file:/lIG|/rah/Clifford%20D.%20Si mak%620-%20Fi nal %620Gentleman. txt

Title : Final Gentlenan

Aut hor . Cifford D. Sinak

Original copyright year: 1959

Genre . science fiction

Commrent s . to ny know edge, this is the only available e-text of this book

Sour ce : scanned and OCR-read from a paperback edition with Xerox TextBridge Pro 9.0

proofread in M5 Wrd 2000.
Date of e-text : February 5, 2000
Prepared by . Anada Sucka

Anti copyright 2000. All rights reversed.

Fi nal Gentl eman

Cifford D. Si mak

After thirty years and several mllion words there finally canme a day when he couldn't wite a
I'ine.

There was nothing nore to say. He had said it all

The book, the last of many of them had been finished weeks ago and woul d be published soon
and there was an enptiness inside of him a sense of having been conpletely drained away.

He sat now at the study wi ndow, waiting for the man fromthe news magazi ne to cone, | ooking
out across the wilderness of lawn, with its evergreens and birches and the gayness of the tulips.
And he wondered why he cared that he would wite no nore, for certainly he had said a great dea
more than nost men in his trade and nost of it nmore to the point than was usual, and cl oaked
though it was in fictional garb, he'd said it with sincerity and, he hoped, convincingly.

H's place in literature was secure and solid. And, perhaps, he thought, this was the way it
should be - to stop now at the floodtide of his art rather than to go into his declining years
with the sharp tooth of senility nibbling away the bright valor of his work.

And yet there renmained the urge to wite, an inborn feeling that to fail to wite was
treachery, although to whomit might be traitorous he had no idea. And there was nore to it than
that: An injured pride, perhaps, and a sense of panic such as the newWy blind nust feel

Al t hough that was foolishness, he told hinself. In his thirty years of witing, he had done a
lifetime's work. And he'd made a _good_ life of it. Not frivolous or exciting, but surely
sati sfying.

He gl anced around the study and thought how a room nust bear the inprint of the man who |ives
within it - the rows of calf-bound books, the decorous neatness of the nmassive oaken desk, the
mel | ow carpet on the floor, the old chairs full of confort, the sense of everything firmy and
properly in place.

A knock came. 'Cone in.' said Harrington

The door opened and ol d Adans stood there, bent shoul ders, snow white hair - the perfect
picture of the old retainer.

"It's the gentleman from _Situation_, sir.'
"Fine,' said Harrington. 'WII| you show himin?

It wasn't fine - he didn't want to see this man fromthe nagazi ne. But the arrangenents had
been made many weeks before and there was nothing now but to go through with it.

The man from the magazi ne | ooked nore |i ke a businessman than a witer, and Harrington caught
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hi nsel f wonderi ng how such a man could wite the curt, penetrating journalistic prose which had
made _Situation_ fanous.

"John Leonard, sir,' said the man, shaking hands with Harrington

"I"'mglad to have you here,' said Harrington, falling into his pat pattern of hospitality.
"Wn't you take this chair? | feel | know you people down there. |'ve read your magazi ne for
years. | always read the Harvey colum inmmediately it arrives.

Leonard | aughed a little. 'Harvey,' he said, 'seens to be our best known col umi st and
greatest attraction. Al the visitors want to have a | ook at him'

He sat down in the chair Harrington had pointed out.
'"M. Wite,' he said, 'sends you his best w shes.'

"That is considerate of him' said Harrington. 'You nust thank himfor nme. It's been years
since | have seen him'

And t hi nki ng back upon it, he recalled that he'd met Preston Wiite only once, all of twenty
years ago. The man, he renenbered, had nmade a great inpression upon himat the time - a forceful,
driving, opinionated nan, an exact reflection of the magazi ne he publi shed.

"A few weeks ago,' said Leonard. 'l talked with another friend of yours. Senator Johnson
Enright .’

Harri ngton nodded. 'I've known the senator for years and have adnmired himgreatly. | suppose
you could call it a dissimlar association. The senator and | are not too rmuch ali ke.

'He has a deep respect and affection for you.
"And | for him' said Harrington. 'But this secretary of state business. | am concerned...’
'Yes?'

"Ch, he's the man for it, all right.' said Harrington. 'or | would suppose he is. He is
intellectually honest and he has a strange, hard streak of stubbornness and a rugged constitution
which is what we need. But there are considerations...'

Leonard showed surprise. 'Surely you do not...

Harri ngton waved a weary hand. 'No, M. Leonard, | amlooking at it solely fromthe vi ewpoint
of a man who has given nost of his |ife to the public service. | know that Johnson nust | ook upon
this possibility with sonething close to dread. There have been tinmes in the recent past when he's
been ready to retire, when only his sense of duty has kept himat his post.

"A man,' said Leonard positively, 'does not turn down a chance to head the state departnent.
Besi des, Harvey said | ast week he woul d accept the post.'

"Yes, | know,' said Harrington. 'l read it in his col um.

Leonard got down to business. '|I won't inmpose too nuch upon your time,' he said. 'l've already
done the basic research on you.'

"It's quite all right,' said Harrington. 'Take all the tine you want. | haven't a single thing
to do until this evening, when | have dinner with ny nother.'

Leonard' s eyebrows raised a bit. 'Your nother is still living?

"Very spry.' said Harrington, 'for all she's eighty-three. A sort of Wistler's nother. Serene
and beauti ful.

"You're lucky. My nother died when | was still quite young.

"I"'msorry to hear of it,' said Harrington. 'My nother is a gentlewonan to her fingertips. You

file:/l/G|/rah/Clifford%20D.%20Simak%20-%20Final%20Gentleman.txt (2 of 27) [2/17/2004 10:00:08 AM]



file:/lIG|/rah/Clifford%20D.%20Si mak%620-%20Fi nal %620Gentleman. txt

don't find many like her now. | ampositive | owe a great deal of what | amto her. Perhaps the
thing I'm proudest of is what your book editor, Cedric Mdison, wote about nme quite sonme years
ago. | sent a note to thank himat the tine and | fully nmeant to | ook hi mup soneday, although

never did. 1'd like to neet the nan.

"What was it that he said?
"He said, if |I recall correctly, that | was the last surviving gentlenan.'

"That's a good line.' Leonard said. 'I'Il have to look it up. | think you might |ike Cedric.
He may seemslightly strange at times, but he's a devoted nan, like you. He lives in his office,
al nost day and night.'

Leonard reached into his briefcase and brought out a sheaf of notes, rustling through them
until he found the page he wanted.

'"W'll do a full-length profile on you,' he told Harrington. 'A cover and an inside spread
with pictures. | know a great deal about you, but there still are some questions, a few
i nconsi stenci es."'

"I"'mnot sure | follow you.'

"You know how we operate,' said Leonard. 'W do exhaustive checking to be sure we have the
background facts, then we go out and get the human facts. W talk with our subject's boyhood
chums, his teachers, all the people who night have sonething to contribute to a better
under standi ng of the man hinself. W visit the places he has lived, pick up the hunan story, the
little anecdotes. It's a denmanding job, but we pride ourselves on the way we do it.'

"And rightly so, young man.'

"I went to Walusing in Wsconsin,' said the man fromthe magazi ne. 'That's where the data
said that you were born.

"A charming place as | renmenber it,' said Harrington. "Alittle town, sandw ched between the
river and the hills.'

"M . Harrington.'

"Yes?'

"You weren't born there.'

"I beg your pardon?'

"There's no birth record at the county seat. No one renenbers you.'
'Sone mistake,' said Harrington. 'O perhaps you're joking.

"You went to Harvard, M. Harrington. Cass of 27.°

"That is right. | did.
"You never narried, sir.'

'"There was a girl. She died.'

'Her nane,' said Leonard, 'was Cornelia Storm'

' That was her name. The fact's not wi dely known.'

"W are thorough, M. Harrington, in our background work.

"I don't mind," said Harrington. 'It's not a thing to hide. It's just not a fact to flaunt.'

"M . Harrington.'
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' Yes?'

"It's not Walusing only. It's all the rest of it. There is no record that you went to
Harvard. There never was a girl nanmed Cornelia Storm'

Harri ngton came straight out of his chair
"That is ridiculous!' he shouted. 'Wat can you nean by it?

"I"'msorry," Leonard said. 'Perhaps | could have found a better way of telling you than
blurting it all out. Is there anything -'

'Yes, there is,' said Harrington. 'l think you'd better |eave.'
"I's there nothing | can do? Anything at all?'
' You' ve done quite enough,' said Harrington. 'Quite enough, indeed.’

He sat down in the chair again, gripping its arns with his shaking hands, listening to the nan
go out.

When he heard the front door close, he called to Adans to cone in.
'"I's there something | can do for you?' asked Adans.

"Yes. You can tell nme who | am'

"Way, sir,' said Adans, plainly puzzled, 'you're M. Hollis Harrington.

' Thank you, Adans,' said Harrington. 'That's who | thought | was!’

Dusk had fallen when he wheel ed the car along the famliar street and drew up to the curb in
front of the old, white-pillared house set well back fromthe front of w de, tree-shaded grounds.

He cut the engine and got out, standing for a nonent to let the sense of the street soak into
him- the correct and orderly, the aristocratic street, a refuge in this age of materialism Even
the cars that noved along it, he told hinmself, seened to be aware of the quality of the street,
for they went nore slowy and nore silently than they did on other streets and there was about
them a sense of decorumone did not often find in a mechanical contraption

He turned fromthe street and went up the walk, snmelling in the dusk the awakening life of
gardens in the springtinme, and he wi shed that it were light for Henry, his nother's gardener, was
quite famous for his tulips.

As he wal ked al ong the path, with the garden scent, he felt the strange sense of urgency and
of panic drop away fromhim for the street and house were in thensel ves assurances that
everything was exactly as it should be.

He nounted the brick steps and went across the porch and reached out his hand for the knocker
on the door.

There was a light in the sitting roomand he knew his nother would be there, waiting for him
to arrive, but that it would be Tilda, hurrying fromthe kitchen, who would answer to his knock
for his mother did not nove about as briskly as she had.

He knocked and waited and as he waited he renenbered the happy days he'd spent in this house
before he'd gone to Harvard, when his father still was living. Sone of the old famlies stil
lived here, but he'd not seen themfor years, for on his visits lately he'd scarcely stirred
outdoors, but sat for hours talking with his nother.

The door opened, and it was not Tilda in her rustling skirts and her white starched coll ar
but an utter stranger
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' Good evening,' he said. 'You nust be a neighbor."'
"I live here.' said the wonan.
"I can't be nistaken,' said Harrington. 'This is the residence of Ms. Jennings Harrington.'

"I"'msorry,' said the worman. '|I do not know the nanme. What was the address you were | ooking
for?

'2034 Summit Drive.'

"That's the nunber,' said the wonan, 'but Harrington - | know of no Harringtons. W've |ived
here fifteen years and there's never been a Harrington in the nei ghborhood.

'Madam ' Harrington said, sharply, 'this is npbst serious -
The woman cl osed the door

He stood on the porch for |ong nonents after she had cl osed the door, once reaching out his
hand to clang the knocker again, then withdrawing it. Finally he went back to the street.

He stood beside the car, |ooking at the house, trying to catch in it sonme unfamliarity - but
it was famliar. It was the house to which he'd cone for years to see his nother; it was the house
in which he'd spent his youth.

He opened the car door and slid beneath the wheel. He had trouble getting the key out of his
pocket and his hand was shaking so that it took a long tine for himto insert it in the ignition
| ock.

He twi sted the key and the engine started. He did not, however, drive off inmediately, but sat
gripping the wheel. He kept staring at the house and his mind hurled back the fact again and yet
again that strangers had lived behind its walls for nore than fifteen years.

Where, then, were his nother and her faithful Tilda? Were, then, was Henry, who was a hand at
tulips? Wiere the many eveni ngs he had spent in that very house? Were the conversations in the
sitting room with the birch and maple burning in the fireplace and the cat asl eep upon the
heart h?

There was a pattern, he was rem nded - a deadly pattern - in all that had ever happened to
him in the way that he had lived, in the books that he had witten, in the attachnents he had had
and, perhaps, nore inportant, the ones he had not had. There was a haunting quality that had
| urked behind the scenes, just out of sight, for years, and there had been many tines he'd been
aware of it and wondered at it and tried to lay his fingers on it - but never a time when he'd
ever been quite so acutely aware of it as this very nonent.

It was, he knew, this haunted factor in his life which kept him steady now, which kept him
fromstormng up the wal k again to hamer at the door and demand to see his nother

He saw that he had stopped shaking, and he closed the wi ndow and put the car in gear
He turned left at the next corner and began to clinb, street after street.

He reached the cenetery in ten ninutes' tine and parked the car. He found the topcoat in the
rear seat and put it on. For a nonent, he stood beside the car and | ooked down across the town, to
where the river flowed between the hills.

This, he told hinself, at least is real, the river and the town. This no one could take away
fromhim or the books upon the shelf.

He et hinmself into the cenmetery by the postern gate and followed the path unerringly in the
uncertain light of a sickle nmoon

The stone was there and the shape of it unchanged; it was a shape, he told hinself, that was
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burned into his heart. He knelt before it and put out his hands and laid themon it and felt the
nmoss and |ichens that had grown there and they were famliar, too!

"Cornelia,' he said. 'You are still here, Cornelia.’

He funbled in his pocket for a pack of matches and lit three of them before the fourth blazed
up in a steady flane. He cupped the bl aze between his hands and held it close agai nst the stone.

A name was graven there.

It was not Cornelia Storm

Senat or Johnson Enright reached out and lifted the decanter

'"No thanks,' said Harrington. 'This one is all | wish. | just dropped by to say hello. I'Il be
going in a mnute."'

He | ooked around the roomin which they sat and now he was sure of it - sure of the thing that
he had come to find. The study was not the same as he had renenbered it. Some of the bright was
gone, some of the glory vanished. It was faded at the edges and it seened slightly out of focus
and the noose head above the nmantle was sonmehow just a little shabby, instead of grand and
not abl e.

"You cone too seldom' said the senator, 'even when you know that you are always wel cone.
Especially tonight. The fanmily are all out and I'ma troubled nan.'

' Thi s business of the state departnent?

Enright nodded. 'That is it exactly. | told the President, yes, | would take it if he could
find no one else. | alnost pleaded with himto find another man.'

"You could not tell himno?

"I tried to," said the senator. 'I did nmy best to tell him I, who never in ny life have been
at a loss for words. And | couldn't do it. Because | was too proud. Because through the years |
have built up in ne a certain pride of service that | cannot turn ny back upon.'

The senator sat sprawling in his chair and Harrington saw that there was no change in him as
there had been in the roomw thin which they sat. He was the sanme as ever - the iron-gray unruly
mop of hair, the woodchopper face, the snaggly teeth, the hunched shoul ders of a grizzly.

"You realize, of course,' said Enright, 'that | have been one of your nost faithful readers.'
"I know,' said Harrington. 'l amproud of it.

"You have a fiendish ability,' said the senator, '"to string words together with fishhooks
hi dden in them They fasten into you and they won't let |oose and you go around remenbering them
for days.'

He Ilifted up his glass and drank.

"I'"ve never told you this before," he said. 'l don't know if | should, but | suppose I'd
better. In one of your books you said that the hallmark of destiny night rest upon one man. If
that man failed, you said, the world nmight well be lost.'

"I think | did say that. | have a feeling...

"You're sure,' asked the senator, reaching for the brandy, 'that you won't have nore of this?
'No, thanks,' said Harrington

And suddenly he was thinking of another tine and place where he'd once gone drinking and there

had been a shadow in the corner that had talked with him- and it was the first tine he'd ever
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thought of that. It was sonething, it seemed, that had never happened, that could not renotely
have happened to Hollis Harrington. It was a happening that he would not - could not - accept, and
yet there it lay cold and naked in his brain.

"I was going to tell you,' said the senator, 'about that line on destiny. A npst peculiar

circunmstance, | think you will agree. You know, of course, that one tine | had decided to retire.
"I remenber it,' said Harrington. 'l recall | told you that you shoul d.
"It was at that time,' said the senator, 'that | read that paragraph of yours. | had witten

out a statenent announcing ny retirenent at the conpletion of ny termand intended in the norning
to give it to the press. Then | read that |ine and asked nmyself what if | were that very nan you
were witing of. Not, of course, that | actually thought | was.

Harrington stirred uneasily. 'I don't know what to say. You place too great a responsibility
upon ne."

"I did not retire,' said the senator. 'l tore up the statenent.'
They sat quietly for a nonent, staring at the fire flam ng on the hearth.
"And now,' said Enright, '"there is this other thing.'

‘"I wish that | could help,' said Harrington, alnost desperately. 'I wish that | could find the
proper words to say. But | can't, because I'mat the end nyself. | amwitten out. There's nothing
| eft inside ne.'

And that was not, he knew, what he had wi shed to say. _| came here to tell you that soneone
el se has been living in ny nother's house for nore than fifteen years, that the name on Cornelia's
headstone is not Cornelia's nane. | cane here to see if this roomhad changed and it has changed.

It has lost sone of its old baronial magic... _

But he could not say it. There was no way to say it. Even to so close a friend as the senator
it was inpossible.

"Hollis, | amsorry,' said the senator

It was all insane, thought Harrington. He was Hollis Harrington. He had been born in
W sconsin. He was a graduate of Harvard and - what was it Cedric Madison had called him- the | ast
surviving gentl enman.

His |life had been correct to the last detail, his house correct, his witing nost artistically
correct - the result of good breeding to the fingertips.

Perhaps just slightly too correct. Too correct for this world of 1962, which had sl oughed off
the final vestige of the old punctilio.

He was Hollis Harrington, |ast surviving gentlenman, fanmous witer, romantic figure in the
literary world - and witten out, wung dry of all enption, enpty of anything to say since he had
finally said all that he was capabl e of saying.

He rose slowly fromhis chair
"I must be going, Johnson. |'ve stayed longer than |I should."'

"There is sonething else,' said the senator. 'Sonething |'ve always neant to ask you. Not hing
to do with this matter of nyself. 1've neant to ask you nmany tines, but felt perhaps | shouldn't,
that it mght sonehow. ..

"It's quite all right,' said Harrington. '1'Il answer if | can.'
'One of your early books,' said the senator _'A Bone to Ghaw _, | think.'

"That,' said Harrington, 'was many years ago.
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'"This central character,' said the senator. 'This Neanderthal er that you wote about. You nade
hi m seem so human.'

Harrington nodded. 'That is right. That is what he was. He was a human bei ng. Just because he
lived a hundred thousand years ago -

'"OfF course.' said the senator. 'You are entirely right. But you had himdown so well. Al your
ot her characters have been sophisticates, people of the world. | have often wondered how you coul d
write so convincingly of that kind of nan - an al nost mi ndl ess savage.'

"Not mindless,' said Harrington. 'Not really savage. A product of his tines. | lived with him
for a long tinme, Johnson, before | wote about him | tried to put nyself into his situation
think as he did, guess his viewpoint. |I knew his fears and triunphs. There were tines, | sonetines

think, that I was close to being him'

Enri ght nodded solemly. 'I can well believe that. You really mnmust be going? You re sure about
that drink?
"I"msorry. Johnson. | have a long way to drive.'

The senator heaved hinself out of the chair and wal ked with himto the door

"W'll talk again,' he said, 'and soon. About this witing business. | can't believe you're at
the end of it.

'Maybe not,' said Harrington. 'It may all conme back.'

But he only said this to satisfy the senator. He knew there was no chance that it would cone
back.

They sai d good-ni ght and Harri ngton went trudgi ng down the wal k. And that was wrong - in al
his life, he'd never trudged before.

H s car was parked just opposite the gate and he stopped beside it, staring in astonishment,
for it was not his car

Hi s had been an expensive, dignified nodel, and this one was not only one of the |ess
expensi ve kinds, but noticeably decrepit.

And yet it was familiar in a vague and tantalizing way.

And here it was again, but with a difference this tine, for in this instance he was on the
verge of accepting unreality.

He opened the door and clinbed into the seat. He reached into his pocket and found the key and
funbled for the ignition lock. He found it in the dark and the key clicked into it. He tw sted,
and the engine started.

Sonet hing cane struggling up fromthe mst inside his brain. He could feel it struggle and he
knew what it was. It was Hollis Harrington, final gentleman

He sat there for a moment and in that nonent he was neither final gentleman nor the nman who
sat in the ancient car, but a younger man and a far-off man who was drunk and m serabl e.

He sat in a booth in the farthest, darkest corner of some unknown establishment that was
filled with noise and snell and in a corner of the booth that was even darker than the corner
where he sat was anot her one, who tal ked.

He tried to see the stranger's face, hut it either was too dark or there was no face to see.
And all the tine the facel ess stranger talked.

There were papers on the table, a fragnented nmanuscript, and he knew it was no good and he
tried to tell the stranger how it was no good and how he wi shed it m ght be good, but his tongue
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was thick and his throat was choked.

He couldn't frame the words to say it, but he felt it inside hinself - the terrible, screamng
need of putting down on paper the conviction and belief that shouted for expression

And he heard clearly only one thing that the stranger said.
"I amwilling,' said the stranger, 'to make a deal with you.'
And that was all there was. There was no nore to renenber.

And there it stood - that ancient, fearsome thing - an isol ated renenbrance from sone former
life, an incident without a past or future and no connection with him

The ni ght suddenly was chilly and he shivered in the chill. He put the car in gear and pulled
out fromthe curb and drove slowy down the street.

He drove for half an hour or nore and he was still shivering fromthe chilly night. A cup of
cof fee, he thought, m ght warm him and he pulled the car up to the curb in front of an all-night
qui ck-and-greasy. And realized with some astoni shment that he could not be nore than a nile or two
from hone.

There was no one in the place except a shabby bl onde who | ounged behind the corner, I|istening
to a radio.

He clinbed up on a stool

'Coffee, please,’ he said and while he waited for her to fill the cup he glanced about the
place. It was clean and cozy with the cigarette machines and the rack of magazi nes |ined agai nst
the wall.

The bl onde set the cup down in front of him

"Anyt hing el se?" she asked, but he didn't answer, for his eye had caught a line of printing
across the front of one of the nore lurid magazi nes.

'"I's that all?' asked the bl onde again.
"l guess so,' said Harrington. 'I guess that's all | want.
He didn't look at her; he was still staring at the mmgazi ne.

Across the front of it ran the glaring |ines:

THE ENCHANTED WORLD OF
HOLLI S HARRI NGTON

Cautiously he slid off the stool and stal ked the magazi ne. He reached out quickly and snatched
it fromthe rack before it could elude him For he had the feeling, until he had it safely in his
hand, that the nagazine would be like all the rest of it, crazy and unreal. He took it back to the
counter and laid it down and stared at the cover and the Iine stayed there. It did not change; it
did not go away. He extended his thunb and rubbed the printed words and they were real enough

He thunbed swiftly through the magazi ne and found the article and staring out at himwas a
face he knew to be his own, although it was not the kind of face he had i nagi ned he woul d have -
it was a somewhat younger, darker face that tended to untidi ness, and beneath that face was
anot her face that was w thout doubt a face of great distinction. And the caption that ran between
them asked a question: _Wich one of these nmen is really Hollis Harrington?_

There was as well a picture of a house that he recognized in all its ranshackl eness and bel ow
it another picture of the same house, but highly idealized, gleaming with white paint and
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surrounded by neatly tended grounds - a house with character

He did not bother with the reading of the caption that ran between the houses. He knew what it
woul d say.

And the text of the article itself:

_Is Hollis Harrington really nore than a man? Is he in actuality the nan he thinks he is, a
man he has created out of his own mnd, a man who noves in an incredibly enchanted world of good
living and good manners? Or is this attitude no nore than a carefully cultivated pose, an
exceptional piece of perfect showranship? O could it be that to wite in the manner that he does,
to turn out the sleekly tailored, thoughtful, often significant prose that he has been witing for
nore than thirty years, it is necessary that he create for hinmself another life than the one he
really lives, that he has forced hinmself to accept this strange internal world of his and believe
init as a condition to his continued witing._

A hand cane out and spread itself across the page so he could not read and he | ooked up
quickly. It was the hand of the waitress and he saw there was a shining in her eyes that was very
close to tears.

"M. Harrington.' she said. 'Please, M. Harrington. Please don't read it, sir.'
"But, mss...'

"I told Harry that he shouldn't let themput in that magazine. | told himhe should hide it.
But he said you never canme in here except on Saturdays.'

"You mean,' asked Harrington, 'that |'ve been here before?

" Al nost every Saturday,' she told him surprised. 'Every Saturday for years. You |ike our
cherry pie. You always have a piece of our cherry pie.'

'Yes, of course,’ he said.
But, actually, he had no inkling of this place, unless, good God, he thought, unless he had
been pretending all the tinme that it was sone other place, sone goldplated eatery of very great

di stinction.

But it was inpossible, he told hinself, to pretend as big as that. For a little while,
per haps, but not for thirty years. No nman alone could do it unless he had sone help

"I had forgotten,' he told the waitress. 'I'm sonewhat upset tonight. | wonder if you have a
pi ece of that cherry pie.

"OF course,' the waitress said.

She took the pie off the shelf and cut a wedge and slid it on the plate. She put the plate
down in front of himand laid a fork beside it.

"I"'msorry, M. Harrington,' she said. '"I'msorry | didn't hide the nagazine. You nust pay no
attention to it - or to anything. Not to any of the things that people say or what other people
wite. Al of us around here are so proud of you.

She | eaned across the counter toward him

"You nustn't nmind," she said. 'You are too big to mnd."'

"l don't believe | do,' said Hollis Harrington

And that was the solemm truth, for he was too nunb to care. There was in himnothing but a
vast wonderment that filled his being so there was roomfor nothing el se.

"I amwilling,' the stranger in the corner of the booth had told himnmany years ago. 'l am
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willing to make a deal with you.'

But of the deal he had no recollection, no hint of terns or of the purpose of it, although
possi bly he coul d guess.

He had witten for all of thirty years and he had been well paid for it - not in cash and
honor and accl ai m al one- but in something else as well. In a great white house standing on a hill
with a wilderness of grounds, with an old retainer out of a picture book, with a Wiistler's
nmot her, with a romantic bittersweetness tied to a gravestone synbol

But now the job was done and the pay had stopped and the meke-believe had ended.

The pay had stopped and the delusions that were a part of it were gone. The glory and the
tinsel had been stripped out of his nmind. No |onger could he see an old and battered car as a
sl eek, gl ossy machi ne. Now, once again, he could read aright the graving on a stone. And the dream
of a Whistler's nother had vani shed fromhis brain - but had been once so firmy planted that on
this very evening he actually had driven to a house and an address that was a duplicate of the one
imprinted on his imgination

He had seen everything, he realized, overlain by a grandeur and a lustre out of story books.

But was it possible, he wondered. Could it be made to work? Could a man in all sanity play a
ganme of make-believe for thirty years on end? O night he be insane?

He considered it calmy and it seemed unlikely, for no insanity could have witten as he had
witten; that he _had_ witten what he thought he had was proved by the senator's remarks tonight.

So the rest had been nake-believe; it could be nothing el se. Make-believe with help fromthat
facel ess bei ng, whoever he nmight be, who had nade a deal with himthat night so | ong ago.

Al t hough, he thought, it mght not take nmuch help. The propensity to kid one's self was strong
in the human race. Children were good at it; they becane in all reality all the things they
pretended that they were. And there were nany adults who nade thensel ves believe the things they
t hought they should believe or the things they nerely wanted to believe for their peace of mnd

Surely, he told hinmself, it would be no great step fromthis kind of pretending to a sumtotal
of pretending.

"M. Harrington,' asked the waitress, 'don't you |like your pie?
"Certainly,' said Harrington, picking up the fork and cutting off a bite.

So pretending was the pay, the ability to pretend wi thout conscious effort a private world in
whi ch he noved al one. And perhaps it was even nore than that - perhaps it was a prior condition to
his witing as he did, the exact kind of world and life in which it had been cal cul ated, by
what ever nmeans, he would do his best.

And t he purpose of it?

He had no idea what the purpose was.

Unl ess, of course, the body of his work was a purpose in itself.
The nusic in the radio cut off and a sol enm voi ce said:

"W interrupt our programto bring you a bulletin. The Associated Press has just reported that
the White House has nanmed Senator Johnson Enright as secretary of state. And now, we continue with
our nusic....

Harri ngton paused with a bite of pie poised on the fork, halfway to his nouth.

'The hal |l mark of destiny,' he quoted, 'nmay rest upon one nan!'
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'"What was that you said, M. Harrington?
"Not hi ng. Nothing, miss. Just sonething | renmenbered. It's really not inportant.’
Al t hough, of course, it was.

How nmany ot her people in the world, he wondered, m ght have read a certain line out of one of
hi s books? How many other lives m ght have been influenced in sone manner fromthe reading of a
phrase that he had witten?

And had he had help in the witing of those lines? Did he have actual talent or had he nerely
witten the thoughts that lay in other mnds? Had he had help in witing as well as in pretending?
M ght that be the reason now he felt so witten out?

But however that mght be, it was all over now. He had done the job and he had been fired. And
the firing of himhad been as efficient and as thorough as one nmight well expect - all the munbo-
junbo had been run in conpetent reverse, beginning with the nan fromthe nagazi ne this norning.
Now here he sat, a humdrum human bei ng perched upon a stool, eating cherry pie.

How nmany ot her hunmdrum hurmans ni ght have sat, as he sat now, in how nany ages past, rel eased
fromtheir dreamlife as he had been released, trying with no better luck than he was having to
figure out what had hit thenP How many others, even now, might still be living out a life of nake-
believe as he had lived for thirty years until this very day?

For it was ridiculous, he realized, to suppose he was the only one. There would be no point in
sinmply running a one-nan nake-believe.

How nany eccentric geniuses had been, perhaps, neither geniuses nor eccentric until they, too,
had sat in sone darkened corner with a faceless being and listened to his offer?

Suppose - just suppose - that the only purpose in his thirty years had been that Senator
Johnson Enright should not retire frompublic |life and thus renmain available to head the state
department now? Wiy, and to whom could it be so inportant that one particular nan got one certain
post? And was it inportant enough to justify the use of one nan's life to achi eve another's end?

Sonmewhere, Harrington told hinself, there had to be a clue. Sonewhere back al ong the tangled
skein of those thirty years there nmust be certain signposts which would point the way to the man
or thing or organization, whatever it mght be.

He felt dull anger stirring in him a form ess, sensel ess, alnpst hopel ess anger that had no
direction and no focal point.

A man canme in the door and took a stool one renoved from Harrington
"Hi, dadys,' he bell owed.

Then he noticed Harrington and snmote himon the back. "Hi, there, pal,' he trunpeted. ' Your
nane's in the paper.’

'Quiet down, Joe,' said dadys. 'Vat is it you want?

"G me a hunk of apple pie and a cuppa coffee.

The man, Harrington saw, was big and hairy. He wore a Teansters badge.

" You said sonething about nmy nanme being in the paper.’

Joe sl apped down a fol ded paper.

"Right there on the front page. The story there with your picture init.'
He pointed a grease-stained finger

"Hot off the press,' he yel ped and burst into gales of |aughter
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' Thanks,' said Harrington.
"Well, go ahead and read it,' Joe urged boisterously. 'O ain't you interested."'
"Definitely,' said Harrington.

The headl i ne sai d:

NOTED AUTHOR W LL RETI RE

'"So you're quitting,' blared the driver. '"Can't say | blame you, pal. How many books you
witten?

"Fourteen,' said Harrington.

'd adys, can you inmgine that! Fourteen books! | ain't even read that nmany books in ny entire
life...'

" Shut up, Joe,' said dadys, banging down the pie and coffee.

The story said:

_Hollis Harrington, author of See My Enpty House, _which won himthe Nobel prize, will retire
fromthe witing field with the publication of his latest work_, Cone Back, My Soul.

_The announcenent will be nade in this week's issue of _ Situation Magazi ne, _under the byline
of Cedric Mdi son, book editor.

Harrington feels, Madison wites, that he has finally, in his forthconm ng book, rounded out
the thesis which he comenced sone thirty years and thirteen books ago... _

Harrington's hand cl osed convul sively upon the paper, crunpling it.

'Wassa matter, pal?'

"Not a thing,' said Harrington.

'"This Madison is a jerk,' said Joe. 'You can't believe a thing he says. He is full of...'

"He's right," said Harrington. 'I'mafraid he's right.' But how could he have known? He asked
hi nsel f. How coul d Cedric Madi son, that queer, devoted man who practically lived in his tangled
office, witing there his endless stream of conpetent literary criticism have known a thing |ike
this? Especially, Harrington told hinself, since he hinmself had not been sure of it until this
very norning.

"Don't you like your pie? asked Joe. 'And your coffee's getting cold.'
'Leave himalone,' said dadys, fiercely. "I'll warmup his coffee.’
Harrington said to Joe: '"Wuld you nmind if |I took this paper?

"Sure not, pal. I'mthrough with it. Sports is all | read.'

' Thanks,' said Harrington. 'l have a man to see.’
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The | obby of the _Situation_ building was enpty and sparkling - the bright, efficient sparkle
that was the trademark of the magazi ne and the nen who made it.

The 1-foot gl obe, encased in its circular glass shield, spun slowmy and majestically, with the
time-zone clocks ranged around its base and with the keyed-in world situation markers flashing on
its surface.

Harri ngt on stopped just inside the door and gl anced around, bew | dered and di sturbed by the
brightness and the glitter. Slowmy he oriented hinself. Over there the el evators and besi de them
the floor directory board. There the information counter, now unoccupi ed, and just beyond it the
door that was marked:

HARVEY
Vi siting Hours
9 to 5 on Wek Days

Harrington crossed to the directory and stood there, craning his neck, searching for the nane.
And found it.

CEDRI C MADI SON. .. 317

He turned fromthe board and pressed the button for the el evator

On the third floor the elevator stopped and he got out of it and to his right was the newsroom
and to his left a line of offices flanking along hall.

He turned to the left and 317 was the third one down. The door was open and he stepped inside.
A man sat behind a desk stacked high with books, while other books were piled helter-skelter on
the floor, and still others bulged the shelves upon the walls.

"M . Madison?" asked Harrington and the man | ooked up fromthe book that he was readi ng.

And suddenly Harrington was back again in that snoky, shadowed booth where | ong ago he'd
bargai ned with the facel ess being - but no | onger faceless. He knew by the aura of the man and the
sense of him the inpelling force of personality, the disquieting, obscene feeling that was a kind
of psychi c spoor

"Why, Harrington!' cried the facel ess man, who now had taken on a face. 'How nice that you
dropped in! It's incredible that the two of us...

"Yes, isn't it,' said Harrington

He scarcely knew he said it. It was, he realized, an automatic thing to say, a putting up of
hands to guard against a blow, a pure and sinple defense nmechani sm

Madi son was on his feet now and coning around the desk to greet him and if he could have
turned and run, Harrington would have fled. But he couldn't run; he was struck and frozen; he
could make no nove at all beyond the autonmatic ones of austere politeness that had been drilled
into himthrough thirty years of sinulated aristocratic |iving.

He could feel his face, all stiff and dry with the urbane deadpan that he had affected - and
he was grateful for it, for he knew that it would never do to show in any way that he had
recogni zed the man.

"It's incredible that the two of us have never net,' said Madison, 'I've read so nmuch of what
you've witten and |liked so nuch everything |'ve read.'
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'"It's good of you to say so,' said the urbane, unruffled part of Harrington, putting out his
hand. 'The fault we have never nmet is entirely mne. | do not get around as nuch as | really
shoul d."

He felt Madison's hand inside his own and closed his fingers on it in a sense of half-
revul sion, for the hand was dry and cold and very like a claw. The man was vulture-like -the
tight, dessicated skin drawn tight across the death-head face, the piercing, restless eyes, the
utter lack of hair, the knife-like slash of nouth.

"You must sit down,' said Madison, 'and spend sone time with me. There are so many things we
have to tal k about.’

There was just one enpty chair; all the others overflowed with books. Harrington sat down in
it stiffly, his nouth still dry with fear.

Madi son scurried back behind the desk and hunched forward in his chair.
"You | ook just |ike your pictures,' he declared.
Harri ngton shrugged. '| have a good photographer - my publisher insists.'

He could feel hinself slowy conmng back to |ife, recovering fromthe nunbness, the two of him
flowi ng back together into the single man.

"It seens to ne,’ he said, 'that you have the advantage of ne there. | cannot recall |'ve ever
seen your picture.'

Madi son waved a waggi sh finger at him '| am anonynous,' he said. 'Surely you must know al
editors are facel ess. They nust not intrude thensel ves upon the public consciousness.

"That's a fallacy, no doubt,' Harrington declared, 'but since you seemto value it so rmuch, |
will not challenge you.'

And he felt a twinge of panic - the remark about editorial facel essness seened too pat to be
coi nci dent al

"And now that you've finally come to see nme,' Madison was saying, 'l fear it may be in regard
to an itemin the norning papers.'

"As a matter of fact,' Harrington said smoothly, 'that is why |I'm here.
"l hope you're not too angry.

Harri ngton shook his head. 'Not at all. In fact, | came to thank you for your help in nmaking
up my mind. | had considered it, you see. It was sonething | told nmyself | should do, but...'

"But you were worried about an inplied responsibility. To your public, perhaps; perhaps even
to yoursel f.

"Witers seldomquit,' said Harrington, 'At least not voluntarily. It didn't seemquite
cricket.'

"But it was obvious,' protested Madison. 'It seened so appropriate a thing for you to do, so
proper and so called-for, that | could not resist. |I confess | may have w shed somewhat to
i nfl uence you. You've tied up so beautifully what you set out to say so many years ago in this
| ast book of yours that it would be a shane to spoil it by attenpting to say nore. It would be

different, of course, if you had need of noney fromcontinued witing, but your royalties-'
"M . Madi son, what would you have done if | had protested?

"Wuy, then,' said Madison, 'l would have nmade the nost abject apology in the public prints. |
woul d have set it all aright in the best manner possible.’

He got up fromthe desk and scrabbled at a pile of books stacked atop a chair.
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"I have a review copy of your |atest book right here,' he said. 'There are a fewthings in it
I'd like to chat about with you...'

He's a clue, thought Harrington, watching him scrabble through the books - but that was all he
was. There was nore, Harrington was sure, to this business, whatever it mght be, than Cedric
Madi son.

He nust get out of here, he knew, as quickly as he could, and yet it nust be done in such a
manner as not to arouse suspicion. And while he renmai ned, he sternly warned hi nsel f, he must play
his part as the acconplished man of letters, the final gentlenan.

"Ah, here it is!' cried Madison in triunmph.
He scurried to the desk, with the book clutched in his hand.
He | eafed through it rapidly.

Now, here, in chapter six, you said...'

The nobon was setting when Harrington drove through the massive gates and up the curving
driveway to the white and stately house perched upon its hill

He got out of the car and nounted the broad stone steps that ran up to the house. \Wen he
reached the top, he halted to gaze down t he noon-shadowed sl ope of grass and tulips, whitened
birch and darkened evergreen, and he thought it was the sort of thing a man should see nore often -
a breathl ess nonent of haunting beauty snatched fromthe cycle that curved frombirth to death.

He stood there, proudly, gazing down the slope, letting the noonlit beauty, the etching of the
ni ght soak into his soul

This, he told hinself, was one of those incal cul able nonments of experience which one could not
anticipate, or afterwards be able to evaluate or analyze

He heard the front door open and slowy turned around.

A d Adans stood in the doorway, his figure outlined by the night lanp on the table in the
hall. H's snowwhite hair was ruffled, standing |like a halo round his head, and one frail hand was
clutched agai nst his chest, holding together the ragged dressi ng gown he wore.

"You are late, sir,' said Adans. 'W were growing a bit disturbed.'

"I amsorry,' said Harrington. 'I was considerably del ayed.

He nounted the stoop and Adanms stood aside as he went through the door
"You're sure that everything's all right, sir?

"Ch, quite all right,' said Harrington. 'l called on Cedric Madi son down at _Situation_. He
proved a charm ng chap.'

"If it's all right with you, sir. I'lIl go back to bed. Knowi ng you are safely in, | can get
sonme sl eep.’

"It's quite all right,' said Harrington. 'Thanks for waiting up.'

He stood at the study door and watched Adans trudge slowy up the stairs, then went into the
study, turning on the lights.

The place closed in around himwith the old famliarity, with the snmell of confort and the
sense of being home, and he stood gazing at the rows of calf-bound books, and the ordered desk,
the old and hone-like chairs, the worn, nellow carpet.
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He shrugged out of his topcoat and tossed it on a chair and becane aware of the fol ded paper
bul ging in his jacket pocket.

Puzzl ed, he pulled it out and held it in front of himand the headline hit himin the face:

The room changed, a swift and subtle changing. No |onger the ordered sanctuary, but a sinple
wor kroom for a witing nan. No |onger the cal f-bound volunmes in all their el egance upon the
shel ves, but untidy rows of tattered, dog-eared books. And the carpet was neither worn nor nellow
it was utilitarian and al nost brand new

"My God!' gasped Harrington, alnost prayerfully.

He could feel the perspiration breaking out along his forehead and his hands suddenly were
shaki ng and his knees |ike water.

For he had changed as well as the room had changed; the room had changed because of the change
in him

He was no longer the final gentlenman, but that other, nore real person he had been this
eveni ng. He was hinself again; had been jerked back to hinself again, he knew, by the headlines in
t he paper.

He gl anced around the room and knew that it finally was right, that all its starkness was
real, that this had been the way the room had al ways been, even when he had made it into sonething
nore ronmantic.

He had found hinself this very evening after thirty years and then - he sweat as he thought
about it - and then he had | ost hinself again, easily and without knowing it, without a twitch of
st rangeness.

He had gone to see Cedric Madison, with this very paper clutched within his hands, had gone
wi thout a clear purpose - alnost, he told hinmself, as if he were being harried there. And he had
been harried for too long. He had been harried into seeing a roomdifferent than it was; he had
been nade to read a nyt h-haunted nane upon a strange gravestone; he had been del uded into thinking
that he had supper often with his nother who had | ong been dead; he had been forced to inagi ne
that a conmmon qui ck-and-greasy was a fanous eatery - and, of course, much nore than that.

It was huniliating to think upon, but there was nore than nere hunmiliation - there was a
met hod and a purpose and now it was inportant, mnmpost imediately inportant, to learn that nethod
and that purpose.

He dropped the paper on the floor and went to the Iiquor cabinet and got a bottle and a gl ass.
He sl oshed liquor in the glass and gulped it.

You had to find a place to start, he told hinmself, and you worked along fromthere - and
Cedric Madi son was a starting point, although he was not the whole of it. No nore, perhaps, than a
single clue, but at least a starting point.

He had gone to see Cedric Madison and the two of them had sat and tal ked much | onger than he
pl anned, and somewhere in that talk he'd slid snoothly back into the final gentlenan.

He tried to drive his mnd and nmenory al ong the pat hway of those hours, seeking for sone
break, hunting for the nonment he had changed, but there was nothing. It ironed out flat and
snoot h.

But sonewhere he had changed, or nore |ikely had been changed, back into the nasquerade that
had been forced upon himlong years in the past.

And what woul d be the notive of that masquerade? Wiat woul d be the reason in changing a nman's
life, or, nore probably, the lives of nmany nmen?

A sort of welfare endeavor, perhaps. A matter of ranpant do-goodi sm an expression of the itch
to interfere in other people's lives.
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O was there here a conscious, well-planned effort to change the course of world events, so to
alter the destiny of mankind as to bring about some specific end-result? That woul d nean t hat
whoever, or whatever, was responsi bl e possessed a sure nmethod of predicting the future, and the
ability to pick out the key factors in the present which nust be changed in order effectively to
change that future mthe desired direction

From where it stood upon the desk the phone snarled viciously.

He swung around in terror, frightened at the sound. The phone snarled a second tine.
He strode to the desk and answered. |t was the senator

'Good,' said the senator. 'I did not get you up.'

"No. | was just getting ready to turn in.'

"You heard the news, of course.’

"On the radio,' said Harrington.

'The White House called...'

"And you had to take it.'

'Yes, of course, but then...'

There was a gul ping, breathing sound at the other end as if the senator were on the verge of
strangling.

"What's the matter, Johnson? Wat is going -'

' Then,' said the senator, 'l had a visitor.'

Harri ngton wait ed.

"Preston White,' said the senator. 'You know him of course.’
'Yes. The publisher of _Situation_.'

'"He was conspiratorial,' said the senator. 'And a shade dramatic. He tal ked in whispers and
very confidentially. As if the two of us were in sonme sort of deal.'

'But what -

'"He offered ne,' said the senator, alnobst strangling with rare, 'the exclusive use of Harvey -

Harrington interrupted, w thout knowi ng why - alnost as if he feared to |l et the senator go on

"You know,' he said, 'l can renmenber nany years ago - | was just a |ad - when Harvey was
installed down in the _Situation_ office.’

And he was surprised at how well he could renenber it - the great hurrah of fanfare.
Al though at that time, he recalled, no one had put too rmuch credence in the natter, for
_Situation_ was then notorious for its circulation stunts. But it was different now Al nost
everyone read the Harvey columm and even in the nost |learned of circles it was quoted as
aut hority.

"Harvey!' spat the senator. 'A geared-up calculator! A nechanical predicter!’

And that was it, Harrington thought wildly. That was the very thing for which he had been
gr opi ng!

For Harvey was a predicter. He predicted every week and the magazine ran a colum of the
predi cti ons he spewed out.
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"White was nost persuasive,' said the senator. 'He was very buddy-buddy. He pl aced Harvey at
my conpl ete disposal. He said that he would et nme see all the predictions that he nmade
i medi ately he made them and that he'd withhold from publication any that | w shed.'

"It mght be a help, at that,' said Harrington

For Harvey was good. O that there was no question. Wek after week he called the shots
exactly, right straight down the line.

"I'"l'l have none of it!' yelled the senator. '"I'Il have no part of Harvey. He is the worst
thing that could have happened so far as public opinion is concerned. The human race is entirely
capable, in its own good judgnent, of accepting or rejecting the predictions of any human pundit.
But our technol ogical society has devel oped a conditioning factor that accepts the infallibility

of machines. It would seemto ne that _Situation_, in using an analytical conputer, humani zed by
the nane of Harvey, to predict the trend of world events, is deliberately preying upon public
gullibility. And I'Il have no part of it. |I will not be tarred with -'
"I knew White was for you,' said Harrington. 'I knew he favored your appointnent, but -'
"Preston White,' said the senator, 'is a dangerous nan. Any powerful man is a dangerous man
and in our time the man who is in a position to nold public opinion is the nost powerful of them
all. |1 can't afford to be associated with himin any way at all. Here | stand, a man of sone forty

years of service, wthout, thank God, a single snudge upon ne. Wiat woul d happen to ne if soneone
came al ong and pegged this man Wiite - but good? How would | stand then?

" They al nost had him pegged.' said Harrington, 'that tine years ago when the congressiona
conmittee investigated him As | remenber, nuch of the testinony at that tine had to do with
Harvey.'

"Hollis,'" said the senator. 'I don't know why | trouble you. I don't know why | phoned you.
Just to blow off steam | guess.'

"I amglad you did," said Harrington. 'What do you intend to do?

"I don't know,' said the senator. 'I threw Wite out, of course, so ny hands theoretically are
clean, but it's all gone sour on ne. | have a vile taste in ny nouth.'

"Sleep on it,' said Harrington. 'You'll know better in the norning.'

' Thanks, Hollis, | think I will," said the senator. 'Good night."'

Harrington put up the phone and stood stiff beside the desk

For nowit all was crystal clear. Now he knew w thout a doubt exactly who it was that had
wanted Enright in the state departnent.

It was precisely the kind of thing, he thought, one could expect of Wite.

He could not inagine howit had been done - but if there had been a way to do it, White would
have been the one to ferret out that way.

He'd engineered it so that Enright, by reading a line out of a book, had stayed in public life
until the proper tinme had come for himto head the state departnent.

And how rmany ot her nen, how many other situations, stood as they did toni ght because of the
vast schem ngs of one Preston White?

He saw the paper on the floor and picked it up and | ooked at the headline, then threw it down
agai n.

They had tried to get rid of him he thought, and it would have been all right if he'd just
wandered off |ike an old horse turned out to pasture, abandoned and forgotten. Perhaps all the
others had done exactly that. But in getting rid of him in getting rid of anyone, they nust have
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been aware of a certain danger. The only safe and fool proof way woul d have been to keep himon, to
let himgo on living as the final gentleman until his dying day.

Wiy had they not done that? Was it possible, for exanple, that there were linmtations on the
project, that the operation, whatever its purpose, had a | oad capacity that was now cramed to its
very limt? So that, before they could take on sonmeone else, they nust get rid of hinf

If that were true, it very well could be there was a spot here where they were vul nerabl e.

And yet another thing, a vague renmenbrance fromthat congressional hearing of sone years ago -
a sentence and a picture carried in the papers at the tine. The picture of a very puzzled nan, one
of the top technicians who had assenbl ed Harvey, sitting in the witness chair and saying:

"But, senator, | tell you no analytical conmputer can be anywhere near as good as they claim
Harvey is.'

And it might mean sonmething and it might not. Harrington told hinmself, but it was sonmething to
remenber, it was a hope to which to cling.

Most astoni shing, he thought placidly, how a nmere nachine could take the place of thinking
man. He had commrented on that before, with sonme asperity, in one of his books - he could not
recall which one. As Cedric Madison had said this very evening..

He caught hinself in tine.

In some dimcorner of his brain an alarmwas ringing, and he dived for the fol ded paper he had
tossed onto the floor.

He found it, and the headline screamed at himand the books |ost their calf-bound el egance and
the carpeting regained its harsh newness, and he was hinmsel f once nore.

He knelt, sobbing, on the floor, the paper clutched in a shaky hand.

No change, he thought, no warning!

And a crunpl ed paper the only shield he had.

But a powerful shield, he thought.

_Try it again!_ he screamed at Harvey. _Go ahead and try!

Harvey didn't try.

It had _been_ Harvey. And, he told hinmself, of course he didn't know.

Def ensel ess, he thought, except for a fol ded paper with a headline set in 18 point caps.
Def ensel ess, with a story that no one would believe even if he told it to them

Def ensel ess, with thirty years of eccentricity to nake his every act suspect.

He searched his mind for help and there was no help. The police would not believe himand he
had few friends to help, for in thirty years he had nade few friends.

There was the senator - but the senator had troubles of his own.

And there was sonething else - there was a certain weapon that could be used agai nst him
Harvey only had to wait until he went to sleep. For if he went to sleep, there was no doubt he'd
wake the final gentleman and nore than likely then remain the final gentleman, even nore firmy
the final gentlenman than he'd ever been before. For if they got himnow, they'd never |et himgo.

He wondered, somewhat vaguely, why he should fight against it so. The last thirty years had
not been so bad; the way they had been passed would not be a bad way, he adnitted. being honest
with hinmself, to live out the years that he had left in him
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But the thought revolted himas an insult to his very humanness. He had a right to be hinself,
per haps even an obligation to remain hinmself, and he felt a deep-banked anger at the arrogance
that woul d make hi m soneone el se.

The issue was straightly drawn, he knew. Two facts were crystal clear: Watever he did, he
must do hinself; he nmust expect no help. And he nmust do it now before he needed sl eep

He clanbered to his feet, with the paper in his hand, squared his shoul ders and turned toward
the door. But at the door he halted, for a sudden, terrible truth had occurred to him

Once he left the house and went out into the darkness, he would be without his shield. In the
dar kness the paper would be worthless since he would not be able to read the headli ne.

He gl anced at his watch and it was just after three. There were still three hours of darkness
and he couldn't wait three hours.

He needed tinme, he thought. He nmust sonmehow buy sone tine. Wthin the next few hours he nust
in sone way manage to smash or disable Harvey. And while that, he admitted to hinself, night not
be the whole answer, it would give himtine.

He stood beside the door and the thought came to himthat he night be wong - that it mght
not be Harvey or Madison or Wiite. He had put it all together in his mnd and now he'd managed to
convince hinself. He mght, he realized, have hypnotized hinself al nost as effectively as Harvey
or soneone el se had hypnotized himthirty years ago.

Al t hough probably it had not been hypnotism

But whatever it might be, he realized, it was a bootless thing to try to thresh out now. There
were nore imedi ate problenms that badly needed sol ving.

First of all he nust devise sone other sort of shield. Defensel ess, he'd never reach the door
of the _Situation_ | obby.

Associ ation, he thought - sone sort of association - sonme way of rem nding hinmself of who and
what he was. Like a string around his finger, like a jingle in his brain.

The study door cane open and ol d Adans stood there, clutching his ragged robe together
"I heard soneone talking, sir.'
"It was |.' said Harrington. 'On the tel ephone.’

"I thought, perhaps,' said Adams, 'soneone had dropped in. Although it's an unearthly tinme of
ni ght for anyone to call.

Harrington stood silent, |ooking at old Adans, and he felt sone of his grimess |eave him -
for Adanms was the sane. Adans had not changed. He was the only thing of truth in the entire
pattern.

"I'f you will pardon ne,' said Adams, 'your shirt tail's hanging out.'

' Thanks,' said Harrington. 'l hadn't noticed. Thanks for telling ne.'

' Perhaps you had better get on to bed, sir. It is rather late.'

"I will," said Harrington, 'in just another mnute.' He listened to the shuffling of old
Adans' slippers going down the hall and began tucking in his shirt tail

And suddenly it struck him Shirt tails - they'd be better than a string!

For anyone woul d wonder, even the final gentleman woul d wonder, why his shirt tails had a knot
in them

He stuffed the paper in his jacket pocket and tugged the shirt tails entirely free. He had to
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| oosen several buttons before there was cloth enough to nake a satisfactory knot.

He nade it good and hard, a square knot so it wouldn't slip, and tight enough so that it would
have to be untied before he took off the shirt.

And he conposed a silly line that went with the knotted shirt tails:

I tie this knot because I'mnot the final gentlenman. _

He went out of the house and down the steps and around the house to the shack where the garden
tools were kept.

He lighted matches until he found the naul that he was |looking for. Wth it in his hand, he
went back to the car.

And all the time he kept repeating to hinself the line:

_I tie this knot, because I'mnot the final gentleman._

The _Situation_ |obby was as brilliant as he renenbered it and as silent and deserted and he
headed for the door that said HARVEY on it.

He had expected that it would be | ocked, but it wasn't, and he went through it and closed it
careful Iy behind him

He was on a narrow catwalk that ran in a circle, with the wall behind himand the railing out
in front. And down in the pit circled by the catwal k was something that could be only Harvey.

_Hello, son_, it said, or seened to say, inside his brain.
_Hello, son. I'mglad that you' ve cone home again. _

He stepped forward to the railing eagerly and | eaned the maul against it and gripped the
railing with both hands to stare down into the pit, enveloped in the feel of father-Ilove that
welled up fromthe thing that squatted in the pit - the old pipe-tweed coat-grizzled whisker |ove
he'd forgotten | ong ago.

A lump canme in his throat and tears smarted in his eyes and he forgot the barren street
outside and all the |lonely years.

The | ove kept welling up - the |l ove and understanding and the faint amusement that he should
have expected anything but |love froman entity to which he had been tied so intimately for all of
thirty years.

_You did a good job, son.l am proud of you. I'mglad that you've conme hone to ne again. _

He | eaned across the railing, yearning toward the father squatting in the pit, and one of the
rail s caught against the knotted shirt tail and shoved it hard against his belly.

Refl exes clicked within his brain and he said, alnost automatically: _I tie this knot because
I'"'m not _
And then he was saying it consciously and with fervor, like a single chant.

_I tie this knot because |'mnot the final gentlenan. _

| tie this knot because |I'mnot... _
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He was shouting now and the sweat streaned down his face and he fought |ike a drunken man to
push back fromthe railing, and still he was conscious of the father, not insistent, not
demandi ng, but sonewhat hurt and puzzled by this ingratitude.

Harrington's hand slipped fromthe top rail and the fingers touched the handl e of the maul and
sei zed and closed upon it and lifted it fromthe floor to throw

But even as he lifted it, the door catch snicked behind himand he swung around.
Cedric Madi son stood just inside the door and his death-head face wore a | ook of utter calm

"CGet himoff my back!' yelled Harrington. 'Make himlet |oose of me or I will let you have
it.'

And was surprised to find that he nmeant every word of it, that a man as nild as he could find
it in his heart to kill another man w thout a second thought.

"All right,' said Madison, and the father-love was gone and the world stood cold and hard and
enpty, with just the two of them standing face to face.

"I"'msorry that this happened, Harrington. You are the _first_...

"You took a chance,' said Harrington. 'You tried to turn ne |oose. What did you expect | would
do - moon around and wonder what had happened to me?'

"W'l |l take you back again. It was a pleasant life. You can live it out,'

"I have no doubt you would. You and Wiite and all the rest of -

Madi son sighed, a very patient sigh. 'Leave Wiite out of this,' he said. 'The poor fool thinks
that Harvey. ..

He stopped what he neant to say and chuckl ed.

"Believe nme, Harrington, it's a slick and fool proof setup. It is even better than the oracle
at Del phi."

He was sure of hinmself, so sure that it sent a thrill of apprehension deep through Harrington
a sense of being trapped, of being backed into a corner fromwhich he never could escape.

They had himcold, he thought, between the two of them- Madison in front and Harvey at his
rear. Any second now Harvey woul d throw another punch at himand despite all that he had said,
despite the maul he gripped, despite the knotted shirt tails and the silly rhyme, he had grave
doubts that he could fight it off.

"I am astoni shed that you are surprised,' Mdison was saying snoothly. 'For Harvey has been in
fact a father to you for all these many years, or the next thing to a father, maybe better than a
father. You've been closer to him day and night, than you' ve ever been to any other creature. He
has wat ched over you and watched out for you and guided you at tines and the rel ationship between
the two of you has been nore real than you can ever guess.'

"But why?' asked Harrington and he was seeking furiously for sonme way out of this, for sone
defense that mght be nore substantial than a knotted shirt.

"l do not know how to say this so you will believe it," Mudison told himearnestly, 'but the
father-feeling was no trick at all. You are closer at this nonent to Harvey and perhaps even to
mysel f than you can ever be to any other being. No one could work with you as |ong as Harvey
worked with you without forming deep attachnments. He, and |, have no thought but good for you
wn't you let us prove it?

Harri ngton remai ned silent, but he was wavering - even when he knew that he should not waver.
For what Madi son had sai d seened to nake sone sense

"The world,' said Madison, 'is cold and nmerciless. It has no pity for you. You' ve not built a
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war m and pl easant world and now that you see it as it is no doubt you are repelled by it. There is
no reason you should remain in it. W can give you back the world you've known. W can give you
security and confort. Surely you would be happy then. You can gain nothing by remaining as you
are. There is no disloyalty to the hunan race in going back to this world you | ove. Now you can
nei ther hurt nor harmthe race. Your work is done...'

"No!" cried Harrington.

Madi son shook his head. 'Your race is a queer one, Harrington.'

"My race!' yelled Harrington. 'You talk as if -

'"There is greatness in you,' said Mdison, 'but you nmust be pushed to bring it out. You mnust
be cheered and coddl ed, you nmust be placed in danger, you must be given problens. You are |like so
many children. It is ny duty, Harrington, nmy sworn, solem duty to bring out the greatness in you
And | will not allow you nor anyone to stand agai nst the duty.

And the truth was there, scream ng through the dark, dread corridors of belated recognition
It had been there all the time, Harrington told hinself, and he should have seen it.

He swng up the maul in a sinple reflex action, as a gesture of horror and revul sion, and he
heard his screaming voice as if it were sonme other voice and not his own at all

"Why, damm you, you aren't even hunman!'

And as he brought the maul up inits arc and forward, Madi son was weaving to one side so that
the maul would nmiss, and his face and hands were changi ng and his body, too - although changing
was perhaps not the word for it. It was a relaxing, rather, as if the body and the face and hands
that had been Madi son were flow ng back again into their normal nould after being held and
i mpri soned i nto human shape. The hunman cl othes he wore ripped apart with the pressure of the
change and hung on himin tatters.

He was bigger, or he seermed to be, as if he had been forced to conpress his bigness to conform
to human standards, but he was humanoid and there was no essential change in his skull-like face
beyond its taking on a faintly greenish cast.

The maul clanged to the floor and skidded on the steel face of the catwal k and the thing that
had been Madi son was sl ouching forward with the alien sureness in it. And from Harvey poured a
storm of anger and frustration - a father's storm ng anger at a naughty child which nust now stand
i n puni shment. And the puni shnent was death, for no naughty child nmust bar the great and sol emm
duty of a sworn and dedicated task. In that stormng fury, even as it rocked his mnd, Harrington
sensed an essential oneness between nmachine and alien, as if the two noved and thought in unison

And there was a snarling and a coughi ng sound of anger and Harrington found hinself noving
toward the alien thing with his fingers spread and his nuscles tensed for the seizing and the
rending of this eneny fromthe darkness that extended out beyond the cave. He was shanbling
forward on bowed and sturdy | egs and there was fear deep-rooted in his nmind, a terrible,
shriveling fear that drove himto his work. But above and beyond that fear there was as well the
know edge of the strength within his own brute body.

For a moment he was aghast at the realization that the snarling and the coughi ng was com ng
fromhinmself and that the foam of fighting anger was dripping fromhis jaws. Then he was aghast no
| onger, for he knew with surety who he was and all that he m ght have been or mnight ever have
t hought was subnerged and swept away in sheer bestiality and the driving urge to kill

H s hands reached out and caught the alien flesh and tore at it and broke it and ripped it
fromthe bones, and in the wild, black job of killing scarcely felt or noticed the raking of the
other's talons or the stabbing of the beak

There was a scream ng sonmewhere, a piercing sound of pain and agony from sone other place, and
the job was done.

Harri ngton crouched above the body that |ay upon the floor and wondered at the grow i ng sounds
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which still runbled in his throat.

He stood erect and held out his hands and in the dimlight saw that they were stained with
sticky red, while fromthe pit he heard Harvey's screans dwi ndle into noani ng.

He staggered forward to the railing and | ooked down into the pit and streans of sone dark and
stringy substance were pouring out of every crack and joint of Harvey - as if the life and
intelligence were draining out of him

And sonewhere a voice (a voice?) was saying: You fool! Now | ook at what you've done! _\at
wi Il happen to you now?_

"We'| |l get along,' said Harrington, not the final gentleman, nor yet Neanderthal er.

There was a gash al ong one arm and the bl ood was 00zi ng out and soaking the fabric of his torn
coat and one side of his face was wet and sticky, but he was all right,

_We kept you on the road , said the dying voice, now faint and far away. W kept you on it
for so many ages..._

Yes, thought Harrington. Yes, ny friend, you re right. Once the Del phian oracle and how many
cons before that?

And cl ever - once an oracle and in this day an anal ytical conputer. And where in the years
between - in nonastery? in palace? in some counting house?

Al t hough, perhaps, the operation need not have been continuous. Perhaps it was only necessary
at certain crisis points.

And what the actual purpose? To guide the toddling footsteps of humanity, nmake man think as
they wanted himto think? O to shape hunanity to the purpose of an alien race? And what the shape
of human culture if there had been no interference?

And he, hinself, he wondered - was he the sumer-up, the man who had been used to wite the
final verdict of the centuries of patterning? Not in his words, of course, but in the words of
these other two - the one down in the pit, the other on this catwalk. O were there two of then?
M ght there have been only one? WAas it possible, he wondered, that they were the sanme - the one of
them no nore than an extension of the other? For when Madi son had di ed, so had Harvey.

"The trouble with you, friend," he said to the thing lying on the floor. 'was that you were
too close to human in many ways yourself. You got too confident and you nade m st akes.

And the worst mistake of all had been when they'd allowed himto wite a Neanderthaler into
that early story.

He wal ked slowy toward the door and stopped at it for a nonent to | ook back at the tw sted
formthat lay huddled on the floor. They'd find it in an hour or two and think at first, perhaps,
that it was Madison. Then they'd note the changes and know that it could not be Madi son. And
they'd be puzzl ed people, especially since Madi son hinself would have di sappeared. They'd wonder,
too, what had happened to Harvey, who'd never work again. And they'd find the naul

The maul! Good God, he thought. | alnost left the maul! He turned back and picked it up and
his mnd was churning with the fear of what m ght have happened had he left it there. For his
fingerprints would be all over it and the police would have conme around to find out what he knew.

And his fingerprints would be on the railing too, he thought. He'd have to wi pe them off.

He took out his handkerchief and began to wipe the railing, wondering as he did it why he went
to all the trouble, for there would be no guilt associated with this thing he'd done.

_No guilt!_he asked hinself.

How coul d he be sure?
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Had Madi son been a villain or a benefactor?
There was no way, he knew, that anyone could be sure.

Not yet, at least. Not so shortly after. And now perhaps there'd never be any way to know. For
the human race had been set so firmy in the track that had been engineered for it, it mght never
deviate. For the rest of his days he'd wonder about the rightness and the wongness of this deed
he' d done.

He'd watch for signs and portents. He'd wonder if every piece of disturbing news he read m ght
have been averted by this alien that now lay upon the floor. He'd cone fighting out of sleep at
ni ght, chased by nightmares of an idiot doomthat his hand had brought about.

He finished polishing the railing and wal ked to the door. He polished the knob nost carefully
and shut the door behind him And, as a final gesture, he untied the shirt tails.

There was no one in the | obby and no one in the street, and he stood | ooking up and down the
street in the pale cold light of norning.

He cringed against it - against the norning |light and against this street that was a synbol of
the world. For there seenmed to himto be a crying in the street, a crying of his guilt.

There was a way, he knew, that he could forget all this - could wipe it fromhis mnd and
leave it all behind him There was a path that even at this hour led to confort and security and
even, yes, to snugness, and he was tenpted by it. For there was no reason that he shouldn't. There
was no point in not doing it. No one except himself stood either to gain or to |ose.

But he shook his head stubbornly, as if to scare the thought away.

He shifted the maul fromone hand to the other and stepped out to cross the street. He reached
the car and opened the back door and threw the maul in on the floor

And he stood there, enpty-handed now, and felt the silence beating in long rolls, |ike
relentl ess surf pounding through his head.

He put up his hands to keep his head from bursting and he felt a terrible weakness in him He
knew it was reaction -nerves suddenly letting go after being taut too |ong.

Then the stifling silence was no nore than an overridi ng qui etness. He dropped his hands.

A car was coning down the street, and he watched it as it parked across fromhima short
di stance up the street.

Fromit cane the shrilling voice of a radio tuned high

'"... In his note to the President, refusing the appointment, Enright said that after sone soul -
searchi ng he was convinced it would be better for the country and the world if he did not accept
the post. In Washington, foreign policy observers and the diplomatic corps are reported in a
dither. What, after all, they ask, could soul-searching have to do with the state departnent?

"And here is another piece of news this norning that is likewise difficult to assess. Peking
announces a reshuffling of its governnent, with known noderates taking over. Wiile it is too early
yet to say, the shift could result in a conplete reversal of Red China's policies-'

The radi o shut off abruptly and the man got fromthe car. He slanmred the door behind hi mand
went striding down the street.

Harri ngt on opened the front door and clinbed behind the wheel. He had the strangest sense that
he had forgotten sonmething. He tried to renenber what it was, but it was gone entirely.

He sat with his hands clutched upon the wheel and he felt a little shiver running through his
body. Like a shiver of relief, although he could not imagi ne why he should feel relief.

Per haps over that news about Enright. he told hinself. For it was very good news. Not that
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Enri ght was the wong nman for the post, for he surely was the right one. But there came a tine
when a man had the right and duty to be hinself entirely.

And the human race, he told hinself, had that sane right.

And the shift of government in China was a nost amazing thing. As if, he thought, evi
geni uses throughout the world might be disappearing with the conming of the dawn.

And there was somret hing about geniuses, be told hinself, that he should renmenber. Sonething
about how a genius cane about.

But he could not recall it.

He roll ed down the wi ndow of the car and sniffed the brisk, fresh breeze of norning. Sniffing
it, he consciously straightened his body and lifted up his chin. A man should do a thing like this
nore often, he told hinmself contentedly. There was sonmething in the beginning of a day that
shar pened up one's soul

He put the car in gear and wheeled it out into the street.
Too bad about Madi son, he thought. He was really, after all, a very decent fellow.

Hol lis Harrington, final gentlenman, drove down the norning street.
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