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As Told By
RONNI E DANI ELS

I WAS FOURTEEN then. | was sitting in the car waiting for dad to come out of the hospital. Dad was
in there seeing nother. It was the day after dad told ne | had a little sister

It was July, warm and | suppose about four in the afternoon. It was alnost tine for dad to
come out. | half opened the car door and | ooked for him

Soneone called, "Mster! Mster!"

There was a red squirrel arcing across the thick green lawn, and a nan with ball oons far down
the block. | |ooked at him Nobody would call me mister. Nobody ever had, yet. | was too young.

"Mster!"

It was a worman's voi ce, but rough; rough and nasty. It was strong, and horrible for the
pleading in it. No strong thing should beg. The sun was warm and the red of the brick buildings
was warm too. The squirrel was not afraid.

The grass was as green and snooth as a jelly bean

Mot her was all right, dad said, and dad felt fine. W would go to the novies, dad and |, close
together with a cl oseness that never happened when things were regular, neals at hone, nother up
meki ng breakfast every norning, and all that. This week it would be raids on the icebox and
staying up |late sonetines, because dad forgot about bedti me and anyway wanted to tal k.

"Mster!"

Her voice was like a dirty nmark on a new collar. | |ooked up

She was hangi ng out of a w ndow on the second floor of a near ell of the hospital. Her hair
was dank and stringy, her eyes had nmud in them and her teeth were beautiful

She was naked, at least to the waist. She was saying "M ster!" and she was saying it to me.

| was afraid, then. | got in the car and sl amed the door

"Mster! Mster! Mster!"

They were syllables that nmeant nothing. A "ms," a "ter"-- sounds that rasped across the very
wound they opened. | put ny hands over ny ears, but by then the sounds were inside ny head, and ny
hands just seenmed to keep themthere. | think |I sobbed. | junped out of the car and screaned,
"What ? What ?"

"I got to get out of here," she npaned.
| thought, why tell me? | thought, what can | do? | had heard of crazy people, but | had never
seen one. Grownup people were sensible, nostly. It was only kids who did crazy things, wthout

caring how much sense they made. | was only fourteen

"Mster," she said. "Go to--to....Let nme think, now ...Were | live. Were | live."

"Where do you live?" | asked

“I'n Horel and, " she sai d.

She sank down with her forehead on the sill, slowy, as if sonme big slow weight were on her
shoul derbl ades. | could see only the top of her head, the two dank feathers of her hair, and the
poi nt of an el bow. Honel and was a new residential suburb

"Where in Honel and?" It seened to be inportant. To ne, | nean, as much as to her.

"Twenty," she rmunbled. "I have to renmenber it . . ." and her voice trailed off. Suddenly she

stood bolt upright, |ooking back into the roomas if sonething had happened there. Then she | eaned
far out.

"Twenty sixty-five," she snarled. "You hear? Twenty sixty-five. That's the one."

"Ron! Ronnie!"

It was dad, comi ng down the path, |ooking at me, |ooking at the wonman.

"That's the one," said the wonan again.

There was a flurry of white behind her. She put one foot on the sill and sprang out at ne. |
closed ny eyes. | heard her hit the pavenent.
Wien | opened ny eyes they were still |ooking up at the window There was a starched white
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nurse up there with her fingers in her nouth, all of them and eyes as round and bl ank as a
trout's. | | ooked down.

| felt dad's hand on ny upper arm "Ronnie!"

| | ooked down. There was blood, just a little, on the cuff of nmy trousers. There was nothing
el se.

"Dad...."

Dad | ooked all around, on the ground.

He | ooked up at the wi ndow and at the nurse. The nurse | ooked at dad and at me, and then put
her hands on the sill and | eaned out and | ooked all around on the ground. | could see, in the
sunl i ght, where her fingers were wet frombeing in her nouth.

Dad | ooked at ne and again at the nurse, and | heard himdraw a deep quivering breath as if
he'd forgotten to breathe for a while and had only just realized it. The nurse straightened up
put her hands over her eyes and twi sted back into the room

Dad and | | ooked at each other. He said, "Ronnie--what was--what ..." and then licked his
l'ips.

I was not as tall as ny father, though he was not a tall man. He had thin, fine obedient hair,
straight and starting high. He had blue eyes and a big nose and his nouth was quiet. He was broad
and gentle and close to the ground, close to the earth.

| said, "How s nother?"

Dad gestured at the ground where sonething should be, and | ooked at nme. Then he said, "W'd
better go, Ron."

I got into the car. He wal ked around it and got in and started it, and then sat holding the
wheel , | ooki ng back at where we had been standing. There was still nothing there. The red
squirrel, with one cheek puffed out, came bounding and freezing across the path.

| asked agai n how not her was.

"She's fine. Just fine. Be out soon. And the baby. Just fine." He | ooked back carefully for
traffic, shifted and let in the clutch. "Good as new," he said.

I | ooked back again. The squirrel hopped and arched and stopped, sitting on sonething. It sat
on sonething so that it was perhaps ten inches off the ground, but the thing it sat on couldn't be
seen. The squirrel put up its paws and popped a chestnut into themfromits cheek, and put its
tail along its back with the big tip curled over like a fern frond, and began to ni bble. Then
couldn't see any nore.

After a tinme dad said, "What happened there just as | cane up?"

| said, "What happened? Not hing. There was a squirrel."

"I mean, uh, up at the w ndow. "

"Ch, | saw a nurse up there."

"Yes, the nurse." He thought for a nminute. "Anything el se?"

"No. What are you going to call the baby?"

He | ooked at me strangely. | had to ask hi magain about the baby's nane.

"I don't know yet," he said distantly. "Any ideas?"

"No, dad."

W rode along for quite a while without saying anything. Alittle frowm came and went between
dad's eyes, the way it did when he was figuring sonething out, whether it was a definition at
charades, or an incone tax report, or a problemof ny school algebra.

"Dad. You know Horel and pretty well, don't you?"

"I should. Qur outfit agented nost of those sites. Wy?"

"I's there a Honel and Street, or a Honel and Avenue out there?"

"Not a one. The north and south ones are streets, and are naned after trees. The east and west
ones are avenues, and are naned after flowers. All al phabetical. Wy?"

"I just wondered. |Is there a nunber as high as twenty sixty-five?"

"Not yet, though |I hope there will be sone day ... unless it's a tel ephone nunber. Wy, Ron?
Where did you get that numnber?”

"I dunno. Just thought of it. Just wondered. \Were are we going to eat?"

W went to the Bl uebird.

| suppose | knew then what had gotten into nme when the worman junped; but | didn't think of it,

any nore than a redhead goes around thinking to hinself "I have red hair" or a taxi-driver says to
hinself "I drive a cab."
I knew, that's all. | just knew. | knew the purpose, too, but didn't think of it, any nore

than a man thinks and thinks of the place where he works, when he's on his way to work in the
nor ni ng.
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As Tol d By
BENTON DANI ELS

RONNIE' S not an unusual boy. Ch, nmaybe a little quieter than nost, but it takes all kinds. He's
good in school, but not brilliant; averages in the |ow eighties, good in nusic and English and
history, weak in math, worse in science than he could be if he cared a little bit nore about it.

That day when we | eft the hospital grounds, though, there was sonething unusual going on. Yes,
sir. | couldn't nake head nor tail of it, and | nmust say | still can't.

Sonetimes | think it's Ronnie, and sonetimes | think it was sonething tenporarily wong with
me. I'mtrying to get it all straight in nmy mnd, right fromthe start.

I had just seen Clee and the baby. Clee |looked a little tired, but her color was wonderful
The baby | ooked like a baby--that is, like alittle pink old man, but | told Cee she was
beautiful and takes after her nother, which she will be and do, of course, when she gets sone neat
on her bones.

| came along the side path fromthe nain entrance, toward where the car was parked. Ronni e was
waiting for me there. | saw himas | turned toward the road, just by the north building.

Ronni e was standing by the car, with one foot on the running board, and he seened to be
tal king with sonmebody in the second-floor window | called out to him but he didn't hear. O he

paid no attention. | |ooked up, and saw soneone in the window It was a wonan, with a crazy face
I remenber an inpression of very regular white teeth, and scraggly hair. | don't think she had any
cl ot hes on.

I was shocked, and then | was very angry. | thought, here's some poor sick person gone out of
her mind, and she'll maybe mark Ronnie for life, standing up there |like that and maybe sayi ng all
sorts of things.

| ran to the boy, and just as | reached him the woman junped. | think someone cane into the
room behi nd her.

Now, look. | distinctly heard that woman's body hit. It was a terrible sound. And | renmenber

feeling a wave of nausea just then, but for some reason | was sure then, and |'m sure now, that it
had nothing to do with the thing | saw. That kind of shock-nausea only hits a person after the

shock, not before or during. | don't even know why | think of this at all. It's just sonething
feel sure about, that's all

| heard her body hit. |I don't know whether | followed her body down with nmy eyes or not. There
wasn't much tine for that; she didn't fall nore than twenty-five, naybe twenty-eight feet.

| heard the noise, and when | | ooked down--there wasn't anything there!

I don't know what | thought then. | don't know if a nman does actually think at a tinme |ike
that. I know | |ooked all around, looking for a hole in the ground or naybe a sheet of canoufl age
or sonet hing which nmight be covering the body. It was too hard to accept that disappearance. They
say that a dog doesn't bother with his reflection in a mrror because he can't snell it, and he
bel i eves his nose rather than his eyes. Humans aren't like that, | guess. Wen your brain tells

you one thing and your eyes another, you just don't know what to believe.

| |1 ooked back up at the wi ndow, perhaps thinking |I'd been m staken, that the worman would stil
be up there.

She was gone, all right. There was a nurse up there instead, |ooking down, terrified.

| returned to Ronnie and started to ask hi mwhat had happened. | stopped when | saw his face
It wasn't shocked, or surprised, or anything. Just relaxed. He asked ne how his nother was.
| said she was fine. | | ooked at his face and marveled that it showed nothing of this horrible

thing that had happened. It wasn't blank, mnd you. It was just as if nothing had occurred at all
or as if the thing had been wi ped clean out of his nenory.

| thought at the nonent that that was a blessing, and, with one nore glance at the w ndow -the
nurse had gone-- | went to the car and got in. Ronnie sat next to me. | started the car, then
| ooked back at the path. There was nothing there.

| suppose the reaction hit me then--that, or the thought that | had had a hallucination. If |
had, | was naturally worried. If | had not, what had happened to Ronnie?

I drove off, finally. Ronnie made sone casual small talk; | questioned him about the thing,
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careful ly, but he seened honestly to know nothing about it. | decided to | et well enough al one, at
| east for the tine being. . . .
We had a quick dinner at the Bluebird, and then went home. | suppose | was poor conpany for

the boy, because |I kept finding nyself nmulling over the thing. W went to the Criterion, and
don't believe | heard or saw a bit of it. Then we picked up an eveni ng paper and went hone. He
went to bed while | sat up with the headlines.

| found it down at the bottomof the third page. This is the item

WOVAN DI ES | N HOSPI TAL LEAP

Ms. Helnuth Stoye, of Honel and, was found yesterday afternoon under her w ndow at Menoria
Hospital, Carstairs. Dr. R B. Knapp, head physician at the hospital, nade a statenent to the
press in which he absolved the hospital and staff from any charges of negligence. A nurse, whose
nane is withheld, had just entered Ms. Stoye's room when the wonan | eaped to her death.

"There was no way to stop her," said Dr. Knapp. "It happened too fast."
Dr. Knapp said that Ms. Stoye had shown no signs of depression or suicidal intent on adm ssion
to the hospital four days ago. Her specific illness was not divul ged.

Ms. Stoye, the former Grace Korshak of Ferntree, is survived by her husband, a well-known
printer here.

I went straight to the tel ephone and dialed the hospital. |I heard the ringing signal once,
twice, and then, before the hospital could answer, | hung up again. Wat could | ask them or tel
then? "I saw Ms. Stoye junp." They'd be interested in that, all right. Then what? "She
di sappeared when she hit the ground." | can inagine what they'd say to that. "But my son saw it
too!" And the question fromhospital officials, a psychiatrist or two....Ronnie being questioned,
after he had nmercifully forgotten about the whole thing ... no. No; better let well enough al one

The newspaper said Ms. Stoye was found under her wi ndow. \Woever found her must have been
able to see her.

| wonder what the nurse saw?

I went into the kitchen and heated sone coffee, poured it, sweetened it, stirred it, and then
left it untasted on the table while | put on ny hat and got ny car keys.

| had to see that nurse. First | tore out the newspaper article--1 didn't want Ronnie, ever to
see it.

As Told By
LUCI LLE HOLDER

I HAVE seen a lot of ugly things as a trainee and as a nurse, but they don't bother me very nuch.
It's not that the famliarity hardens one; it is rather that one |l earns the knack of channeling
one's enotions around the ugly thing.

Wien | was a child in England | |earned how to use this knack. | lived in Coventry, and though
Herr Hitler's treatnent of the city seens to have faded fromthe news and fromfiction, the story
is still vividly witten on the nmenories of us who were there, and is read and reread nore often

than we care to say.

You can't know what this means until you know the grim happi ness that the chap you've dug out
of the ruins is a dead 'un, for the ones who still live horrify you so.

So--one gets accustonmed to the worst. Further, one is prepared when a worse "worst" presents
itself.

And | suppose that it was this very preparation which found nme jolly well unprepared for what
happened when Ms. Stoye junped out of her w ndow.

There were two things happening fromthe instant | opened her door. One thing was what | did,
and the other thing is what | felt.

These are the things | did:

| stepped into the room carrying a washing tray on ny arm Everything seemed in order
except, of course, that Ms. Stoye was out of bed. That didn't surprise nme; she was anbul ant. She
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was over by the wi ndow, | suppose | glanced around the room before |I |ooked directly at her

When | saw her pajama top lying on the bedcl othes |I |ooked at her, though

She strai ghtened up suddenly as she heard me, barked sonething about "That's the one!" and
junped--dived, rather --right out. It wasn't too nuch of a drop, really--less than thirty feet,
I'd say, but she went down head first, and | knew instantly that she hadn't a chance.

| can't renenber setting down the washing tray; | saw it later on the bed. |I nmust have spun
around and set it there and rushed to the w ndow.

| 1 ooked down, quite prepared for the worst, as |'ve said.

But what | saw was so terribly much worse than it should have been. | nean, an ill person is a
bad thing to see, and an accident case can be worse, and burn cases, | think, are worst of all
The thing is, these all get worse in one direction. One sinply cannot be prepared for sonething
which is bad in a totally unexpected, inpossible way.

There was nothing down there at all. Nothing. | saw Ms. Stoye junp out, ran to the window, it
couldn't have been nore than three seconds later; and there was nothing there.
But |I'msaying now how !l felt. | mean to say first what | did, because the two are so

different, fromthis point on.

| |1 ooked down; there was no underbrush, no flowerbed, nothing which could have conceal ed her
had she rolled. There were sone peopl e--a stocky nman and a young boy, perhaps fourteen or fifteen--
standi ng nearby. The nman seenmed to be searching the ground as | was; | don't renenber what the boy
was doi ng. Just standing there. The man | ooked up at ne; he | ooked badly frightened. He spoke to
the boy, who answered quietly, and then they noved off together to the road.

I | ooked down once nore, still could not see Ms. Stoye, and turned and ran to the signal -
but t on.

| rang it and then rushed out into the hall. | nust have | ooked very distraught.

| ran right into Dr. Knapp, all but knocking himover, and gasped out that Ms. Stoye had
j unped.

Dr. Knapp was terribly decent. He Ied me back into the roomand told ne to sit down. Then he
went to the wi ndow, | ooked down and grunted. M ss Flaggon cane in just then. | was crying.

Dr. Knapp told her to get a stretcher and a couple of orderlies and take them outside, under
this wi ndow. She asked no questions, but fled; when Dr. Knapp gives orders in that voice, people
junp to it. Dr. Knapp ran out, calling to ne to stay where | was until he cane back. In spite of
the excitement, he actually nanaged to nake his voice gentle.

| went to the wi ndow after a nmonment and | ooked down. Two nedi cal students were running across
the lawn fromthe south building, and the orderlies with their stretcher, still rolled, were
pelting down the path. Dr. Knapp, bag in hand, was close behind them

Dr. Carstairs and Dr. G eenberg were under the wi ndow and al ready shunting away the few
curious visitors who had appeared as if fromout of the ground, the way people do after an
acci dent anywhere. But nost inportant of all, | saw Ms. Stoye's body. It was |lying crunpled up
directly below ne, and there was no doubt of it that her neck was broken and her skull badly
fractured. I went and sat down again.

Afterward Dr. Knapp questioned ne closely and, | nust say, very kindly. | told himnothing
about the strange di sappearance of the body. | expect he thought | was crying because | felt
responsi ble for the death. He assured ne that ny record was in ny favor, and it was perfectly
under standabl e that | was helpless to stop Ms. Stoye.

| apparently went quite to pieces then, and Dr. Knapp suggested that | take my two weeks
|l eave--it was due in another twenty days in any case--inmediately, and rest up and forget this
t hi ng.

| said, "Perhaps | will."

| went out to the Quarters to bathe and change. And now | had better say how | felt during all

this....

| was terrified when Ms. Stoye junped. Wien | reached the wi ndow right afterward, | was
exactly as excited as one m ght expect.

But the instant | |ooked down, sonething happened. It wasn't anything | can describe, except
to say that there was a change of attitude. That doesn't seemto nean nuch, does it? Well, | can
only say this; that fromthat nonent | was no | onger frightened nor shocked nor horrified nor
anything else. | renenber putting nmy hands up to ny nouth, and | nust have given a perfect picture

of a terrified nurse.
I was actually quite calm | was quite cool as | ran to the bell and then out onto the hall. |

col lapsed, | cried, | sobbed, | produced a flood of tears and streaks for my face. But during
every minute of it | was conpletely calm
Now, | knew that was strange, but | felt no surprise at it. | knewthat it could be called
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di shonest. | don't know how to analyze it. | ama nurse, and a profound sense of duty has been
drilled into me for years. | felt that it was nmy duty to cry, to say nothing about the

di sappearance of the body, to get the two weeks' |eave immediately, and to do the other things
whi ch | have done and nust do.

While | bathed | thought. | was still calm and | suppose | behaved calmy; it didn't nmatter,
for there was no one to see.

Two peopl e had seen Ms. Stoye junp besides nyself. | realized that | nust see them | didn't
thi nk about the disappearing body. | didn't feel | had to, sonehow, any nore than one thinks

consciously of the water in the pipes and heaters as one draws a bath. The thing was there, and
needed no investigation.

But it was necessary to see that man and the boy. Wuat | nust do when | saw themrequired no
t hought either. That seened all arranged, unquestionable, so evident that it needed no thought or
definition.

| put away the white stockings and shoes with a feeling of relief, and slipped into

underthings with a bit of lace on them and sheer hose. | put on ny wine rayon with the gored
skirt, and the matching shoes. | conbed ny hair out and put it up in a roll around the back, cool
and out of the way. Money, keys, cigarette case, knife, lighter, conmpact. Al ready.

| went round by the administration offices, thinking hard. A man visits the hospital with his
boy--it was probably his boy--and | eaves the boy outside while he goes in. He would be seeing a
wife, in all probability. He'd | eave the boy outside only if the wonan's condition were serious or
if she were inmedi ately post-operative or post-partem

So nany patients go in and out that | naturally don't remenber too nmany of them on the other
hand, | can al nost always tell a new patient or visitor ... narvelous the way the m nd, unbi dden
cl ocks and catal ogs, to sone degree, all that passes before it....

The chances were that these people, the man and the boy, were visiting a new patient.
Maternity woul d be as good a guess as any, to start with.

It was well after nine o' clock, the evening of Ms. Stoye's death, and the adm nistration
offices were deserted except for Mss Kaye, the night registrar. It was not unusual for nurses to
check up occasionally on patients. | nodded to Mss Kaye and went back to the files. The maternity
adm ssion file gave ne five nanes for the previous two days. | got the five cards out of the
pati ents al phabetical and glanced over them Two of these new nothers had other children; a Ms.
Korff, with three sons and a daughter at home, and a Ms. Daniels who had one son. Here: "Previous
children: One. Age this date: 14 yrs. 3 nonths." And further down: "Father age: 41."

It looked like a bull's eye. | renmenber feeling inordinately pleased with nyself, as if | had
assisted particularly well in an operation, or had done a bang-up job of critical first-aid.

| copied down the address of the Daniels fanmly, and, carefully replacing all the cards, nade
ny vacation checkout and |eft the building.

It seened late to go calling, but | knew that | nust. There had been a tel ephone nunber on the
card, but | had ignored it. What | nust do could not be done over the phone.

I found the place fairly easily, although it was a long way out in the suburbs on the other

side of the town. It was a small, confortabl e-l1ooking place, set well back fromthe road, and with
wide lawns and its own garage. | stepped up on the porch and quite shanel essly | ooked inside.

The outer door opened directly into the Iiving room w thout a foyer. There was a pl ate-gl ass
panel in the door with a sheer curtain on the inside. | could see quite clearly. The room was not

too large--fireplace, wainscoting, stairway in the left corner, big easy chairs, a studio couch--
that sort of thing. There was a torn newspaper tossed on the armof one fireside chair. Two end
table lanps were |it. There was no one in the room

I rang the bell, waited, rang again, peering in. Soon | saw a novenent on the stairs. It was
the boy, thin-looking and tousled, thunping down the carpeted steps, tying the cord of a dark-red
dressing gown as he cane. On the | anding he stopped.

| could just hear himcall "Dad!" He | eaned over the banister, |ooking up and back. He called
agai n, shrugged a shrug which turned into a stretch, and, yawning, came to the door. | hid the
knife in ny sl eeve.

"Ch!" he said, startled, as he opened the door. Unaccountably, | felt a wave of nausea.
Getting a grip on nyself, | stepped inside before | spoke. He stood | ooking at ne, flushing, a bit
conscious, | think, of his bare feet, for he stood on one of them trying to curl the toes of the
ot her one out of sight.

"Daniels...." | murmured.

"Yes," he said. "I'mRonald Daniels." He glanced quickly into the room "Dad doesn't seemto
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be ... I don't ... | was asleep."

"I"'mso sorry."

"Gosh, that's all right," he said. He was a sweet little chap, not a nan yet, not a child--
| ess and less of a child as he woke up, which he was doing slowy. He sniled.

"Conme in. Let nme have your coat. Dad ought to be here now. Maybe he went for cigarettes or
sonet hi ng. "

It was as if a switch had been thrown and a little sign had lit up within him- "Renenber your
manners. "

Abruptly | felt the strangest conpul sion--a yearning, a warning toward this lad. It was
conpletely a sexual thing, mnd you--conpletely. But it was as if a part of ne belonged to a part

of him. . . no; nore the other way round. | don't know. It can't be described. And with the
feeling, | suddenly knew that it was all right, it was all quite all right.

| did not have to see M. Daniels after all. That business would be well taken care of when
the tine cane, and not by nme. Better--nmuch better--for himto do it.

He extended his hand for ny coat. "Thank you so nuch,” | said, snmiling, |iking him-nore than
liking him in this indefinable way--"but | really nust go. I--if your father--" How could | say
it? How could | et himknowthat it was different now, that everything m ght be spoiled if his
father knew | had come here? "I nean, when your father conmes back...."

Startlingly, he laughed. "Please don't worry," he said. "I won't tell himyou were here."
| looked at his face, his round, bland face, so odd with his short slender frame. That thing
like a sense of duty told nme not to ask, but | violated it. "You don't know who I am do you?"

He shook his head. "Not really. But it doesn't matter. | won't tell dad.”
"Good." | smiled, and left.

IV

As Told By

JENNI E BEAUFORT

YOU NEVER know what you're going to run up against when you're an information operator, | nean
really, people seemto have the craziest idea of what we're there for. Like the man called up the
ot her day and wanted to know how you spell conscientious--"Just conscientious,”" he says, "I know
how to spell objector” and I gave himthe singsong, you know, the voice with a smle, "I'm soreee!
We haven't that infor-may-shun!" and keyed himout, thinking to nyself, what a schnoe. (I told M.
Parker, he's ny super, and he grinned and said it was a sign of the tinmes; M. Parker's always
maki ng jokes.) And like the other man wants to know if he gets a busy signal and hangs on to the
line, will the signal stop and the bell ring when the party he is calling hangs up

| want to say to him what do you think I am Al exander G aham Bell or sonething, maybe Don
Ameche, instead of which I tell him"One nonment, sir, and I will get that information for you?”
(not that I'masking a question, you raise your voice that way because it |eaves the custoners
breat hl ess) and | nudge Sue and she tells ne, Sue knows everything.

Not that everything like that comes over the wire, anything is liable to happen right there in
the office or in the halls to say nothing of the stage-door Johnnies with hair oil and cel |l ophane
boxes who ask all the girls if they are Operator 23, she has such a nice voice

Li ke the kid that was in here yesterday, not that he was on the prow, he was too young,
though five years fromnow he'll be just dreany, with his cute round face and his long | egs. M.
Par ker brought himin to ne and told ne the kid was getting up a talk on tel ephones for his civics
class in high school, and tells the kid to just ask M ss Beaufort anything he wants to know and
wal ks of f rubbing his hands, which | can understand because he has nade me feel good and made the
kid feel good and has me doing all the work while he gets all the credit.

Not that | felt good just at that particular nonment, nmy stomach did a small flip-flop but that
has nothing to do with it; it nust have been the nmarshnal |l ow cake | had for ny lunch, | should
renenber to keep away fromthe marshmal |l ow when | have gravy-and-mashed, at |east on weekdays.

Anyway this kid was cute, with his pleases and his thank you's and his little al npst-bows-from
the-wai st like a regular Lord Calvert. He asked ne all sorts of questions and all snmart too, but
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he never asked themright out, | nmean, he would say, "Please tell nme how you can find a nunber so
fast?" and then listen to every word | said and squi ggl e sonmething down in his notebook. | showed
hi mthe al phabeticals and the central indexes and the assonance file (and you can bet | called it
by its full name to that nice youngster) where we find out that a nunber for Meyer, say, is listed
as Maior. And he wanted to know why it was that we never give a street address to soneone who has
t he phone nunber, but only the other way around, and how we found out the phone nunmber from just
the street address.

So | showed himthe street index and the checking i ndex, which has the nunbers all in order by
exchanges with the street addresses, which is what we use to trace calls when we have to. And lots
nmore. And finally he said he wanted to pretend he was ne for a mnute, to see if he understood

everything. He even blushed when he said it. | told himto go ahead and got up and let himsit
down. He sat there all serious and bright-eyed, and said, "Now, suppose | amyou, and soneone
wants to know t he number of--uh--Fred Zi nmerman, who lives out at Bell HIl, but they have no

street nunber."

And | showed himhow to flip out the al phabetical, and how to ask the customer which one he
wants if there should be nore than one Fred Zimernman. He |istened so carefully and politely, and
made a note in his book. Then he asked ne what happens if the police or sonebody has a phone
nunber and wants the address, we'll say, out in Homeland, |ike Honmeland 2050. | showed himthe
nureri cal index, and he whipped it out and opened it like an old hand. My, he caught on quickly.
He nade another note in his book ... well, it went on like that, and all in twenty m nutes.

| bet he could take over fromne any tine and not give M. Parker a minute's worry, which is
nmore than | can say for sonme of the girls who have been working here for years, like that Patty
Mawson with her blonde hair and her awful New Look

Wl |, that boy picked nmy brains dry in short order, and he got up and for a nonent | thought
he was going to kiss ny hand |like a Frenchman or a European, but he didn't. He just thanked nme as
if I had given himthe crown jewels or nmy hand in nmarriage, and went out to do the sanme for M.
Parker, and all | can say is, | wi sh one-tenth of the customers showed as nuch good house
br eaki ng.

\Y

As Tol d By
HELMJUTH STOYE

GRACE ... Grace . . . Gacel

Ch, ny little darling, ny gentle, ny soft little bird with the husky voice. Mss Funny- Brows.
Little Mss Teeth. You used to | augh such a special |augh when | nade up new nanes for you, Coral-
cache, Cadenza, Viola-voice . . . and you'll never |augh again, because |I killed you

| killed you, | killed you

Yesterday | stopped all the clocks.

| couldn't stand it. It was wong; it was a violation. You were dead. | drew the blinds and
sat in the dark, not really believing that it had happened--how could it happen? You re G ace,
you're the humming in the kitchen, the quick footfalls in the foyer as | cone up the porch steps.

| think for a while | believed that your coning back was the nost real, the npbst obvious
thing; in a nonent, any nonent, you would cone in and ki ss the nape of ny neck; you would be
snelling of vanilla and cut flowers, and you'd laugh at ne and together we'd fling up the blinds
and let in the light.

And then Tinkle struck--Tinkle, the eight-foot grandfather's clock with the basso profundo
chime. That was when | knew what was real. It was real that you were dead, it was real

| got angry at that violation, that sacrilege, that clock. Wat right had the clock to strike,
the hands to nove? How could it go on? It was wong. | got up and stopped it. |I think |I spoke to
it, not harshly, angry as | was; | said, "You don't know, do you, Tinkle? No one's told you yet,"
and | caught it by its swinging neck and held it until its ticking brain was quiet.

| told all the clocks, one by one, that you were dead--the glow ng Seth Thomas ship's clock
with its heavy threads and its paired syllables, and Drowsy the alarm and the cuckoo with the
cleft palate who couldn't say anything but "hook-who!"
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A truck roared by outside, and | renmenber the new surge of fury because of it, and then the
t hought that the driver hadn't been told yet ... and then the mad thought that the news would
spread fromthese silent clocks, fromthese drawn blinds, spread |ike a cl oud-shadow over the
worl d, and when it touched birds, they would glide to the ground and crouch notionless, with no
nmovenment in their jewel ed eyes; when it touched nmachines, they would slow and stop; when it
touched flowers they woul d close thenselves into little soft fists and bend to knuckle the earth;
when it touched people they would finish that stride, end that sentence, slow ng, softening, and
woul d si nk down and be still.

There woul d be no noise or confusion as the world slipped into its stasis, and nothing would
grow but silence. And the sun would hang on the horizon with its face thickly veiled, and there
woul d be eternal dusk.

That was yesterday, and | was angry. | amnot angry today. It was better, yesterday, the
sitting in turnoil and usel essness, the useless raging up and down roons so hollow, yet still so
full of you they would not echo. It got dark, you see, and in good time the blinds were brighter
than the walls around them again. | |ooked out, squinting through grainy eyelids, and saw a nan
wal ki ng by, wal king easily, his hands in his pockets, and he was whistling.

After that | could not be angry any nore, not at the nman, not at the norning. | knew only the
great cruel pressure of a fact, a fact worse than the fact of enptiness or of death-- the fact
t hat nothing ever stops, that things must go on

It was better to be angry, and to | ose nyself in uselessness. Now | amnot angry and | have no
choice but to think usefully. | have lived a useful life and have built it all on useful thinking,
and if |1 had not thought so nmuch and so carefully G ace would be here with me now, with her voice
like a large soft breeze in sone springtine place, and perhaps tickling the side of ny neck with
feat her-touches of her noving lips ... it was my useful, questing, thirsty thought which killed
her, killed her.

The accident was all of two years ago--al nost two years anyway. We had driven all the way back
fromSpringfield without stopping, and we were very tired. Grace and M. Share and | were squeezed
into the front seat.

M. Share was a man Grace had invented | ong before, even before we were narried. He was a big
invisible fat man who always sat by the right-hand wi ndow, and al ways | ooked out to the side so
that he never watched us.

But since he was so fat, Grace had to press up close to ne as we drove.

There was a stake-bodied truck bowing al ong ahead of us, and in the back of it was a spry old
man, or perhaps a weat herbeaten young man--you couldn't tell--in blue dungarees and a red shirt.
He had a yell ow wool en nmuffler tied around his waist, and the sinple strip of material nade al
the difference between "clothes" and "costune."

Behind him |ashed to the bed of the truck just back of the cab, was a large bundle of burlap
It woul d have nade an adequate seat for him cushioned and out of the wind. But the man seened to
take the wind as a heady beverage and the | eaping floor as a chall enge.

He stood with his arns away from his sides and his knees slightly flexed, and rode the truck
as if it were a live thing. He yielded hinself to each lurch and bunp, brought hinself back with
each recession, guarding his equilibriumwth an easy virtuosity.

Grace was, | think, dozing; my shout of delighted laughter at the performance on the bounding
stage before us brought her upright. She | aughed with ne for the | augh alone, for she had not
| ooked through the wi ndshield yet, and she ki ssed ny cheek

He saw her do it, the nman on the truck, and he | aughed with us.

"He's our kind of people," Gace said

"A pixie," | agreed, and we | aughed again

The man took of f an inmaginary plumed hat, swng it |ow toward us, but very obviously toward
Grace. She nodded back to him with a slight sidewi se turn of her face as it went down that
synbol i zed a curtsey.

Then he held out his el bow, and the pose, the slightly raised shoul der over which he | ooked
fondly at the air over his bent arm showed that he had given his armto a |ady. The |ady was
Grace, who, of course, would be charnmed to join himin the dance . . . she clapped her hands and
crowed with delight, as she watched her imaginary self with the courtly, colorful figure ahead.

The man stepped with dainty dignity to the niddle of the truck and bowed again, and you coul d
all but hear the muted mnuet as it began. It was a truly wonderful thing to watch, this
pantom ne; the man knew the ancient stately steps to perfection, and they were unflawed by the
careeni ng surface on which they were perforned. There was no nockery in the nmmng, but sinply the
full ness of good, the sheer, unspoiled sharing of a happy magic.

He bowed, he took her hand, sniled back into her eyes as she pirouetted behind him He stood
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back to the line waiting his turn, nodding slightly to the nusic; he dipped ever so little, twice,
as his turn cane, and stepped gracefully out to neet her, smiling again.

I don't know what nade nme | ook up. W were nearing the Speedway Vi aduct, and the truck ahead
was just about to pass under it. H gh up over our heads was the great span, and as ny eyes
followed its curve, to see the late afternoon sun on the square guard posts which bounded the
el evated road, three of the posts expl oded outward, and the blunt nose of a heavy truck plowed
t hrough and over the edge, to slip and catch and slip again, finally to teeter to a precarious
st op.

Apparently its trailer was | oaded with |ight steel girders; one of themslipped over the
tractor's crunpl ed shoul der and speared down toward us.

Qur conpanion of the nminuet, on the truck ahead, had finished his dance, and, turned to us,
was bowi ng low, smling, |ooking up through his eyebrows at us. The girder's end took himon the
back of the head. It did not take the head off; it obliterated it. The body struck flat and |ay
still, as still as wet paper stuck to glass. The girder bit a large piece out of the tailgate and
sonmersaulted to the right, while | braked and swerved dangerously away fromit. Fortunately there
were no cars coning toward us.

There was, of course, a long, mxed-up, horrified sequence of the two truck drivers, the one
ahead and the one who canme down later fromthe viaduct and was sick. Anbul ances and bystanders and
alot of talk . . . none of it matters, really.

No one ever found out who the dead man was. He had no | uggage and no identification; he had
over ninety dollars in his pocket. He m ght have been anybody--soneone from show busi ness, or a
writer perhaps, on a haywire vacation of his own wild devising. | suppose that doesn't nmatter
either. What does natter is that he died while Grace was in a very close comunion with what he
was doing, and her mind was wi de open for his fantasy. Mne is, generally, | suppose; but at that
particul ar nmonent, when | had seen the smash above and the descending girder, | was w de awake, on
guard. | think that had a lot to do with what has happened since. | think it has everything to do
with Grace's--with Grace' s--

There is no word for it. | can say this, though. Grace and I were never al one together again
until the day she died. D ed, died, Gace is dead
G ace!

I can go on with ny accursed useful thinking now, | suppose.

Grace was, of course, badly shaken, and | did what |I could for her over the next few weeks. |
tried ny best to understand how it was affecting her. (That's what | nmean by useful thinking--
trying to understand. Trying and trying--prying and prying. Arranging, probing, finding out.
Getting a glinpse, a scent of danger, rooting it out--bringing it out into the open where it can
get at you.) Rest and new cl ot hes and al cohol rubdowns; the theater, nusic and nusic, always
musi ¢, for she could lose herself init, riding its flux, feeling and folding herself init,
following it, sometines, with her hushed, true voice, sonetimes lying open to it, letting it play
its colors and touches over her.

There is always an end to patience, however. After two nmonths, knowing her as | did, | knew
that there was nore here than sinple shock. If |I had known her less well--if | had cared |ess,
even, it couldn't have mattered.

It began with small things. There were abstractions which were unusual in so vibrant a person
In a quiet room her face would listen to nmusic; sonetines | had to speak twi ce and then repeat
what | had said.

Once | cane honme and found supper not started, the bed not nade. Those things were not
important--1 amnot a fusspot nor an autocrat; but | was shaken when, after calling her repeatedly
I found her in the guest room sitting on the bed without lights. | had no idea she was in there;
I just wal ked in and snapped on the light in the begi nnings of panic because she seened not to be
in the house; she had not answered ne.

And at first it was as if she had not noticed the sudden yell ow bl aze fromthe paired | anps;
she was gazing at the wall, and on her face was an expression of perfect peace. She was w de awake-
-at | east her eyes were. | called her: "Gace!"

"Hello, darling," she said quietly. Her head turned casually toward nme and she snil ed--oh
those perfect teeth of hers!--and her snmle was only partly for ne; the rest of it was inside,
with the namel ess things with which she had been communi ng.

| sat beside her, amazed, and took her hands. | suppose | spluttered a bit, "Gace, are you
all right? Wiy didn't you answer? The bed's not--have you been out? What's happened? Here--let ne
see if you have a fever."

Her eyes were awake, yes; but riot awake to ne, to here and now. They were awake and open to
sonme el sewhere matters. . . . She acquiesced as | felt her forehead and cheeks for fever, and
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while | was doing it | could see the attention of those warm pleased, living eyes shifting from
the things they had been seeing, to ne. It was as if they were watching a scene fade out while
anot her was brought in on a screen, so that for a second all focusing points on the first picture
were lost, and there was a search for a focusing point on the second.

And t hen, apparently, the picture of Helnuth Stoye sitting next to her, holding one of her
hands, running his right pal macross her forehead and down her cheek, cane into sharp, true val ue,
and she said, "Darling! You re hone! What happened? Holiday or strike? You re not sick?"

| said, "Sweetheart, it's after seven."

"No!" She rose, snobothed her hair in front of the mrror. Hers was a | arge face and her appea
had none of the doll qualities, the candy-and-peaches qualities of the four-color ads. Her brow
and cheekbones were wi de and strong, and the hinges of her jaw were well-nmarked, holl owed
underneath. Her nostrils were flared and sensuously tilted and her shoul ders too wide to be
sui table for fashion plates or pinups. But clothes hung fromthose shoulders with the gracefu
maj esty of royal capes, and her breasts were large, high, separated and firm

Yet for all her width and flatness and strength, for all her powerfully-set features, she was
wonan all through; and with clothes or without, she |ooked it.

She said, "I had noidea . . . after seven! Oh, darling, I'msorry. You poor thing, and no
di nner yet. Come help nme," and she dashed out of the room Ileaving ne flapping nmy lips, calling,
"But Grace! Vit! Tell me first what's the mat--"

And when | got to the kitchen she was whi pping up a dinner, efficiently, deftly, and all ny

questions could wait, could be interrupted with "Hel muth, honey, open these, will you?" "I don't
know, b'loved; we'll dig it out after supper. WIIl you see if there're any French fries in the
freezer?"

And afterward she renenbered that "The Pearl" was playing at the Ascot Theater, and we'd
mssed it when it first came to town, and this was the best night . . . we went, and the picture
was fine, and we tal ked of nothing el se that night.

I could have forgotten about that episode, | suppose. | could have forgotten about any one of

them-the tine she turned her gaze so strangely inward when she was whi pping cream and turned it
to butter because she sinply forgot to stop whipping it when it was ready; the tines she had the
strong, uncharacteristic urges to do and feel things which had never interested her before--to

| ose herself in distances from high buildings and tall hills, to swi munderwater for |ong,
frightening mnutes; to hear new and ever new ki nds of music--saccharine fox-trots and atona
string quartets, arrangenents for percussion alone and Oiental nodes.

And foods--rattl esnake ribs, nmobo goo gai pan, curried salnmon with green rice, Paella, with its
chi cken and cl ans, headcheese, canol as, sweet-and-pungent pork; all these Grace nmade herself, and
wel | .

But in food as in nusic, in new sensualities as in new activities, there was no basic change
in Grace. These were additions only; for all the exoticismof the dishes, for exanmple, we stil
had and enjoyed the things she had al ways nmade--the gingered |l eg of |anb, the acorn squash filled
wi th creamed onions, the crepes suzettes.

She could still be lost in the architecture of Bach's "Passacaglia and Fugue" and in the raw
heart beat of the Haggard-Bauduc "Big Noi se from Wnnetka." Because she had this new passion for
underwat er swi mming, she did not let it take from her enjoyment of high-board diving. Her
occasi onal |apses fromefficiency, as in the whi pped cream epi sode, were rare and tenporary. Her
soneti me dream ness, when she would forget appointnments and arrangenents and tine itself, happened
so seldom that in all justice, they could have been forgotten, or put down, with all ny vaunted
under standi ng, to sone obscure desire for privacy, for al one-ness.

So- -she had everything she had al ways had, and now nore. She was everything she al ways had
been, and now nore. She did everything she had al ways done, and now nore. Then what, what on earth
and in heaven, was | bothered, worried, and--and afraid of?

I know now. It was jealousy. It was--one of the jeal ousies.

There wasn't Anot her Man. That kind of poison springs frominsecurity--fromthe know edge that
there's enough wong with you that the chances are high that another man--any other nan--could do
a better job than you in sone departnment of your wonan's needs. Besides, that kind of thing can
never be done by the Ot her Man al one; your woman nust cooperate, willfully and consciously, or it
can't happen. And Grace was incapable of that.

No; it was because of the sharing we had had. My marriage was a nagi ¢ one because of what we
shared; because of our ability to see a red gold | eaf, exchange a gl ance and say never a word, for
we knew so well each other's pleasure, its causes and expressions and associ ations. The pl easures
were not the nmmgic; the sharing was.

A poor anal ogy: you have a roommate who is a very dear friend, and together you have
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conpl etely redecorated your room The colors, the lighting, the conceal ed shel ves and drapes, all
are a glad communi on of your separated tastes. You are both proud and fond of your beautiful room

and one day you core hone and find a new tel evision set. Your roonmate has acquired it and
brought it in to surprise you. You are surprised, and you are happy, too.

But slowy an ugly thing creeps into your nind. The set is a big thing, an inportant,
donminating thing in the roomand in the things for which you use the room And it is his--not nine
or ours, but his. There is his unspoken, unde-nmanded authority in the choice of programs in the
eveni ngs; and where are the chess ganes, the folk singing with your guitar, the |long hours of
phonogr aph nusi c?

They are there, of course, ready for you every nonent; no one has taken them away. But now t he
roomis different. It can continue to be a happy room only a petty m nd would resent the new
shared riches; but the fact that the source of the riches is not shared, was not planned by you
both. This changes the room and everything in it, the colors, the people, the shape and warnth.

So with my marriage. A thing had cone to Grace which made us both richer but | did not share

that source; and damm, damm ny selfishness, | could not bear it; if I could not share it | wanted
her deprived of it. | was gentle; beginning with, "How do you feel, sweetheart? But you aren't all
right; what were you thinking of? It couldn't be 'nothing" . . . you were giving nore attention to

it than you are to nme right now "

I was firm beginning with, "Now | ook, darling; there's sonething here that we have to face.
Pl ease hel p. Now, exactly why are you so interested in hearing that Hi ndenmith sketch? You never
used to be interested in nusic |ike that.

It has no nelody, no key, no rhythm it's unpredictable and ugly. |I'm quoting you, darling;
that's what you used to say about it. And now you want to soak yourself in it. Wiwy? Wy? Wat has
changed you? Yes--people nmust grow and change; | know that. But--growing so fast, so quickly, in

so many different directions! Tell me, now. Tell me exactly why you feel noved to hear this thing
at this tinme."

And--1 was angry, beginning with, "Grace! Wiy didn't you answer nme? Ch, you heard ne, did you?
VWhat did | say? Yes; that's right; you did . . . then why didn't you answer? Well? Not inportant?
You'll have to realize that it's inportant to ne to be answered when | speak to you!"

She tried. | could see her trying. | wouldn't stop. | began to watch her every m nute.
stopped waiting for openings, and nade them nyself. | trapped her. | put on nusic in which | knew
she woul d be I ost, and spoke softly, and when she did not answer, | would kick over ny chair with
a shout and demand that she speak up. She tried.... Sonetinmes she was indignant, and demanded the

peace that should be her right. Once |I struck her

That did it. On, the poor, brutalized bel oved!

Now | can see it; now

She never could answer me, until the one time. Wat could she have said? Her "I don't know "
was the truth. Her patience went too far, her anger not far enough, and | know that her hurt was
without limts.

I struck her, and she answered ny questions. | was even angrier after she had than | had been
before, for | felt that she had known all along, that until now she had w thhel d what she knew
and | cursed nyself for not using force earlier and nore often. | did. For not hitting G ace
bef or e!

| came home that night tired, for there was trouble at the shop; | suppose | was irascible
with the conpositors, but that was only because | had not slept well the night before, which was
because- - anyway, when | got home, | slamred the door, which was not usual, and, standing there
with my raincoat draped over one shoul der, | ooking at the beautiful spread on the coffee table in
front of the fireplace, | denmanded, "Wat's that for?"

There were canapes and dainty round and rolled and triangul ar sandw ches; a frosty bl uish
beverage twinkling with effervescence in its slender pitcher; there were stars and flowers of tiny
pi ckl es, pastes and dressings, a lovely coral potato chip, and covered dishes full of delicate
mysteries.

There were also two small and vivid bow s of cut bloons, beautifully arranged.

"Way, for us. Just for us two," she said.

| said, "Good God. Is there anything the matter with sitting up to a table and eating like a
human being?" Then | went to hang up the coat.

She had not noved when | canme back; she was still standing facing the door, and perhaps a
quarter of her welcomng smle was frozen on her face.

No, | said to nyself, no you don't. Don't go soft, now. You have her on the run; let's break
this thing up now, all at once, all over the place. The healing can cone later. | said, "WlI?"

She turned to nme, her eyes full of tears. "Helnuth ..." she said weakly. | waited. "Wy did
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you ... it was only a surprise. A pretty surprise for you. W haven't been together for so |long .
you' ve been . "

"You haven't been yourself since that accident,” | said coldly. "I think you |ike being
different. Turn off the tears, honey. They'll do you no good."

"I"'mnot different!" she wailed; and then she began to cry in earnest. "I can't stand it!" she
nmoaned, "I can't, | can't . . . Helmuth, you're losing your mind. |'mgoing to | eave you. Leave
you ... maybe for just a while, maybe for "

"You're going to what?" | whispered, going very close to her.

She made a suprene effort and answered, flatly, looking me in the eye, "I'm going, Hel muth.
I've got to."

| think if she'd seen it comi ng she woul d have stood back; perhaps |I'd have mi ssed her. |
think that if she'd expected it, she would have fled after | hit her once. Instead she stood
still, unutterably shocked, unnmoving, so it was easy to hit her again.

She stood watching me, her face dead, her eyes, and, increasingly, the flanes of the
fi ngermarks on her bl eached cheeks burning. In that instant | knew how she felt, what her nind was
trying frantically to do.

She was trying to think of a way to nake this a dream to explain it as an accident, to find
sone excuse for ne; and the growing sting in her beaten cheeks slowy proved and reproved that it
was true. | know this, because the tingling sting of ny hands was proving it to ne.

Finally she put one hand up to her face. She said, "Wy?"

| said, "Because you have kept a secret fromne."

She cl osed her eyes, swayed. | did not touch her. Still with her eyes closed, she said:

"It wants to be left alone. It feeds on vital substance, but there is always an excess
there is in a healthy person, anyway. It only takes a small part of that excess, not enough to
matter, not enough for anyone but a jealous maniac |like you to notice. It lives happily in a happy
person, it lives richly in a mind rich with the experiences of the senses, feeding only on what is
spare and extra. And you have made ne unfit, forever and ever, with your prodding and scarring,
and because you have found it out it can never be left alone again, it can never be safe again, it

can never be safe while you live, it can never be content, it can never leave ne while | live, it
can never, it can never, it can never."

Her voice did not trail off--it sinply stopped, without a rise or fall in pitch or vol une,
wi t hout any normal human aural punctuation. What she said made no sense to ne.

| snarled at her--1 don't think it was a word--and turned ny back. | heard her fall, and when

I | ooked she was crunpled up like a castoff, enpty, trodden-on white paper box.

| fought nmy battle between fury and tenderness that night, and net the norning with the dul
conclusion that Grace was possessed, and that what had possessed her had gone mad . . . that |
didn't know where | was, what to do; that | nust save her if | could, but in any case relentlessly
track down and destroy the--the-- No, it hadn't a name . . ,

Grace was conscious, docile, and had nothing to say. She was not angry or resentful; she was
not hi ng but --obedi ent. She did what she was told, and when she finished she stopped until she was
told to do sonething el se

| called in Doc Knapp. He said that what was nostly wong with her was outside the field of a
medi cal doctor, but he didn't think a little regi nented rest and hi gh-powered food therapy woul d
hurt.

| let himtake her to the hospital. |I think | was alnmost glad to see her go. No | wasn't. |
couldn't be glad. How could | be glad about anything? Anyway, Knapp woul d have her rested and fed
and qui eted down and fattened up and supplied with two al cohol rubs a day, until she was fit to
start sonme sort of psychotherapy. She always |iked al cohol rubs. She killed her--she died just
before the second al cohol rub, on the fourth day . . . Knapp said, when he took her away, "I can't
understand it, Helmuth. It's |like shock, but in Gace that doesn't seemright at all. She's too
strong, too alive."

Not any nore, she isn't.

My mind s wandering. Hold on tight, you . . . Hold.

Where amI? | amat home. | amsitting in the chair. | amgetting "up. Un! | have fallen down.
Way did | fall down? Because nmy | eg was asleep. Why was it asl eep? Because | have been sitting
here all day and nost of the night w thout noving. The doorbell is ringing. Wiy is the doorbel
ri ngi ng? Because soneone wants to come in. W is it? Someone who cones visiting at two o' eight
in the norning, | know that because | started the clock again and Tinkle says what tine it is. Wo

visits at two o' eight in the nmorning? Drunks and police and death. There is a small person's
shadow on the frosted door, which | open. "Hello, snall person, Gace is dead."
It is not a drunk it is not the police it is Death who has a child' s long | ashes and snal
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hands, one to hold up a blank piece of paper for ne to stare at, one to slide the knife between ny
ribs, feel it scrape on ny breastbone . . . a drama, Enter Knife Left Center, and |I fall back away
fromthe door, my blood | eaping lingering after the withdrawn bl ade, Grace, Grace, treasure ne in
your cupped hands- -

\l

As Tol d By
LAWRENCE DELEHANTY

I GOT THE call on the car radio just before half-past two. Headquarters had a phone tip of some
funny business out on Poplar Street in Honel and. The fell ow who phoned was a m |k truck dispatcher
on his way to work. He says he thought he saw soneone at the door of this house stab the guy who
cane to the door, close the door and beat it.

| didn't see anyone around. There were lights on in the house--in what seened to be the living
room and in the hallway just inside the door. | could see how anyone passing by could get a | ook
at such a thing if it had happened.

| told Samto stay in the prow car and ran up the path to the house.

| knocked on the door, figuring naybe there'd be prints on the bell push. There was no answer.
| tried again, and finally opened the door, turning the knob by the shaft, which was | ong enough
for me to get hold of without touching the knob

It had happened all right. The stiff was just inside the door. The guy was on his back, arms
and | egs spread out, with the happiest ook on his face I ever saw. No kidding-- that guy | ooked
as if he'd just been given a mllion dollars. He had blood all over his front.

I took one | ook and went back and called Sam He cane up aski ng questions and stopped asking
when he saw the stiff. "Go phone,” | told him "and be careful. Don't touch nothin'."

Wil e he was phoning | took a quick squint around. There was a few dirty dishes in the kitchen
sink and on the table, and half a bottle of some liqueur on an end table in the living room
sitting right on the polished wood, where it'd sure leave a ring. |1'd say this guy had been in
there sone tinme without trying to clean up any.

| inched open the drawer in the big sideboard in the dining roomand all the silver was there.
None of the drawers in the two bedroons were open; it |looked |ike a grudge killing of sone kind;
there wasn't no robbery | could see.

Just as | came back down the stairs the doorbell rang. Sam canme out of the front room and
waved hi m back. "There goes our prints on the bell,” I said. "I'"ll get it." | pussyfooted to the
door and pulled it wi de open, real sudden

"M. Stoye?" says a kid standing there. He's about fourteen, nmaybe, snmall for his age. He's
standing out there, three o'clock in the norning, mind you, smling real polite, just like it was
afternoon and he'd cone around to sell raffle tickets. | felt a retch starting in my stomach just
then--don't know why. The sight of the stiff hadn't bothered nme none. Maybe sonmething | ate. |
swal l owed it down and said, "Wwo are you?"

He said, "I would |like to see M. Stoye."
"Bub," | said, "M. Stoye isn't seeing anybody just now Wat do you want?"
He squinted around me and saw the stiff. | guess | should' ve stopped him but he had me off

guard. And you know, he didn't gasp or junp back or any of the things you expect anyone to do. He
just straightened up, and he snil ed.

"Well," he says, sort of patting his jacket pocket, "I don't s'pose there's anything | can do
and he smles at ne, real bright. "Well, good night," he says, and turns to go.

| nabbed himand spun himinside and shut the door. "Wat do you know about this?" | asked
hi m

He | ooked at the stiff, where |I nodded, and he | ooked at ne. The stiff didn't bother him

"Way, nothing," he said. "I don't know anything at all. Is that really M. Stoye?"

"You know it is."

"I think I did know, all right," he said. "Well, can | go home now? Dad doesn't know |I'm out."

"I bet he doesn't. Let's see what you got in your pockets."

now,
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He didn't seemto mind. | frisked him Inside the jacket pocket was a junp knife--one of those
Arny issue paratrooper's clasp knives with a spring; touch the button and click! you've got four
and a half inches of razor steel sticking out of your fist, ready for business. A lot of 'em got
out in war surplus. Too many. We're always finding 'emin carcasses.

I told himhe'd have to stick around. He frowned a little bit and said he was worried about
his father, but | didn't let that make no difference. He gave his nane without any trouble. His
nane was Ronnie Daniels. He was a clean-cut little fellow, just as nice and polite as | ever saw.

Vell, | asked himall kinds of questions. His answers just didn't make no sense. He said he
couldn't recall just what it was he wanted to see Stoye about. He said he had never net Stoye and
had never been out here before. He said he got the address from know ng the phone nunber; went
right up to the tel ephone conmpany and worned it out of one of the girls there. He said he didn't

renenber at all where he got the nunber from | |ooked at the nunber just out of curiosity; it was
Honel and 2065, which didn't nmean nothing to ne.

After that there wasn't anything to do until the homicide squad got there. | knew the kid's
old man, this Daniels, would have to get dragged into it, but that wasn't for ne to do; that would
be up to the detective looey. | turned the kid over to Sam

| remenber Samis face just then; it turned pale. | asked himwhat was the matter but he just

swal | oned hard and said he didn't know, maybe it was the pickles he had with his m dnight runch.
He took the kid into the front roomand they got into a fine conversation about cops and nurders.
He sure seened to be a nice, healthy, normal kid.

Qui et and obedi ent--you know. | can't really blame Sam for what happened.

The squad arrived--two carloads, sirens and all, making so nuch noise |I thought sure Stoye
woul d get up and tell "emto let himrest in peace--and in they cane--photogs, print nmen, and the
usual bunch of cocky pl ai ncl ot hesnen. They swarned all over.

Flick was the nan in charge, stocky, tough, mad at everybody all the tine, especially on the
night detail. Man, how he hated killers that worked at night and dragged himaway from his
pi nochl e!

| told the whole story to himand his little book

"Hs nane's Tommy," | said, "and he says he lives at--"
"H s nane's Ronnie," says Sam from behind ne.
"Hey," | says. "I thought |I told you to stay with him™"

"I had to go powder ny nose," says Sam "M/ stonmach done a flip-flop a while back that had ne
worried. It's okay. Brown was dusting in the roomthere when | went out. And besides, that's a
nice little kid. He wouldn't--"

"Brown!" Flick roared

Brown cane out of the living room "Yeah, chief.”

"You done in the front roon®"

"Yeah; everything |I could think of. No prints except Stove's, except on the phone. | guess
they'd be Sam s."

"The kid's all right?"

"Was when | left," said Brown, and went back into the living room Flick and me and Sam went
into the front room

The kid was gone.

Sam turned pal e.

"Ronni e!" he bellows. "Hey you, Ronnie!"

No answer.
"You hadda go powder your big fat nose," says Flick to Sanmy. Sam | ooked bad. The soft seats
in aradio car feel good to a harness bull, and I think Sam deci ded right then that he'd be doing

his job on foot for quite a while.

It was easy to see what had happened. Sammy |eft the room and then Brown got finished and
went out, and in those few seconds he was al one the kid had stepped through the short hall into
the kitchen and out the side door

Sam | ooked even worse when | suddenly noticed that the ten-inch ham slicer was gone fromthe
kni fe rack; that was one of the first things | |ooked at after | saw Stoye had been stabbed. You
al ways | ook for the kitchen knives in a hone stabbing.

Flick turned to Sam and opened his nouth, and in that

nonment, believe me, | was glad | was nme and not him | thought fast.

"Flick," | said, "I knew where that kid's going. He was all worried about what his old man
woul d think. Here--1 got his address in nmy book."

Fl'ick snapped, "Okay. Get down there right away. I'Il call what's-his-nane--Daniels--fromhere

and tell himto wait for the kid and hold himif he shows up before you do. Get down there, now,
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and hurry. Keep your eyes peeled on the way; you might see himon the street. Look out for that
knife. Kelly, get a general alarmout for that kid soon's |I'moff the phone. O send it fromyour
car."

He turned back to nme, thunbed at Sam "Take himw th you," he says, "I want himout of ny
sight. And if his hot dammed nose gets shiny again see he don't use your sumons book."

We ran out and piled into the car and took off. W didn't go straight to Daniels' address. Sam
hoped we woul d see the kid on the way; | think he had sonme idea of a heroic hand-to-hand grapple
with the kid in which maybe he'd get a little bit stabbed in line of duty, which mght quiet Flick
down sone.

So we cut back and forth between Myrtl e Avenue and Varick; the kid could ve taken a trolley on
one or a bus on the other. W found out soon enough that he'd done neither; he'd found a cab; and
I"d like to know who it was drove that hack

He nust've been a jet pilot.

It was real dark on Daniels' street. The nearest streetlight was a couple hundred feet away,
and there was a big maple tree in Daniels' yard that cast thick black shadow all over the front of
the house. | missed the nunber in the dark and pulled over to the curb; | knew it must be
somewher e around here.

Me and Sam got out and Sam went up on the nearest porch to see the house nunber; Daniels was
two doors away. That's how it was we happened to be far to the left of the house when the killer
rang Daniels' bell.

W both saw it, Samand nme, that snall dark shadow up agai nst Daniels' front door. The door
had a gl ass panel and there was sone sort of a night light on inside, so all we saw was the dark

blob waiting there, ringing on the bell. | guess Daniels was awake, after Flick's phone call.
I grabbed Samis arm and he shook ne free. He had his gun out. | said, "What are you gonna
do?" He was all hopped up, | guess.

He wanted to make an arrest or sonething. He wanted to be The Man here. He didn't want to go
back on a beat. He said, "You know how Stoye was killed. Just like that."

That made sense, but | said, "Saml You're not going to shoot a kid!"

"Just wing him if it |ooks--"

Just then the door opened. There wasn't nmuch light. | saw Daniels, a stocky, balding man with
a very nmld face, peering out. | saw an armconme up fromthat snmall shadowy bl ob. Then Samfired
twice. There was a shrill scream and the clatter of a knife on the porch. |I heard Ronnie yell,
"Dad! Dad!"

Then Sam and | were poundi ng over to the house. Daniels was frozen there, staring down onto
the porch and the porch steps.

At the foot of the steps the kid was huddl ed. He was unconsci ous. The ham slicer gl eaned
wi ckedly on the steps near his hand.

| called out, "M. Daniels! W're the police. Better get back inside."

And together Samand | lifted up the kid. He didn't weigh nuch. Going inside, Samtripped over
his big flat feet and | swore at him

W put the kid down on the couch. |I didn't see any bl ood. Daniels was dithering around Iike an
old lady. | pushed himinto a chair and told himto stay there and try to take it easy.

Sam went to phone Flick. | started going over the kid.

There was no bl ood.

There were no holes in him either; not a nick, not a graze. | stood back and scratched ny
head.

Daniels said, "What's wong with hin? What happened?”

Inside, | heard Sam at the phone. "Yeah, we got 'im It was the kid all right. Tried to stab
his old man. I winged him Huh? | don't know. W' re |ooking himover now Yeah."

"Take it easy," | said again to Daniels. He | ooked rough. "Stay fight there."

| went to the door, which was standing open. Over by the porch rail | saw sonething shining
green and steel blue. | started over to it, tripped on sonething yielding, and went flat on ny

face. Sam cane running out. "Wat's the--uh!" and he came sailing out and | anded on top of ne.
He's a big boy.

| said, "My goodness, Sam that was careless of you," or words to that effect, and sone other
thi ngs amounting to naybe Flick had the right idea about him

"Dam it, Delehanty," he says, "I tripped on sonething. What are you doi ng sprawl ed out here,
anyway ?"

"I was looking for--" and |I picked it up, the green and steel blue thing. It was a Finnish
sheath knife, long and pointed, double razor edges, scrollwork up near the hilt. Blood, still a
bit tacky, in the scrollwork
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"Where'd that come fronP" grunted Sam and took it "Hey! Flick just told ne the nedic says
St oye was stabbed with a two-edged knife. You don't suppose--"

"I don't suppose nothin'," | said, getting up. "On your feet, Sam Flick finds us like this,
he'll think we're playing nmunblety-peg . . . tell you what, Sam | took a junmp knife off the kid
out there, and it only had a single edge."

I went down the steps and picked it up. Sam pointed out that the kid had never had a chance to
use the ham slicer

| shrugged that off. Flick was paid the nost for thinking--let himdo nost of the thinking. |
went to the side of the door, and | ooked at the bell push to get an idea as to how it might take
prints, and then went inside. Sam canme straight in and tripped again.

"Pick up ya feet!"

Sam had fallen to his knees this tine. He growl ed somet hi ng and, sw ngi ng around, went to
feeling around the porch floor with his hands. "Now it's patty-cake," | said. "For Pete's sake,
Sam -"

I nside Daniels was on the floor by the couch, rubbing the kid' s hands, saying, real scared
i ke, "Ronnie! Ronnie!"

"Del ehanty!"

Hal f across the room | turned. Samwas still on his knees just outside the door, and his face
was sonething to see. "Del ehanty, just conme here, will you?"

There was sonething in his voice that left no roomfor a wisecrack. I went right to him He

noti oned me down beside him took ny wist and pushed nmy hand downwar d.
It touched sonething, but--there was nothing there.
W | ooked at each other, and I wish I could wite down what that | ook said.
I touched it again, felt it. It was |like cloth, then like flesh, yielding, then bony.
"It's the Invisible Man!" breathed Sam bug-eyed.

"Stop tal king nonsense,” | said thickly. "And besides, it's a woman. Look here."
"Il take your word for it," said Sam backing away. "Anyhow, |I'ma married man."
Cars cane, screaming as usual. "Here's Flick."

Flick and his npbb came streaning up the steps.
"What's going on here? Were's the killer?"
Sam stood in front of the doorway, holding his hands out |ike he was unsnarling traffic. He

was shaking. "Walk over this side," he said, "or you'll step on her."

"What are you gibbering about? Step on who?"

Sam f | apped his hands and pointed at the floor. Flick and Brown and the others all | ooked
down, then up again. | don't know what got into ne. | just couldn't help it. | said, "He found a

| ady- bug and he don't want you to step on it."

Flick got so mad, so quick, he didn't even swear.

W went inside. The nedic was working over the boy, ewho was still unconscious. Flick was
demandi ng, "Well! Well? What's the matter with hin®"

"Not a thing | can find out, not wthout a fluoroscope and sonme bl ood tests. Shock, naybe."

" Shot ?" gasped Dani el s.

"Definitely not," said the MO

Flick said, very, very quietly, "Samtold ne over the phone that he had shot the boy. Wat
about this, Delehanty? Can you talk sense, or is Sam contagi ous?"

| told himwhat we had seen fromthe side of the house. | told himthat we couldn't be sure
who it was that rang the bell, but that we saw whoever it was raise a knife to strike, and then
Sam fired, and then we ran up and found the kid lying at the bottomof the steps. W heard a knife
fall

"Did you hear himfall down the steps?”

"No, " said Sam

"Shut up, you," said Flick, not looking at him "Well, Del ehanty?"

"I don't think so," | said, thinking hard. "It all happened so fast."

"It was a girl."

"What was a girl? Wo said that?"

Daniels shuffled forward. "I answered the door. A girl was there. She had a knife. A long one,
pointed. | think it was doubl e-edged."

"Here it is," said Sam brightly.

Flick raised his eyes to heaven, noved his lips silently, and took the knife.

"That's it," said Daniels. "Then there was a gunshot, and she screaned and fell."

"She did, huh? \Were is she?"

"I--1 don't know," said Daniels in puzzl enent.
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"She's still there," said Samsnugly. | thought, oh-oh. This is it.

"Thank you, Sam" said Flick icily. "Wuld you be good enough to point her out to nme?"

Sam nodded. "There. Right there," and he pointed.

"See her, lying there in the doorway," | piped up

Flick | ooked at Sam and he | ooked at nme. "Are you guys trying to--uk!" Hi s eyes bul ged, and
his jaw went sl ack.

Everyone in the roomfroze. There, in plain sight on the porch, lay the body of a girl. She
was quite a pretty girl, small and dark. She had a bullet hole on each side of her neck, a little
one here and a great big one over here.

VI |

Tol d by the Author
THEODORE STURGEON

I DON' T nuch care for the way this story's going.

You want to wite a story, see, and you sit down in front of the mll, wait until that certain
feeling comes to you, hold off a second | onger just to be quite sure that you know exactly what
you want to do, take a deep breath, and get up and make a pot of coffee.

This sort of thing is likely to go for days, until you are out of coffee and can't get nore
until you can pay for sane, which you can do by witing a story and selling it; or until you get
tired of nessing around and sit down and wite a yarn purely by neans of knowing howto do it and
appl yi ng the know edge.

But this story's different. It's coming out as if it were being dictated to me, and |' m not
used to that. It's a haywire sort of yarn; | have no excuses for it, and can think of no reasons
for such a plot having unfolded itself to ne. It isn't that | can't finish it up; far fromit--al
the plot factors tie thenselves neatly together at the end, and this with no effort on ny part at
all.

This can be denonstrated; it's the last chapter that bothers ne. You see, | didn't wite it.
Ei t her someone's playing a practical joke on me, or-- No. | prefer to believe soneone's playing a
practical joke on ne.

O herwise, this thing is just too horrible.

But about that denonstration, here's what happened:

Flick never quite recovered fromthe shock of seeing that sudden corpse. The careful services
of the doctor were not required to show that the young | ady was dead, and Flick recovered hinself
enough to start asking questions.

It was Daniels who belatedly identified her as the nurse he had seen at the hospital the day
Ms. Stoye killed herself. The nurse's nane was Lucille Holder. She had cone from Engl and as a
girl; she had a flaw ess record abroad and in this country. The head doctor told the police on
| ater investigation, that he had al ways been anazed at the trenendous anount of work M ss Hol der
could turn out, and had felt that inevitably sone sort of a breakdown nust come. She went all to
pi eces on Ms. Stoye's death, and he sent her on an inmredi ate vacation

Her nmovenents were not difficult to trace, after she left the adnm nistrative office, where she
ascertained M. Daniels' address. She went first to his house, and the only conclusion the police
could conme to was that she had done so on purpose to kill him But he was not there: he, it seens,
had been trying to find her at the hospital at the tine! So she left. The follow ng night she went
out to Stoye's, rang the bell, and killed him

Ronni e foll owed her, apparently filled with the same unaccountabl e inpul se, and was late. M ss
Hol der went then to Daniels' house and tried to kill him but was shot by the policeman, just as
Ronni e, late again, arrived.

Ronnie lay in a cona for eight weeks. The diagnosis was brain fever, which served as well as
anything else. He renenbered little, and that confused. He did, however, vouch for the nurse's
visit to his home the night of Ms. Stoye's death. He could not explain why he had kept it a
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secret fromhis father, nor why he had had the inpulse to kill M. Stoye (he admitted this inpulse
freely and without any horror), nor how he had happened to think of finding Stoye's address
through the information operator at the tel ephone conpany.

He sinply said that he wanted to get it w thout asking any traceabl e questions. He al so
adm tted that when he found that M. Stoye had already been killed, he felt that he nust secure
anot her weapon, and go and kill his father.

He says he renenbers thinking of it w thout any enotion whatsoever at the tinme, though he was
appal l ed at the thought after he came out of the coma.

"It's all like a story | read a long tine ago," he said. "I don't renmenber doing these things
at all; | renenber seeing them done."

When the policenman shot M ss Holder, Ronnie felt nothing; the Iights went out, and he knew
not hi ng until eight weeks |ater

These things remained unexpl ained to the participants:

Ms. Stoye's disappearing body. The witnesses were the two Daniels and Mss Holder. Mss
Hol der could not report it; Ronnie did not remenber it; M. Daniels kept his own counsel

Lucill e Hol der's di sappearing body. Daniels said nothing about this either, and for the rest
of his life tried to forget it. The nenbers of the homicide detail and the two prowl car nen tried
to forget it, too. It was not entered in the records of the case. It seemed to have no beari ng,
and all concerned were happy to erase it as much as possible. If they spoke of it at all, it was
in terms of mass hypnosis-- which was reasonably accurate, at that. .

Lucille Holder's nmotive in killing M. Stoye and in trying to kill M. Daniels. This could
only be guessed at; it was sinple to put it down to the result of a nervous breakdown after
over wor k.

Ms. Stoye's suicide. This, too, was attributed to a nounting nental depression and was
forgotten as quickly as possible.

And two other itens nust be nentioned. The radi o patrol man Sam was called on the carpet by
Detective Lieutenant Flick for inefficiency in letting the boy Ronnie go. He was not punished,
oddly enough. He barely nentioned the corpse of Lucille Holder, and that there were witnesses to
the fact that apparently the Iieutenant had not seen it, though he had stepped right over it on
the way into Daniels' house. Flick swore that he was being franed, but |et Sam al one thereafter

The other itemhas to do with Mss Jennie Beaufort, an operator in the Information O fice of
t he tel ephone conmpany. M ss Beaufort won a prize on a radio quiz--a car, a plane, tw stoves, a
fur coat, a dianond ring, a set of Swi ngFree Shoul der pads, and a 38-day South American cruise.
She quit her job the foll owing day, took the cruise, enjoyed it mghtily, |earned on her return
that incone tax was due on the valuation of all her prizes, sold enough to pay the tax, and was so
frightened at the noney it took that she went back to work at her old job.

So, you see, these tangled deaths, these nad actions, were all explained, forgotten
rationalized--made to fit familiar patterns, as were Charles Fort's strange |lights and shapes in
the night, as were the Flying Discs, the disappearance of Lord Bathhurst, the teleportatioin of
Kaspar Hauser, and the di sappearance of the crew of the Mary Cel este.

| leave it to the reader to explain the following chapter. | found it by and in ny typewiter
yesterday afternoon (1'd been witing this story all the previous night). Physically, it was the
nmost extraordinary | ooking nanuscript | have ever seen

In the first place the paper bails had apparently been released nost of the tinme, and letters
ran into each other and |lines crossed and recrossed each other with wild abandon. In the second
pl ace there were very few capital letters; | was rem nded of Don Marquis's heroic Archy the
cockroach, who used to wite long effusions while M. Marquis was asl eep, by junping fromone key
to the other.

But Archy was not heavy enough to operate the shift key, and so he eschewed the upper case
characters. In the third place, the spelling was indescribable. It was a nixture of phonetics and
sonething |ike Speed-witing, or ABC shorthand. It begins this way:

i mma thngg weh livz n fantsy whr tru fantsy z fond n th nmynz v m.

I couldn't possibly inflict it all on you in its original form It took ne the better part of
two hours just to get the pages in order--they weren't nunbered, of course.

After | plowed through it nyself, | understook a free translation. | have rewitten it twice
since, finding nore rhythm nore fluidity, each tine, as | becone famliar with the extraordinary
idiomin which it was witten. | think that as it now stands it closely follows the intent and
mood of the original. The punctuation is entirely mne; | regard punctuation as inflection in
print, and have treated this accordingly, as if it were read al oud.
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I must say this: there are three other people who could conceivably have had access to this
machi ne while | was asleep. They are Jeff and Les and Mary.

I know for a fact that Jeff, who is an artist, was busy the entire tinme with a nonobjective
pai nting of unusual vividness and detail; | know how he works, and | know what the picture | ooked
like when | quit witing for the night, and what it |ooked |ike when | woke up, and believe nme, he
must have been painting |like mad the entire tine--he and no one el se.

As for Les, he works in the advertising departnment of a book publisher and obvi ously has not
the literary command i ndicated by this nmanuscript.

And Mary--1 am |l ucky enough to be able to say that Mary is very fond of ne, and would be the
| ast person in the world to present me with such a nasty jolt as is innate in this final chapter.
Here it is; and please forgive me for this lengthy but necessary introduction to it, and for ny
intrusion; this sort of thing is strictly against the rules.

VI
n o

I AM A THING which lives in fantasy, where true fantasy lives in the nmnds of nen.

What funmbling is this, what clunsiness, what pain. . . . | who never was a wei ght, who never
turned, coerced, nor pressed a person, never ordered, never forced--1 who live with [aughter, die
with weeping, rise and hope and cheer with man's achi evenents, yet with failure and despair go
nunb and cold and silent and unnoticeabl e--what have | to do with agony?

Know me, manki nd, know nme now and |l et me be

Know the worst. | feed on you. | eat and breathe no substance but a precious ether. No, not
souls (but where a soul is strong and clean | live ny best). | take this guarded essence where
can, and thrive on it; and when | choose a host | aminprisoned, for | may not |eave himwhile he
lives, and when he dies | nmust |ocate another to inhabit. And | have . . . powers.

But know this too: The thing that | take is the essence of joy--and in joy is created an
excess of that which | need. | drink in your reservoir, yes; but when there is drought and the

| evel is low, and your needs are increased, and the water turns bitter with flavors of worry, and
anger, and fear, then | shrink and | soften, and lose all nmy hunger; and then if you grieve, if
your spirit is broken, if you should forget all the pleasure and gl ory and wonder of being a man--
then | die.

Such a death is not death as you know it. It is nore a waiting unnoving within a soul's
winter, to wake with the spring of the heart. But where people grieve over years, or let fear
share their souls with ne, then | nust wait for the walls of ny prison to crunble.

Then, after the death of ny host | go drifting, seeking another. That is ny Search, and in it,
for me, is the ultimte cold. No human can know such a thing, for death, for a human, is kinder

I amand | amnot a parasite. | feed on your substance; yet what living thing in the world
does not feed on the substance of others? And | take only excess--take only that which you radiate
gaily when you feel joy.

When you feel otherwise, then | nust wait, or nust sleep, or nmust die. Wiere is the evil in
being a parasite, when | take only a product which you never need? | denmand only sustenance; that
is the right of all living things. | ask in addition a thing which is sinple enough--1 ask to be
left to nyself, to encyst or to flower or sleep or be joyful, w thout any devilish probing.

| do not know how old I any | do not know if there are others like me. | do not know how many
hosts | have inhabited, or whether | was born or hatched, or whether, |like a human, | nust one day
truly die. | shall, no doubt; I amalive, and nothing |lives forever. | know ny years are
t housands, and ny hosts have been in scores of hundreds. | have no interest in statistics.

Yet you must knowne.... | think my origins were like a plant's--an accidental seed of
sensual ity perhaps. My infancy was passed in dreanms, in sightless stirrings when the stinmulation
nmerited, and bl acknesses between. | think that when ny hosts passed on, ny knotted insubstantia

cyst just drifted Iike a petal on a roiling stream it bunped and nuzzled and at |ast slipped in
when chance presented hosts which qualified.

To qualify, in those uncaring phases, nen had but to show an openness and nothing nore. And
when | gai ned experience and consci ousness increased, and realization came to me, and | was grown
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and had ability to choose, | gained as well the power of rejection.

And after that | was no |onger bound to sickly children, open to me through their thirst for
colors, senses, odors, vivid to themthrough unsaid convictions that the end was near. | becane
increasingly neticulous in choosing; | becane an expert in detecting signs of whinmsy-richness in
its earliest potential. | have powers.

You have powers too, you human ones. You can change the color of a life by vicious striking at
a stranger-child. You can give away a thing you treasure, making nenories which |ater mght
conmpose a synphony. You can do a thousand thousand things you never do; you never try; there is no
reason to depart from paths you have established. Wen, however, circunstances force you into it,
you do the "superhuman."

Once ny host was Annabelle, a wonan on a farm (She loved the birds!) In a blizzard she was
| ost; she was old and had a crippled knee, and could not find the road, and could not |ast the
ni ght. She stunbled on a post which stood erect and |onesonme on the prairie, and, without a
consci ous thought of bravery, or what manki nd nmight say to her, she put a hand upon the weathered
wood, and in the blowi ng snow and bitter cold, she wal ked around the post-- around and around, in
spite of age and pain and grow ng nunbness, wal ked around the post until the sun came up in
bl owi ng gray, then grow ng col d.

They found her and they saved her, when in truth she saved herself. There was about her such a
cloud of pure achi evenent, such a joy at having cheated wind and cold! (I fed that day; | stil
possess the energies she radiated!) ... | have powers; all have powers, when we're forced to use
them | have powers, you have too, which you have never catal oged.

I have powers--now | use theni

| have no host. Such bitterness and agony as | have just experienced | never want again. M

Search, this time, will be a thorough one and for it, now, | make ny sacrifice. | am unknown; but
with this script, these purposely hypnotic words, 1 shall be known! | sacrifice ny privacy, ny
yearning for the pl easant weightless dark where | have dwelt. | chall enge mankind' s probing, for
t hrough these bright words and burni shed continuities, | shall locate a host who will defend ne!

I had a nan--he had ne, possibly--who woul d have fought for ne. And after himl dwelt within a
worman's mnd--the richest and nost nmagical to all. The man was one of those who, on maturing,

never |lost the colorful ability to wonder like a child. And one day, mining, imtating a precise
and dainty minuet in joyful incongruity (he danced al one upon the bouncing platformof a truck) a
falling girder struck himand he died. I had no warning and no way to nmake a Search; | flung
mysel f into the nmind of one who was nearby in close communion with nmy dead host's whi nsy.

Grace had a mind that was magi ¢ throughout. Never in thousands of years have | seen such a
shi mering jewel; never in thousands of pages of words found in thousands of |anguages coul d such
a trove be described. Al that she saw was transnuted in sibilant subleties; all that she heard
was in breath-taking colors and shapes. Wat she touched, what she said, what she saw, what she
felt, what she thought --these were all blended in joy.

She was the pinnacle; she was the source of the heady exuberant food which in flavor eclipsed

my nost radiant nmenories. She, like the blizzard of Annabelle--she was the suitable circunstance,
bringi ng about the release of the powers | held all untried.
| stirred in her mind. | found | could reach out and touch certain sources of hunger--sights

that she never had seen and sensations she never had turned to, things which should surely delight
such a sensitive soul
I found to ny joy that with care | controlled them the hungers for things | remenbered in

hosts |l ess responsive. | practiced this skill as she broadened her life, and | led her to nusic
and poens and thoughts which she never, perhaps, could have found by herself. She had every reason
for happiness with all these riches, and I--oh, | gloried in bringing things to her, as nmany a

gi fted conposer has brought a new nmusic to sone virtuoso.

But her husband was Stoye.

Stoye was a devil. He hated me for what | was, before he could define it. Hs mind was quite
as rich as hers, but sonething curbed it. Gowing with her was inpossible; he sensed with rare
perception that a Thing had cone to her, and since that Thing was not of him he hated it. It
mattered not to himthat she was better for it. Brutally he turned awav from sharing what |
brought into his hone.

And she--1 could not take her fromhim How | tried! Poor treasure trove, she was at last a
battl eground between that questing creature and nyself. He hounded me through her, and | struck
back by taking her to rare enchantments in which he could not share.

He was the first--the very first--of all the humans |I have known, to recognize nme and to seek
me out. This recognition was intolerable; all ny life | have avoided it, and lived in war and
secret joyful ness. He goaded ne until | evidenced nyself; | never realized | could make a hunan
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speak, but Grace spoke for me when she said that "It wants only to be let alone."
She m ght as well have died, right then and there, for all the sustenance | got from here

thereafter. | knew that she would kill herself; between us, her and ne, there was a nmadness caught
from Stoye.

Stoye put her, nunmb and docile, in the hospital. | started to encyst, for Grace's well was dry
tone. | found a likely subject in the nurse, who seened as sensitive as Grace (but |acked that

fine capacity for whinsy) and | poised nyself to nake the change. Wile waiting, then, | thought
of Stoye--and realized that, with G ace's death, he would not rest until he found nme and destroyed
me, either by attacking all mnmy hosts, or if he learned the way of it, by closing m nds agai nst ne
by his printed propaganda. He had to be destroyed.

Grace killed herself; her one blind foolishness, her love for Stoye, and all her stupid
t houghts that she had lost it, nade her do it. | mght have stopped her; but why should I, when
needed a release fromall her bitterness? Believe me, it was just as strong as all her joys had

been . . . before she | eaped she tried to warn him tried to send sone crazy nessage to him
through a youngster standi ng down bel ow.
My connection with her was not close just then; | amnot sure; she still was set on death as

an escape but w shed her husband to be watchful and protect hinself. And then she | eaped.

And then it cane--that awful anputation

| could not kriow that Ronnie was so strong a host, potentially--that so well suited to ne was
he that, as | flashed upward to the nurse, to take possession, | was torn apart!

I have no substance; yet | aman entity, with linmts and with boundaries. These were ruptured;
while ny greater . part found roomw thin the nurse's mnd, a fragnent nestled into Ronnie's.

At first | felt a transcendental pain and dizziness; and then | did the things | could to be
protected. | hid the crunpled body with a forced hypnotic wave (this is no subtle nystery; a
thousand nen can do it) to keep the wave of terror all confused with curiosity, for terror
undi luted quite inhibits my possession of a host.

| settled into Lucille Holder's mnd and tested the controls which Stoye had forced nme to
develop. Lucille was far less strong than Grace had been, and forcing her was easy. | was wounded
I was maddened, and at last | drank, with purpose and a new dark joy, the thing called hate.

Stoye had to die. The nman called Daniels, Ronnie's father, saw G ace | eap and was a Wwitness.
Possi bly he might becone too curious, with his son possessed, and be anot her probing devil. He
must die. Ronnie had a part of me, and | did not think he could release it while he lived. So he
must die.

To test ny new controls, | seiit the nurse at first to do the m nor task. The el der Daniels
was not there; and when | found nyself confronted with that other part of ne, | nearly died of
yearning. And | realized, in that closeness, that the boy could be controlled as well, and that he
could destroy his father quite at ny convenience, while Lucille could kill himlater. Satisfied,
went away.

| spent that night and all next day securing my controls, and practicing. And | ate the night
that followed, | killed Stoye, and two strange things happened.

One was when Stoye died; | felt a wave of powerful protectiveness about himas he fled his
body, and | sensed again the fullest, richest nagic that was Grace. | was terrified of it; | had

never known before that humans could outlive their carcasses
The other thing was the arrival of Ronnie, apparently noved by the part of me carried within
him Yet since he possessed but a fragnent, his effort was late and his notive was weak, and

feared that he m ght make a botch of the killing of Daniels. | therefore sent Lucille to do it;
Ronni e, again weak and tardy, followed ny orders.
The gunshot, the bullet which shattered the neck of the nurse, were quite unexpected. | was

flung unprepared into cold, in ny nakedness, cold indescribable, cold beyond bearing. Yet | was
glad; for the fraction of ne that was Ronnie's cane streaning toward me as | was expl oded away
fromthe nurse. The wench it gave Ronnie nust have been dreadful; when | settle into a host al
my roots go down deep.

I hid Lucille's body and searched all the mnds in the house for a suitable host. Ronnie was

perfect, unconscious and closed. Daniels was fretful; | can't abide fear. | fought back the cold,
drew i nward, contracted, and forned, at long last, a newcyst. | let Lucille' s body be seen, and
ignoring the others--their whinsy was as flat as their oversized feet-- | withdrew

And | have been thi nking.

Sorre things were inmportant that now cannot nmatter. | amdifferent because of the searchings of
Stoye--1 blame himfor all that has happened, and that is a thing which can no | onger natter

I know how to hate now, and how to make nurder; the taste of these things is still bitter, but

so is the taste of good stout when first taken, and stout has a taste worth acquiring. Like G ace
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| still have all ny earlier qualities--the sun on a nountain or watching the curve of the w ng of
a gull (through a host) certainly has all the zest for me that it has ever had. Now | have nore,
though; and that is a thing which can matter very nuch i ndeed.

| have been selfish. It never occurred to ne, back in the days of the man who did mnuets
joyfully, that | might do sonething for himwhom| choose as a host. Grace taught ne that, purely
by feeding me richly through her experiences, purely by being a subject for ny school ed
suggestions. There may have been many who carried me, who were susceptible to ny control

I could not know without trying, and | never tried this command until G ace took ne in. And
since then | hunger, | thirst for the richness and beauty and shifting and changing of colors and
sounds whi ch she brought ne, and never again will rest and be fed and be happy to have just enough
to sustain ne.

| drift, now, encysted, but testing ny powers when never before had | thought of them | find
I amnobile; also, to certain degrees, | can nmove things--this witing machine, for exanple,
though it is slow and laborious. | find I can whisper to humans and fit some strange thoughts and
i deas to each ot her.

| have | ooked for a host for a weary, cold while, and ny energies seemto be dw ndling.

still have enough, though, to search for a tinme, and soon now I'l|l have what | need.

"1l find, soon, a person, a man or a wonan, or even a sensitive child. This one will be mine
and I'lIl lead himto wonders of sense and of nusic and heady adventure. | think | amlearning to
savor the tartness of terror, the bloody salt flavor of killing with purpose. My host will exist

in a series of colorful pageants and nmove in a world of enotional riches, all of my careful est
choosi ng.

And for this | sacrifice that which | guarded--ny passion for quiet and secret enjoynents. |
say to you, Know ne! Suspect ne! for by your suspicion you open yourself to nmy com ng. And when
some great nmural is painted by someone who never did passable work in his |life before that,
suspect me. And when in a prison some cringing psychotic says, over and over, "A voice said to do
it!" suspect ne.

Whenever you walk in the street and feel a strange spasm of nausea, suspect ne indeed; for
then | aminjured, and what you have seen is a part-host |ike Ronnie; and know that that person
nmust die--and can kill if | will it.

| am so col d.

| wite this because in nmy search for a host who is perfect, | find that one segnent of humans
is alnobst entirely open. These are the readers and tellers of tales of the dark and of terror and
madness. The one who has witten these chapters would serve as a host--but | fear he would turn on
me, feed on ny nenories, use ne for piddling profit in plying his trade.

Besides, he's a bit superficial for one of ny tastes. | know his intentions, however, and what
he will do with this script. | know he is frightened because of the way this long tale has
unfol ded, | know, too, that nothing will keep himfromseeing it printed.

When it is read, though, by thousands of |ike-nmi nded people over the world, and he hears of
the nusic and nurder created by soneone who fell to ne only through reading it, then he will curse
and will wish he were dead, and wi sh he had torn this to pieces.

- end-
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