on ne floor over there."

"You do?" said Max. He turned to Cassandra with a | ook
of innocent curiosity. "Way were you |lying on me fl oor,
darling?" he asked.

"Where is he. Max?" she cried.

H s tone was bland as he inquired, "Who's that, ny
dear ?"

Her cheeks were whitening with rage- (Cearly, he was
still exacting vengeance on her.) "Stop the stupid gane,
Max!" she demanded. "We're not playing! Were is he?"

"I think you'd better tell us. Mster Delacorte,” the Sheriff
added.

Max | ooked at him

"Your wife clainms you' re the one who comm tted the
murder," said Plum

Max' s expression becane one of "hurt" bew | dernent.
"What a dreadful thing to say/”“he responded.

He | ooked at Cassandra, ducking wth reproach.
"How awful ," he said.

She | ooked at himwith disbelief now

"You asked himhere to kill him" she said, a | ook of gen-
ui ne pain on her face- "To kill him™"

Max's nmouth was opening to reply when Sheriff Plum
said, "Let's get down to details now, shall we. Mster Del a-
corte?"

He renoved a pad and stubby pencil from me breast
pocket of his shirt. Max | ooked at it approvingly.

"By all means!" he said; he actually sounded ent husi as-
tic. "I'ma detail man nyself; always have been. Nothing to
compare with details, is there? Wthout detail s—=

"Stop it," Cassandra cut himoff, her voice | owpitched,
al nost nurder ous,
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Max | ooked at her, then made a casual noise which | in-
terpreted as asking, "Wat on earth is bothering you, ny
dear ?"
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As the Sheriff began to question him Max renoved four

pl aying cards fromhis left trouser pocket and started to
perform a back-and-front palmw th them The sight nade

me uneasy as | recalled the difficulty he'd had with nme bil -
liard-ball replication earlier.

"This M ster— Pl um began

"Kendal . Harry Kendal ," Max provi ded, one of ne play-
ing cards between the thunb and forefinger of his right
hand.

He made a slight downward novenent, followed by an

upward novenent which allowed ne card to fall across the

back of his first, second and third fingers, the little finger
rising to the edge of the card. (Despite ny uneasiness, the
magi ci an in ne was absorbed conpletely by his hands.)

Rapidly, his forefinger replaced the thunmb, his fingers

were extended, and the card vanished fromthe palm all in
me space of a second. Seeing this, | felt a sense of relief for
hi m

"K-e-n-d— Sheriff Plumwas witing down the letters
with | aborious effort.

"—a-L" conpleted Max. "Kendal. Very good."

As he turned back his hand, he dosed his fingers into the
pal m and gripped the center of the card with his thunb,
opening me four fingers outward until the card was

gri pped against the two mddle fingers and vani shed from
the back of his hand as well. Good, Max, | thought automati -
cally.

"What tinme did he get here?" the Sheriff asked.

Max was repeating the back-and-front palm the cards
appearing, disappearing, then appearing once again.

"Who's that?" he asked in a distracted voice-

"Don't let himdo this to you, Sheriff," warned Cassandra.
U assandra's remark made Max al nost drop the card.

He winced, then directed a forced snile at the Sheriff.
"Does this bother you?" he asked. "It's just a habit."

"I said, what tinme did Harry Kendal get here?" Plumre-
peated the query. .

"Darling?" Max inquired sweetly. "You were here when
he arrived. | was out wal king, you recall."

As he spoke, he fanned the four cards with his right hand,
then let themdrop into his palm

Cassandra regarded hi mbal eful ly.
"Just past noon," she told the Sheriff.

"Thank you, precious," said Max, bringing up his right
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hand to his left as though to transfer the cards, then palm
ing themin his nght and closing his left as though they con-
tai ned the cards.

"You nurdering bastard." Cassandra glared at him "If
you think you're going to get away with this..."

Max made a sound of disapproval at her | anguage,
qui ckly grasping the coners of the cards with his right
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thunb and bendi ng them over so he coul d pass the hand,
fingers open, across the back of his |eft hand.

Al'l of this took place in rapid order as the conversation

progressed; a skilled magician's feat.
"Why did he cone to see you?" asked Plum

"Wl | = Max dropped his left hand casually, displayed

me enpty left hand, nen produced the card with a fan from
behind his right knee "—he canme to tal k about business,"
he said. "An engagenment in Las Vegas. Wasn't that it,
babe?" He snmiled falsely at Cassandra.

She didn't answer, watching himw th hooded eyes.
The Sheriff watched with di spl easure as Max repeated

the card mani pul ati ons.

| watched Max with a coldness in ny stonmach/ wonder-
ing what he was up to, what he had in mnd, what plan. |
knew there had to be one.

"Second nethod," Max was sayi ng as he denonstrat ed.

"Hol d the cards between the right forefinger and thunb

and pass the left hand across the front of me right as though
taking hold of them Under cover of the |eft hand, quickly
back- pal mt hem behi nd the right. Your audi ence—=

"I'd prefer you didn't do that/ Mster Delacorte," the
Sheriff told him

"Real | y?" Max sounded surprised. "You don't like it,
G over? You don't think it's jolly? Legerdemain? Sl eight of
hand?"

"Air. Delacorte—=
Max runbl ed, al nost dropping nme cards.

Wth a scow, he nade them vani sh, slipping theminto
his trouser pocket. He | ooked at Plumw th a goadi ng ex-
pr essi on.

"I"'mall ears, Gover," he said in a hardened voice. "Hit

ne.
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"Way did you have to kill him Max?" Cassandra asked.
Now You Sea H.. 127

There was an aching in her voice now whi ch nade him
| ook at her strangely.

"Did M ster Kendal |eave the house?" the Sheriff asked.

"I'"ve already told you!" Cassandra's anger burst out.
"Harry Kendal was nurdered!"

The Sheriff tried to curb his irritation.

"I would like to hear what your husband has to say,
Ms. =

"He'll say anything to throw you off!" she interrupted,
ragi ng.

Agai n, she | ooked at Max, her tone despairing.
"You didn't have to kill him Mx/' she said.
Max, admit it, | thought. Be done with this.

Cassandra turned and wal ked to the picture w ndow,
| ooki ng out at the gazebo by the | ake, her features taut.

"To repeat the question. Mster Delacorte,” said Plum
"Did Harry Kendal =

"Harry Kendal vacated these preni ses—dnder his own
power, | mght add—+ will add—+ did add—at approxi -
mately a quarter after one.”

"He's lying," Cassandra said wi thout turning.
He was |ying- But why?

The Sheriff was witing in his pad. "One . .. fifteen," he
sai d.

"Anot her way of putting it, but just as good," Max said.

The Sheriff threw hima frowning glance. "I'm not
anused/ M ster Delacorte," he said.

"Nor should you be," concurred nmy son.

Cassandra turned abruptly and wal ked to the spot where
Harry had been |ying after drinking ne Scotch-
Kneel i ng, she began to exani ne the fl oorboards.

"Looki ng for something, darling?" Mx inquired.
128 Ri chard Mat hexu

"You'll know when | find it/" she answered col dly.
"Looking forward to it, snookuns," Max responded.

He watched Plumwriting on his pad.

"Did you know, " he said, "that when one is blindfolded,
one can see past one's nose?"
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Plum gl anced at himwith disinterest, Now what? |
t hought .

"But," continued Max as though the information nust be
absolutely fascinating to the Sheriff, "until one needs that
si ght, one keeps one's eyes shut, don't you see? In that way,
one need not feign blindness during that period, because

one is genuinely blind. N est-ce pas?”

I felt a sense of nelancholic pain, renenbering the very
day 1'd told that to nmy thirteen-year-old son-

Pl um had frowned at the renmark. "What has that got to

do with what we're tal ki ng about?" he asked.

Max smiled benignly. "Nothing," he said. (Does he have a
pl an7 | wondered.)

The Sheriff drewin a tight breath.

"I"'mgetting tired of this. Mster Delacorte/' he said.
"Here's an intriguing item Gover," said Max, raising his
right index finger as though testing the wind. "The magi -
cian, dressed in blue, rides a horse onto the stage/ acconpa-
ni ed by a nunber of attendants dressed in white."

Hi s next words faded fromny hearing as, abruptly, | was
on the stage again, on horseback, dressed in blue. A screen
was raised for several seconds, then renoved. Voila! |I'd

vani shed into thin air, the attendants running the horse on-
stage. Appl ause; delighted | aughter-

The answer was, of course, sinplicity itself. VWile behind
the screen, | junped fromthe horse, ripped off ny paper
costune and stuffed it into a pocket. Underneath, | was
dressed in white, like the attendants. No one ever noticed.
"Pourgwi ?" Max's final words grew audible to nme. "In

Now You Sw K. .. 129

the ensuing rush of novenent, no one takes nme tinme to
count the nunber of attendants."

The Sheriff was glaring at himnow, nmat nade a pair of
gl ares. (You know where the other one came from)

"You understand?" asked Max. "Leadi ng your audience
into seeing what you want memto see."

Cassandra | ooked up from her rapt perusal of the floor-
boar ds.

"How |l ong are you going to let himdo this. Sheriff?" she
asked, standing.

"Listen, Mster Delacorte,” Plumstarted to say.

He broke off, tightening resentfully as Max began a rapid
singl e-card production, speaking as he worked.

"Back-palmten cards in the right hand. Bend the ringers
in. Reach across with Right One, press against the top
card."

"M ster Del acorte—
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"Di sengage ne card from me pack by pressing down and
in with thunb pad as you straighten out the fingers."
" "Damm it," said the Sheriff.

"Wait," Max said. "Let the card slip down between Ri ght
One and Right Two, through Five, until all the cards have
been produced. "

He started to do the sane thing with his left hand. "Back-
palmten cards in the left hand," he began

"Del acorte.” The Sheriff's cheeks were getting pink

"Al'l tricks nust be done in threes, you know' nmny son
nonsequi tured, the expression on his face not entirely sane
now, | saw with di smay.

"Card tricks. Coin tricks. Ball tricks. Al tricks." The cards
kept appearing one by one in the fingers of his left hand.
'Tear paper three tines. Tap tables and containers three
times. Announce illusions three tines. This creates a deep
response, you see. Beginning, mddle, end." H's eyes were
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positively glittering. "Father, Mther, Holy CGhost Eter-
nal -dam it!"

| started inwardly as his voice flared when he | ost hold of
die cards, which scattered to the floor like falling birds. He
ki cked them aside ma burst of fury.

Cassandra | ooked delighted by his failure.

"You have just enjoyed the privilege of seeing The G eat
Del acorte in performance,” she said. "Thrilling, wasn't it?"

Max gave her a quick, acerbic |ook, then turned back to
Plumas tile Sheriff spoke, his voice antagonistic.

"Woul d you rather we continued this at ny office?"
Pl um asked.

"No," said Max imediately. "I prefer to be here."
"Let's do it then," snapped Pl um

Max gestured | oosely. (Was he back again, or farther
adrift? | couldn't tell.)

"What can | tell you?" he inquired. "That ny wife is
| oony? It's a fact. There's been no nurder here."

"Uar!" Cassandra shouted. "You killed Harry right in
front of me!"

Max | ooked benused. "1 did?" he said. "Maybe | should
reeval uate. Maybe |'ve got ammesia.”

He was still playing ne gane, then. Denentedly per-
haps, but in control of his faculties-

"For God's sake, take himin!" Cassandra told nme Sheriff.
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"I'll testify against him"

"Wves can't testify against their husbands, darling,"”
Max rem nded her. "I nust say, you're behaving nost er-
ratically."

"1 think we'd better take a drive into town," the Sheriff
said- "If you want to get a coat or sonething..."

Max | ooked at hi mw t hout expression.

Abruptly, a red ball appeared in his right hand, and he
tossed it into the air. Plumlowered his eyes involuntarily as
it fell to the floor and bounced. So did Cassandra.

Now You See h- 131

"See how his gaze followed nme ball, nmy friends," said
Max, addressing an unseen audi ence. "Unexpected nove-
ment, you see."

"Never mnd ne— started Plum

He stopped, eyes shifting suddenly as Max produced a
burning match in his left hand. (I renmenbered teaching him
that.)

"Again,"" said Max, "his gaze caught by ne novenent,
by the flane."

The Sheriff grimaced and was about to speak when Max
turned quickly to his right, gasping as he | ooked upward.
Pl um gl anced at the same spot -

"Again." Max smled. "Hs line of sight directed."

Hi s arm shot out as he pointed across the room "There!"
he cri ed.

The Sheriff began to turn, then | ooked back willfully, his
face a mask of anger. "Damm it, Del acorte!"”

"You see," said Max, striding toward Cassandra, "l can
deci de, at any nonent, what he will or will not look at."

Cassandra drew back in alarmas Max wal ked up to her.

Reachi ng down. he jerked apart the front of her bl ouse,
reveal ing her |arge, brassiere-cupped breasts. Mx! |
t hought in shock.

Cassandra gasped and snatched at ne bl ouse to cover
hersel f, her face hardened with fury.

A startled Plumwas gaping at the sight.

"How s that for msdirection, Gover?" asked ny son.

"At the nmoment you got an eyeful of my w fe's knockers, |
coul d have wal ked a purpl e el ephant past you without you
seeing it."

He gl anced at ne. "Forgive ne. Padre," he said. "I was
only nmaking a point."
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Cassandra was fastening her blouse now, an odd expres-
sion on her face, no longer furious, but grinmy thoughtful.

"You didn't have tine, did you?" she asked.
132 Richard M h—en

Max el evated his eyebrows. "Pardon?"

"You didn't have tine to put the body anywhere out-

side/" she said. "It has to be in the house."

Pl um stared at her in confusion.

And Harry's voi ce was heard.

"Well, it took you |long enough to guess that, babe," he said.

chapter 17

T

he Sheriff |ooked around in startlenent.
"Who said that?" he asked.

Cassandra noved abruptly to ne gl obe and snatched off
the red silk scarf.

She jolted with shock (as, sonmewhere in ny dead bod, |
did too)/ grimacing exaggeratedly.

Plum stared at the gl obe in revul sion.

I nside was Harry Kendal's head, now hacked off at the
neck, veins and arteries dangling/ features gray and bl ood-
| ess, eyes staring.

"What the hell is that?" asked Plum
He twi tched as the head responded.

"H there. Sheriff,"” it said. "Harry Kendal here. Wll, not
exactly here. Part of ne is el sewhere. My body's cabbing

back to Boston with a different head on it. Plastic. Stuffed
wi th shredded contracts—bPel acorte's, of course; all can-

cel ed. Head | ooks pretty good. First class. Hat fits perfectly.
| doubt if anyone will notice."

134 Ri chard Mat hecon

The head turned. Harry's dead eyes seened to | ook di-
rectly at Cassandra.

"Hi, babe,"” he said. "Renenber the Essex House? Room
Five-twenty-five? Hanh? Hanh? Did | give good head or
didn't 1?"

The head enmitted a hideous, gargling laugh, the gray lips
drawn back sharply. GCh, Max, | thought.

Then the eyes fell shut, the face of the head went still.
"You filthy, sadistic son of a bitch," Cassandra said.
| al nost agreed with her-

Max smiled at Plum and gestured toward the gl obe.
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"Hol ography," he said, "A wonderful invention. En-
abling us to bring newlife to old illusions.”

He | ooked at ne. "H only you could have had it. Padre!"
he sai d.

As Cassandra and the Sheriff stared at himin silence, he
renoved the renote control fromthe pocket of his snoking
jacket (odd nane for the apparel of a man who didn't
snoke, it occurred to ne) and pressed a button

The gl obe cover slid back into place, and he lay ne re-
nmote control on top of the desk.

Plum turned and wal ked toward nme entry hall

"Don't | eave the prem ses," he ordered- "I'Il be back in
| ess than an hour with a warrant."

"Warrant ?" Max | ooked taken aback
"To tear your goddam house apart," the Sheriff said.

"No need," Max told himinstantly. "I confess. | did kil
Hairy Kendal ."

My reaction was mxed. Surprise at his sudden, unex-
pected confession. Relief that it was over wth.

After he spoke, a peal of thunder sounded, not too far
awnay.

"How s mat for timng?" Max inquired, pleased. "l even
work the weather into nmy act"”

The Sheriff | ooked repell ed.

Now You Sea It - 135
N

4-

"Your act?" he said-

"Don't m sunderstand," responded Max, his pleased ex-
pression gone. "l really did kill Harry Kendal ."

Pl um gestured toward the entry hall
"mmat case, we'll be on our way to town," he said.

Cassandra sm | ed, but Max | ooked di sconcert ed.

"No, no, please," he said. "That's not ne plan." There
was a plan, then! "The plan is to announce a nurder to our
good, staunch representative of |aw and order—thafs you,
Grover—then announce that he—you—wi ||l never ever—

what's ne phrase?—pin the rap’ on ne, because he'll—
you' | | —never find the body."

Pl um stared at hi minpassively.

"Let's get (his straight," he said. "You're admtting to
me—ef your own free will—that you nmurdered Harry Ken-
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dal ?"
"OF ny own free will," said Max.

"And is your wife correct?" The Sheriff gestured toward
Cassandra. "Is the body still in the house?"

Max's eyes lit up.
"Gover, in this room" he said.

Wiy did you want nme here, Max? Why? | wondered deso-
| ately.

Cassandra and Plum were | ooking at himin amazenent.

"However," Max continued, "if you take me in, | wll—
nat ural | y—deny ne murder. And without a signed confes-
sion, and w thout the corpus delecti, well..."

He gestured vaguely with his right hand.

"You just confessed in front of two witnesses," the Sheriff
sai d.

"One of themny wife?" asked Max. "Wth ne denying
my confession? Sans corpse? The evidence not terribly in-
crunmati ng?”

He waggl ed a chiding finger.

"Grover," he scolded, parent to child.

136 Richard Mat hnon

The Sheriff was silent. Thinking. (I presune; can't prove
it.)

"Take himin," Cassandra said. "You heard his confes-
sion. That's enough."

Max ignored her, addressing the Sheriff.

"I claim" he said, "that the worthless remains of Harry
Kendal are in this roomand that no one—fno one—will ever
be able to find nem Even though he may be no nore dis-

tant fromus than a few scant yards."

Hs smle was wi cked. "Possibly inches," he said.

Despite the dreadful aspects of it all/1 nust confess that
Max's chall enge intrigued ne- After all, wasn't he me prod-
uct of ny sonewhat askew rearing?

I blinked (I think) as he nade a sudden, broadly fl ourish-
ing gesture with his right hand.

"I take it back!" he cried. "I didn't nurder Harry Kendal!
| vani shed him"

He smiled again, "mthe parlance of nme trade, mat neans

I made hi m di sappear, Gover." (I w shed that he woul dn't
keep calling Plumby his first nane, and with such barely
di sgui sed di srespect.)
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Max | ooked toward the fireplace.
"Perhaps | stuffed himup the chimey," he confided.

The Sheriffs head fumed slightly—and involuntarily—
toward the firepl ace.

"Sheri ff— warned Cassandr a.

"Or perhaps | dissected himinto several hundred pieces,
whi ch are now distributed about the roomin boxes, vases,
urns, what have you."

"Del acorte— said Plum

"Or | may have di sgui sed himas one or born of the easy

chairs,"” Max interrupted. "Or had hi m pancaked under a
steanroller so mat he |lies beneath that |arge rug over
there. ™

NowYeuS—H. .. 137

"Gve it up," Cassandra told him

"Or— Max cut her off grandi osel y—1 disassenbled his
integral atons so mat—even as | speak—he hovers in ne
air before our very eyes, an effluviumof cosmc dust."

He scow ed theatrically.
"Or should | say cosnic garbage?" he anended.
"You're wasting ny time, Delacorte,” me Sheriff snarl ed.

Max rmade a face of boyi sh abashnent (He can still do
that? | thought, amazed.) "Sorry," he mnurnured.

Plum turned to Cassandra-
"You think he's telling nme truth?" he asked,

"Gro-ver." Max sounded wounded. You're getting in
deeper and deeper. Son, | thought.

Cassandra began to answer Plum nen hesitated, |ooking

at Max as though she sought a confirmation in his face-
Then she | ooked around the roomas if searching for poten-
tial evidence.

"What think?" Max asked her. -
She paid no attention to him |ooking at the Sheriff.

"Yes, | do mink he's telling the truth," she said. "I think
he's gone so crazy mat he's hidden Harry's body in nis
room ..to torment ne and to nake a fool of you.

"To prove he's still The G eat Del acorte, even though me
worl d at |arge knows he isn't anynore."

She glared at Max, still speaking to the Sheriff. "Get your
warrant," she said. "Tear the roomapart."”

"Ch. Come on now, Gover," Max said in a pouting voice.
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(He still has that at his conmand as wel U | thought, incredu-
lous.) "Don't do it that way. Wat fun is it to tear a room
apart? That's no chall enge."

He pointed at Plum a |ook of provocation on his face.
"But to find it yourself," he said, "with your own wits."
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He threw down the gauntl et.

"Come on/ Grover/" he said, "be a sport. How hard can it
be to find one neasly agent in a roomthis size?"

The Sheriff stared at Max. Remarkably/ he seened to be
considering the offer.

"\ have al ways dared ny audience to find ne out," Max

said. (True; for both of us.) "I dare you now." He actually
| ooked exdted. "He's here, Gover," he pronmised. "I guar-
antee you."

The Sheriff remained quiet, regarding Max w thout ex-
pr essi on.

"You woul dn't want to deprive ny fattier of watching
you neet the chall enge, would you?" asked Max. "If you
take me in, he has nothing."

My mind was split. Max, |I'd rather have nothing, half of it
sai d.

CGo/or it, Sonny! the other half was shouting. Shanefaced,
but shouti ng.

"Sheriff, get the warrant/' Cassandra said. She stared at
hi min disbelief-

"You aren't actually considering—
She coul d not conplete the statenent.

"All right," said Plum "As long as you realize that be-
cause of your confession to nme, you're already in deep
shit"

Max beaned.

"A predi cament not unknown to ne," he said-

"Sheriff— Cassandra | ooked astounded,
Plum held up his right hand to stop her from speaking.

"I like a puzzle as well as the next man," he told her.

"And it's a slow day at the office, nothing going on in town.
They' Il tel ephone if anything inmportant comes up." He

| ooked at Max.

"l accept your challenge," he said-

chapter 11
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ax | ooked euphoric.
"Capital!" he cried.

Hi s ebullience was not transferable. True, | did feel a
sense of anticipation regardi ng what was about to happen
At the same tinme, however, the deep-set apprehension re-
mai ned fixed in place. After all, he wasn't speaki ng about
giving a show, he was speaki ng about nurder.

"Tmgoing to find that body," Plumwas telling him

white | was rum nating- "And when | do— his voice hard-
ened "—+'l1 see to it personally mat your ass is nailed to a
cross.”

Max | ooked at himw th nocking admirati on—but he
must have felt at |east a twi nge of uneasiness.

Obvi ously, Cassandra still didn't believe that this was
really taking place

"I can take himin anytine, Ms. Delacorte,” Plumtold
her, "and |I must say, | don't understand your objection
You're tile one who said we should find the body first."

Touche, Graver, | thought.
140 Ri chard Mat heson

Cassandra's teeth were bared. "All right,"’
his stupid little game, then."

she said. "Play

"I''"l'l need your help," said Plum

"Ch, nowwait a no," objected Max. "That's not fair. She
knows this roombetter than you do."

"That's right," said Plum Hi s smle was thin and snug.

Cassandra | ooked at Max with sudden, vengeful plea-
sure.

"You think you're going to get away with this, don't
you?" she said. "You know very well that mis roomis al-
nmost as strange to ne as it isto him"

She pointed at Max, smiling now O was it |eering?
"I''"'m not without neans, however/' she told him

"Not without neans at all!" cried Max.

He cl apped his hands three tinmes quickly as though an-
nounci ng the conmencenent of a touney.

"C est merveilleux!" he cried. "What fun we're going to
have! "

Thus the nightnmare conti nued.

Vi sual i ze the scene, dear reader. (Assum ng that anyone
ever reads ms.)
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A wager had been made
For noney? Not so sinple. Far nore deadly and bizarre
The | ocation of a corpse.

Sheriff Plum and Cassandra Del acorte engaging in a chal -
| enge—he concedingly, she with resentful anger.

Puzzl e?
Where was Harry Kendal's body in The Magi ¢ Roonf?
Renmenber the description now,

The roomwas twenty by thirty, high-ceilinged, many-

wi ndowed, including nme picture wi ndow affording a view

of the | ake. Luxurious appointnents, built-in bookshel ves,

a fieldstone fireplace and wall, the French desk, seven feet

Mbw You See |It- 141

by four feet The brass-and-teakwood bar, two easy chairs

with end tables, the |arge antique g,|obe, the display poster,
the Egyptian burial case, the suit of arnor, the casket, the
guillotine; you remenber all that, don't you?

Where woul d you begin to search for a corpse?

Pl ay detective with Cassandra and Plum (unholy she and
roly-poly he).

Wth the prior know edge that no matter what sol ution
you cone up with, you will alnost certainly be wong.

Searching for a dead nman.
My son's idea of "fun" (God help him.

VWhat was he thinking as he crossed to the desk and sat on
it, legs dangling while Cassandra and die Sheriff began
their search?

Cassandra first exam ned the walls, of course; the obvi-
ous choi ce. She knew about one secret panel at |east. Per-
haps there were others she didn't know about; | didn't know
about .

Plum neantinme, had noved to the Egyptian burial case
and opened it.

"My wife already | ooked in there," Max told himwith a
sml e.

"How do you know?" countered Plum "You weren't
here. "

"OfF course | was," Max said. He pointed, "mthe suit of
arnor. "

Pl um grunted, checking the interior of the burial case
anyway.
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"Thor oughness," said Max. "I love it." He sniled gen-
ially. "Search every spot twice," he said. "W knows what
was mssed the first time."

"You closed it up," says Plum "I'm wondering why."

Max | ooked inpressed; | knew he wasn't. "Good think-
ing, Gover," he said. "Wong, but good."

Cassandra, by then, had | ooked behind the drapes and up
142 Richard Mat h-—M

the fireplace; elenentary steps. Now she was exam ning the
chairs and end tabl es.

"You think he's in the end tables/ |ove?" Mx inquired/
chuckl i ng. '

She glared at him "Be anused," she said. "W'll find
him™"

Max bowed, smling.

ATell you what |'mgoing to do, Gover," he said to Pl um
"Sheriff," Plumreni nded him

"Yes, of course," Max said. "Tell you what I'mgoing to

do. Sheriff. While you're searching, |'ll describe sone of ny
various escapes to entertain you. I'lIl even tell you how they
wor k. "

It is me nmeasure of ne, | confess, that | felt as much con-

cern over that as 1 did about Harry Kendal's body.
Reveal how they work?

My effects? The ones 1'd | abored so long to devel op and
perfect?

Pr of anat i on.

"No loss," Max was saying, naking it even worse for rme.
"I'"'mnever going to use them again anyway." (Until that
monent, | hadn't known the full extent of his hopel essness.)

"At any rate, they're too outdated, aren't they, Cassan-
dra?" he said, his smle gone dead. "They're not today."

Cassandra only pressed her |ips together- She would not
respond.

"The Paper Bag Rel ease!" cried Max. (Don't do it. Son,
t hought .)

"A man-si zed bag shaped like a giant fool's cap, a
gunmed seal at its top.

"I get inside, they seal it carefully and place a screen in
front of it. Inpossible to escape fromwi thout tearing the
paper, you say?"

He cupped a hand behind his right ear as though an-
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ticipating a reply fromthem They said nothing. | watched,
heart si ck.

"You don't say," Max went on. "Nonetheless, I'Il tell you.

(Max!)

"All I have to do is slit nme bag along ne top with a razor

bl ade, conveni ently hidden on ny person

"I pop out and make a new flap with gum and brush, also
conveniently secreted on nyself- The screen is renoved—

"—et voila! The bag appears untouched, pristine.

"No one ever notices, you see, that the bag is two inches
shorter. They don't look for that sort of thing."

Well, that trick's shot to hell now, | thought gl oweringly.

The Sheriff had, while Max was speaking, left ne
munmy case behi nd and approached ne | obby-di spl ay
poster to | ook behind it.

Max snickered at that.

"He's not back there," he said. He stroked his chin reflec-
tively. "Although | might have lam nated himinto the
wood, | suppose.”

The Sheriff touched the heart area of the poster figure.

"Sonmeone's thrown a knife in here,” he said.

"Ch," responded Max in a voice of pseudo-awe, "I can
see why you're the Sheriff of Medfield County, Gover."

Plumturned to himwith a smle nmost icy and atypical,
t hought .

"You think this is a grand gane," he said.
"Conpl etely grand," Max agreed.

"Wl l, what you don't know," the Sheriff said, "is that
I"mgoing to nail you good."

Max extended his arns to each side, head dropped for-

war d-

"To the cross, don't forget," he rem nded Pl um
Then he lifted his head, grinning.
"The only fitting expiration for a saint,'

he sai d.
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"A snake, you nean," Cassandra told him

Max clucked and shook his head. "How di sparaging," he
nmut t er ed.
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He put both pal ns down on the desk behind himand
| eaned back with a contented sigh. (I could not believe he
was really contented, though.)

"Both of you are cold, you know," he said. "Virtually
North Polish, if you want to know the truth.”

"You really believe we're not going to find him don't
you?" Cassandra asked with a cold snile.

"You're not," he replied. "You especially, you're border-
ing on the frigid."

"Only with you, lover," she jeered.

That blow hit horme. | saw it dearly as Max regarded her
wi th mal i gnance.

Then he turned fromher to observe the Sheriff, who was
at me fireplace, patting and running his hands over ne
stonewor k as though in search of another hidden panel.

Max wat ched with hooded eyes.
"Havi ng a good tine, Gover?" he asked.

The Sheriff did not reply; he continued what he was
doi ng.

"The lIron Box Escape!" cried Max. (Not again, | thought,
despairing. How can he do this?)

"The box is heavy-solid—+iveted—the Iid held down by
bolts."

My stomach sank. He really was going to do it.

"I'm | ocked inside," he described. "The box is bolted
shut. The good ol' screen is set in place for several mnutes.

"I appear. The screen is w thdrawn. The box is un-
touched, all bolts secure. Inpossible, you say?"

| saw nyself on stage performing nme trick. To reveal its
secret was unthinkable to ne!

NowywS—L.. 145
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The Sheriff was by the picture w ndow now, |ooking out
at me | ake.

"Whafs that out there?" he asked.

"That is a gazebo, Gover," Max told him

"l don't nean that," said the Sheriff.

Cassandra joined himquickly. "Were?" she asked.

"Grover," scolded Max. "I told you; he's in this room"

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...0Matheson%20-%20Now%20Y ou%20See%?20lIt...txt (95 of 152) [12/29/2004 2:30:39 PM]



file:///C|/2590%20Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%20-%20Now%20Y 0u%20See%20lt...txt

"\ou told ne a lot of things," Plumsaid in a deprecating
voi ce. He pointed. "That thing out there. Like a nound."

Cassandra bl ew out a bream disgustedly. "It's just a pile
of stones,"” she told the Sheriff.

"It was there before?" he asked.

"Yes." She turned away,

"Good try, Gover," said Max. "My respect for you is
mounti ng by the nmonment."

"Way don't you just shut up?" snapped Pl um

"Haven't finished ny description of the Iron Box Es-
cape," Max responded cheerfully. (Ch, for God's sake. Max, |
t hought .)

"The bolts | pushed out fromme inside to have the nuts
fastened to memare not the original bolts, you see; the ones
exam ned by ne judges. (Damm you. Max!)

"These bolts—secreted on ny person, of course-have
nuts on the inside of ne box as well.

"I renove these inside nuts, push out the bolts, energe,
replace me original bolts with ne expeditious use of
string—that's the tricky part—ef voila!"

Thanks a lot, Son, | thought. Another pile of years and effort
down the tube.

Wil e Max was tal king. Plum had gone to check one of
the built-in bookcases, running his fingers along the decora-
tive noldings to see if anything occurred.

Cccur it did.
As the Sheriff touched what appeared to be a scall oped
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inlay on the nolding, he (and | —and Cassandra, | inmagi ne)
heard a clicking sound.

The bookcase section hinged out by several inches.
"Ah "the Sheriff said.
C

assandra hurried over as the Sheriff tried to pull the
bookcase open. "Now we're getting sonewhere," he said.

Has the search al ready ended? | wonder ed.

Pl um hi ssed as he broke a nail. "Wat is this, anyway?"
he demanded

"Not hi ng, Sheriff," said Max. He | ooked di sturbed.

"Not hi ng, Max?" Cassandra goaded
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Seei ng how t he bookcase edge had sprung open severa
i nches, she nmade a sound of vengeful satisfaction

"Now we' ve got you," she said.
"I'mtelling you. Sheriff, it's nothing," Mx insisted.

"You hear?" Cassandra said. "He wouldn't say that if it
was really nothing."

She | ooked at Pl um

"What were you doi ng?" she asked. "Wat did you
touch?"

"This nolding here," he answered, pointing.

Cassandra pressed her thunb al ong ne nol di ng desi gns.
I felt ny heartbeat thunping. Wiat was behind there?
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When Cassandra touched the scalloped Inlay, she said ex-
dtedly, "It's going in!"

She | ooked at Max accusingly -
""Now we' ve got you, you son of a bitch," she said.

She held the scalloped inlay in and quietly, with well-
oil ed gears, the bookcase section started to revol ve.

Cassandra and the Sheriff stepped back quickly, and
braced nyself (as much as that was possible) for what |
m ght see. Harry's corpse?

The bookcase section turned all the way around and
st opped.

No Harry's corpse.
Books.

On the reverse side was anot her bookcase filled with
t hem

"What the hell is this?" nme Sheriff asked.

Max smled cutely (that smile again), a small shrug
hunchi ng up his shoul ders.

"I told you it was nothing," he said. "I wish | could tel
you that 1'd fooled you, but | can't. It's just a protected pl ace
where | keep ny nore val uabl e books on nmagic."

So that's where they are, | thought. 1'd noticed they were
gone, but had assumed they were upstairs in Max's bed-
room

"For Christ's sake," muttered ne Sheriff. He bit off the
shredded nail's edge and spat it out in disgust.

"Good norent though, you nust admit," said Max. (It
was, 1 thought.)
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He | ooked at Cassandra di sdainfully.

"Better luck next tinme," he said.

He slid off me desk and wal ked to the bookcase, pressing
in nme scalloped inlay.

"Wait a second," said Cassandra.
Now what ? | thought.
149

Max kept nme inlay depressed with his thunb. Cassandra
grabbed his armand pulled it fromthe nol ding.

"I said wait a mnute," she told nun

"What is it?" asked the Sheriff.

"Wy is he so anxious to dose it up?" she demanded.
Max rmade a weary sound.

"Gve it up, Cassandra," he said. He depressed the scal -
| oped inlay/ and the bookcase started revol ving again.

"Stop him Sheriff," said Cassandra.
"Hold it," ordered Plum

Max | ooked aggrieved. "For CGod's sake, Gover," he
conpl ai ned.

"l said hold it," said the Sheriff.

Max removed his thunb fromme inlay.

"I"d like to know why you're so anxious to dose it, too,
said Plum

"I told you," Max replied, a little testy now. "I like to keep
a tidy household."

He jerked around, a look of anger flaring on his face as
Cassandra shoved hi m asi de and pressed at me scal | oped
i nl ay once again.

"Don't try to stop her," the Sheriff warned.

Mot i onl ess, Max wat ched as the bookcase dosed all the
way; then, as Cassandra kept the inlay depressed, it re-
vol ved once nore. Again, the collection of Max's nore

val uabl e vol unes of magic (my volunes, really) faced out-
war d.

"Now, " sai d Cassandra

"Leave it alone/' Max told her. Al geniality had vani shed
fromhis voice now, he was deadly serious. Is this it? | won-
der ed.

Cassandra began to exam ne the bookcase.
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Max noved to stop her.
Sheriff Plum stepped forward and restrai ned him
150 Ri chard Mat beson
| sat/ lunmplike, watching.

Max gl ared at the Sheriff. "This has nothing to do with
Harry Ken—=

Hi s voice broke off as Cassandra found a middle joint on
t he bookcase and began to pull open one side of it.

"Dam it!" said Max.
Bot h bookcase halves started to glide apart on rollers.

"No!" said Max. He tried to pull away from Plum but
couldn't.

He stared at the opening bookcase hal ves, his expression
harri ed.

I couldn't see—or feel-—y expression, but | wager it was
no | ess distraught.

Cassandra hitched back with a gasp, and Plum s grip
tightened reflexively on Max's arm

| wanted to gasp, but couldn't
VWhat we were | ooking at was Adel ai de Del acorte.

Adel ai de's back was turned to us, her hair and dress exactly
as they | ooked in the painting above the firepl ace.

"Holy God," Plum nuttered.
"CGod dam it!" Max snarl ed.

He jerked | oose fromthe Sheriff's grip and noved to
cl ose the bookcase hal ves.

Too | ate.

Cassandra had al ready touched Adel ai de's right shoul -
der. Adel ai de began to turn. Slowy. Uke a lifesized doll on
a revol vi ng base.

Whi ch st opped.
We all stared at her face.
There was no face.

It was a facel ess nannequin, wearing the dress and a w g.
| felt a sense of dreadful pain for ny son-

What had been exposed was a sanctuary to his wife, her
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dresses and bel ongings |ovingly displayed. Her jewelry.
Her hats. Her books-
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Total silence in TMR |Imobility.

Then Max, breath strained, said in a quiet (bating) voice,
"Are you both satisfied now?"

Hands shaki ng, he began to cl ose the bookcase again.
Cassandra grabbed his arm and jerked hi maround.

"You nmade a shrine to her?" she asked, infuriated. "A
shrine?"

Max | ooked at her in blank surprise (as | did) as she
shoved the bookcase hal ves apart again, so violently that
t he mannequi n began to topple.

Wth a hollow cry. Max lunged for the figure to prevent
its fall. He stood it up again.

Cassandra smled now. It was not a whol esone snile.
"To the only woman you ever |oved?" she asked.

"Whaf s goi ng on?" asked Plum | would have asked ne
sane question had | been able to speak.

"And she | oved you, of course/' Cassandra said- "Adored
you. Worshi ped you. "

Max's face | ooked carved fromstone. Again, he tried to
dose the bookcase halves to shut away what clearly was a
shrine to Adel ai de. Again, Cassandra stopped him

It was inpossible to believe nat these two had ever | oved
each other, so rabid were their exchanged looks. | felt em
barrassed to witness it. Plumseened to feel the sane.

"Time for alittle truth. Max," said Cassandra. "Tinme to
set things straight."

He started to speak. She cut himoff.

"You never |oved her/or a second," she said.

He tensed. | tensed (I think). Plumtensed (I guess).
Cassandra's snile was ruthless.

"How coul d you | ove her,"
self so much?"

she said, "when you | oved your-
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It seens accurate to say that Max was on the verge of
| eaping at her, probably to throttle her

But sonmehow, he nanaged to hol d back, his expression
suddenly confused. Wat does that nean? | wonder ed.

"Ch, you thought you loved her/' said Cassandra. "Wy
not ? She never asked for a single thing."

Her face went hard- "Except a baby," she added.

«"Stop it," said Max. Hi s voice was weak and vul nerabl e
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"She spoke to ne. You never knew that, did you?" said
Cassandra. "During mat engagenent in New York. The
ni ght she died."

Her shiver seemed genui ne enough.
"Or should | say the night she was killed?" she added.

"Stop it," Max comuanded- He seenmed to be | osing con-
trol

"Ch, no," Cassandra said through clenching teem "Not

now. I'msure the Sheriff will be fascinated by what | have
to say. I'msure your father would be too if he weren't a liv-
i ng sponge." (Gadas, Cassandra.)

"I'"'mwarning you," Max told her
"Warn ahead," she said, defying him
She turned to the Sheriff.

"My brother and | were performng at the sane theater,"
she said. "I got to know Max's w fe. She was pregnant. Oh,
so happy to be carrying their first child."

"God damm you." Max's hands began to flex into fists.

"' And oh, so exhausted because Max wouldn't |et her
rest," Cassandra continued, |ooking at Max as though dar-
ing himto try and stop her.

"She shoul d have been in bed that night," she went on
"She was afraid she mght mscarry. But did nat nean a
thing to Max? No. Not him He didn't want the baby any-

way. "
"CGod damm you," Max broke in again.
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"He couldn't stand the idea of Adel aide |oving any ot her
person mthe world but him"

"Stop it!" shouted Max; it was the agoni zed protest of a
man who knew he was hearing the truth. (A genuine shock
tome.)

"You knew she shoul dn't have been working that night!"
Cassandra shouted back. "You didn't give a dam, though!
You made her work, regardless! She mscal cul ated, had the
acci dent—and you're the one who killed her!"

M

| ax lunged at Cassandra, hands clutching for her throat.
Only Plum s alert nove prevented himfrom succeedi ng.
"You didn't want a wife!" Cassandra raged at Max. "You
wanted a slave' A sniling, bow ng/ scraping, worshiping
sl ave! That's why Adel ai de was your dream wonman! Be-
cause/ unlike ne—
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She broke of f breathlessly and turned away from him
with a convul sive shudder.

"Let nme go," Max told the Sheriff quietly.

"Not if you intend to harmyour wife," said Plum

Max replied, "My wife is dead."

My eyeballs shifted as | | ooked at Cassandra.

Not surprisingly, she was staring at Max with as nuch
pai n as venom

Once again, | was conpelled to synpathize with her.

VWhat ever she'd done to harm Max—and it was consi dera-

ble (she'd certainly gone beyond ne bounds in her accusa-
tions)—she did not deserve his last remark. Good Cod,
what a nmurk of hate and counter-hate befoul ed that room

NowywSoet L. . 155
Enough to nmake a person ill.

Max had pulled | oose fromthe Sheriff's relaxing grip and
was now cl osi ng Adel ai de's shrine, returning ne bookcase
to its original position.

He | ooked around in startlenent as Cassandra suddenly
lurched toward the fireplace.

She stopped in front of it and put a trenmbling hand across
her eyes.

"Why did you rush over there?" the Sheriff asked.
She didn't answer.

"M's. Delacorte?"

"No reason,"” she said, struggling for conposure

Pl um | ooked at her in disbelief. It was a wonder the man
bel i eved anything by nmen, there'd been so nuch deception
since he'd arrived.

He noved to where she was standing.

"I's nmere sonething over here?" he probed. "A hiding
pl ace or somet hi ng?"

"No," she nuttered.
"Why did you come over here, then?" he asked.

"No reason!" She was still fighting to regain herself. "No
reason at all," she said.

Clearly/ Plumwas not convinced. Wwo could blane hinf

He ran his hands across the uneven surface of me field-
stone wall above the fireplace. He | ooked carefully at me
mant el pi ece.

"If 1 knew where the body is,"” Cassandra said, "do you
think 1'd have been searching with you all this tine?"

"frankly, | don't know," the Sheriff said disgustedly. "I
don't know whether to believe either one of you at this
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point."

Bravo, G over, | thought gloomly. So far, this had been a
little |l ess than the happiest day of ny life.

Hum could find nothing. Wth an irritated sound, he
turned toward the entry hall.

156 Richard Mat h—en

"That's it/' he said. "Tm‘not wasting any nore time
here. ™"

"I'"l'l show you the body," said Cassandra.

Plumwhirled to glare at her. "You just said you don't
know where it is!" he cried.

"I don't!" she responded. "But | know howto find it wth-
out wasting any nore time!"

She started toward Max, a vengeful |ook on her face.

"I told you I'"mnot wthout means," she told him

"CGet away fromme," he muttered.

"You' d best cooperate. M ster Delacorte,” Plumsaid,
1"l take you in right now"

or

Anbi val ence flickered on ny son's face, indecision;
shoul d he go or stay?

It wasn't nuch of a contest, as it turned out-
"What do you want?" he asked Cassandra,

Her answer was to grab his right wist.

He jerked it free-
She grabbed the wist again. Again, he pulled away.

"Make himdo it. Sheriff," she said.
Pl um | ooked agitated. "Do what?" he demanded.
"Lead ne around the roomwhile I'"'mholding his wist."

The Sheriff scow ed. "Why? Whafs that supposed to
do?"

Her smle was cruel. The woman had a cruel smle, mat
was certain. Now | wondered just how nuch of what she'd
sai d about Adel ai de was true and how much concoct ed.

"When we reach ne place where Harry Kendal's body is
hi dden," she told the Sheriff, "my husband's pul se beat wll

speed up."

So mat was it; | should have known.

The Sheriffs scow had not abated. "I'mtired of— he
start ed.

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...0Matheson%20-%20Now%20Y o0u%20See%20It...txt (103 of 152) [12/29/2004 2:30:39 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20N ow%20Y ou%20See%20It...txt
"Sheriff," said Cassandra. "lI'mtelling you. It will work."
Now You See H... 157

The Sheriff sighed. He | ooked at Del acorte and nodded
once.

Wth a smle equally cruel. Max extended his right hand
and Cassandra grabbed the wi st again, squeezing as hard
as she could. Max winced a little, men chuckled softly.

"VWhere to?" he inquired.

"Just |l ead me around the room" she said.

"Yes, ma'am" he replied.

He I ed her to the gl obe and stopped. "Here?" he asked.
"Go on," she nuttered.

"Yes, ma'am"

He led her to the fireplace and then along the fiel dstone
wal | . He gestured toward me fireplace with his |eft hand.

"Her e?" he asked.
She gestured irritably for himto keep on noving.
"Yes, ma'am" he sai d.

"I"'mnot going to wait too long on this," the Sheriff told
her .

"Hold on," she said.

Max | ed her to the desk and gestured toward it.
Cassandra gri maced and shook her head.

He led her to the suit of arnor, stopped.

She shook her head.

He I ed her to the guillotine.

She shook her head.

Wth a bored sigh, he led her to the casket, stopped.
He waited, then began to nove again.

She rel eased his wist, a |ook of sweet revenge on her
face.

"l knew his pul se beat woul dn't change,"” she told ne
Sheriff. "He's too good at controlling it. He forgot his mnus-
cul ar reaction, though."

She is clever, | thought uneasily.
158 Ri chard Mat bason

As she finished speaking, a roar of thunder sounded in
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the di stance. Lightning flashed.
The stormwas getting cl oser.
"Ms. Delacorte/' said Plum
She pointed at the casket.
"He never keeps it closed," she said.
"But you can see inside," Plumtold her

Cassandra's pointing finger shifted toward the | ower
portion of tile casket.

"Not down there," she said.

Max spluttered with contenptuous anusenent. His dis-
tress at the uncovering of his shrine to Adel ai de seened
ended now, he had his equanimty back

"You can't be serious," he said.
He | ooked at Pl um

"l could conceal the body in a dozen different places,
Grover," he said. "But in a casket right in front of you?"

He directed a hooded-eyed snile at Cassandra.
"Norn de Dieu, ma petite," he said.
Hi s voi ce grew harsh.

"I"'mreferring to the size of your brain/ of course,"” he
added-

Cassandra was trying in vain to open the casket.

"Make himunlock it," she said to Plum
Pl um | ooked at Max as though he really didn't see the
point inthis but felt conpelled to try it anyway.

"You have the key. M ster Del acorte?" he asked.

"Ah, it's Mster Delacorte again," said Max. "Things are
pi cking up."

"WIIl you just unlock it, please,” Plumtold him

"Sheriff/' Max explained/ "mat casket is ny final resting-
pl ace-to-be. It has a deep significance—

Plumdidn't et himfinish.

"If you force ne to get a warrant," he said, "I swear to
God I'Il break it open with an axe."

Now YM See It, 159

"You-wi Il -not," said Max/ of f ended.

Even so/ he hesitated for several nonents nore before re-
moving a key fromthe right-hand pocket of his snoking

jacket and tossing it to Plum who, startled, was barely able
to snatch it fromthe air.
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Was this it, then? | wondered. Trepidation held me tight.
Cassandra edged cl oser to the casket.
"Anxious to view your |over's remains?" asked Max.

The | ook she gave hi mwas now as apprehensive as ma-
lign. | could not believe that he could sound so casual if this
was really it. Unless he had surrendered i nwardly already.

They wat ched (I watched) as the Sheriff unlocked the cas-
ket's upper lid and opened it.

Reaching in. Plumlifted out the partial replica of Mx
and set it on the floor, then rejoined Cassandra, who was
| ooki ng down into me casket.

Their reaction made it obvious that they were seeing
not hi ng.

Max chuckl ed again. "I told you," he said.

Moving to the Sheriff/ he renoved the key fromPlunis
fingers and dropped it back into his pocket.

Cassandra had backed of f, frowning, but me Sheriff stil
| ooked down into the interior of the casket-
Max | ooked inside with him

"Satisfied?" he asked.

Does he feel as sick inside as | do? | wondered. |'m sure he
di d.

The Sheriff remained silent, peering into the casket.
"Al right if | put nmy quarter-duplicate back in?" asked

Max.
Pl um di d not respond. He reached down into ne casket,

feeling at the padding.

"Grover?" Max put his hand on the Sheriff's shoul der
Pl um shook it off.
Abruptly men, he raised the bottomlid of the casket,

160 Richard Mat bewR

hinging it aside. He poked at the interior padding once
again. What is he | ooking/or? | wondered.

Max wonder ed, too.

"What are you doi ng?" he asked, his tone a rattier obvi-
ous attenpt to sound casually curious.

Still the Sheriff didn't speak. He began to press both
hands agai nst the paddi ng now. He was on to sonething, |
coul d see

Al so seeing it, Cassandra returned. "Wat is it?" she
asked.
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"Sheriff?" Max inquired.

Pl um remai ned qui et, pressing harder at the inside pad-
ding of the casket, poking it and plucking at it.

The approachi ng thunder runbl e sounded oni nous to
me. Like a dnunroll prior to sone explosive finale.

Now Pl um reached into his right-hand trouser pocket
and renoved a fol ding knife.

"What are you doi ng?" Max asked qui ckly.
Pl um opened the knife.
"VWhat are you doi ng?" Max repeated, now nore urgently.

Phun reached into the casket, the open knife in his right
hand.

Max grabbed his arm "You aren't going to do this," he
decl ar ed.

"Let go of nme." Plumsaid. H s tone was threatening.

Max swal | owed and wi thdrew his hand. "You'll regret
this," he said.

I gnoring him Plum began to cut away the paddi ng on
the bottom of the casket.

"You're going to pay for nmis," Max told him

Cassandra watched in silence as the Sheriff hacked at the
casket padding, pulling it up in handfuls.

Suddenl y, Cassandra | ooked inside the casket in shock
"Ch, ny CGod," she rmurnured

What is it? cried ny mnd.

Now You See H-. 161

The Sheriff was pulling something up from an apparent
cavity in the bottom of the casket.

Sonet hi ng heavy.
Ch, no. Max, no, | thought.
The Sheriff haul ed up what appeared to be a cloth sack

Cassandra (and 1) choked on breath as the Sheriff yanked
the heavy bag up higher and it toppled fromthe casket,
| anding on nme floor with a soggy thunp.

Dri ppi ng bl ood.
c

assandra nade a sickened noi se; sonewhere in ny vege-
tated bowels/1 did alike.
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The Sheriff swall owed, throat dry.

Braci ng hinself, he reached down with both hands and
cut open the sack with his knife.

He pull ed apart the edges.

And cried out hoarsel y—sinmultaneously with Cassan-

dra—as a gi ant paper noth flew upward frominside ne

sack, flapped around in erratic circles, then perfornmed an
abrupt nosedive to ne floor.

"I told you you'd regret it/" Max rem nded the Sheriff.

What was that holl ow sound inside ny chest? Could it

have been a chuckle? | felt like chuckling. Fromrelief. From
(damm ny magi danly hide!) appreciation and delight at a

trick well done

"The weight is dirt," Max told them "The blood is fake."

Both | ooked at himwith virtually the same expressi on—
one of incredul ous revul sion

"l also told you it was ny casket," Max conti nued
Now You See tt. 163

blithely. "It is. 1 had a few small gimrcks put in, that's all.
To entertain the audience at nmy hnmeral. Wy let themsit
there norosely when | can do a postnortem perfornmance?"

"Morosel y?" Cassandra responded, glaring at him
"Don't you nean joyously?"

"Only you," said Max-

To their surprise (and mne, need | add?) he started
climbing into the casket.

"Let ne denpnstrate,” he said. He dosed the |ower |id,
|l ocking it into place.

"You'll get a boot out of this, Gover," he told the Sheriff.

He | ay back agai nst the paddi ng, his head on me sewn-in
pillow

"I'min nmy casket, see?" he said. "Laid out in ny finest
bib and tucker, hair conbed, beard trimmed, teeth al
brushed; why not?

"The service is near conduded. Get the picture? Lights
are dimmed. Al heads are |owered reverently."

"Murderer!" Cassandra snarl ed.

Lunging at the casket, she slamed shut the upper |id,
locking it. Max cried out. Max's father felt a surge of dread.

Cassandra seenmed to be uncertain as to whether she felt
shock or elation. She trenbled visibly as she watched Pl um
attenpt to open the casket.

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...0Matheson%20-%20Now%20Y o0u%20See%?20It...txt (108 of 152) [12/29/2004 2:30:39 PM]



file:///C|/2590%20Sci-Fi %20and%20Fantasy %620E-books/ Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20N ow%20Y ou%20See%20It...txt
"You bitch!" screaned Max. Hi's voice was nuffl ed.
"VWere's the key?" the Sheriff asked himl oudly.

"mny pocket, you idiot!" shrieked Max, furious and ter-
rified at the same tine.

Ch, ny God, she's done himm | thought.
Pl um was staring blankly at ne casket.

He | ooked at Cassandra, stunned, as she emtted a sound
of hal f-mad pl easure.

"I'"'mgoing to smother in herel"™ Max shout ed,

"Aour breath is steaming up the faceplate, darling," Cas-
sandra said, smling.

164 Ri chard Mat heson

"Ms. Delacorte," said Plum aghast.

"l hope his death is slow," she said-

Whi ch concl uded ny apprai sal of Cassandra Del acorte.
Not a positive one-

The Sheriff was staring at her as though he couldn't be-
|ieve what he'd heard.

| stared at her with no difficulty at all in believing what
I'd heard.

Max started pounding on the inside of the Iid (unbreak-
abl e gl ass), screanming with enraged terror-

The Sheriff | ooked around/ gaze settling on the trophy
board above the mantel pi ece-

Runni ng there, he grabbed the African spear-

Seeing m s/ Cassandra quickly | evered down the casket
to a horizontal position.

"What are you doi ng?" Max shouted; he sounded de-
ranged now.

When ne Sheriff started to return with the spear/ Cassan-
dra pushed ne rolling-casket base away from him

"You nustn't touch his casket. Sheriff," she said breath-
|l essly. "You heard him"

It was a manic chase/ ny friends. A farce enacted in a
madhouse.

Vi sual i ze: Cassandra Del acorte shoving the casket around
the room (no Magi ¢ Room now, rather, an insane asylum/ a
| ook of unhi nged amusenent on her face.

Max inside, how ing, pounding.

Pl um—e Ki kuyu spear clutched tightly in his right
hand—gaspi ng/ "Ms. Delacorte!"”
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And Potato Familias ensconced, unnoving, in his wheel-
chair, watching like me hel pl ess tuber he was.
"Ms- Delacorte!" Plumcried again.

"No/ no, it's his final resting place!" she protested. She
was insane; | note this in retrospect.

A frenetic giggle pulled back her |ips as she yawed t he
Now You Sw tt... 165
casket around the guillotine, turning so fast that it "did a

wheelie," as they say.
"Damm it!" cried the Sheriff.
He put on a burst of speed and nanaged to catch up to

her/ forcing her to stop

I medi ately, she backed of f, panting.

Plum attenpted to pry the spearhead under the Ilid.
Max' s poundi ng was weaker now. He sobbed with

dr ead.

"Get me out of here!" he begged. "For Christ's sake, get
me out of herel™

The glass plate, | could see now, was conpletely steaned
up by his breath.

"Damm!" Plum was grimacing angrily. He couldn't seem
to force the spear in to open the lid.

I wanted to dose ny eyes. The sight was unnerving mne;
and ny nerves were half dead, renenber.

Pl um struggl ed harder. Finally, he forced me point in and
-started pulling down on the shaft.

VWi ch pronptly broke.

"Ch," Cassandra said, her tone nine steps bel ow sincer-
ity. "Drat."

She smled benignly at the casket. "Sorry, Mx," she said.
"You bitch!" he shrieked.

Cassandra ducked and shook her head. "How di sparag-
ing/" she said, |eaning across the casket as Sheriff Plumran
back toward the firepl ace

"Now you' I | pay for killing Harry," she said. "Wether
we find himor not."

"Dam you!" cried my son/ his voice sounding faint.

The Sheriff snatched the Spanish pike fromthe trophy
board and started runni ng back, gasping for breath.

"He's going to try ne pi ke now WMx/" Cassandra told
my son. "If that doesn't work/ well send out for sone dyna-
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mte."
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"Look out," said Plum

Cassandra junped aside as the Sheriff reached the casket,
brandi shing the pike to drive it at the casket |ock

"Avaunt!" cried Max.

My heart junmped (it was nice to have sonething mat coul d
Junp) as me casket side sprang open and ny son stood up/
arns raised to halt the Sheriff's nove

"Don't do it!" he ordered.

They stared at himin shock; while ny body considered
indulging in a second stroke.

Max gestured toward ne casket.

"It is, of course/ an apparatus,"” he confessed. "An inte-
rior release maki ng possi bl e solid-through-solid penetra-
tion."

He | ooked at Cassandra darkly.

"Al though m s person didn't know that/' he said-
He | ooked over at ne. "Had the apparatus built by Need-
| ebaum " he told ne. "He's still the best, at eighty-four.

Hi s expression softened as he saw (or sensed) ny dis-
tress. He came over to ne.

"I know, |'ve nmade you suffer again," he said. "I regret
that. Padre, but | wanted you to see these things and not be
shut away fromthem This is still your hone."

He laid his hand on ny right shoul der and squeezed it.

Dear, oh, dear, ny muddl ed brain remarked. My enotions
were dangling at me end of a yo-yo, noving up and down,
out and in, in circles, wnging, spinning, pendulum ng.

Turni ng, Max went back to Cassandra and Plum (Good

nane for a vaudeville team it occurred to ne.) They stared
at him still—+ took it—+ecovering fromthe shock of his un-
expect ed appear ance-

He chuckl ed at their expressions.

"Now | ask you," he said. "Wuld | have a real casket in
nmy father's home? Do | strike you as the norbid type?"

He addressed the Sheriff.
Now You See It- 167

"As you know," he said, "—er maybe not—a mmgi ci an
al ways provides an alternative ending to an illusion in the
event sonet hing goes wong."

Again, the icy | ook at Cassandra.

"Li ke sonme person slamming down the |lid of one's casket,
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| ocking one inside with me key."

He smiled at her, the smle as icily malignant as the | ook
had been.

"Well, it was worth it," he declared. "Now | know ex-
actly where your head is at."

He made a sound of derisive anmusenent.

"Bven if you don't know where Harry's is at," he said.

The Sheriff finally found his voice; the casket effect
seened to have rendered himtenporarily speechl ess.

"You let us think that you were suffocating just to play a
trick on us?" he asked, appall ed.

"Just to play a trick?" echoed Max. "Sang-de-boeuf, what
greater achievement is there?”

[ Hi s expression hardened suddenly.

n " Speaki ng of that," he went on, "you've been fool ed
completely. Sheriff. Uterly deceived.

"Harry Kendal isn't here. He left at twelve-fifteen. | have
been playing a gane with you. Not a stupid gane, as this
person described it, but a gane nonet hel ess. ™

The Sheriff's expression was as hard as Max's now, his
lips pressed together so tightly they were barely visible.

"If youd like to call a lawer. Mster Delacorte," he said,

"l advise you to do it now |I'mtaking you in."

Max | ooked taken aback. "But | just told you— he
began.

The Sheriff cut himoff. "I know what you told ne," he
sai d,

He nmoved to the chair in which Harry had been sitting
n and reaching into the narrow opening beneath it, slid out an
f- attache case-

168 Ri chard at hexon

"I also know that this is here," he said.

He pointed to the nobnogram "And that H K doesn't
stand for Maxim lian Del acorte."

My son | ooked bl ank. He'd overl ooked that?

"How | ong have you known it was there?" he asked.
Plums smle was arctic.

"I can play a ganme too. Mster Delacorte/' he said.

N

ax munbl ed, "Nom de Dieu."

He nodded, inpressed, then said, "I don't suppose |
coul d convince you that Harry left the case behind, could
| 2"
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"l don't suppose you could," said Plumcoldly.

"Hmm " Max | ooked uncertain. He seens to have |ost focus,

I thought- ~ appear to be at a | oss here," he said- "Although
I mght rem nd you that you haven't found a body yet,"

Weak, Max, weak. The thought oppressed ne.

Thr oughout this brief exchange, Cassandra had been gaz-

ing fixedly at Max, a | ook of bew |derment on her face.
Clearly she had little notion of what was going on at the
monent. Neither did I.

Sheriff Plumreached into his back pocket and renoved a
pai r of handcuffs.

My son protested. "Ch now, wait a nonent—

Plum did not reply. Walking over to Max, he tucked the
attache case under his left armand deftly snapped the cuffs
into place around Max's wi sts.

170 Ri chard Mat heson

"I don't usually put these on people,” he said. "It humli -

ates themtoo nmuch."

Max recogni zed the dig and nodded once in nute appre-
ciation. Js |Ii over now? | wondered. What, in fact, had actu-
ally been acconphshed here?

As Cassandra (and |) watched in confusion, the Sheriff
started to | ead Max toward the entry hall, holding the at-
tache case with his left hand.

"I'"I'l be back with a warrant, Ms. Delacorte," he told her.

He gl anced at Max in disgust. "At which tine, we wll
tear this roomapart until we find the body. And if the body
isn't here, well tear the goddam house apart."

"Grover, | told you it was in this room" said Max. |s he
al ready backi ng down ? | thought.

The Sheriff didn't respond.

"Wait a second,"” said ny son as though a bulb had just
been switched on in his brain. "It's the body you want?"

PlumM s face tightened—as did his grip on Max's arm
maki ng ny son wnte.

"Well," said ny son, "if that's all you want—=

He made a sudden twi sting novenent, and before Pl um

knew what was happeni ng, he was staring down the barrel

of his own pistol, which Max had, with great celerity, jerked
fromnme Sheriffs holster. (Despite everything, | had to ad-
mre Max's still-inpressive dexterity.)

Pl um hel d out his right hand.

"Hand it over, Delacorte," he said.

Max edged back. "You said you wanted the body," he re-
sponded.

"Del acorte." The Sheriff advanced a step.
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Froze in his tracks as Max thrust out ne pistol threaten-
ingly.

"VWhat have | got to | ose, Grover?" Max asked. (Was it ny
i magi nati on, or was nere a crazed sound in his voice?)
"Can they execute nme twice for two nurders?"
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Cassandra shrank away from him as he passed near by—
—backi ng toward ne Egyptian burial case.

"You nade ne nervous before, looking at it a second
time," he said to Plum "1 thought for sure you'd find out
how t he reversal gi mm ck works."

He pressed the side of the burial case, his voice suddenly
becom ng that of The Great Del acorte addressing an audi -
ence.

"l sense a gathering of forces, ny friends," he said. "Can

you feel it?"

Thunder crashed in the distance- (By God, he really does
work the weather into his act! | thought.) The Magi ¢ Room was
gl oony with shadows by now.

The Sheriff and Cassandra watched him nute and no-
tionless. (I was M&M too, of course.)

"Very dose now," said The Great Delacorte. "Can you fee
it? Feel the presence? The still, cold presence . . of the
dead?"

He flung open the cover of nme burial case.

Cassandra screaned. The Sheriff gasped. | alnmost filled
ny pants.

Harry | ooked exactly as he had mthe gl obe, features gray
in death, a dark, blood-clotted gash across his throat

"Behol d your lover!" cried The Great Del acorte
Max scow ed.

"And the crumm est agent | ever had," he added pet-
tishly.

Ch, Max. | thought. GCh, Son.

The scene was frozen; a tableau: Max inmmmobile, the pisto
in his hand; Cassandra and the Sheriff | ooking toward the
burial case, their features and bodi es as unnobvi ng as stone;

me i mmbile (sane old thing), ny heartbeat thudding, ny
heart breaking for my son's atrocity.

Harry staring, throat cut, dead.
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"Don't you want to take a closer |ook, Cassandra?" asked
her husband.

She averted her face with a choking sob
' Take a cl oser | ook, Cassandra," Max urged.
"Gve ne the pistol, Delacorte,” the Sheriff told him

He twitched back as Max thrust out his arm pointing the
pistol at him

"Take a cl oser | ook, Cassandra,"” Max ordered.

The Sheriff swallowed with sonme effort. Wth an attenpt
at professional deneanor, he suggested, "Better do as he
says, Ms. Delacorte."

"Good advice, Gover," my son conplimented him
"You're a pip of a | awman, has anyone ever told you that
bef ore?"

The Sheriff did not reply. (I didn't blane him) He edged
slowy toward the burial case as Cassandra approached it,
gaze averted.

Max backed of f several paces, eyeing themw th guarded
care. And all | could mnk was: Wiy did you want ne here,
Son? To see this?

The Sheriff stopped, peering closely at Harry's face, gri-
maci ng at the sight—the bluish Ups; me glassy, staring eyes;

me deep, blood-rimred indsion across his throat.

Then he cocked his head, a | ook of curiosity on his face.
"Can | —= He gestured toward the body.

"Be ny guest," said Max.

The Sheriff took a few steps closer to ne burial case and
laid me pal mof his right hand agai nst Harry's gray cheek
What's he doing? | wonder ed.

Noting the Sheriff's novenment, Cassandra raised her
eyes, emtting a sound of sickened pain at the sight of
Harry's face.

She tensed as nme Sheriff reached up to nme top of Harry's
head and took hold of his hair.
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"VWhat are you doi ng?" she asked in a faint voice. What
are you doi ng? | thought.

He did not respond, but started to tug upward at Harry's
hair.

Cassandra | ooked aghast. "Wat are you doi ng?" she de-
manded again, this time in a breaking voice

"W are about to surprise you, my friends," said Mx,
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once nore The Great Del acorte addressing his audience.
"Are you ready? Prepare yourselves. Here it conmes!"

Plum pul l ed up hard at Harry's hair.

Wth a sound of revolted anger, Cassandra noved to stop
hi m

Suddenl y, a skintight rubber nmask—fastened | oosely at
the back—tore free fromHarry's head, revealing him
gagged but quite alive, nmaking tiny sounds of protest—
whi ch the Sheriff had heard, | assuned.

Cassandra cried out with intense relief.
"Restoration, ny friends'" cried The Great Del acorte
He hel d out the pistol

"Here's your weapon, Gover," he said

Pl um turned, regarding Max with a bl ank expression

Max made a rapid, blurring novenent with his hands
and held out the handcuffs to Plum

"And your little manacles, too,
the Wtch of the North.

he said, sounding |ike

He | ooked at ne.

"Sorry again. Padre,
of a shock."

he said. "Hope it wasn't too mnuch

fust how much do you think this battered old heart of mne can
take. Son? | thought. | was relieved that he wasn't a rmur-
derer. Resentful that he'd forced me over the junp like that.
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Cassandra, crying, was renoving Harry's gag by then
"You're alive," she said, incredulous. "Alive."

"Yes, isn't that a nice surprise?" said Max. "A lot nore
bedding to be savored now. "

She didn't even |l ook at him
The Sheriff took ne pistol and me handcuffs fromhim

"Never, in nme fifty-four years of ny life," he said, "have
ever net anyone as sick as you."

"Probably not," ny son agreed; and so, unhappily, did |
Max was not anused, though. It was sinply a statenment of
fact as he (and I) saw it.

"I'd like to shoot you dead where you stand," said Plum
in a nmost unSheriffly way.

"Ch, now you're talking," said Max, nodding with som
ber approval. "That would be a lovely, charitable thing to
do. Relieve ne of ny rapidly dwindling reason d Stre. Please

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...0Matheson%20-%20Now%20Y o0u%20See%?20It...txt (116 of 152) [12/29/2004 2:30:39 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20N ow%20Y ou%20See%20It...txt
do. | encourage it."

He pressed me tip of his right index finger to the heart
area of his chest.

"Ri ght here," he said.
"Don't tenpt ne," said the Sheriff, surprising ne again.

Harry's gag was off now. Raging, he exploded. "If you
won't do it, I will! Just give ne the fucking gun

"Ah," said Max, "our sweet-tongued Harry i s anbng us
once again."

"You son of a bitch!" shrilled Harry. "You |lousy, stink-
ing, heartless son of —=

"Enough!" Max roared, shutting Harry up, causing him
totwitch in startlenment. "Be grateful mat | didn't fire a rea
pistol ball into your heart! That the Scotch was nerely
drugged! It woul d have been a sinple matter to di spose of

you, and | have every reason in the world to wi sh you dead!

So, shut up. Just don't push your luck! |I'm not—=

He broke off with a groan of angry despair.
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"Ch, whafs the use?" he said. "Wy bother? Wat's the
point in going on?"

He | ooked around in restless tornment, as though search-
ing for some quick and sinple exit fromthis life-

Abruptly then, with a sudden, crazed | ook on his face, he
lurched toward the guillotine and, kneeling quickly, thrust
his head through the lunette, under the glinting blade. No,
t hought

"All right. Harry. Pal," he said, his tone born hating and
angui shed at once. "Here's your opportunity. Your big
chance. To get revenge, get even. Get Cassandra. Get every-
thing."

Harry's bindings had been untied by Cassandra now. He
started toward Max, trenbling with fury.

"You think | couldn't do it, you bastard?" he snarled
ferociously. "You nmink, if the damm thing was real, |
woul dn't do it in a second?"

"But it is real. Harry," said ny son. A chill around ny
heart agai n.

"Sure it is, you prick," snapped Harry.

"Harry, get away fromthere," Cassandra said. My Cod, it
isn't real, is it? | thought in sudden dread.

"Do it. Harry," Max urged him "Go ahead—to coin a
phrase. "

"YQU mi serable son of a bitch," said Harry.
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He reached for me | ever.

"Harry, no!" Cassandra cried. No/ ny nmind cried with
her.

Too late. Harry was jerking down the wooden | ever, the
wi de bl ade was hurtling downward, and Cassandra was
scream ng.

As Max's head dropped heavily into the basket.
chapter B

0

h, my good God," muttered Pl um

Harry resenbled a nan who had just been kicked in the
testes by a mule.

He turned to Cassandra, barely able to speak
"It's not a trick?" he murrmured shakily -

"l told you to get away fromthere!" she cried.
Harry was staggered; petrified.

"I thought everything in this roomwas a trick," he whim

per ed.
"Well, you were wong!" she responded.
Jabber away, | thought in agony. Meantine, my son has been

decapi t at ed.

Harry turned and stunbled toward the bar, avoiding the
sight—as they all did but me—ef Max's notionl ess body
lying on the trestle of the guillotine.

Reaching the bar, he picked up the bottle of Scotch and
unscrewed its cap

He started to pour himself a glassful, then abruptly be-
cane conscious of what he was doing and lost his grip on

Now You See H. 177

the bottle, which clattered into the sink but didn't break; (he
noi se made all of us twitch

"Jesus, | was pouring Scotch," he said. He stared at them
a broken man. "Jesus Christ Al mghty. Scotch."

Cl ouds were thickening now The roomwas filled with

| ong, dark shadows- Runbling thunder continued. Periodic
l'ightning flashes bl eached the sky, making nme blink. (I
think... but then, | don't really knowif | tw tched either.)

Harry had picked up a new bottle of brandy and was
opening it.

As he did, the Sheriff began to edge toward the guillotine®
features set, bradng hinmself for nme sight of Max's severed
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head (perhaps twitching, the awful inmage presented itself)
in the basket. Ch, God, please let it be an effect, | begged. Not a
real guillotine.

Harry poured hinself a glass of brandy and lifted it to-
ward his lips wifh a pal sied hand.

As Cassandra cried out hoarsely, the glass jerked in his
grip and he flung the brandy across his shirtfront-

The Sheriff had |urched back with a hiss of astoni shment
| felt rage and relief (and bowel stress) sinultaneously.
Max had just stood up.

Hi s head, need | add, intact.

"You were quite correct 'old friend," " he said to Harry,
smiling thinly. "Everything in this roomis a trick."

H s soft laugh was a chilling one. It faded as he | ooked at
ne.

"Mea cul pa once again. Padre," he said. "I sinply couldn't
resist one nore go at him After all, renenber what he did

not only to ne, but to you."

I didn't know if that was adequate notivation for what
he'd done to Harry, but | said nothing. (As per usual.)

Harry seemed beyond rage now, so traumatized by
178 Richard Mat hewn

everything he'd experienced that he was unable to even ad-
dress ny son-

I nstead, he turned to Cassandr a.

"Get your things," he said in a strained voice-
Cassandra started. "Wat?"

Harry grinmaced, his teeth on edge.

"l presume you aren't planning to stay here with this ma-
ni ac," he said.

Cassandra | ooked caught off guard (I wondered why.)
"TO be all right "she said.

"Al'l right?" Harry gaped at her, incredul ous- "The man
is insane!"

Yes, | think he may have been

Cassandra tried to answer Harry, but he cut her off, his
voi ce agitated

"You can't possibly intend to stay here with himafter what
he's done!" he cried.

"I agree with him" me Sheriff broke in.
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"l — Cassandra | ooked confused. | didn't understand it;
t hen.

"Conme on, get your things," Harry interrupted. "You
can't stay here. That would be ridicul ous."

Al of us were |ooking at Cassandra now. WAs Max as
per pl exed by her reluctance? Was Pl un®?

"Come on, babe," Harry insisted. "You know you have to
| eave. "

"I really mink you'd better, Ms. Delacorte,” me Sheriff
told her. Sheriffly again.

"Al'l right." She turned toward the entry hall
"Wait/' said Max.

She turned and | ooked back at him

He sighed, surrendering.

"All right,"” he said. "I give up. I'll do the Vegas show
exactly as you want."

Now You See It.. 179

Sonmehow, all the shocks |I'd been exposed to in the previ-
ous hour dim nished before the shock of this.
After all that, he was actually selling out the act?

"Well tal k about updating the set." he was continuing,
twisting this new knife in ny heart. "We'll sinply—=

He broke of f suddenly with a sound suspiciously like the
birth of a sob.

Turni ng away, he wal ked to the picture wi ndow over -
| ooking the | ake, his nmovenments infirm those of a defeated
old man. And that | hated to see.

St andi ng before the wi ndow, he shuddered with a deep
br eat h.

"Just don't leave ne," he said- "Try to understand."
He ni bbed his eyes slowy, tiredly.

"I know | can't undo this afternoon,” he said. "But blane
it on me weakness of a nan who sees his life disintegrat-
ing."

He turned back, his expression one of total pleading.
"Pl ease," he said. "I need your help."

Son, | thought, despairing. | would al nbst rather that you
murder than |ie down and die like this.

Cassandra was | ooking at him no | ess confused man
Harry or, | thought, the Sheriff. She couldn't seemto dea
with this new perplexity.
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Neit her could she walk away fromit-

"AU right," she finally said, her voice extrenely quiet.
Incredible, |I thought. They're going to be together again ?
Harry stared at her with unbelieving eyes.

"You' re staying?" he asked.

"I''"l'l be fine," she responded. (Madness.' | thought.)

She | ooked at the Sheriff.

"You'll be keeping an eye on him won't you?" she asked.
180 Ri chard Mat heson

The Sheriff didn't answer. (I could well believe it.) He

| ooked at Max, then at her again, as though attenpting
(with obviously limted means) to penetrate this new

eni gna: Cassandra, prepared to remain with her dearly de-
ment ed husband after everything he'd done to her and
Harry—and to the Sheriff/ for that matter—n the past hour
or so.

"For God's sake— Harry started.
"Harry, I'1l be fine," she cut himoff.

"You believe hinP" he asked. "You actually believe the son
of a bitch?"

She didn't answer that; she probably couldn't.

Harry made a sound of total incredulity. "Jesus Christ,"
he sai d.

He gestured with both hands, giving up

"Ckay," he said, his mld tone obviously belying the
sense of utter disgust he felt. "Fine. To hell with it. Stay with
him "

Seeing his attache case still in Plums left hand, he took it
fromthe Sheriff and | ooked around.

"Where's ny hat?" he asked.

I medi ately, he made a sound of angry indifference.
"Fuck it," he said.

He turned to give Cassandra a good-bye Kkiss.

She turned away and wal ked to the picture w ndow.
"Good- bye, Harry," she said.

And she' d been so upset by his di sappearance and probabl e
murder, | thought, dumbfounded. What in the nerry Hell is
goi ng on?

Harry had stopped in his tracks to stare at her, no doubt
equal Iy dunbfounded by her contradictory behavior
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He stared at her for several nonents, then turned
abruptly for the entry hall.
"Let nme out of this frigging nuthouse," he nuttered.
Movi ng, he gl anced at Cassandr a.
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"So long, babe."” He directed a cold farewell at her
"TU mai | you your hat/' Max told him
"Don't bother," Harry responded-
The Sheriff spoke quickly.
"Are you going to press charges, M. Kendal ?" he asked.

Harry stopped and | ooked around. He gazed at Max, and
I could tell mat he was sorely tenpted

Then he gestured with a scow .

"No, let himhave his stupid tittle victory," he said. "Ifs
all he'll have to live on for the rest of his loser life."

He gl ared at Max.

"You're nothing to ne anynore,"” he said. "Not a client.
Not a friend. Not even a human being. W're quits. Fm

i shed. "
Max's smle was nearly inperceptible.

"W were finished years ago," he said.
Harry directed a final, glacial |ook at him then exited.

They stood notionless and silent as his footsteps noved
across the entry hall. The front door opened, shut.

Harry Kendal was gone.
And then there were three.
Four, if you (conpassionately) include M. Cauliflower.

Harry, we discovered |ater, wal ked to the hi ghway,
found a phone booth, and called for a taxi

The Sheriff turned to Max.
"Before | go," he said, "I want you to know that your

wife is right—

"1l amgoing to keep an eye on you from now on.
"If 1 wanted to, | could take you in now for what you've

done.
"But 1'd rattier you were on the outside, knowing that |'m

wat chi ng you, whatever you do."
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H s expression altered to one of contenpt.
182 Ri chard Mat hason

"Tf you took pleasure in fooling ne, you take your plea-
sures pretty cheaply," he continued.

"Tmthe Sheriff of a small New Engl and county. You're a
pr of essi onal rmagi ci an.

"Do you really think it was sone grand acconplishment to
makeyour magi ¢ wor konme?

"I'S you do, if that's really how you earn your sense of
pride, you have no real pride at all that | can see."

He smled at Max; a faint, derisive snile.
"Good- bye, G eat Delacorte," he said.
He changed his m nd.

"No, not good-bye," he said. The derision turned to ani-
mosity. "Until we meet again," he finished.

Max could only lower his head, ne criticismuncontested.
I was glad he had the decency to do mat, anyway.

The Sheriff gave Cassandra one nore extended, search-
i ng | ook.

Then he turned and wal ked toward t he doorway.
Hi s footsteps noved across ne entry hall

The front door opened, closed.

And then there were two.

| say there were two now. O course, there were three, but
you may just as well consider me invisible in this account.
Except for an occasional apology fromnmy son, | pretty

much was invisible. Fortuitous™ | suppose. If it hadn't been
for my ignored presence, none of this would have ever been
recor ded.

Where were we?

Max and Cassandra standing notionl ess, the Sheriff hav-
ing just departed; me sitting notionless, as usual

It was Cassandra who finally spoke.
"Tm sure they're gone," she said. -
Not exactly what | m ght have expected to hear.

Max did not reply but noved to the bar with a | ook of
undi sgui sed hostility on his face.

Wal king to one of the easy chairs, Cassandra sank down
onit with a weary groan and slipped off her shoes.

Si ghi ng, she began to wiggle her toes.
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At the bar. Max had picked up the fallen bottle of Scotch
and begun pouring the remainder of its contents into the
sink, flushing it down with water fromthe faucet. He
dropped the enpty bottle into the wastebasket.

I watched him curious, as he opened a cabi net door

above the bar, renoved a bottle of private-stock brandy, un-
seal ed and thunbed off its cork, then poured sonme into a
snifter.

He downed it with a swallow sighed.

Poured hinself a second drink and sipped it slowy.
"Ch, yes/' he said, pleased.

What's going on? | wonder ed.

I was not too long in finding out.

Cassandra chuckl ed.

"I thought I'd have a stroke when he decided to kiss ne
good- bye, " she said.

"You nade precious little effort not to |eave with him"
Max count er ed.

What was goi ng on?

"He caught nme off guard, what can | say?" said Cassan-
dra.

She chuckl ed agai n.

' That woul d have been priceless, wouldn't it?" she
asked.

She threw back her head with a | augh.
"Especially at bedtine."

Her anusenent vani shed abruptly, and she | ooked at
Max with bl eak distaste. My mind was churning, trying to
under st and what was happeni ng.

"You prevented my departure mpost convincingly," she
said. "l alnost believed you."

Max finished his second drink of brandy, poured hinself
a third.

He wal ked over to the easy chair, |ooking at Cassandra
wi th distaste.

Now Yoy Sea tt. 185

"A wonderful performance," he said scornfully. "Abso-
|utely wonderful."

Per f or mance?
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"What do you want from nme?" Cassandra asked.
"Nothing | received, thafs certain," Mx responded.

He pointed across the room "Wat in me bl eeding hel
was that performance over there supposed to nean?" he
asked. "Who told you to show Adel aide's shrine to mat
cl od?"

Hs features stiffened with fury.

"And how the hell did you know it was there in the first
pl ace?" he demanded.

"I didn"t." Her voice was tense. "I was only playing the
ganme—as per instructions."

What the hell are they talking about? My brain was totally
nmuddl ed now.

"Al nmost ruining the gane, you nean!" Max was ranti ng.
He pointed toward the fireplace.

"Bad enough that fool alnpst stunbled onto ne truth by
hinsel f' You had to go over nere and arouse his suspicion a
second tinme! Wre you insane?"

Her expression was now as hard as his. "Just angry," she
nmut t er ed.

"l see." He regarded her, disgusted. "Well, ifs fortunate
for you your little snit didn't give it all away. O herwi se,
you'd be in jail by nightfall."

My mind how ed: What is going on?

Max sank down on the other easy chair; he | ooked ex-
hausted. He took another sip of brandy.

"God, | needed this," he said.
He sighed heavily, then nanaged a contenptuous smle.

"I can't believe that idiot Sheriff finally found the attache
case |'d hidden so ineptly," he said. "I thought we'd be here
for a week before he did."

He sighed again, rubbing his eyes.
186 Richard MaftesoR

"However, as he said,” he went on, "it was no grand ac-
complishment to fool him | felt rather sorry for him actu-
ally. He tried his futile best."

By then, nmy mind had fallen back in subm ssion. Was it
me stroke's aftereffects, or had | just gone stupid in ny old
age”?

Max's nmonentary good hunor was terminated with a
| ook of anger.

"l cannot believe," he said, "that, after all the carefu
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preparati ons we nade, your perfornmance could be so pa-
thetically inconpetent Apparently, me minuscule talent |
gave you credit for does not, in fact, exist."

Oh, now wait a second, said ny brain. A glimrer had ap-
peared in the mst.

Verified as Cassandra stood abruptly, her expression one
of resentnent.

Reachi ng up, she peeled away a wi g, revealing dark hair
under neat h, an unm stakably nal e haircut.

Pulling free her blouse, she reached up underneath it, un-
fastened a front-hooking brassiere and yanked it down. The
brassiere, | saw, was augnented by rubber pads.

She tossed it onto the chair.
But, of course, | can no |onger say she.

For it was Brian Crane who stood before my son, his
voi ce hoarse with anger as he snarled, "Up yours, Mx."

Wth that, he strode into the entry hall, slanming the
door behind him

Then there was one.

Mul tiple questions crowded my mnd, pounding for atten-
tion.
Al'l quickly reduced to one, however.

Way had it all been done7
What was behind it?

NowYouS—h. . . 187

It was maddening to ne that Max did not come over to

me and explain. | was there because he wanted ne present,
that was clear. But for what reason? He didn't explain the
situation to nme. Wat conceivabl e purpose could there have
been in my being present throughout ne entire nad cha-
rade?

Yet Max did not explain.
He didn't even | ook at ne.

Instead, he stared at the door to the entry hall, his face
i mpassi ve. /

Leaving nme i mersed in drowning questions, none of
t hem answer abl e.

After a while, he pushed slowy to his feet and trudged to
the fireplace, his novenents those of a man who nore than
felt his age and despair. Despite the agitation of confusion
inm mnd, | couldn't help but feel a pang of sorrow for his
obvi ous di stress.

He stood before the portrait of his | ong-dead wife.

The illumnation in the roomwas so gl oony now that he
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switched on the |ight above the portrait.

The soft gl ow was cast down over Adel ai de Del acorte's
exqui site face.

Max stared at it, his expression one of suffering.

"It isn't true," he said. "I always |oved you, Adelaide. Al-
ways. "

He drew in a trenbling bream

"I didn't know you were too ill to work that night," he
told her. "I should have, but you know how | al ways am
before a show, aware of nothing but the performance |I'm
about to give."

True, | could not help thinking.

Max twi tched as a peal of thunder sounded. H s face was
whi t ened nmonentarily by a flash of Iightning.

"Pl ease," he said, "believe me. You should have told ne. |
woul d never have asked you to work if |I'd had any idea

188 Richard Mat hecM

how ill you were- You know that's true. Curse nme for an
oblivious fool, but it was an accident. An accident. | swear
it."

He was unable to restrain a sob
"Adel ai de," he murnured. "Please. Forgive ne."

He | eaned against ne fireplace for several mnutes, lost in
the agony of his renmenbrance and his guilt.

Then he straightened, teeth clenched, and sw tched off
me |ight above ne portrait.

St eppi ng over a pace/ he reached up to one of the fire-
pl ace stones nme Sheriff had exam ned visually, even
t ouched.

He began to push on the stone.
Then he drew back his hand and turned to ne.

He regarded ne for several noments before wal ki ng
over.

"It isn't right that you should see ms. Padre/' he said.
"I'"ve shocked you enough."

He began to push ny wheel chair toward nme entry hall

My God, | thought, after all this, are you going to withhold the
goddam punch Une?

I wonder if | made a noise of protest, some faint sound
whi ch indicated ne angry frustration | felt.

1" U never know.
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Al 1 do know is mat Max stopped pushing nme and gazed
down at me, obviously thinking.
Tell nme what is going on! pleaded ny m nd.
Did he pick up the plea tel epathically? Wo knows.
But he did change his mnd.

"No/" he said. "Shock or no shock/ you have a right to
know whafs going on. Ifs only just, considering every-
thing."

Was that a smile? It was extrenely faint/ and yet | could
have sworn..

"Besides/" he said, "I really want you to see the effect"
Now You Seek. . 189
He turned ny wheel chair toward the picture w ndow.

Son, | thought, aren't you going to tell ne why you wanted
Sheriff Plumto think that Brian was Cassandra?

Not so. He left me sitting there as he returned to the fire-
pl ace. To mat particul ar stone.

Whi ch he pushed in all the way now.

I felt nyself tighten (or did I?) as | heard a sound of ma-
chinery by the w ndow overl ooki ng the I ake.

My God, | thought. Blast nmy unseeing eyes. |'ve been a blind
old fool. Taken in! And ne The Great Del acorte before he was!

Houdi ni performed the trick with rmuch success. He
called it The Country Grl.

It involved the inpossible disappearance of a small girl
sitting at a table near a w ndow.

m Max's version of the effect, what appeared to be a w n-
dow vi ew of the gazebo by ne | ake wasn't that at all.

It was, in fact/ a reflected view, created by doubl e-si ded
mrrors in an addition built onto TMR

For now, as the apparatus functioned, the view was alter-
ing, the gazebo and the | ake di sappearing from sight.

To be replaced by a freezer area approximately four feet
wi de and three feet deep, its height that of the w ndow.

Inside the freezer area, suspended froma rope around
her chest, was Cassandra Del acorte.

Her features stiff and white in death-
ctapter25

11 was, of course, coincidence that, precisely at the nonent
Cassandra's corpse appeared to ne, a roar of thunder can-
nonaded in the sky and lightning turned tile awful sight
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into a tableau of blinding whiteness.
Max was unable to resist toasting the sky.
"Good timng!" he cried.

Qutside, a torrent of rain began to fall, so heavy mat it
was, inmediately, a curtain of descending water-
Max regarded the corpse of his wife

There was no sense of triunph or of pleasure in his |ook
"So," he said. "It worked."

It did not require the intellect of a Rhodes scholar to
know what he neant.

Wth the help of Brian's talent at inpersonating his sister,
they had successfully fooled Harry.

And, nore inportant, ne Sheriff.

Wth all the tricks and counter-tricks occurring. Plum

conpletely mssed the main illusion of themall- (I mssedit,
t00.)
Now You SM h. .. 191

The person he'd assuned to be Cassandra Odacorte
wasn't her at all

Max drai ned his glass of brandy and set down the gl ass.
He returned to me and placed a hand on ny shoul der
I know | shuddered then, for he felt it.

"I"'msorry, Father," he said- "Don't think |I'm unaware of
what |'ve done. | know that |'ve comitted nurder. Per-
haps the notivation wasn't strong enough."

H s voi ce hardened
"I thought it VMS, though," he said.
He exhal ed heavily.

"Now the final phase begins," he told ne.
"The conclusion of nme trick-

"I''"ll continue with me act Not in Las Vegas, but in vari-
ous other locations, jobs 111 arrange for nyself. Las Vegas is
too conspi cuous. But | esser whereabouts will be in order.

"Where Brian's continued imtation of his sister will go
unnoti ced-

"The falling-out with Harry was, of course, essential

"If Harry was around, he'd inevitably see through the
pr et ense-

"Now he won't."
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"And," he went on, "Sheriff Plum'keeping an eye' on ne is
equal Iy essenti al .

"Hi s val ue consists of the fact that he will, at the same tineg,
be keeping an eye on the person he believes to be Cassan-
dra, a witness to her ongoi ng exi stence."

And | thought he'd lost focus, the chilling idea cane. How
wong |I'd been. The discovery did nothing but dismay ne
further.

Did I wince as nmy son chuckled? | wanted to.
192 Richard M h-m

"Brother Brian's going to be a busy boy fromnow on," he
said. "H's 'gofer”® days are over." He rubbed his eyes; he
must have felt drained. "A busy boy, but not a happy one,"
he sai d.

He knelt beside my wheel chair.

"Not that he deserves to be happy," he said. "He has a | ot
of paying back to do for all those forged checks."

So that's it, | thought. That's his hold on Brwn.
Max hi ssed scornfully.
"He was never very bright, was he?" he said.

"You know what | have in ny safe. Padre? A contract
signed by Bri an.

"An agreenent to assist ne in the killing of his sister."

I closed ny eyes to shut it all away. | couldn't bear these
dr eadf ul noments.

Max didn't notice.

"l had to insist onit, of course," he said-
He made a sound of dark anusenent -
"After all," he went on, "could | trust me word of a man

who' d hel p nurder his own sister?"
Oh, God, Max, God. | wanted to weep.

Max made an odd sound, and | opened ny eyes to | ook at
hi m

He was blinking his eyes. He dosed them hard, then
opened t hem agai n.

"l shoul d have eaten sonething today," he said. "That
much brandy on an enpty stomach isn't good. But then, |
have no appetite for food.

"Only for revenge," he finished.

Now he saw the |l ook on ny face; | guess | wasn't totally
wi t hout expression.

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...0Matheson%20-%20Now%20Y o0u%20See%20It...txt (130 of 152) [12/29/2004 2:30:39 PM]



file:///C|/2590%20Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%20-%20Now%20Y 0u%20See%20lt...txt

"I know you nmink it was horrific what | did. It is. | adnit
it.

"But you never had this kind of notivation in your life.
"This kind of betrayal."
Now You See h... 193

Hi s right hand jerked up as though he nmeant to strike
Cassandra, even dead.

"You don't know what she did to ne," he said.

"Made ne think that it was because of illness that ny
eyesight was failing, ny hearing failing, ny hand dexterity
failing, my ability to concentrate on stage failing.

"BEven ny ability to performin bed/' he finished in a | ow,
venomridden voice

Hi s breath was quickening, his teeth on edge.

"Il ness," he said. "That's what she had nme believing.
"When all the tine it was her.
"Slowy poisoning ne."

| stared at himin sickened dread. Not that he could see it,
but | felt it.

Poi soni ng hi nf
Max shuddered with rage.

"She thought she could do it indefinitely," he said. "That
I'd never find out.

"A soupQon of arsenic in ny tea each day. A smidgen of it
in my soup, ny wine, my salad dressing.

"Just enough to keep nme functioning, but weak enough
so she could get control of the act. Dispose of ny resistance
wi t hout actually becomi ng a nmurderess.”

He shouted at her suddenly, nmaking me twitch

"That's what you planned, wasn't it?" he said. "You stu-
pid bitch! You' d have to have a live-in pharmacist to nman-

age that! You were killing ne, pure and sinple!"
He shuddered again. "Control," he nurmnured "Con-
trol."

The keystone of our professional and personal |ife.

How many times had | drumred The Del acorte Mtto into
hi s head?

194 Richard Mat h—en
"Do you understand now why | did it. Padre?" he asked,

his voice controll ed now.
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| understand but can't condone, | thought. You could have
told the authorities. Poisoning is still a punishable crine.

But that was overl ooking pride, and pride's need for re-

venge.
And, being honest with nyself, | could not say that. had
the sane thing been done to me in every respect, | would

not have nurdered for revenge al so.

Uke Adel ai de, nmy Cara was an angel

Had | been married to Cassandra, though..

I was taken from ny darkened fantasy by Max's voi ce.

"Wl I, now you know," he said. "I regret, nore than | can
say, that you may have | ost respect for ne. But | do not re-
gret the elimnation of this adulterous, covetous, nurder-
ous bitch."

Pushing to his feet, he walked to the fieldstone wall and

pushed in the stone.
The machi nery hunmed, the freezer area began to dose,

As it did, he glanced at it.
Stiffening with surprise, he started forward, then

abruptly turned back and pushed in the stone again.

The machinery reversed itself; the freezer area began re-
openi ng.

Max nmoved over to it and stared at Cassandra,

What had he seen?
She hung notionless, her face a rigid, gray-white nask.

Max put on his glasses to | ook at her nore dosely.

What had he seen? My heartbeat slowy, heavily, was pick-
i ng up nomentum

Max put his face closer to Cassandra's.

An icy hand dampi ng hard over mny pul sing heart.

And Max recoiling with a gasp of shock
I Cassandra's right hand had tw tched.

Now You See h. .. 195
"No," said Max. | doubt if he was aware of speaking as he
stared at her.

The hand was still. Cassandra hung i mmobil e

No, | thought, ny mnd-voice like ny son's: incredul ous,
denying. It had only been a physical reaction. An invol un-
tary nuscl e spasm caused by the contrast in tenperatures
bet ween the room and the freezer

It had to be.
Max swal | owed dryly. Leaned in doser. Time stood still.

"If she isn't dead yet," he muttered.

He grimaced in fury.
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"That idiot, Brian! If he's bungled this!"

Qut side, the stormwas increasing now, the sound of
rainfall |ike that of heavy wind. The room was sunl ess,
filled with shadows. Turn on the light, said a voice in ny
mnd. A voice | hadn't heard for al nbst seventy years, that

of a frightened boy.
Max was | eaning in close. He had to know, | saw that,

Cl oser and closer. He was very near the corpse's face now.
A strangl ed gasp tore fromhis'throat as Cassandra's right
hand, |ike a bl oodl ess spider, junped up, clutching at his

j acket | apel.

| felt paralyzed by nore than stroke effects now | felt par-
alyzed with horror.

Max was slowy being drawn toward the corpse's face.

Cl oser.
Cl oser.
Hitchingly, Cassandra's head raised up. No/ a voice

screamed in ny mnd.

Eyes staring, a gagging rattle in his throat. Max gaped at
her .

The gray hand pulled himcloser. Coser. Now his face

was only inches from hers.

196 Ri chard Mat heson

Hi s breath choked off (with mine) as Cassandra's bl ood-
shot eyes sprang open.

For an instant, they were staring at each other (as |I felt
deat h by shock approaching).

Then, with a denmented cry. Max yanked back, tearing

free of the | eprous hand-

He | ost bal ance and staggered backward, crashing down

with a cry of pain as his el bows struck the hardwood fl oor.

A frozen observer, | watched in terror.

Cassandra had begun to twitch, her nmouth working |ike
that of a fish out of water.

Max tried to stand, but couldn't.
He pushed backward, staring at her.

Cassandra began to thrash against the rope like a frenzied
ani mal .

Max wat ched, opennout hed, npans of inpendi ng nmad-
ness pulsing in his throat.

The storm was increasing, thunder exploding in the sky,
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the darkened room sporadically illum nated as though
bl azing floodlights were being turned on, then off, lighting
the hi deous sight of Cassandra, eyes mad, pitching back

and forth agai nst {he ropes.

Max tried again to stand. H s | egs would not support
hi m

Suddenly, he cried out, horrorstruck, as the rope pulled
| oose fromone of the hooks and Cassandra's body flung
forward, toppling fromthe freezer area onto the floor in
front of Max. He jerked back with a hollow cry.

He had to stand or |l ose his mind. Straining every nuscle,
he pushed up to his knees, then wavered to his feet.

He had barely nmade it when Cassandra, her face a stiff-
ened, frost-caked mask, lurched clunsily to her feet and
cane at him

Crying out again. Max twi sted around and staggered to-
ward the entry hall, barely able to nove, his bal ance failing-
Now You See *&. . 197

He reached the door and fell against it, turning the knob
witi h a shaki ng hand.

The door was | ocked.

Wth a sob of nindless dread, he jerked around to face
her .

She was wal king toward himlike a poorly controlled
mari onette, her novenents )erky, her head flopping from
side to side.

The stormwas at its peak now, thunder crashing deafen-
ingly, lightning bleaching the frozen whiteness of Cassan-
dra's face, her staring and unblinking eyes.

Shrieking with dread. Max lurched to his right to avoid
her dutch, barely capabl e of novenent

He coul d go no nore than several yards.

There, he collapsed to ne floor/ crying out in pain and
horror.

He tried to stand, but couldn't.

G assy-eyed, he lay on his back as Cassandra noved at
hi m expressionl ess and staring.

Max had troubl e breathing. He made choki ng noises in
his throat as he gaped up at the hideous figure |oomng
over him

Wth the last of his strength, he sumopned forth a shriek
of maddened fright, then lay there nutely, staring up at
Cassandra, beyond response.

She stopped and | ooked down at him
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Thunder det onated. The room was bl anched by 1i ght-
?ng-the hall door was unl ocked, and Cassandra entered.
I

ou've read the phrase: His brain reeled, haven't you?

Ifs aliteral description, friends.

My brain reeled. The world had been upended. | could
not think, only stare. Bl ankly.

As she'd cone in, Cassandra had said (to Cassandra!),
"That's enough."

And the corpse had | ooked around.

"Thafs it?" she said. "You didn't give ne nmuch tinme."
"There was enough," said |living Cassandra.

"For you, maybe," responded corpse Cassandra.

And pulled off her wg.

Brian in white makeup.

Max, unable to nove, stared up at Brian.

As Cassandra expl oded at her brother

"What the hell was ne idea of |eaving nme unconscious on
the floor like that?" she demanded.

NowYouSf t eH. . . 199

My brain nmunbl ed Vfhat? Hadn't that been Brian nade
up as Cassandra?

Bri an had expl oded back at his sister.

"VWhat the hell else could | do?" he cried. "QObviously, he
put too much drug in mat dart. | tried to bring you around,
but | couldn't!

"And there was no tine!" he ranted on. "I had to hide
Harry in the cellar underneath ne burial -case appar at us!
Put mat rubber mask over his head! Tel ephone the Sheriff!
Make sure you were ready! Get into nmakeup and your
clothes again! Be ready to be hanging in that goddam
freezer! | hardly had all afternoon, did I?"

She did not relent
"I thought Harry was really dead!" she raged.

"Why?" He | ooked confused. "You knew Max's plan! |
told you every bit of it!"

"Well, | didn't know that!" she responded. "I thought—=
He cut her off, twisting around to look at nme. "Can't we

take hi mout of here?" he asked.
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"Forget him" she snarled. "He's a cabbage!"
"He's a helpless old man!" Brian cried.

"Wong!" she said- "He's a goddam encunbrance, and |
can't vwit to get himout of here!"

(Merd, Cassandra. Stay as sweet as you are.)

"Jesus God," she nuttered angrily. "I had to go through
mat whol e fucking charade thinking all the tine mat Harry
was really dead."

Her voice was | oud again.

"It threw me off conpletely!"” she stornmed. "It was a
nightmare! | did everything wong! If it hadn't been for Mx's
failing eyesight and heari ng—

Bri an scow ed.

"What the hell's the difference?" he said. "All's well that
ends well, right?" H s tone was bhitter-

200 Ri chard at heson

Cassandra regarded himtensely, then nmanaged to con-
trol her tenper.

Wth a forced smle, she noved to himand kissed him
several tinmes on the lips, her hands on his cheeks.

They were not sisterly kisses.

Whi ch, doubling ny bafflenent, added (in a nonent's
time) an entirely new dinension to the lay of ne land (if |
may so refer to ny daughter-in-Iaw).

"Pool ," she said to himin a chiding voice.

She sl apped himlightly on the cheek.

"Now put himin the freezer, then get out of here."
He bl ew out a surrendering breath.

"Yes, ma'am" he nurnured sadly.

Cassandra frowned at him "Wat's wong?"

"Not hing," he said. "Everything is peachy."

"You're not going to fall apart on ne now, are you?" she
asked. She gave him a Cassandra | ook.

"No, I'mnot," he murnured.
"Well, do what you're told, then/" she said.
"Sure."

She sm | ed and ki ssed himagain. Definitely not a sisterly
ki ss.
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O a sisterly dutch at his groin-
"Toni ght," she said.

Ch, what a tangled web, | thought as Brian turned away
fromher, Cassandra |aughing softly -

He knelt beside Max and started to lift himup, Max's
wei ght was dead, his |linbs conpletely flaccid.

VWhat have they done to hinf? | wondered.

"l can use that chanpagne now," Cassandra said.

She crossed to the bar as Brian, grunting fromthe effort,
managed to lift Max to a standing position and began to
hal f-drag, half-lead himtoward the freezer.

He's still alive, | thought.
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But conpl etely hel pl ess.

At the bar, Cassandra twirled the chanpagne bottle in the
bucket, lifted it out and tore off its metallic neck w apping.

Then she stopped and | ooked at the bottle.
Made a sound of grim amusenent.

"\What ?" gasped Brian, using every bit of his strength to
get Max to the freezer.

"If we could drug his private-stock brandy, chancing that
he'd drink it of his own accord—as Harry did with ne

Scot ch—how do we know Max didn't do the same thing

with this bottle of chanpagne—so conveniently placed in the
i ce bucket? He could have used a hypo-needle, just as we
did"

She dropped the bottle into the wastebasket.
"Good try. Max," she said.
The -woman has no trust in anyone, | thought.

Openi ng me doors beneath the bar, she lifted out a new

case of champagne and tore it open, renoving one of its bot-
tles. Tearing off its metallic seal, she started to thunb out
t he cork.

"Better to drink safe chanpagne on the rocks, eh Padre?"
she said nockingly to ne.

if I could only nove, cane the thought. | would be able to
kill.

Hearing the pop of the cork and the brief gush of escap-
ing liquid fromthe bottle, Brian |ooked around.

"Cel ebration time," he said glumy.

"Of course, love," she answered. "W have a | ot to cel e-
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brate."
"OF course," said Brian-

"Ch, cheer up, for Christ's sake," Cassandra told him
pouring chanpagne into a glass of ice cubes.

Lifting the glass, she jiggled it for several nonents, then
drained it; sighed.

202 Ri chard Mat heson
"Not as good as chilled/' she said, "but ifll do."

Brian had Max to the freezer now and was putting him
i nsi de.

I watched, in pain.

"You really think he poisoned that chanpagne?" he
asked, breathing hard.

"He coul d have," she answered, pouring herself a second
drink. "He always planned ahead."

"What a twisted mind you have," he nuttered

"Twi sted, but surviving," she told him taking a sip of her
second dri nk.

She raised her glass toastingly toward the freezer

"You're right. Max," she said. "It is ny favorite brand.
Not the exact bottle of it that you' d planned on. However—
as brother Brian put it—all's well mat ends well."

Ch God, 1'd be able to fall! | thought, enraged.

Now Max sagged in the sane spot where he'd thought
his dead wi fe had been hanging mnutes earlier

I felt nyself grow tense as his lips stirred | aboredly.
"The brandy?" he asked in a faint voice.

"Ch, you didn't hear ne, darling?" Cassandra said
lightly. "Yes, of course. The brandy."

"The same stuff she's been putting in your food for thir-
teen nonths," Brian added-

"Shut up," Cassandra told him
"Alot nmore of it, though," Brian said.
"Shut up," she ordered.

I dosed ny eyes. If | could only vanish fromthis awful place,
I thought. Be an Effect-—be gone in a flash. | hated what was
goi ng on and what had gone on. Al of it was sickening, dis-
mayi ng- How could it have gone so far?

Fi ni shed with Max, Brian bowed toward nmy son.

"Salud, Great Delacorte/' he said. "You should have
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given ne nore credit than you did."

"Get out of here and change,"” Cassandra told him
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"Yes, ma'am"”
Turning on his heel, he crossed to the entry hall and left.

I watched Cassandra as she gazed at Max.
Is this the end, then?

O me as well as Max, it occurred to ne. She'd want ne
out of the house now. Qut of her life.

More than likely, out of the world.
What was one | ess vegetable to her?

Now she spoke- Did it bother her that | could hear—er
did she want me to hear?

Maybe my presence didn't even occur to her as she spoke
to Max.

"You shoul d have given himnore credit," she said.

She shook her head in disbelief.

"Did you really think he'd hel p you murder ne?

' 7ust because you had those forged checks?

"The way he feels about me?"

She drained her glass and sighed with pleasure, sniling.

Lewdly, let me nake it dear

"But then, you never knew about that, did you?" she
said. "Never knew it wasn't only Harry | was 'bedding,' as
you so slyly put it."

She made a sound of contenpt.

"l had no intention that you'd know, of course," she told
hi m

Returning to the bar, she poured her glass full of cham
pagne again. And | began to feel a kind of dark peace,
knowi ng that Max and | woul d soon be free of this defile-
nent .

not her sound of contenpt from Cassandra now, this one
nore intense.

"'"You were so certain it was Brian imtating ne in order to
fool the Sheriff," she said.

"True, the poison had weakened your eyesight and your
heari ng.

"But it was nore than that. W both know that, don't we?
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"It was your ego.
"Your damed, incredible ego.
"You'd planned it that way. Ergo, it nmust be happening that
way.
"The Great Del acorte never nakes a nistake."
A scof fing | augh-

"Even though |I gave nyself away a dozen tines," she
continued, "lost control conpletely when | saw that god-
dam shrine to goddam Adel ai de. "

She pointed a shaking finger at him

"You can bet your dying ass I'll soon get rid of that," she
told himfiercely.
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She shook her head, amused agai n.

"You didn't notice it." she said. "Even though | had to
wear a wWig over a wig over ny hair. My God.

"Even though | had to wear a pair of falsies over ny own
taped-down tits."

She gl anced at ne, grinning. "Sorry, Daddy," she said.
"Didn't nmean to offend."

She | ooked back at Max agai n.

"I couldn't have been nore transparent," she said. "But
you were sure that it was Brian, so you saw Brian, you heard
Brian."

She hissed. "ldiot," she nmuttered.

She gl anced at ne again. "Your son is an idiot!" she cried.
"Padre. "

She wal ked over to the freezer, taking the bottle and gl ass
with her.

"Sorry your little plot didn't work," she said. "But, the

well-laid plans—= Sniling, she took a long sip of cham
pagne.

"And now the final phase of ny scenario," she went on.

"Maximilian Delacorte—the Geat—takes a trip to the
Cari bbean to recover froman illness which was ruining his
career; lots of witnesses to that.

"He charters a yacht, starts drinking heavily, then one
night falls overboard and di sappears.”

She sni cker ed

"And Brian swins for a while until | pick himup."
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Anot her sni cker.

"You didn't know that he can inmtate you, too. Not as

well as he can imtate me, but good enough to fool sone
strangers into testifying to Maxinmilian Del acorte's unhappy
dem se. WAs it suicide? Perhaps.”

She grinned. "The poor man was so depressed about his
failing career," she said.

She chuckl ed.
206 Ri chard at heson

"Then, of course, | mght not pick up Brian after all/' she
said. "Z mght just let himdrown."

She is a hellhag, 1 thought. | understood exactly why ny
son had wanted to kill her.

| woul d have wanted the sane.

"If 1 do pick himup," Cassandra was continuing/ "I'IlI
damm well keep himin his place, the sane way you were
doing it—with those forged checks, that nurder contract."

She chuckl ed agai n; again, |ewdly.

"Not that he'd ever turn on ne," she said. "I've handl ed
himall ny life."

Her eyes hooded sensuously.
"I'n nore ways than one," she said.
VWhat is Max thinking about all this? | wondered,

O was he still capable of thought? Had the poison de-
prived himof all capacity by nen?

Cassandra had taken another drink, and she sighed con-
tentedly.

"Anyway, what matters is that | have your effects now "
she said. "I can do what | please with them Create a new
act. Atoday act. One that will sell.”

She giggled softly. Yes, dear reader, giggled.

"I may even let Harry be ny booking agent," she said.
She bared her teeth.

"And screw himwhen | feel the urge," she added.

If only I could nove, | thought.

Pat heti cal | y.

Max was | ooking at her, his expression one of (al nost
gentle!) condemati on.

"Don't look at ne like that," she said.

"This didn't have to happen
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"W coul d have worked together. O, at least, | thought
we coul d have, until | saw mat shrine
"I couldn't believe the anger it nmade nme feel +the pain.
"Yes, pain! | thought you'd | ost the power to hurt ne
Now You SB« h. .. 207

| ong ago. The power to nake ne care about anything mat
had to do with us."

I felt nmy body tightening as Max replied.

"I would... hardly... think you cared... at all... when
you were . . . poisoning me for ... thirteen nonths," he
managed to get out.

"You're right," she agreed, trying to act as though the
sound of his voice had not unnerved her

"l never cared for you," she said, "only for your success.
"And now |'ve got it/'

She poured hersel f another gl assful of chanpagne and hel d
it up.

"To nme/' she said. "The New Great Del acorte."
Never! | thought, absurdly.

Cassandra enptied me glass, nen wal ked over to the

desk, set the bottle and glass on top of it, and noving to the
fieldstone wall, pushed in the stone. The apparatus began to
cl ose.

Cassandra | ooked at her dyi ng husband.

"See you in hell," she said-
Max smled. (How could he?)

"It's o date/' he responded.

Wth his remaining strength, he chuckled as the freezer
folded mon itself until, once nore, | saw only the picture
wi ndow over |l ooki ng the gazebo by the | ake.

The storm was decreasi ng now, noving off, die rain
sl ackeni ng, thunder and |ightning al nost negligible. A co-
i nci dence?

O had Nature taken notice and reduced its acconpany-
ing violence as the violence in the room subsi ded?

Cassandra | ooked at ne.

"We'll deal with you anon," she told me. "Maybe put
you in me freezer with your son."

208 Richard Mat h—en

A dazzling smile. "We'll see, old man," she said.
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She started toward the entry hall.

She was al nost to the doorway when froma coner of her
eyes, she saw (as | did) a novenent on the surface of the
gl obe.

She stopped and turned around, looking in that direction-

The outer layer of the globe was rolling dowward, re-
veal i ng the gl ass gl obe underneath. Harry's head again? |
t hought. What woul d be the point of that?

Max' s.
H's |lips drawn back in an amable smle

"While | realize," he said, "that the chance of your ever
seeing ms is small indeed, at the same tune, | have taken
the precaution, as a good magician shoul d, of preparing an
al ternative ending."

Despite ny grief, |I felt a glow of warmh at that. He'd
never forgotten

"Accordingly, | have in)ected through the cork and wrap-
pi ng of the apparently unopened bottle in the ice bucket a
tastel ess, slowacting but extrenely efficaci ous poison."

Cassandra started. Then her lips jerked back in a barking
| augh of triunph.

"You really did poison it, you son of a bitch," she said.

"maddition,"” Max's head went on, "I have also injected
the sane poison into every chanpagne bottl e under the
bar—+eseal i ng the cases, of course.

"This in the event that you suspect the bottle in the ice
bucket and use another one."

Cassandra stiffened with dread. While in the heart of the
anci ent vegetabl e, a cheer erupted. Bravo, Sonny!

"l know you | ove your favorite chanpagne after any kind
of personal triunph,"” Max's head conti nued.

He paused.

"Not that you will ever have the chance to drink it," he
said. "You'll be hanging in the freezer, dead. Still-—=
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The head smiled cunningly.
"—who knows?" it said.

It was either a choice coincidence or (nore |ikely) the
burst of shock which had fl ooded her system mat caused
Cassandra to feel me poison for the first time at that very
nonent .

She began to weave, one hand pressed agai nst her stom
ach.
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"No," she said.

She stared in unbelieving shock at Max's head as it com
pleted its statenent.

"If it cones to it, however," it said, "bw voyage, Cassan-
dra. Despite your wondrous nachi nati ons—what ever they
have been, and |'m sure they were inpressive—you have

| ost the gane, as well as |."

As Cassandra gaped at me head, the outer |ayer of the
gl obe roll ed back up, and once again it was an antique
i mge of the world.

Cassandra tried to nmake it to the tel ephone.

She couldn't. Her |egs began-to | ose the power to support
her .

"Brian!" she called. "Brian!"

She lurched toward the desk, but never reached it, in-
stead pitching forward to ne floor

There she lay gasping, |egs drawn up, agony stabbing at
her insides. (It seened apparent by the way she clutched at
her stomach.)

I doubt if, in all (hat pain, she could have sunmoned a
singl e thought about her husband's final victory.

And | doubt that | could ever have killed her. | felt too
sorry tor her,

And her wasted life.

What else could I do?

It was over. Nothing nore could possibly take pl ace.
And yet it did.

210 Richard Mat hWM

Both Cassandra's eyes and m ne noved to the desk chair.
It was turning by itself.

It stood nere, reversed, for several nobnents.
Then a curl of white snoke drifted upward from behind
its back.

Cassandra gaped at it. | gaped at it,
How coul d Max possibly be alive?

The chair turned back
My brain felt nunb.
Sitting in it, snmoking a cigar, was Sheriff Plum

Cassandra made a sound of dazed confusion. She could
make no sense whatever of me Sheriff's appearance. Nor
could I.
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Still, he mght save her lifel
"Help ne," she asked in a feeble voice.
The Sheriff only stared at her

"Quess you won't be going back to Harry Kendal now, "
he said, "or letting your brother drown at sea."

She obviously didn't conprehend what he was sayi ng.
"Pl ease," she begged.

"Looks like you and me M ster have killed each other
of f," he said.

H s eyes were |ike stones.

"Leaving everything to Padre," he said. "And to whoever
takes care of Padre."

He rose fromthe chair and wal ked around nme desk
Cassandr a gasped.

Fromthe wai st up, he was wearing Sheriff Plums
cl ot hes.

Fromthe tw st down, Cassandra's

Her nmouth tell open as she understood.
Too | ate.
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Bri an cane over and, kneeling, checked for her pul se
beat .

There was none; she was gone.

He put her hand back down on me floor and stared at
her .

Then sobbed.
"Did you ever care for anyone?" he asked.

He pressed his |l eft hand over his eyes and began to cry
har der .

I don't know how long he wept. It was a good whil e,
t hough.

Finally, rubbing dry his eyes and cheeks, he drewin a
| ong, bracing breath of air and stood.

Movi ng to the desk, he picked up the tel ephone and
pressed the Operator button.

As he waited, he began to peel away his Sheriff disguise.

"The Sheriff's office, please," he said. "This is an ener-
gency."

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...0Matheson%20-%20Now%20Y o0u%20See%20It...txt (145 of 152) [12/29/2004 2:30:39 PM]



file:///C|/2590%20Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%20-%20Now%20Y 0u%20See%20lt...txt

He continued peeling off the disguise while he waited
agai n.

Finally, me Sheriffs office answered. Brian asked for
Pl um and was connect ed.

"Sheriff Plum" he said. "My nane is Brian Crane. |'m
calling fromthe house of Maxinilian and Cassandra Del a-
corte on Medfield Road- Can you cone here right away?"

He | ooked, stricken, at his dead sister,
"There's been a tragedy," he said.
chapter 28

Nrian sat in silence for at. least ten minutes, idly picking at
the remai nder of his Sheriff Plumfacial disguise. He

seenmed to stare into his thoughts; never had | felt nore in-

vi si bl e.

Rising finally, he took off the Sheriff's shirt/revealing, un-
derneath, Cassandra's pink bl ouse, which he al so renoved,
revealing a sweat-laved T-shirt underneath. He took off the
skirt he'd worn, ne shoes and stockings. Beneath me skirt,

he wore ne trousers of Sheriff Plum

Still, he did not ook at me, his face expressionless. Wat-
ever thoughts he had were so buried, they were not re-
flected, even for an instant, on his face.

Bar ef oot, he nobved to where Cassandra |lay and | ooked
down at her.

Abruptly, his face revealed all: incredul ous sorrow, an-
gui sh so conplete it appeared as though he m ght | ose con-
trol

He slunped to his knees beside her, taking hold of her
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linp right hand. The sob that broke in his chest wacked his
entire body.

"Why?" he asked, scarcely able to speak ne word.
Hi s head bowed and he wept again; for the sister he had

| oved so deeply, yet had nade no effort to save

At |ast he raised his head and | ooked at ne, eyes glistening.
"You never knew about us, did you. Padre?" he said.
"You only knew what Max told you and what little you

saw. "
Slowy and gently, he stroked his sister's hand as he

spoke.
"Qur father was an al coholic,'

he said. "A failed vaude-

villian who didn't nellow with inebriation but turned vi-
cious instead. Abused our npther and us." He bared his
teeth nonentarily. "And, in Cassandra's case.../'
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He didn't finish, but he didn't have to; | understood.
"When | was ten, ny nother hanged herself," he went
on. "Cassandra took her place in ny life, the only person in

me world | could trust.

"She took ne away from our father when she was sixteen
and | was thirteen- By then, she'd nade up her mind to fol -
|l ow no rules but to do anything she could to get ahead.

"I didn't blame her; | don't blane her now. W were two
of a kind—angry, vengeful, pitted against a world which

had g?ven us nothi ng but pain.

"So we becane what you saw and heard about from

Max—a pair of icy opportunists. Not that he knewit at first.
Cassandra was too good at pretending to allow himto see
what she—-and | —+eally were."

214 Richard Mat hnon

He stopped speaking and | owered his head again; | thought
he was fi ni shed.

He wasn't. Rising, he retrieved the skirt he'd renoved
and lay it across Cassandra's still features.

Then he noved to the picture wi ndow and stared out at

the lake, a faint snile on his lips. Js he thinking, | wondered,
that the view he sees is only a reflection? | had no way of know
i ng-

Finally, he turned and wal ked to the desk, sitting onits
edge.

"We have a little wait, don't we?" he said.
"Where was | ?"

He stared at ne bleakly; then, after several nonents, he
spoke agai n.

"She had an affair with a stage nmagi ci an when she was
seventeen. She used himto | eam his trade and she taught
me what she'd | earned.

"Then she dropped him and it was the two of us again,
together in ... every way," he murnured.

Hs smle was bitter.

"Several other 'status-enhancing' —as she called nem—

rel ati onshi ps foll owed before she met Max and set her cap

for him Mving in after Adelaide's death. Wth nme, as al -
ways, trailing behind, her faithful |lapdog ... slavish to her
every demand."

He sighed heavily.

"Thi ngs changed after they were married," he said. "My
cl oseness to her gradually deteriorated. She was—wi t hout
my knowi ng it—schem ng toward a future which did not

i ncl ude ne.
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"I tried not to notice it. 1'd been trained to trust her to-
tally, believe her every word. | |oved her. Padre— Hi s voice
broke, and he had to pause to regain hinself.

"But in spite of that," he said, "I had to recogni ze, even-
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tually, mat | was living—+n her life, at |east—en borrowed
time."

"It all came to a head when Max dermanded that | help him
elimnate her because of what she was doing to him"

The bitter snile again.

"How cl ever she was," he said. "Until that nmonment, 1'd
had no idea that she was plotting either Max's dissolution
as a perforner or—f that didn't work-his death.

"Di scovering that was a traumatic blow to ne. Padre," he
went on. "Putting aside everything we'd neant to one an-
other, she was planning to betray ne.

"l saw the cabal; Cassandra and Harry versus Max, with
me conpletely out of the picture.

"It was then that the | apdog planned his revenge."
"I pretended to agree with Max. Even signed that stupid
murder contract with him of course, | planned to destroy it

| ater.
"Then | told Cassandra what he was planning to do: drug

her with me bl owgun dart and have me hang her in the
freezer to die slow y—as she planned to let himdie slowy

from arseni c poi soning."
Once nore, mat bitter smle
"She pretended, of course, that she'd always intended to

tell me what she'd been doing," he said.
He turned his head and | ooked at Cassandra's body, his

expressi on once agai n unreadable. He stared at her for nore

man a mnute-
Then he murnured, "Right," and noved behind the

desk. Sitting, he took a sheet of paper fromthe drawer and
began to wite on it.
216 Ri chard Mat hexon

"They all msread ne. Padre," he said. "Brian the pathetic
gofer. Nothing but a pawmm to be noved around their nmur-
derous chessboard. "

Hi s expression was hard now, his voice angry.
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"They shoul d have given ne nore credit," he said.

"I made fools of them both.

"Pretending to hel p each one separately, | played ny
ganme and stood by while they contrived to nmurder one an-
ot her."

He shudder ed.

"Not that | intended for her to die," he said. "Max sur-

prised ne there. And nmy own anger at what | heard her say
while | was behind the wall panel that she mght let ne
drown at sea-so enraged ne that -.."

H s breath faltered.

"I mght have saved her," he said. "Then again, nmaybe
mere wasn't time; 1'll never know.

"So—n ny total rage—+ |let her know what |'d done.
Then | let her die."

Another faltering breath. He had to stop witing, his
hand shook so badly.

A mnute |ater, he put the pen back into its hol der.
"Why have | told you all this?" he inquired
He made a sound of dark amusemnent

"Probably because you're the only audience I'll ever
have.

"The perfect audience in one respect; you can't fidget in
your seat or wal k out. You have to listen to every word.

"At the sanme tinme, the worst audience | could ever have
because you can't react, you can't respond in any way. Ap-

pl ause? Forget it. A cheer? No way. The audi ence parti ci pa-
tion of a cabbage is |limted. Forgive ne for saying so. Padre.
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I always liked you, and respected you for what you'd done
with your life. But as an audience..." He shook his head.

Utle did he know.

There was conpl ete reaction. And response, if only in-
war dl y.

No gofer he. Instead, a diabolically clever man who'd
pl ayed a two-si ded gane agai nst Cassandra and ny son

Nei t her of them conceived/ you see, that he was capabl e

of such an ingeniously sinister plot against them Blinded
by their confident assunptions, they never noticed nmat,
whil e each of memwas involved in his (and her) intricate
schenme, Brian was outmaneuvering them bot h.

He had even dared to call attention to hinself by portray-
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ing me Sheriff as a sloww tted rustic!

Did he experience some sense of dreadful glee at that
decepti on?

Bri an stood and wal ked to the bar.

Renovi ng the chanpagne bottle fromits ice bucket, he
poured a glassful and drank it in a swallow.
I wondered if nmy face betrayed the utter shock |I felt.

"Don't worry. Padre," he said. "lI've left a witten confes-
sion on nme desk."
He chuckl ed.

"Not that it's likely they'|ll mnk you did it all. Still..."
He wi nced as the poison began to take effect.

Face set, he poured hinself another glassful, raised it to-
ward ne in a final toast.

"Prosit, Padre," he said. "And farewel|."

He drained the glass and put it back on the bar.

Movi ng to where Cassandra's body lay, he stretched him

self out beside her and took her hand in his. He nmade a
sound of pain- Then, chillingly, he |aughed.
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"The real Sheriff Plumhas got a lot to deal with here," he
sai d.

He dosed his eyes.

"Good | uck. Padre/' he murnured.

Then he, too, was gone.

I conplete the tale as expeditiously as possible.

Sheriff Plumarrived soon after—ooking nore |ike an un-
bear ded Abraham Lincoln than ne portly figure Brian had
present ed—and took over. Unlike Brian's characterization
of him he was a nan of sharp perception

The case was dosed in due time. Later on, | caught up
with the nonths of newspaper, mmgazine, tabloid, and tele-
vi sion coverage of ne case

The court allowed me to retain nme full estate/ nme servants
remaining to take care of ne.

Then an odd—and whol | y unexpect ed—thi ng occurred.
The veget abl e nade a coneback

Medi cal opinion varied, but the consensus was that me
shock of witnessing the horrors of that afternoon—while
being totally unable to stop themin any way—had traumna-
tized ny system

Whet her this is true or not, I'll never know.

Al | do knowis that for sonme fortuitous reason, ny arter-
ial blood flow discovered an alternate route to the danaged
area of ny brain, effecting a gradual but definite recovery.

Not complete, of course. | won't be vying in future Aym
pi c Ganes.
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Still, I"'mwell enough, at eighty-seven, to get about a lit-
tle, feed nyself, manage bat hroom matters unassi sted
(there's a pleasure, let ne tell you!), and wite about what
happened t hat day.
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A minor coda to the story.

My son's estate was not extensive, nost of it being in-
vested in the house.

Accordingly, in order to acquire living funds, | had to sel
me house.

I did so with little reluctance; it was filled with too many
pai nful menories. | sold it furnished. And to whon?

How utterly ironic—
Harry.

He had al ways coveted the place, you see. No doubt he
thought it grimy satisfying to be able to possess it after the
way Max had tornmented himthere.

H s of fer was me hi ghest anbng a scarce few bi dders.
So | had to sell it to him

Before | left, however, | called in a |local handyman and

had ne entire place rewired so nat every tinme Harry

turned on a lanp or pushed up a light switch or tried to use
an electric appliance, breaker switches were thrown. M

one regret was that the housedidn't still use screwin fuses.
Better still (I had to pay the handyman a tidy sumto keep
his mouth shut on ms), | had every screw in every door and

cabi net hinge in the house renoved, the screw holes in-
jected with hydrochloric add, then the screws tightened
back in pl ace-

1 will carry to ny grave ne heartwarm ng vision of that
anoral sleazeball having every door and cabinet face fal
of f, one by one, in his hands as the add did its work!

Me?

I live in St John. Always |oved the place since ny wife
and | had stayed nere on nunerous vacati ons.

Ajolly Irish woman named Endira Mul doon (thrice wi d-
owed, with nine children and seventeen grandchildren
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scattered about the globe) comes every day to ny cottage to
cook and provide for rme.

Each day she drives nme to the beach—unless there is a
hurri cane, of course, in which case | remain at hone.

I"ve collected a group of young chil dren who ganer
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around me on the sand while | perform m nor hand
mani pul ations for mem Col ored balls and handkerchiefs,
di sappearances and replications, nostly.

They seemto enjoy it.
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