Wednesday's Child
William Tenn

When hefirst cameto scrutinize Wednesday Gresham with his rimless spectacles and watery blue eyes,
Fabian Balik knew nothing of the biological contradictions that were so incredibly a part of her essential
body structure. He had not even no-ticed—as yet—that she was aremarkably pretty girl with eyeslike
rain-sparkling violets. His origind preoccupation with her was solely and specificaly asaproblemin
personnd administration.

All of which was not too surprising, because Fabian Balik was athoroughly intent, thoroughly
sincere young office manager, who had convinced his glands conclusively, in severd bitter skirmishes,
that their interests didn't have a chance againgt the inter-ests of Saughter, Stark & Slingsby: Advertisng
& Public Rdations.

Wednesday was one of the best stenographersin the secretaria pool that was un-der hisimmediate
supervison. Therewere, however, smal but highly unusud der-élictionsin her employment history. They
consisted of peculiarities which aless dedicated and ambitious personnel man might have put asde as
meretrifles, but which Fabian, after acareful study of her six-year record with the firm, felt he could not,
in good conscience, ignore. On the other hand, they would obvioudy require an extended discussion and
he had strong views about cutting into an employeg's working time.

Thus, much to the astonishment of the office and the confusion of Wednesday hersdlf, he cameup to
her one day a noon, and informed her quite camly that they were going to have lunch together.

"Thisisaniceplace," heannounced, when they had been shown to atable. "It's not too expensive,
but I've discovered it servesthe best food in the city for the price. And it'sabit off the beaten track so
that it never getstoo crowded. Only people who know what they want manage to come here.”

Wednesday glanced around, and nodded. "Yes," shesaid. "I likeit too. | eat here alot with the
girls"

After amoment, Fabian picked up amenu. "'l suppose you don't mind if | order for both of us?' he
inquired. "The chef isused to my tastes. Helll treet usright.”

Thegirl frowned. "I'm terribly sorry, Mr. Baik, but—"

"Yes?' he said encouragingly, though he was more than surprised. He hadn't ex-pected anything but
compliance. After dl, she was probably papitating a being out with him.

"I'd liketo order for mysdlf,” shesaid. "I'm on a—a pecid diet.”

He raised his eyebrows and was pleased at the way she blushed. He nodded dowly, with dignity,
letting his displeasure come through in the way he pronounced hiswords. "Very well, asyou please.”

A few moments later, though, curiosity got too strong and broke through theice. "What kind of diet
isthat? Fresh-fruit salad, a glass of tomato juice, raw cabbage, and a baked potato? Y ou can't betrying
to loseweight if you eat potatoes.”

Wednesday smiled timidly. "I'm not trying to reduce, Mr. Balik. Those are dl foodsrichin Vitamin
C.I needalot of Vitamin C."

Fabian remembered her smile. There had been afew spots of more-than-natural whitenessiniit.
"Bad teeth?" heinquired.

"Bad teeth and—" Her tongue came out and paused for a thoughtful second be-tween her lips.
"Modtly bad teeth," she said. "Thisisanice place. Theres arestaurant dmost like it near wherel live. Of
courseit'salot cheaper—"



"Do you live with your parents, Miss Gresham?'
"No, | liveaone. I'm an orphan.”

He waited until the waiter had deposited the first course, then speared abit of the shrimp and
returned to the attack. "Since when?”

She gtared at him over her fresh-fruit sdlad. "I beg your pardon, Mr. Balik?"'
"Since when? How long have you been an orphan?”’
"Since | wasalittle baby. Someone left me on the doorstep of afoundling home."

He noticed that while she was replying to his questionsin an even tone of voice, she was staring at
her food with agood deal of concentration and her blush had be-come more pronounced. Was she
embarrassed at having to admit her probable lack of legitimacy? he wondered. Surely she had grown
accustomed to it in—how old was she?—twenty-four years. Nonsense, of course she had.

"But on your origina application form, Miss Gresham, you gave Thomas and Mary Gresham asthe
names of your parents.”

Wednesday had stopped esting and was playing with her water glass. "They were an old couple
who adopted me," she said in avery low voice. "They died when | wasfifteen. | have no living relatives.”

"That you know of," he pointed out, railsing a cautionary finger.

Much to Fabian's surprise she chuckled. It was avery odd chuckle and made him fed extremely

uncomfortable. "That'sright, Mr. Balik. | have no living rdaives—that | know of." Shelooked over his
shoulder and chuckled again. "That | know of," she repeated softly to hersdlf.

Fabian fdt irritably that the interview was somehow getting away from him. Heraised hisvoice
dightly. "ThenwhoisDr. Morris Lorington?'

Shewas attentive again. In fact, wary was more likeit. "Dr. Morris Lorington?"
"Y es, the man you said should be notified in case of emergency. In case anything happened to you
while you were working for us."

Shelooked very wary now. Her eves were narrowed, she was watching him very closely; her
breathing was a bit faster, too. "Dr. Lorington is an old friend. He—he was the doctor at the orphanage.
After the Greshams adopted me, | kept going to him whenever—" Her voicetrailed off.

"Whenever you needed medicd attention?' Fabian suggested.

"Ye-es" shesad, brightening, asif he had come up with an entirely novel reason for consulting a
physician. "l saw him whenever | needed medica attention.”

Fabian grunted. There was something very wrong but tantalizingly eusive about thiswhole business.
But she was answering his questions. He couldn't deny that: she was certainly answering.

"Do you expect to see him next October?' he inquired.

And now Wednesday was no longer wary. She was frightened. "Next October?' she quavered.

Fabian finished the lagt of his shrimp and wiped hislips. But he didn't take his eyes off her. "Yes,
next October, Miss Gresham. Y ou've applied for amonth'sleave of ab-sence, beginning October

fifteenth. Five years ago, after you had been working for Saughter, Stark and Slingsby for thirteen
months, you aso applied for aleave of asence in October.”

Hewas amazed at how scared shelooked. He felt triumphantly that he had been right in looking into
this. The feeling he had about her had not been merely curios-ity; it had been an ingtinct of good
personnd management

"But I'm not getting paid for the time off. I'm not asking to be paid for it, Mr. Balik. And | didn't get
paid the—the other time."

She was clutching her napkin up near her face, and she gave the impression of being ready to bolt



through the back door of the restaurant. Her blushes had departed with such thoroughness asto leave
her skin absolutely white.

"Thefact that you're not going to be paid for the time off, Miss Gresham—" Fabian began, only to
be interrupted by the waiter with the entree. By the time the man had gone, he was annoyed to observe
that Wednesday had used the respite to recover some of her poise. While shewas till pale, shehad a
spot of red in each cheek and she was leaning back in her chair now instead of using the edge of it.

"Thefact that you're not going to be paid is of no consequence,” he continued nonetheless. "It's
merely logica. After dl, you have two weeks of vacation with pay every year. Which bringsmeto the
second point. You have every year made two un-usual requests. First, you've asked for an additional
week's leave of absence without pay, making three weeksin all. And then you've asked—"

"Totakeitintheearly Spring," shefinished, her voice entirdly under control. "'Isthere anything
wrong with that, Mr. Balik? That way | don't have any conflict with the other girlsand thefirmissure of a
secretary being in the office dl through the summer.”

"There's nothing wrong with that per se. By that | mean,” he explained carefully, "that thereis nothing
wrong with the arrangement as such. But it makesfor loose ends, for organizational confusion. And
loose ends, Miss Gresham, loose ends and organi zational confusion have no place in awell-regulated
office”

He was pleased to note that she was looking uncomfortable again.

"Doesthat mean—are you trying to tell me that—I might be laid off?"

"It could happen,” Fabian agreed, neglecting to add that it was, however, very un-likely to happenin
the case of a secretary who was as generdly efficient on the one hand, and asinnocuous on the other, as
Wednesday Gresham. He carefully cut afork-sized portion of roast beef free of its accompanying strip of
orangefat before going on. "Look at it thisway. How would it beif every girl in the office asked for an
additiona week'sleave of absence every year—even if it was without pay, asit would have to be? And
then, every few years, wanted an additional month's leave of absence on top of that? What kind of an
office would we have, Miss Gresham? Not awell-regulated one, certainly.”

As he chewed the roast beef with the requisite thoroughness he beamed at the thoughtful concern on
her face and was mentally grateful that he hadn't had to present that line of argument to anyone as sharp
asArlette Stein, for example. He knew what the well-hipped thirtyish widow would have immediately
replied: "But every girl inthe office doesn't ask for it, Mr. Bdik." A heavy sneer at such sophistry would
mean littleto Sein.

Wednesday, he appreciated, was not the person to go in for such counterattacks. She wasrolling
her lips distressedly against each other and trying to think of a polite, good-employee way out. There was
only one, and she would have to cometo it in amoment.

Shedid.

"Would it help any,” she began, and stopped. She took a deep breath. "Would it help any, if | told
you the reasons—for the |eaves-of-absence?’

"It would," he said heartily. "It would indeed, Miss Gresham. That way |, as office manager, can
operate from factsinstead of mysteries. | can hear your reasons, weigh them for vaidity and measure
their importance—and your usefulness as a secre-tary—againgt the disorganization your absences create
in the day-to-day operation of Saughter, Stark and Slingsby."

"M-m-m." Shelooked troubled, uncertain. "I'd liketo think abit, if you don't mind."

Fabian waved a cauliflower-filled fork magnanimoudy. "Take dl thetimein theworld! Think it out
carefully. Don't tell me anything you aren't perfectly willing to tell me. Of course anything you do tdl me
will be, | am surel need hardly reassure you, completely confidentid. | will treat it as officia knowledge,
Miss Gresham—not personal. And while you're thinking, you might start eating your raw cabbage.
Beforeit getscold,” he added with arich, executive-type chuckle.



She nodded him a half-smile that ended in asigh and began working at her platein an
absent-minded, not-particularly-hungry fashion.

"You see" she began abruptly asif she'd found a good point of departure, "'some things happen to
me that don't happen to other people.”

"That, | would say, isfairly obvious"

"They're not bad things. | mean what, oh, the newspaperswould cal bad. And they're not
dangerousthings, exactly. They're—they're more physica-like. They're thingsthat could happen to my

Fabian finished his plate, sat back and crossed hisarms. "Could you bejust alittle more specific?
Unless—" and he was struck by ahorrifying thought—"unless they're what isknown as, er, as female
difficulties. In that case, of course—"

Thistime she didn't even blush. "Oh, no. Not at dl. At least theresvery little of that. It's—other
things. Like my gppendix. Every year | have to have my appendix out."

"Y our gppendix?’ Heturned that over in hismind. "Every year? But ahuman being only has one
appendix. And onceit'sremoved, it doesn't grow back.”

"Mine does. On the tenth of April, every singleyear, | get gppendicitis and have to have an
operation. That'swhy | take my vacation then. And my teeth. Every fiveyears, | losedl my teeth. | Sart
losing them about thistime, and | have some dental plates that were made when | was younger—I| use
them until my teeth grow back. Then, about the middie of October, the last of them goes and new ones
gart coming up. | can't use my denta plates while they're growing, so | look kind of funny for awhile.
That'swhy | ask for aleave of absence. In the middie of November, the new teeth are amost full-grown,
and | come back to work."

Shetook adeep breath and timidly lifted her eyesto hisface. That was all she evi-dently had to say.
Or wished to.

All through dessert, he thought about it. He was positive she wastdling the truth. A girl like
Wednesday Gresham didn't lie. Not to such afantastic extent. Not to her boss.

"Well," hesaid at lagt. "It's certainly very unusud.”

"Yes" sheagreed. "Very unusud.”

"Do you have anything €l se the matter with—I mean, are there any other pecu-liarities—Oh, darn!
Isthere anything dse?'

Wednesday consdered. "There are. But, if you don't mind, Mr. Bdlik, I'd rather not—"

Fabian decided not to take that. "Now see here, Miss Gresham,” he said firmly. "Let usnot play
games. You didn't haveto tell me anything, but you decided, for yoursdlf, for your own good reasons, to
do s0. Now | must insist on the whole story, and noth-ing but the whole story. What other physical
difficulties do you have?'

It worked. She cringed abit in her chair, Straightened up again, but alittle weakly, and began: "I'm
sorry, Mr. Bdik, | wouldn't dream of—aof playing gameswith you. There arelots of other things, but
none of them interfere with my work, redly. Like | have sometiny hairs growing on my fingernails. See?"

Fabian glanced at the hand held across the table. A few almost microscopic ten-drils on each
glittering hard surface of fingernail.

"What €se?'

"Well, my tongue. | have afew hairs on the underside of my tongue. They don't bother me, though,
they don't bother mein anyway. And there's my—my—"

"Yes?' he prompted. Who could believe that colorlesslittle Wednesday Gresham...
"My navd. | don't have any navel.”



"Y ou don't have any—But that'simpossiblel" he exploded. He fdlt his glasses diding down his nose.
"Everyone hasanavel! Everyone alive—everyone who's ever been born.”

Wednesday nodded, her eyes unnaturdly bright and large. "Maybe—" she began, and suddenly,
unexpectedly, broke into tears. She brought her hands up to her face and sobbed through them, gredt,
pounding, wracking sobs that pulled her shoulders up and down, up and down.

Fabian's congternation made him completely helpless. Hed never, never in hislife, beenina
crowded restaurant with acrying girl before.

"Now, Miss Gresham—Wednesday," he managed to get out, and he was annoyed to hear ahigh,
skittery notein hisown voice. "Therésno call for this. Surely, thereé's no cal for this? Unh—Wednesday ?

"Maybe," she gasped again, between sobs, "m-maybe that's the answer."

"What's the answer?' Fabian asked loudly, desperately hoping to distract her into some kind of
conversation.

" About—about being born. Maybe—maybe | wasn't born. M-maybe | was m-m-made!”

And then, asif shed merely been warming up before this, she really went into hysterics. Fabian
Bdik at last redlized what he had to do. He paid the check, put hisarm around the girl'swaist and
half-carried her out of the restaurant.

It worked. She got quieter the moment they hit the open air. She leaned againgt a building, not crying
now, and shook her shouldersin asteadily diminishing cre-scendo. Findly, she ulped once, twice, and
turned groggily to him, her face looking asif it had been rubbed determinedly in an artist's turpentine rag.

"I'm s-sorry,” shesaid. "I'm t-terribly s-sorry. | haven't done that for years. But—you see, Mr.
Bdik—I haven't talked about mysdlf for years."

"Thereésanice bar at the corner,” he pointed out, tremendoudly relieved. She'd looked for awhile as
if sheld intended to keep on crying al day! "Let'spop in, and I'll have adrink. Y ou can usethe ladies
room to fix yoursdf up.”

Hetook her arm and steered her into the place. Then he climbed onto abar stool and had himsdlf a
double brandy.

What an experiencel And what astrange, strange girl!

Of course, he shouldn't have pushed her quite so hard on a subject about which she was evidently
S0 sengtive. Wasthat hisfault, though, that she was so sensitive?

Fabian congdered the matter carefully, judicidly, and found in hisfavor. No, it definitdly wasn't his
fault.

But what agtory! The foundling business, the gppendix business, the teeth, the hair on the fingernails
and tongue...And that |ast killer about the navel!

Hed haveto think it out. And maybe held get some other opinions. But one thing he was sure of, as
sureas of hisown manageria capacities: Wednesday Gresham hadn't been lying in any particular.
Wednesday Gresham wasjust not the sort of agirl who made up tall stories about herself.

When shergoined him, he urged her to have adrink. "Help you get agrip on yoursdf.”

She demurred, shedidn't drink very much, she said. But heinssted, and she gavein. "Just aliqueur.
Anything. You order it, Mr. Baik."

Fabian was secretly very pleased at her docility. No reprimanding, no back-biting, like most other
girls—Although what in the world could she reprimand him for?

"You ill look alittlefrayed,” hetold her. "When we get back, don't bother going to your desk. Go
right into Mr. Osborne and finish taking dictation. No point in giving the other girls something to talk
about. I'll Sgninforyou."

Sheinclined her head submissively and continued to Sp from thetiny glass.



"What was that last comment you made in the restaurant—I'm certain you don't mind discussing it,
now—about not being born, but being made? That was an odd thing to say."

Wednesday sighed. "It isn't my own idea. It's Dr. Lorington's. Y ears ago, when he was examining
me, he said that | looked asif 1'd been made—by an amateur. By some-one who didn't have dl the
blueprints, or didn't understand them, or wasn't concen-trating hard enough.”

"Hm." He stared at her, absolutdly intrigued. She looked normal enough. Better than norma, in fact.
Andyet—
Later that afternoon, he telephoned Jm Rudd and made an appointment for right after work. Jm

Rudd had been his roommate in college and was now a doctor: he would be ableto tell him alittle more
about this.

But Jm Rudd wasn't able to help him very much. He listened patiently to Fabian's story about "agirl
I'vejust met" and, at the end of it, leaned back in the new uphol-stered swive chair and pursed hislips at
his diploma, neetly framed and hung on the opposite wall.

"Y ou sure do go in for weirdies, Fabe. For asuperficidly well-adjusted, well-organized guy with a
red taent for the mundane things of life, you pick the damndest women | ever heard of . But that's your
business. Maybeit's your way of adding anecessary pinch of the exotic to the grim daily round. Or
maybe you're making up for the drabness of your father's grocery store.”

"Thisgirl isnot aweirdie" Fabian ingsted angrily. "She'savery smplelittle sec-retary, prettier than
mogt, but that's about all.”

"Haveit your ownway. To me, shesaweirdie. To me, theré'snot ahell of alot of difference—from
your description—between her and that crazy White Russian dame you were running around with back
inour junior year. Y ou know the one | mean—what was her name?"

"Sandra? Oh, Jm, what's the matter with you? Sandrawas a bollixed-up box of dynamite who was
aways blowing up in my face. Thiskid turns pale and diesif | so much asraise my voice. Besides, | had
area puppy-love crush on Sandra; this other girl issomebody | just met, like told you, and | don't fed
anything for her, oneway or the other."

The young doctor grinned. " So you come up to my office and have a consultation about her! Well,
it'syour funeral. What do you want to know?"'

"What causes dl these—these physical peculiarities?!

Dr. Rudd got up and sat on the edge of hisdesk. "Firgt," he said, "whether you want to recognize it
or not, she'sahighly disturbed person. The hystericsin the restaurant point to it, and the fantastic
nonsense she told you about her body pointsto it. So right there, you have something. If only one percent
of what shetold you istrue—and even that | would say is pretty high—it makes sense in terms of
psychasomeatic imbalance. Medicine doesn't yet know quite how it works, but one thing seems certain:
anyone badly mixed up mentally isgoing to be at least alittle mixed up physicdly, too."

Fabian thought about that for awhile. "Jim, you don't know what it meansto those little secretaries
inthe pool to tell liesto the office manager! A fib or two about why they were absent the day before,
yes, but not storieslikethis, not to me"

A shrug. "I don't know what you look like to them: | don't work for you, Fabe. But none of what
you say would hold true for a psycho. And a psycho iswhat | have to consider her. Look, some of that
stuff shetold you isimpossible, some of it has oc-curred in medica literature. There have been
well-authenticated cases of people, for example, who have grown severd sets of teeth in their lifetime.
These are biologica sports, one-in-a-million individuas. But therest of it? And dl therest of it
happen-ing to one person? Please.”

"l saw someof it. | saw the hairs on her fingernails."

"Y ou saw something on her fingernails. It could be any one of adozen different possibilities. I'm sure



of onething; it wasn't hair. Right there she gave hersdf away as phony. Goddammit, man, hair and nails
are the same organs essentialy. One doesn't grow on the other!”

"And the navel? The missng navel?"

Jm Rudd dropped to hisfeet and strode rapidly about the office. "1 wish | knew why I'm wasting so
much time with you," he complained. "A human being without anave, or any mamma without anave, is
as possible as an insect with abody tem-perature of ninety-eight degrees. It just can't be. It does not
exig."

He seemed to get more and more upset as he considered it. He kept shaking his head negatively as
hewalked.

Fabian suggested: " Suppose | brought her to your office. And suppose you exam-ined her and
found no navel. Now just consider that for amoment. What would you say then?”

"I'd say plagtic surgery,” the doctor said ingtantly. "Mind you, I'm positive sheldd never submit to such
an examination, but if shedid, and there was no navel, plastic surgery would be the only answer.”

"Why would anyone want to do plastic surgery on anavel?"

"l don't know. | haven't the vaguest idea. Maybe an accident. Maybe a disfiguring birthmark in that
place. But there will be scars, let metell you. She had to be born with a navel”

Rudd went back to his desk. He picked up a prescription pad. "L et me give you the name of agood

psychiatrist, Fabe. I've thought ever since that Sandra business that you've had some persona problems
that might get out of hand one day. Thisman isone of the finest—"

Fabian |€ft.

Shewas obvioudy in a flutter when he called to pick her up that night, so much more of aflutter than a
date-with-the-boss would account for, that Fabian was puzzled. But he waited and gave her an
ogtentatious and expensive good time. Afterward, after dinner and after the theater, when they were
gtting in the corner of asmal night club over their drinks, he asked her about it.

"Y ou don't date much, do you, Wednesday?"

"No, | don't, Mr. Balik—I mean, Fabian," she said, smiling shyly as she remem-bered the first-name
privilege she had been accorded for the evening. "I usualy just go out with girl friends, not with men. |
usudly turn down dates.

"Why?Y ou're not going to find a husband that way. Y ou want to get married, don't you?”'

Wednesday shook her head dowly. "I don't think so. I—I'm afraid to. Not of mar-riage. Of babies.
| don't think a person like me ought to have ababy.”

"Nonsense! Isthere any scientific reason why you shouldn't? What are you afraid of—it'll bea
monger?'

"I'm afraid it might be...anything. | think with my body being as—asfunny asitis, | shouldn't take
chanceswith achild. Dr. Lorington thinks so too. Besides, there's the poem.”

Fabian put down his drink. "Poem? What poem?"

"Y ou know, the one about the days of theweek. | learned it when | wasalittle girl, and it frightened
me even then. It goes.

Monday's child isfair of face,
Tuesday's child isfull of grace,
Wednesday's child isfull of woe,
Thursday's child has far to go,
Friday's child isloving and giving—



And so on. When | wasalittle girl in the orphanage, | used to say to mysdlf, 'I'm Wednesday. I'm
different from dl other little girlsin dl kinds of strange ways. And my child—"'

"Who gave you that name?"

"I wasleft at the foundling home just after New Y ear's Eve—Wednesday morning. So they didn't
know what else to call me, especidly when they found | didn't have anave. And then, like| told you,
after the Greshams adopted me, | took their last name.”

He reached for her hand and grasped it firmly with both of his. He noted with tri-umphant pleasure
that her fingernallswere hairy. "Youre avery pretty girl, Wednes-day Gresham."

When she saw that he meant it, she blushed and looked down at the tablecloth.

"And you redly don't have anavel ?'

"No, | don't. Redlly."

"What else about you isdifferent?' Fabian asked. "1 mean, besdesthe thingsyou told me."

"Wadll," she consdered. "There's that business about my blood pressure.”

"Tdl meabout it," he urged. Shetold him.

Two dateslater, sheinformed Fabian that Dr. Lorington wanted to see him. Alone.

Hewent dl the way uptown to the old-fashioned brownstone, chewing his knuck-lesin excitement.
He had so many questionsto ask!

Dr. Lorington was atdl, aged man with pale skin and absolutdly white hair. He moved very dowly
as he gestured hisvisitor to achair, but his eyes rested intent and anxious on Fabian'sface.

"Wednesday tells me you've been seeing agood dedl of her, Mr. Balik. May | ask why?"
Fabian shrugged. "l likethegirl. I'm interested in her.”
"Interested, how? Interested clinicaly—asin aspecimen?”

"What away to put it, Doctor! She'sapretty girl, shesanicegirl, why should | beinterested in her
asaspecimen?’

The doctor stroked an invisible beard on his chin, gtill watching Fabian very closgly. "She's a pretty
girl," he agreed, "but there are many pretty girls. Y ou're ayoung man obvioudy on hisway upinthe
world, and you're also obvioudy far out of Wednesday's class. From what she's told me—and mind you,
it'sbeen dl on the positive sSide—I've gotten a definite impression that you look on her as a specimen, but
aspecimen, let us say, about which you fed asubstantia collector'sitch. Why you should fed thisway, |
don't know enough about you to say. But no matter how she rhapsodizes about you, | continueto fed
strongly that you have no conventional, expected emotional interest in her. And now that I've seen you,
I'm positive that thisis 0."

"Glad to hear she rhapsodizes about me." Fabian tried to squeeze out a bashful-type grin. "Y ou have
nothing to worry about, Doctor.”

"| think there's quite abit to worry about, quite abit. Frankly, Mr. Balik, your appearance has
confirmed my previousimpressions: | am quite certain | don't like you. Furthermore, | don't like you for
Wednesday."

Fabian thought for amoment, then shrugged. "That'stoo bad. But | don't think shell listen to you.
She's gone without male companionship too long, and she'stoo flattered by my going after her.”

"I'm terribly afraid you'reright. Listen to me, Mr. Bdik. I'm very fond of Wednes-day and | know
how unguarded sheis. | ask you, amost as afather, to leave her done. I've taken care of her since she
arrived a the foundling home. | was responsible for keeping her case out of the medical journals so that



she might have some chancefor anorma life. At the moment, I'm retired from practice. Wednesday
Gresham ismy only regular patient. Couldn't you find it in your heart to be kind and have nothing moreto
do with her?'

"What's this about her being made, not born?" Fabian countered. " She saysit wasyour idea."

The old man sighed and shook his head over his desktop for along moment. "It'sthe only
explanation that makes sense," he said at last, dispiritedly. " Cons dering the somatic inaccuracies and
ambivaences"

Fabian clasped his hands and rubbed his € bows thoughtfully on the arms of his chair. "Did you ever
think there might be another explanation? She might be amu-tant, anew kind of human evolution, or the
offgpring of creatures from another world, say, who happened to be stranded on this planet.”

"Highly unlikely," Dr. Lorington said. "None of these physica modificationsis especidly useful inany
concelvable environment, with the possible exception of the constantly renewing teeth. Nor are the
modificationsfatd. They tend to be jus—inconvenient. As a physician who has examined many human
beingsin my life, | would say that Wednesday isthoroughly, indisputably human. Sheisjust alittle—well,
the word is amateurish.”

The doctor sat up straight. "Thereis something else, Mr. Bdlik. | think it extremely inadvisable for
people like Wednesday to have children of their own.”

Fabian'seyeslit up in fascination. "Why? What would the children be like?"
"They might be like anything imaginable—or unimaginable. With so much dis-arrangement of the
norma physica system, the modification in the reproductive functions must be enormoustoo. That's why

| ask you, Mr. Bdik, not to go on seeing Wednesday, not to go on stimulating her to thoughts of
marriage. Because thisisonegirl that | am certain should not have babies!"

"Well see." Fabian rose and offered hishand. "Thank you very much for your time and trouble,
Doctor."

Dr. Lorington cocked his head and stared up at him. Then, without shaking the hand, hesaidina
quiet, evenvoice, "Y ou are welcome. Goodbye, Mr. Balik."

Wednesday was natur ally miserable over the antagonism between the two men. But there was very
little doubt where her loyatieswould liein acrigs. All those years of determined emotiond starvation had
resulted in afrantic voracity. Once she dlowed hersdlf to think of Fabian romantically, she was donefor.
Shetold him that she did her work at the office—from which their developing affair had so far been
success-fully screened—in adaze a the thought that he liked her.

Fabian found her homage ddlicious. Most women he had known began to treat him with agradually
sharpening edge of contempt as time went on. Wednesday be-came daily more admiring, more
agreeable, more compliant.

True, shewas by no means brilliant, but she was, hetold himself, extremely pretty, and therefore
quite presentable. Just to be on the safe side, he found an opportunity to confer with Mr. Saughter, the
senior partner of the firm, ostengibly on per-sonnel matters. He mentioned in passing that he was dightly
interested in one of the girlsin the secretarial pool. Would there be any high-echelon objection to that?

"Interested to the extent of perhaps marrying the girl?* Mr. Saughter asked, study-ing him from
under apair of enormoudy thick eyebrows.

"Possbly. It might very well cometo that, Sr. If you have no ob—"

"No objection at al, my boy, no objection at dl. | don't like executives flim-flamming around with
therr file-clerksasagenerd rule, but if it's handled quietly and endsin matrimony, it could be an excellent
thing for the office. I'd like to see you married, and steadied down. It might give the other single peoplein
the place some sensible ideas for achange. But mind you, Bdik, no flim-flam. No hanky-panky,



epecidly on officetime!™

Satisfied, Fabian now devoted himself to separating Wednesday from Dr. Lorington. He pointed out
to her that the old man couldn't live much longer and she needed a regular doctor who was young enough
to be able to help her with the physical com-plexities she faced for the rest of her life. A young doctor
like Jm Rudd, for example.

Wednesday wept, but was completely incapable of fighting him for long. In the end, she made only
one condition—that Dr. Rudd preserve the secrecy that Lorington had initiated. She didn't want to
become amedical journd freak or a newspaper sob story.

The reasonswhy Fabian agreed had only alittle to do with magnanimity. He wanted to have her
odditiesfor himsdf done. Sandra he had worn on hisbreagt, like aflashing jewe hung from a pendant.
Wednesday he would keep in atiny chamois bag, exam-ining her from timeto timein asaf-satisfied,
miserly fashion.

And, after awhile, he might have another, smaller jewd...

Jm Rudd accepted his conditions. And was astounded.

"Thereisnonavel a al!" he gaculated when he had rejoined Fabian in his study, after thefirgt
examination. "1've papated the skin for scar tissue, but there's not the dightest hint of it. And that's not the
half of it! She has no discernible systole and diastole. Man, do you know what that means?”’

"I'm not interested right now," Fabian told him. "Later, maybe. Do you think you can help her with
these physica problems when they come up?!

"Oh, sure. At least aswdll asthat old fdlow."
"What about children? Can she havethem?'

Rudd spread his hands. "I don't seewhy not. For dl her peculiarities, she'sare-markably heathy
young woman. And we have no reason to believe that this condi-tion—whatever you want to call it—is
hereditary. Of course, some part of it might be, in some strange way or other, but on the evidence.

They were married, just before the start of Fabian's vacation, at City Hall. They came back to the
office after lunch and told everyone about it. Fabian had already hired a new secretary to replace his
wife

Two months later, Fabian had managed to get her pregnant.

He was amazed at how upset she became, consdering the meekness he had in-duced in her from
the beginning of their marriage. He tried to be stern and to tell her he would have none of this nonsense,
Dr. Rudd had said there was every reason to expect that she would have anormal baby, and that was
that. But it didn't work. He tried gentle humor, cgolery. He even took her in hisarmsand told her he
loved her too much not to want to have alittle girl like her. But that didn't work either.

"Fabian, darling," she moaned, "don't you understand? I'm not supposed to have achild. I'm not like
other women."

Hefindly used something he had been saving as alast resort for this emergency. Hetook abook
from the shelf and flipped it open. "I understand,” he said. "It'shdf Dr. Lorington and his
nineteenth-century superdtitious twaddle, and haf aslly little folk poem you read when you were agirl
and that made aterrifying impression on you. Wéll, | can't do anything about Dr. Lorington at thispoint in
your life, but | can do something about that poem. Here. Read this.”

Sheread:

Birthdays, by B.L. Farjeon

Monday's child isfair of face,
Tuesday's child isfull of grace,
Wednesday's child is loving and giving,



Thursday's child works hard for a living,
Friday's child isfull of woe,
Saturday's child has far to go,

But the child that is born on the Sabbath-day
Is brave and bonny, and good and gay.

Wednesday |ooked up and shook the tears from her eyes. "But | don't understand,” she muttered in
confusion. "That's not like the one | read.”

He squatted beside her and explained patiently. "The one you read had two lines transposed, right?
Wednesday's and Thursday's child had the lines that Friday's and Saturday's child havein thisversion
and vice versa. Well, it'san old Devonshire poem origindly, and no one knows for surewhich versonis
right. | looked it up, especidly for you. | just wanted to show you how silly you were, basing your entire
attitude toward life on a couple of verseswhich could be read either way, not to mention the fact that
they were written severa centuries before anyone thought of naming you Wednesday."

She threw her ams around him and held on tightly.
"Oh, Fabian, darling! Don't be angry with me. It'sjust that I'm so—frightened!”

Jm Rudd was alittle concerned, too. "Oh, I'm pretty sureit will bedl right, but | wish you'd waited
until | had timeto familiarize mysdlf abit more with the patient. The only thing, Fabe, I'll havetocdl ina
firg-rate obgtetrician. 1'd never dream of handling this myself. | can make him keep it quiet, about
Wednesday and dl that. But the moment she enters the ddlivery room, al bets are off. Too many odd
things about her—they're bound to be noticed by some nurse, at least.”

"Do the best you can,” Fabian told him. "I don't want my wife involved in garish publicity, if it can be
helped. But if it can't be—well, it's about time Wednesday learned to live in the red world.”

The gestation period went along pretty well, with not much more than fairly usual complications. The
obstetrica specidist Jm Rudd had suggested was asintrigued as anyone else by Wednesday's oddities,
but he told them that the pregnancy was fol-lowing amonotonously norma course and thet the fetus
seemed to be deve oping satisfactorily and completely on schedule.

Wednesday became fairly cheerful again. Outside of her minor fears, Fabian reflected, shewasan
eminently satisfactory and useful wife. She didn't exactly shine at the parties where they mingled with
other married couplesfrom Saughter, Stark and Slingsby, but she never committed amgjor faux pas
ether. Shewas, in fact, rather well liked, and, as she obeyed him faithfully in every particular, he had no
cause a dl for complaint.

He spent his days at the office handling the dry, minuscule details of paper work and personnel
adminigtration more efficiently than ever before, and his night and weekends with a person he had every
reason to believe was the most different woman on the face of the Earth. He was very well satisfied.

Near the end of her term, Wednesday did beg for permission to visit Dr. Lorington just once.
Fabian had to refuse, regretfully but firmly.

"It'snot that | mind his not sending us a congratul atory telegram or wedding gift, Wednesday. | redly
don't mind that at al. I'm not the kind of man to hold agrudge. But you'rein good shape now. Y ou're
over most of your slly fears. Lorington would just make them come dive again.”

And she continued to do what he said. Without argument, without complaint. Shewasredly quitea
good wife. Fabian looked forward to the baby eagerly.

Oneday, herecelved atelephone call a the office from the hospital. Wednesday had goneinto
labor while vigiting the obstetrician. Sheld been rushed to the hospital and given birth shortly after arrival
to ababy girl. Both mother and child were doing well.

Fabian broke out the box of cigars he'd been saving for this occasion. He passed them around the
office and received the fdlicitations of everybody up to and includ-ing Mr. Saughter, Mr. Stark and both



Mr. Slingsbys. Then hetook off for the hospital.

From the moment he arrived in the Maternity Pavilion, he knew that something waswrong. It was
the way peoplelooked a him, then looked quickly away. He heard a nurse saying behind him: "That
must bethefather.” Hislipswent tight and dry.

They took himin to see hiswife. Wednesday lay on her sde, her knees drawn up against her
abdomen. She was breathing hard, but seemed to be unconscious. Some-thing about her position made
him feel acutely uncomfortable, but he couldn't de-cide exactly what it was.

"| thought this was going to be the naturd childbirth method,” he said. " She told me she didn't think
you'd haveto use anesthesa”

"Wedidn't use anesthesia," the obstetrician told him. "Now let's go to your child, Mr. Baik."

He let them fit amask across his face and lead him to the glass-enclosed room where the new-born
infantslay in their tiny beds. He moved dowly, unwillingly, ashrieking song of incomprehensible disaster
building up dowly in hishead.

A nurse picked a baby out of abed that was off in acorner away from the others. As Fabian
stumbled closer, he observed with amad surge of relief that the child looked normd. Therewasno
vigble blemish or deformity. Wednesday's daughter would not be afresk.

But the infant stretched itsarms out to him. "Oh, Fabian, darling,” it lisped through toothlessgumsin
avoicethat wasdl too terrifyingly familiar. "Oh, Fabian, darling, the strangest, most unbelievable thing
has happened!”

Afterword

" Child'sPlay" waswritten in 1946, and for along time was amost too popular. In the Sam and Bella
Spewack play Boy Meets Girl, there'samovie producer who keeps asking a songwriter to write him
another "Night and Day.” The writer comes up with song after song, and of each one the producer says,
"It'sgood, but it's not another ‘Night and Day' " Findly, the songwriter plays asong that knocksthe
producer out. "What do you call that one?' he asks excitedly. "Night and Day," says the songwriter.

That'show | cameto fed about "Child's Play": for years after | wroteit, editorswould look at any
new story by me and say, "It's good, but you know, it's not another 'Child's Play.' " At lagt, in
desperation, | sat down to write another "Child'sPlay." | caled it "Wednesday's Child."

All right. That's not quitetrue. At least it's not the whole truth.

Firgt, Sturgeon warned me not to write asequedl. Especidly not asequel to "Child's Play." Hefdlt
that one of the worst stories he had ever written was "Butyl and the Bregther," asequel to hisfirst
science-fiction ory, "Ether Breather," and something John Campbel| of Astounding had urged himto
do. "Sequels,” Ted sad, "are pulling on an emptied teat.”

But, | told him, I didn't want to write asequd; | just wanted to pick up a provocative little character
from "Child's Play" and examine what could have happened to her.
Ted shook hishead ominoudy. "It'saseque,” he said. "And ther€ll be no red milk there.”

That'sfirst. Then, second, | had long been fascinated by Bartolomeo Vanzetti's last speech to the
court that sentenced him to be executed. He spoke of afuture in which our time would be"but adim
rememoring [Sc] of acursed past in which man waswolf to the man.”

| wanted to examine—in astory—such awolf, particularly something I had seen much of, aman
who waswolf to awoman.

Then theresthird. | have dways had an dmogt irrationd hatred of peoplein Person-nel. | will not go
into thewhys of it here. I'm not surethereasonsare at dl vaid. But | do hate them.



And theres afourth and possibly afifth. But | finaly wrote the story. And it was bounced. My God,
how it was bounced!

John Camphbell, who had been begging me for something for Astounding, handed it back with the
comment, "I don't think I've ever didiked—plain didiked—astory more than thisone.”

Horace Gold of Galaxy, for whom I'd been doing most of my work recently, said with agrimace,
"No, Phil, not at dl. You'vefindly achieved it: Not just downbeat, but down-beat squared.”

And the next editor sent it back with anote that Smply said, "Ptooey." | had never got-ten a
rgection note like that before. | thought to myslf: "1'm on to something redlly big here!™

It wasfindly purchased by Leo Marguliesfor Fantastic Universe at one-half cent aword, payable
on publication. His editor, Frank Belknap Long, told me hefelt the purchase was amistake. "But Leo
wanted your name in the book," he said.

And that might be dl that could be said of astory of which | am quite fond, but for one more thing.

A boyish-looking fellow came up to me at a party, someone | had never seen before. "Hey, Phil," he
said, "l understand you've just sold apiece to Fantastic Universe.”

"l have," 1 told him, "but I've not yet been paid for it."

"That's neither here nor there," he said. "The point is, I'vejust sold my first professond story to the
same magazine. So—let'sfight it out on the pages of Fantastic Universe, and may the best manwin."

"Who the hell areyou?" | asked.
"I'm Harlan Ellison," hesaid.
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