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| kept remembering that old friend of mine and what he'd said to methat last time | had seen him. It
had been only two days before he had been killed—on an open highway which, & the time of the
accident, had not been as heavily traveled as it was at other times, his car atwisted block of wreckage
and the tire marks showing how it all had happened, how his car had struck another which suddenly had
swerved out of itslane into his path. Except that there had been no sign of that other car.

| tried to put it out of my mind and think of something ese, but as the hours went by and the long
ribbon of concrete kept unrolling ahead of me and the springtime countryside went flashing pas, | found
mysdf time and time again going back to that last evening | had seen him.

He had sat like a shrunken gnome in the great lounge chair which threaetened to engulf himinits
pattern of red and yellow tapestry, rolling the brandy glass between his palms and looking up at me.

"| think that we are haunted,” he had said, "by al the fantasies, al the make-believe, al the ogresthat
we have ever dreamed, dating from that day when the caveman squatted in the dark beside hisfireand
gtared out into the blackness of the night which lay beyond the cave. Imagining what might be out there.
Knowing, of course, what might be out there, for he would have been the one to know.—ahunter, a
gatherer, aroamer of the wilderness. He had eyesto see and nose to smell and earsto hear and dl these
senses, more than likely, were much sharper than those we have today. So he would have known al the
things that might be prowling in the darkness. He knew, of course, but he didn't trust himself, he didn't
trust those senses. For that busy little brain of his, for al its brutish- ness, was busily conjuring up other
forms and shapes, other kinds of life, other menaces..."

"And you think it isthe same with us?" | asked.

"Yes, of course,” hesaid, "but in adifferent way."

A smdll breath of air had been blowing from the garden through the open doorsthat led out to the
patio and the room was faintly perfumed with the scent of springtime bloom. And through the doors as
well came the distant muttering of aplane asit circled over the Potomac to line up for alanding on the
field acrosstheriver.

"Inadifferent way," he said. "I'd haveto think it out. Not the kind of ogres, perhaps, that the
caveman dreamed. For hiswere physical and most of those conjured up today, | would imagine, would
beintdlectud."

| had the fedling that he was about to say much more about this strange conceit of his, but at that
moment his nephew, Philip Freeman, came into the room. Philip, who worked at State, had a strange and
amusing story to tell about avigting VIP and after that our talk had fallen to other things and there was no
further mention of our haunting.

Up ahead of meloomed the warning sign for the exit to the Old Military Road and | cut my speed to
make the turn and once | was on theroad | cut it even further. After several hundred miles of steady
driving at a cruisng speed of eighty milesan hour, forty seemed like crawling and forty wastoo fast for
thekind of road | found myself upon.

| had, in fact, dmost forgotten that there could be aroad like this. At onetimeit had been blacktop,
but in many stretches the blacktop had broken up in some springtime thaw and the surface had been
patched with crushed rock which, through years of wear, had been pulverized into afine white dust. The
road was narrow and this narrowness was underlined by a heavy growth of brush, amost like ahedge,



which had grown in on ether: Sde, encroaching on the shoulders so that one moved through alesfy
avenue that made the road seem a shdlow, twisting ditch.

Thethroughway had followed the ridgetop, but the Old Military Road immediately began to dip
down between the hills and this, of course, was the way that | remembered it, dthough | had not recalled
that the dip had been so sharp once one had | eft the ridge road, which some years back had been
re-engineered and widened into the throughway | had been traveling.

A different kind of world, | thought, and that, of course, had been what | sought. Although I'd not
expected to find this different world so abruptly, by the Smple process of turning off the throughway.
And the world, more than likely, was not so entirely different; it was, | told myself, my imagination that
had made it seem so different, a self-willed seeing of what | had been looking forward to.

Would | redly find Pilot Knob unchanged? | wondered. It seemed unlikely, on the face of it, that the
little village would have changed. It had had no chanceto change. It had lain for dl these years so far
outside the stream of current affairs, so untouched and so ignored, that there would have been no reason
for achange. But the question, | admitted to mysalf, was not so much whether Pilot Knob had changed,
but how much | might have changed.

Why, | wondered, should aman so yearn toward his past, knowing even as he yearned that no
autumn tree could flame as brightly asit had on a certain morning thirty years before, that the waters of
the creek could not run as clear or cold or deep as he remembered them, that much, in fact, of what he
did remember were experiences reserved for someone no more than ten years old?

There had been ahundred other places (and more convenient places) | could have chosen—yplaces
where there dso would have been freedom from the clatter of the phone, where theréd be no memosto
be written, no deadlines to be met, no important persons one must know, no need of being continuousy
well-informed and knowledgeable, no necessity of conforming to acomplicated set of sophisticated folk
customs. A hundred other places where a man would have time to think and write, where he need not
shave except when he wanted to, where doppy clothes could be worn and no one would notice them,
where one could belazy if one wished, unconcerned if one wished, ignorant if one wished, wherea
person never needed to be clever and never needed to be witty and could deal in acomfortable sort of
gossip that was entirdly inggnificant

A hundred other places and yet when Y d made my decision, there'd been no question of exactly
where'd go. Kidding mysdlf, perhaps, but happy hi the kidding. Running home, but not admitting to
myself that | was running home. Even knowing as | drove those long paved miles that there was no such
place as| thought there was and that there never had been, that the years had twisted the memory of it
into that pleasant sort of fantasy with which men beguile themselvesin thinking back upon their youth.

The day had been moving into evening when I'd turned off the throughway and in places now, when
the road plunged down from one small valley to another, heavy dark had started to creep in. Off across
the valleys, hi the gathering dusk, glowed the soft white spheres of fruit treesin full bloom and at tunes|
caught little gusts of fragrance from blooming trees, hidden from my sight, but much closer by. Even with
evening no more than setting in, it seemed to methat | could smdll, aswell, the strange perfume of fog
risng from the meadows that lay dong the winding creeks.

| had told mysdif, for years, that | knew this country | was driving through. That itsimprint had so
remained upon my mind from childhood that | could drive unerringly to Filot Knob once | was upon the
road. But now | began to suspect that | waswrong. For | had not, so far, recognized one specific feature
of the landscape. The genera features, surely, for the country was exactly as| had remembered it, but
there had not been one specific place | had been able to put afinger on and say exactly where | was. It
was exasperating and abit humiliating and | wondered if this was the way that it would be when | got to
Filot Knab.

The road was bad, far worse than | had expected it to be. Why, | wondered, had the people who
wererespongble allowed it to get into this condition? The snaking curves that ran aong the contours of
the hills could be understood, of course, but not the chuck holes and stretches of deep dust, and long ago
something should have been done about the narrow stone bridges where there would not have been
room for two carsto pass. Not that there were any other cars. | seemed alone upon the road.



The darkness degpened and | turned on the lights. Sometime past, and | cut my speed, at times
cregping along at no more than twenty miles an hour. Those snaking turns were coming up much too fast
for safety.

Pilot Knob, | knew, could not be too distant, forty miles at most from where I'd turned off the
throughway, and sincethat time| wasfairly certain | had covered much more than haf of those forty
miles. | would have known if I'd checked my mileage when I'd turned off, but | hadn't

The road grew worse instead of better, and suddenly it seemed much worse than it had been before.
| was driving up anarrow gorge, with the hills crowding close on either Sde and massive boulders
squetting by the roadside, just at the edge of the fan of light thrown by the headlamps. The evening had
changed aswdll. The few starsthat had been in the sky were gone and from far off | heard the distant
muttering of thunder, rolling down the funnd of the hills.

| wondered if I'd missed aturn somewhere, if in the darkness | had taken aroad that led out of the
valey. Checking back mentally, | could not remember that there had been any place where the road had
gplit. Since | had turned off on the Old Military Road, there had been this single road, with now and then
afarm road coming into it, but ways at right angles or very nearly so.

Turning asharp bend, | glimpsed, off to theright, alow huddle of buildings, with agleam of light from
asinglewindow. | lifted my foot off the accelerator and moved it toward the brake, haf-minded to stop
and ask my way. But for some reason which | do not pretend to know, | decided not to do it and drove
on. If it should be necessary, | could aways find another place where | could turn around and come back
to ask directions. Or there would be another little farm where | could stop to ask.

There was another place, about a mile beyond—another, huddle of buildings crouched againgt the
looming hillsde, with asingle window, almost exactly, it seemed to me, likethe onel'd seen just down
the road.

My attention had been diverted from the road for amoment when | first caught the gleam of light
from the single window and when | turned back, | saw something coming down the road at me, arrowing
down the cone of light Straight at me, and for afraction of the second | suppose | froze at what | saw, my
mind refusing to accept what my sensestold me. For it was adinosaur.

| don't know much of dinosaurs and have no great desire to know, there being many other things that
are of moreinterest to me. But one summer, severd years before, | had gone out to Montana and spent
aweek with ateam of paeontologists who were happily (and swestily) digging in what they called afossi|
bed, unearthing God knows what interesting items and events from sixty million years before. While | had
been there they had dug up anearly perfect skeleton of a Triceratops, and while Triceratopsisriot so
great afind, there being many fossils of them, there had been great excitement because this particular
beast had been somewnhat different in avastly technica way from any of the others that had been found.

And here, charging down the road at me, not in fossi| bone, but in solid flesh, was Triceratops. He
had his head down and the two great horns above his eyes were spearing straight at me and behind the
horns was the flaring shield. He was intent upon his coming and had built up alot of speed and he was so
big that he seemed to fill the road. There was enough power and weight behind that charge, | knew, to
roll up the car into amass of metd.

| jerked frantically at the whedl, not really knowing what | was about to do, but knowing, | suppose,
that something must be done. Maybe | hoped to send the car skittering up the hillside far enough to miss
the charge; perhaps | thought there might be room enough to turn around and flee.

The car spun and skidded, with the cone of light dicing off the road and cutting through the tangled
brush and rock of the hillside. | could no longer see the dinosaur and | expected any moment to fedl the
impact of that great armored head as it smashed into the car.

Therear whedls, in skidding, had settled down into aditch and the road was so narrow that the front
whedls had climbed the bank of the opposite Side, so that the car wastilted and | was leaning back in the
Sedt, looking upward through the windshield. The engine died and the headlights dimmed and | wasa
sitting duck, square acrossthe road, waiting for old Triceratops to Hit.

| didn't wait. | dapped the door open and tumbled out and went tearing up the hillside, banging into
boulders and bouncing off the brush. Behind me, at any second, | thought I'd hear a crash, but there



wasn't any crash.

| wastripped up by arock and fell into abush that scratched me up considerably and till there was
no sound from down there on the road. And that was strange; Triceratops, moving at awalk, would have
hit the car by now.

| pulled mysdlf out of the bush and hunkered on the hillside. The backscatter of the car'slights,
reflected off the hillsde, lit the road dimly for ahundred feet or so in each direction. The road was empty;
there was no dinosaur. But still he must be around somewhere, for there had been one of the creatures
ontheloose | wassure of that. | had seen him plain as day and there was no mistaking him. He . might
have sneaked off in the dark and might be laying for me, although the idea of alumbering beast like
Triceratops sneaking off seemed abit absurd. He was not built for sneaking.

| crouched there, shaking, and behind me the thunder growled among the hills and on the chill night
air | detected the scent of gpple blossoms.

It wasridiculous, | told mysdlf, the good old psychologica defense legping to my aid. There hadn't
been adinosaur, there couldn't have been adinosaur. Not here in these boyhood hills of mine, not more
than twenty miles from my boyhood home of Pilot Knob. | had just imagined it. | had seen something else
and thought it was adinosaur.

But good old psychologica ad or not, | knew damn well exactly what 1'd seen, for | till could seeit
in my mind, the greet flare of the frill, with the coa-red eyes glowing in the headlights. | didn't know what
was going on and there was no way to explain it (for a Triceratops on this country road, sixty million
years a least after the last Triceratops had died, wasimpossible), but | till could not accept the belief
that it had not been there.

| got shakily to my feet and went carefully down to the car, gingerly picking my way through the
loose and shattered hillside stone, which had atendency to dide beneath my feet. The thunder was louder
now and the hillsto the west, which lay down the dot of valey up which the road came winding, were
outlined every few seconds by lightning flashes. The storm was moving fast and getting close. The car
was jammed across the road with the rear wheelsin the ditch and the back part of the body only aninch
or two above the roadbed. | got into it, switched off the lights, and started the motor. But when | tried to
moveit, there was no forward motion. The rear whedl's spun with awhining sound, hurling a shower of
dirt and pebblesinto the fender wells. | tried to back up to gain some room, but the whedls il spun. It
became apparent the car wastightly stuck.

| shut-off the motor and got out, standing amoment, listening to the pauses between the rolls of
thunder, for ' any sound that might denote some great beast lurking in the dark. There was nothing to be
heard.

| started walking up the road, not too brave about it— downright scared, in fact—ready to break
and run a the dightest movement in the dark, or the smallest sound.

Up ahead of me| saw the house | had spotted. Thelight ill shone out of the single window, but the
rest of the housewasdark. A lightning flash lit the land with a bright blue glow and | could see that the
house was small and tumbledown, crouched close againg the land, with acrazy chimney that |eaned
againg the wind. Up the hill beyond the house a ramshackle barn staggered drunkenly against a haystack
that stood at one corner of it and beyond the barn was a peeled-pole corral that shone like acurious
arrangement of bare and polished bonesin the lightning flash. A large woodpile loomed at the back of the
house and dongside it was an ancient car with its rear end held up by a plank placed across a couple of
sawhorses.

Inthat singlelightning flash, | recognized the place. Not this specific place, of course, but the kind of
place it was. For when | had been aboy in Pilot Knob, there had been places such as
this—hardscrabble acreages (one would hesitate to cal them farms) where hopeless families broke their
hearts, year after endless year, to keep food upon the tables and clothes upon their bodies. Such places
had been in this country twenty years ago and they ill were here and times had not redlly changed. No
matter what might happen in the world outside, the people here, | redized, till lived much asthey had
adwayslived.

With theway lighted by the lightning flashes, | followed the path up toward the lighted window and



finaly stood before adoor. | mounted the rickety stairs up to the stoop and knocked.

| didn't have to wait. The door came open dmogt ingtantly. It was asif the people inside had been
waiting for me, had, indeed, been expecting me.

The man who opened the door was small and grizzly. He wore a hat and pipe. The teeth that
clenched the pipe were yelow; the eyes that |ooked out from under the drooping brim of the big black
hat were awashed out blue.

"Wdll, comeonin,” heyeled a me. "Don't stay gawking there. The storm is about to break and it
will wet your hide"

| stepped in and he closed the door behind me. | wasin akitchen. A large woman, with her body
proportionately larger than her head, dressed in a shapel ess Mother Hub-bard sort of garment and with a
piece of cloth tied about her head, stood in front of the wood-burning stove on top of which supper was
in the process of being cooked. A rickety table covered by a piece of green oilcloth was set for the medl
and the light in the room came from a kerosene lantern set in the center of the table.

"I'm sorry to troubleyou,” | said, "but I'm stuck just down theroad. And | would guessthat | am lost
aswdl."

"These here betangly roads," said the man, "for one who ain't used to them. They wind about alot
and some of them end up going nowhere. Where might you be headed, stranger?”

"Pilot Knob," | said.

" He nodded sagely. "Y ou took the wrong turning just down the road apiece.”

"l waswondering,” | said, "if you could hitch up ahorse and pull me back onto the-road. The car
skidded and the back whedls went into the ditch. I'll be more than willing to pay you for your trouble.”

"Here, stranger, Sit," he said, pulling achair out from the table. "We're just about to eat and there's
enough for three and wed be proud to have you join us.”

"But thecar,” | reminded him. "I'm in something of ahurry."

He shook his head. "Can't be done. Not tonight, at least. The horses aren't in the barn. They're out in
the pasture somewhere, probably up atop the hill. Couldn't pay me enough, no one could, to go out
hunting them with it about to rain and the rattlesnakes.”

"Buit rattlesnakes,” | said, somewheat foolishly and to no great point, "aren't out at night."

"Let metel you, son," he sad, "no one ever rightly knows about arattlesnake.”

"l forgot mysdif,” | said. "My nameisHorton Smith." | was getting tired of hiscallingme"son" and
"dranger.”

Thewoman turned from the stove, abig fork held in her hand.

"Smith," she said, excited. "Why, that isour name, too! Could it be that you are kin?"

"No, Maw," said theman. "Thereisapassd of Smiths. Just because @ man's named Smith don't
sgnify that hed be rdated to us. But," he said, "it ssemsto methat thisfortunate smilarity of names might
cdl for asnort.”

He reached down under the table and brought up agallon jug. From a shelf behind him he picked up
acouple of glasses.

"Youlook to melikeacity fdler,” hesaid, "but | hear that some of them arefairly good at drinking.
Now this stuff ain't what you'd rightly call first classlikker, but it istop grade corn squeezingsand it is
guaranteed not to poison you. Don't take too big adug to start with or it might strangle you. But along
about the third gulp that you take you don't need to worry none, because by that time you will be
acclimated toiit. | tell you there ain't nothing cozier on anight like thisthan to cuddle up dongside ajug of
moonshine. | got it off Old Joe Hopkins. He makesit onanidandintheriver .. ."

He had hoisted the jug to pour, but now a startled look ran across his face and he looked sharply at
me. "Say, you ain't arevenooer, areyou?'

"No," | said, "I'm not arevenuer." He resumed the pouring operation. "Y ou never can be sure," he
said. "They come pussyfooting around and there ain't no way to know them. Used to be aman could
spot them a country mile, but now they're getting tricky. They fix themsaves up to look like dmost

He shoved one of the glasses acrossthe table at me. "Mr. Smith," he said, "I am downright sorry



about not being able to oblige you. Not right away, at least. Not tonight, not with this storm coming up.
Come morning, I'll be purely tickled to hitch up ahorse and drag your car out of there."

"But the car isacrossthe road. It isblocking traffic.” "Migter," said the woman standing at the stove,
"that needn't bother you. That road don't go nowhere. Just up the hill a piece to an old abandoned house
and then it petersout.”

"They do say," sad theman, "that the houseishaunted.”

"Perhaps you have aphone. | could cdl..." "Weain't got aphone,” the woman said. "What aman
wantswith aphone," said the man, "ismorethan | can cipher. Jingling dl the time. People calling up just
to jaw at you. Never gives aperson apurely peaceful moment.”

"Phones cost money," said the woman. "l suppose | could walk down theroad,” | said. "Therewasa
farm down there. They might be able..."

The man wagged his head. "Go ahead and grab that glass," he said, "and put asnort insgde you.
Worth your life to go walking down that road. | ain't one to say much against aneighbor, but no one
should be alowed to keep apack of vicious dogs. They guard the place, of course, and they keep the
varmints off, but aman'slife ain't worth ahoot should he sumble on them in the dark.”

| picked up the glass and sampled theliquor and it was pretty bad. But it did light alittle fire down
ingdeof me.

"Y ou don't want to go nowhere," said the woman. "It isabout to rain.”

| took another drink and it didn't taste half bad. It tasted better than the first one had and it stoked up
thefire

"You'd best 5t down, Mr. Smith," the woman said. "'I'm about to take up the victuals. Paw, you hand
him down aplateand cup ..." "But I..."

"Shucks," said the man, "you won't refuse to eat with us, now will you? The old woman has cooked
up amess of hog jowlswith some greens and they'll belicking good. There an't no onein theworld can
cook up better hog jowls. | been sitting herefair drooling for them to be done.” Helooked at me
speculatively. "I'll bet you never yet have sunk atooth into real hog jowls. They aint city food."

"You'd bewrong,” | told him. "I have eaten them, many yearsago.” To tell thetruth, | was hungry
and hog jowls sounded fine.

"Go ahead," he said, "and finish up the glass. It will curl your toes.”

| finished up the drink and he reached up on the shelf and took down a cup and plate and got aknife
and fork and spoon out of adrawer in the table and set a place for me. The woman brought the food and
put it on the table.

"Now, migter,” she said, "you just draw up achair to the place that's set for you. And, Paw, you take
that pipe out of your mouth.” She said to me, "It's bad enough he wears that hat al the time—he even
deegpsinit—Dbut | will not stand him sitting at the table and trying to fork hisvictuasin around that pipe.”

She settled down into her chair. Y ou just pitch in and help yoursdf,” shetold me. "It ain't no fancy
egting, but it's clean and thereis plenty of it and | hopeyou likeit."

It was very tasty and satisfactorily filling and there did seem plenty of it; dmost asif, | thought, they
had expected, al aong, that an extra person would drop in for supper.

Halfway through the meal the rain started coming down, solid sheets of rain that hammered at the
shaky house, making such an uproar that we had to raise our voicesto be heard aboveit.

"Thereain't nothing," said the man, once he had begun to dow his shoveling in of food, "that is better
than hog jowls, barring mayhaps a possum. Now, you take a possum and you fixed him up with sweet
pertaters and there ain't athing that goes down as smooth. Used to have alot of possum, but we ain't
had one of them for a coon's age now. To collect a possum aman must have adog and after old
Preacher up and died, | didn't have the heart to get another dog. | purely loved that pup and | couldn't
bring myself to get another dog to take his place.”

Thewoman wiped atear away. "He wasthefinest dog we ever had,” she said. "Just like family. He
dept undernegth the stove and it got so hot at timesthat hisfur would sort of sizzle, but he never seemed
to mind. | guess heliked it hot. Maybe you think Preacher isafunny nameto call adog, but he looked
just like apreacher. Acted like one, too, solemn, and sort of dignifiedandsad . . ."



"Except when he was hunting possum,” Paw said. "He was aring-tailed terror when he was after
possum.”

"We never did meanto beirrdigious,” said thewoman. "Y ou just couldn't call him by any other name
evenif you tried. Helooked just like apreacher.”

Wefinished eating and Paw put the pipe back into his mouth and reached for the jug.

"Thanks," | said, "but no more for me. | must be getting on. If you'd let me take afew sticksfrom the
woodpile, | might be able to wedge them underneath thewhedls.. . ."

"I wouldn't think on it," said Paw. "Not in this storm, | wouldn't. It'd be ascandal to the jaybirdsto
let yougooutinit. You stay here snug and dry and well do some drinking and you can start tomorrow.
We ain't got a second bed, but we have a couch you can stretch out on. It'sreal comfortable and you
won't have no trouble deeping. The horseswill come down early in the morning and we can catch them
up and drag you out of there."

"l couldn't think of it," | said. "I'veimposed on you enough.”

"It'saplumb pleasure to have you,” he said. "A new faceto talk with ain't something that comes
along too often. Me and Maw, we just sit and look at one another. We ain't got athing to say. We've
jawed at one another so long we have said it al.”

Hefilled my glass and shoved it acrossthe table. "Wrap yoursdf around that,” hetold me, "and be
thankful you got shelter on anight likethisand | don't want to hear no more about leaving here until
morning comes.”

| picked up the glass and had agood long drink and | must admit that the idea of not going out into
the storm had some attraction for me.

"Thereis some advantage, after al,” said Paw, "to not having adog to go out after possum, although
| must admit | sorrily miss old Preacher. But not having any dog givesyou alot more sitting timeand |
don't suppose ayoung sprout like you appreciatesit, but Sitting timeisthe most vauable thereis. You do
alot of thinking and you do alot of dreaming and you're a better man for it. Most of the skunksyou run
across get that way because they don't take no gtting time. They're everlastingly on the push and they are
running al the time and they think they're running after something, but mostly they are running from
themsdves."

"I think you'reright," | said, thinking of mysdlf. "I think you're entirely right."

| had another drink and it felt so good | had another one.

"Here, young fellow," said Paw, "hold out that glass of yours. Y ou're running kind of low."

| held out the glass and the jug gurgled and the glasswasfull again.

"Herewe sit," said Paw, "as snug as bugs and ain't atarnation thing to do except to St here and do
somefriendly drinking and alittle talking and pay time no heed. Time" hesad, "isaman'sbest friend if
he makes good use of it and aman'sworst enemy if heletsit run him. Most people who live by the clock
are miserable sorts of critters. But living by the sun, that is something different.”

There was something wrong, | knew. | could fed the edge of wrongness. Something about these
two, asif | should have known them, asif I'd met them somewhere many years ago and suddenly would
know them and remember who they were and where I'd met them and what kind of folks they were. But
reach for the memory of them asbest | could, it al euded me.

The man wastaking again and | redlized | was only hearing part of what he said. | knew hewas
talking about coon hunting and the best bait to use for catfish and alot of other very friendly things, but |
had missed, | knew, agreat amount of detail.

| finished off the glassand held it out again without any invitation from him and hefilled it up again and
it dl was comfortable and fine—the wood fire murmuring hi the stove and the clock upon the mantle shelf
besi de the pan- try door ticking loudly and companionably in the close confines of the room. In the
morning life would take up again and I'd drive to Pilot Knob, taking the fork 1'd missed. But this, | told
mysdlf, was apiece of gtting time, apiece of resting time, atimeto St and let the clock tick on and not
think of anything, or not much of anything. | was building up quite aglow from the moonshine | was
drinking and | knew | was, but | didn't seem to mind. | went right on drinking and listening and not
thinking of tomorrow.



"By theway," | asked, "how are the dinosaursthisyear?'

"Why, there are afew of them about," he said, unconcernedly, "but it seemsto methey'reamite
smaller than they used to be."

And then he went on telling about a bee tree he had cut and about the year when the rabbits, eating
loco weed, got so pugnacious packs of them were hazing grizzly bear al about the landscape. But that
must have happened somewhere else, for herein this country, | knew, there were ho loco weeds and no
grizzlies, ather.

And, findly, | remember going off to bed on the couch in the living room while Paw stood by with the
lantern in his hand. | took off my jacket and hung it on a chair back and then took off my shoes and put
them on the floor, squared and neetly placed. Then, loosening my tie, | lay down upon the couch and, as
held said, it was comfortable.

"You'l get agood night'sdeep,” said Paw. "Barney dways dept here when he cameto visit us.
Barney in here and Sparky out therein the kitchen.”

And suddenly, as those names soaked into my mind, |, had it! | struggled to ariseand | did get part
way up. "l know who you are now," | shouted at him. ™Y ou are Snuffy Smith, the one that waswith
Barney Google and Sparkplug and Sunshine and al the rest of them in the comic strip.”

| tried to say more, but | couldn't and it didn't seem too important redlly, nor too remarkable.

| collapsed back on the couch and lay there and Snuffy went away, taking the lantern with him and
on theroof above mel heard the pattering of rain.

| went to deep with the patter of therain.

And woke up with rattlesnakes....

2

Fear saved me—abrutal, numbing fear that froze me for that few seconds which alowed my brain to
takein the Stuation and assess it and decide on a course of action.

The deadly, ugly head reared above my chest, pointing down into my face and in afraction of a
second, in so short atime that only a high-speed camera could have caught the action, it could have
struck, with the curved and vicious fangs erected for the strike. If | had moved, it would have struck. But
| did not move because | could not move, because— the fear, instead of triggering my body into instant
reflex action, stiffened me and froze me, the muscles knotted, the tendons rigid, and gooseflesh popping
onmy skin.

The head that hung above me seemed chiseled out of bone, sparse and crud, the little eyes shining
with the dull luster of anewly-broken, but unpolished stone, and between the eyes and nostrils the pits
that served as radiation-sensing organs. The forked tongue flicked in and out, with amotion not unlike the
play of lightning in the sky, testing and sensing, supplying thetiny brain that lay insde the skull with the
facts of this creature upon which the ~ snake had found itsalf. The body was adull yellow, marked by
darker stripesthat ran around the body, flaring out into lopsided diamond patterns. And it was
big—perhaps not so big asit seemed in that fear-laden moment, while | stared up into its eyes—but big
enough so that | could fed the weight of its body on my chest.

Crota us horridus horridus—atimber rattlesnake!

It knew that | wasthere. Itseyesight, poor asit might be, still would provide someinformation. Its
forked tongue gave it more. And those radiation pits would be measuring my body temperature. It was
dimly puzzled, more than. likely—as much as areptile could be puzzled. Undecided and unsure. Friend
or foe? Too big for food and yet perhaps athreat. And at thefirst sign of threat, | knew, those deadly
fangswould dtrike.

My body was stiff and rigid, frozen into immobility by fear, but in another moment, | redlized, even
through the haze of fear, that immobility would passand | would try to get away, try hi desperation to get
beyond the creature's reach. But my brain, still befogged by fear, but working with the cold logic of
desperation, said | must make no move, that | must remain the frozen chunk of flesh | was. It was my one



chanceto survive. A single motion would be interpreted as athreat and the snake would defend itself.

| let my eyelidsdide down, asdowly as| could, so that | needn't even blink, and lay in darkness
while bile-tinged gorge rose in my throat and my stomach churned in panic. | must not move, | told
myself. No stirring, not asingle finger twitched, not atremor in the body.

The hardest part of it wasto keep my eyes closed, but | knew | must. Even so much as the sudden
flicking of an eyelid might cause the snaketo dtrike.

My body screamed at me—every musclefiber, every nerve, al my prickling skin screamed to get
away. But | held the body still—I, the mind, the brain, the thinking. And the thought crept in unbidden
that thiswasthefirg tunein my life that the brain and body had been so utterly at odds.

My skin seemed to crawl beneath the mincing impact of amillion unclean feet. My digestive tract
revolted, knotting and twisting. My heart was beating so hard that the pressure of the blood running in my
veins made mefedl choked and bloated.

And till the weight hung there upon my chest. | tried to calculate the attitude of the snake by the
pattern of its weight upon my chest. Had it changed position? Had something triggered that snakish brain
into aggressive action, wasit even now pulling its body up and back into the S-curve that was preliminary
to astrike? Or wasit lowering its raised head, preparatory to moving on, satisfied that | was no threat?

If only I could open my eyes and know! It seemed more than flesh could bear not to see the danger
(if there should be danger) and, recognizing it, brace ones salf againgt it.

But | kept my eyes closed—not tight shut, not squeezed tight, but closed as naturaly as| could, for
there was no way to know whether the movement of the facia musclesinvolved in the squeezing of the
eyestight shut might be enough to darm the snake.

| found mysdlf trying to breethe as shallowly as| could, for bresthing was movement—although | told
myself that by now the snake must have become accustomed to the rhythm of my breething.

The snake moved.

My body tensed at the fedl of it moving and oncetensed, | held it tensed. It moved down my chest
and across my belly and it seemed to take along time for the extended body of it to travel the entire way
and findly to be gone.

Now! my body yelled—now isthe timeto get awvay. But | held the body quiet and dowly opened
my eyes, so dowly that Sght came back gradudly, alittle a atime, first blurred sight through the
eyelashes, then through narrow dlits, and findly open eyes.

When they had been open before, | had seen nothing but the ugly, flattened, skull-shaped head
pointing down into my face. But now | saw the rock roof that loomed four feet or so above my head,
danting downward toward my left. And | smelled the dank odor of a cave.

| lay, not upon the couch where | had gone to deep to the sound of rain upon the roof, but on
another dab of rock, the floor of the cave. | danted my eyesto the left and saw that the cave was not
deep, that it was, infact, little more than a horizontal crevice weathered out of an exposed outcropping of
limestone.

A snake den! | thought. Not one snake, perhaps, but probably any number of them. Which meant
that | must remain as quiet as possible, at least until | could be sure there were no further snakes.

Morning light was danting into the front of the crevice, touching and warming the right sde of my
body. | rolled my eyesin that direction and found that | was |ooking down anarrow notch that climbed
up from the main valey. And there, down in the notch was the road that | had driven and there was my
car aswell, danted across the road. But of the house that had been there the night before there was now
no sign. Nor of the barn, nor the corral or woodpile. There was nothing at all. Between the road and
where | lay stretched ahillside pasture spotted with clumps of heavy brush, tangles of blackberry
thickets, and scattered groups of trees.

| might have thought it was a different place entirely had it not been for my car down there on the
road. The car's being there meant thiswas the place, al right, and that whatever had happened to change
it must have happened to the house. And that was crazier than hell, for thingslike that smply do not
happen. Houses and haystacks, corras and woodpiles, and cars with their rear ends jacked up do not

disappear.



Back intherear of the cave | heard adithering sound and a dry rustling and something went very
swift and hard across my ankles and lit with acrunching noisein apile of winter-dried leavesjust outside
the cave.

My body rebelled. It had been held in fear too long. It acted by an ingtinct which my mind was
powerless to counteract and even as the reasoning part of me protested violently, | had aready
jackknifed out of the cave and was on my feet, crouching, on the hillside. In front of me and dightly to my
right a snake was streaking down the hillside, going very fast. It reached ablackberry thicket and
whipped into it and the sound of its movement stopped.

All movement stopped and al sound and | stood there on the hillside, tensed against the movement
and listening for the sound.

Swiftly | scanned the ground al around me, then went over it more dowly and carefully. One of the
firgt thingsthat | saw was my jacket, bunched upon the ground, asif | had dropped it there most
carefully—asif, | thought with something of ashock, | had meant to hang it on the chair back, but there
had been no chair. Up the hillside just apace or two were my shoes, set neetly side by side, their toes
pointing down the hill. And when | saw the shoes | redlized, for thefirgt time, that | wasin my stocking
feet.

Therewas no sign of snakes, athough there was something stirring around in the back of the cave,
where it wastoo dark for meto see. A bluebird winged down and settled on an old dry mullen stalk and
looked at me with beady eyes and from somewhere, far off acrossthe valley, camethetinkling of a
cowball.

| reached out with a cautious toe and prodded at the jacket. There seemed to be nothing under it or
insde of it, s0 | reached down and picked it up and shook it. Then | picked up the shoes and without
stopping to put them on beat aretreat down the hillside, but very cautioudy, holding in check an
overpowering urge to run and get it over with, to get off the hillsde and down to the car as quickly as|
could. I went dowly, watching closely for snakes every foot of the way. The hillside, | knew, must be
crawling with them—there had been the one upon my chest and the one that went across my ankles and
the one still messing around in the back of the cave, plus God knew how many others.

But | didn't seeaone. | stepped on athistle with my right foot and had to go on tiptoe with that foot
the rest of the way so | wouldn't drive the spinesthat were sticking in the sock into my flesh, but there
weren't any snakes—nonevisble, at least

Maybe, | thought, they were as afraid of me as| was of them. But | told mysdlf they couldn't be. |
found that | was shaking and that my teeth were chattering and at the bottom of the hill, just above the
road, | sat down weakly on apatch of grass, well awvay from any thicket or boulder where a snake might
lurk and picked the thistle spines out of my sock. | tried to put on my shoes, but my hands were shaking
50 | couldn't and it wasthen | realized how frightened | had been and the knowledge of the true depth of
my fright only made me more so.

My stomach rose up and hit mein theface and | rolled over on one side and vomited and kept on
retching for along time after there was nothing further to bring up.

The vomiting seemed to help, however, and | finaly got my chinwiped off and managed to get my
shoes on and get them tied, then staggered down to the car and leaned againgt its Side, almost huggingit |
was S0 glad to be there. And standing there, hugging that ugly hunk of meta, | saw that the car was not
redly stuck. The ditch wasfar shallower than | had thought it was.

| got into the car and did behind the whedl. The key wasin my pocket and | switched on the motor.
The car walked out of there with no trouble and | headed down the road, back the way I'd come the
night before.

It was early morning; the sun could not have been more than an hour or so into the sky. Spiderwebs
in the roadside grass till glittered with the dew and meadow! arks went soaring up into the sky, trailing
behind them the trilling tatters of their songs.

| turned abend and there the vanished house stood beside the road, just ahead of me, with its crazily
canted chimney and the woodpile at the back, with the car beside the woodpile, and the barn that leaned
againg the haystack. All of it as1'd seen it the night before, in the flare of lightning flashes.



It was quite ajolt to seeit and my mind went into a sudden spurt of speed, scrambling frantically to
account for it. | had been wrong, it seemed, to think that because the car had been in the road that the
house had disappeared. For here was the house exactly as| had seen it just afew hours ago; so it stood
to reason that the house had been there al the time and that the car had been moved and I'd been moved
aswell—agood mile up the road.

It made no sense at dl and, furthermore, it seemed impossible. The car had been stuck tight in the
ditch. I'd tried to get it out and the whedls had spun and there had been no moving it. And I—drunk as|
might have been— certainly could not have been lugged a mile up the road and laid out in a snake den
without ever knowing it.

All of it was crazy—the charging Triceratops that had disappeared before it could drive homeiits
charge, the car stuck in the ditch, Snuffy Smith and hiswife Lowizey, and even the corn squeezingswe
had poured down our gullets around the kitchen table. For | had no hangover; | dmost wished | had, for
if I did 1 could blame on the fact of being drunk all that was going on. A man couldn't have drunk dl the
bad moonshine that | remembered drinking and not have felt some sort of repercussions. | had vomited,
of course, but that was too late to make any difference so far as ahangover was concerned. By that time
the foul ness of the booze would have worked itsway well throughout my body.

And yet here was what appeared to be the self-same place as | had sought refuge in the night before.
True, | had seenit only in the flare of lightning flashes, but it dl wasthere, as| remembered it.

Why the Triceratops, | wondered, and why the rattlesnakes? The dinosaur apparently had been no
rea danger (it might even have been ahalucination, although | didn't think so), but the rattlesnakes had
been for red. They had been agridy setup for murder and who would want to murder me? And if
someone did want to murder me, for reasonswhich | did not know, surely there would have been easier
and less complicated ways in which to go abot it.

| was staring at the house so hard that the car almost went off the road. | just barely jerked it back in
time

There had been, to start with, no sign of life about the place, but now, suddenly, there was. Dogs
came boiling out of the yard and started racing for the road, bawling at the car. Never inmy lifehad |
seen so many dogs, al of them lanky and so skinny that even when they were some distance off, | could
seethe shine of ribsjust underneath their hides. Most of them were hounds, with flapping earsand
dender, whiplike tails. Some of them came howling down to the gate and streamed out into the road to
head me off and others of them didn't bother with the gate, but sailed acrossthe fencein flying leaps.

The door of the house came open and a man stepped out on the stoop and yelled at them and at his
shout they came skidding to a halt, the entire pack of them, and went dinking back toward the house, like
agang of boys caught in awatermelon patch. Those dogs knew very well they had no business chasing
cars.

But right at the moment, | wasn't paying too much attention to them, for | waslooking at the man
who had stepped out to yell at them. | had expected, when he'd stepped out, that he'd be Snuffy Smith. |
don't know why | expected this—perhaps because | needed something on which | could hang some
logical explanation of what had happened to me. But he wasn't Snuffy Smith. He was considerably taller
than Snuffy and he didn't wear ahat and he didn't have apipe. And | remembered then that the man
could not have been Snuffy Smith, for there had been no dogs last night. Thiswas the neighbor that
Snuffy had warned me of, the man with the pack of vicious dogs. It would be worth your life, Snuffy had
warned me, to go walking down that road.

And it had been damn near worth my life, | reminded mysdlf, to stay with Snuffy Smith, sitting at the
kitchen table and drinking moonshine liquor with him.

It wasincredible, of course, that | should give credence to the fact that there had been a Snuffy
Smith. There wasn't any such person; there smply couldn't be. He and his pinheaded wife were zany
charactersthat paraded through acomic strip. But hard as| tried to tell thisto mysdlf, | couldn't makeit
dick.

Except for the dogs and the man who stood out hi the yard yelling at them, the place wasthe same,
however, as Snuffy's place had been. And that, | told mysalf, was beyond al reason.



Then | saw something that was different and | felt agreat dedl better about the entire crazy mess,
athough it wasasmdl thing to fed very good about. Therewas a car sanding by the woodpile, but its
rear end wasn't jacked up. It was standing on four wheels, although | saw that a couple of sawhorses and
aplank were leaning againgt the woodpile, asif the car only recently had been jacked up for repair, but
that now it had been fixed and taken off the blocks.

| was amost past the place by now and once again the car headed for the ditch and | caught it just in
time. When | craned my neck around for afina look, | saw the mailbox that stood on the post beside the
gate.

L ettered on it in crude printing, made with a dripping paintbrush, was the name:

T.WILLIAMS

3

George Duncan had grown older, but | recognized him the minute | stepped into the store. Hewas
gray and shaky and he had an old man's gauntness, but he was the same man who had often given me a
sack of peppermint candy, free, when my father bought abox of groceries and, perhaps, asack of bran,
which George Duncan lugged in from the back room where he kept his livestock feed.

The storekeeper was behind the counter and talking to awoman who had her back to me. His
gravelly voice came clear across the room.

"These Williamskids," he said, "have ways been apack of troublemakers. Ever sincethe day he
came sneeking in here, this community has never had athing but grief from Tom Williamsand histribe. |
tell you, Miss Adams, they're ahopelessiot and if | wasyou, | wouldn't worry none about them. I'd just
go ahead and teach them the best way that | could and I'd crack down on them when they stepped out
of lineand that would bethe end of it."

"But, Mr. Duncan,” said thewoman, "they aren't al that bad. They have no decent family
background, naturaly, and sometimes their manners are gppalling, but they redlly aren't vicious. They're
under al sorts of pressures—you can't imagine what socia pressuresthey are under . . ."

He grinned at her, a snaggle-toothed grin that had grimness rather than good humor init. "1 know," he
said. "l know. Y ou've told methis before, when they were in other scrapes. They're rgjected. | think
that'swhat you said.”

"That isright,” shetold him. "Reected by the other children and rgjected by thetown. They areleft
no dignity. When they comein here, | bet you keep an eye on them.”

"You areright; | do. They would sted me blind."

"How do you know they would?"

"I've caught them doing it."

"It'sresentment,” she said. "They are striking back."

"Not at me, they ain't. | never done athing to them."

"Perhaps not you done," she said. "Not you persondly. But you and everyone. They fed that every
hand israised againg them. They know they aren't wanted. They have no place in this community, not
because of anything they've done, but because this community decided, long ago, that the family was no
good. | think that's the way you say it—the family isno good."

The store, | saw, had changed but little. There were new items on the shelves and there were items
that were missing, but the shelves remained the same. The old round glass container that at one time had
held awhed of cheese was gone, but the old tobacco cutter that had been used to dice off squares of
chewing tobacco sill was bolted to the ledge back of the counter. In one far corner of the store stood a
refrigerator case used for dairy goods (which explained, perhaps, the absence of the cheese box on the
counter), but that was the only thing that had been redlly changed in the entire store. The potbellied stove
till stood inits pan of sand at the center of the store and the same scarred chairs were ranged abot i,
polished from long Sitting. Up toward the front was the same old pigeonholed compartment of mailboxes
with the slamp window in the center of it and from the open door that led into the back came the redolent



odor of livestock feed, stacked up in piles of burlap and paper bags.

It was, | thought, asif I'd seen the place only yesterday and had come in thismorning to be faintly
surprised at the few changes which had been effected overnight.

| turned around and stared out the dirt-streaked, fly-specked window at the Street outside and here
there were some changes. On the corner opposite the bank alot, that | remembered as avacant lot, now
was occupied by acar repair shop thrown up of cement blocks and in front of it asingle gas pump with
the paint peeled off it. Next door to it was the barber shop, atiny building that wasin no way changed at
al except that it seemed somewhat more dingy and hi need of paint than | remembered it. And next to it
the hardware store, so far as| could see, had not changed at all.

Behind me the conversation apparently had reached its end and | turned around. The woman who
had been talking with Duncan was walking toward the door. She was younger than I'd thought when |
had seen her talking at the counter. She wore agray jacket and skirt and her coal-black hair was pulled
back tight against her head and knotted in the back. She wore glasses rimmed by some pae plastic and
her face had upon it alook of worry and of anger, mixed. She waked with asmart, dmost military, gait,
and she had the look of a private secretary to a big executive—businesdike and curt and not about to
brook any foolishness on the part of anyone.

At the door she turned and asked Duncan, "Y ou're coming to the program tonight, aren't you?"

Duncan grinned with his snaggled teeth. "Haven't missed one yet. Not for many years. Don't reckon
I'll start now."

She opened the door then -and was swiftly gone. Out of the corner of my eye | watched her
marching purposefully down the street.

Duncan came out from behind the counter and shambled toward me.

"Can | do anything for you?"' he asked.

"My nameisHorton Smith,” | said. "I made arrangements.. ."

"Now, just aminute there," said Duncan quickly, peering closdy a me. "When your mail started
coming in, | recognized the name, but | told mysdlf there must be some mistake. | thought maybe ..."

"Thereisno mistake," | said, holding out my hand. "How are you, Mr. Duncan?"'

He grasped my hand in apowerful grip and held onto it. "Little Horton Smith," he said. "Y ou used to
comeinwithyour pa..."

"And you used to give me asack of candy.”

His eyes twinkled beneath the heavy brows and he gave my hand an extra hearty shake, then
dropped it.

It was going to bedl right, | told mysdlf. Theold Filot

Knob ill existed and | was no stranger. | was coming home.

"And yourethe sameone," he said, "asison theradio and sometimes on television.”

| admitted that | was.

"Pilot Knob," hetold me, "is plumb proud of you. It took some getting used to &t first to listento a
home-town boy on the radio or Sit face to face with him on the television screen. But we got used to it at
last and most of uslistened to you and talked about it afterwards. We'd go around saying to one another
that Horton has said this or that and we took what you had to say for gospel. But," he asked, "what are
you doing back? Not that we aren't glad to have you.”

"I think I'll stay for awhile," | told him. "For afew months, maybe for ayear.”

"Vacation?'

"No. Not avacation. There's some writing that | want to do. And to do that writing | had to get away
somewhere. Where | would have time for writing and abit of time for thinking what to write."

"A book?'

"Yes, | hope abook."

"Well, seemsto me," he said, rubbing the back of his neck with hishand, "you might have alot to put
into ahook. Maybe alot of things you couldn't say right out on the air. All them foreign places you was
in. Youwerein alot of them."

"A few of them," | said.



"And Russa? What did you think of Russa?'

"| liked the Russian people. They seemed, in many ways, like us.”

"Y ou meen like Americans?'

"Like Americans” | said.

"Wadl, comeover to the stove," hesaid, "and let usst and talk. | ain't got afireinit today. | guess
oneisn't needed. | can remember, plain asday, your pasitting in one of these chairs and talking with the
others. He was aright good man, your pa, but | dways said he wasn't cut out to be afarmer.”

We sat down in two of the chairs.

"Isyour padlill dive?' he asked.

"Y es, he and Mother both. Out in Cdifornia. Retired now and very comfortable.”

"You got aplaceto stay?"

| shook my head.

"New motel down by theriver," Duncan said. "Built just ayear or two ago. New people, by the
name of Streeter. Give you good rates if you're staying more than aday or two. I'll make surethey doit.
I'll speak to them about it."

"Therésnoneed .. ."

"But you ain't no trangent. Y ou're homefolk, come back again. They would want to know."

"Any fihing?'

"Best place on the river. Got some boats to rent and a canoe or two, athough why anyone would
risk their neck in acanoe on that river ismorethan | can figure."

"I was hoping for aplace likethat," | said. "'l was afraid there would be none."

"Still crazy about fishing?”!

"l enjoy it," | said.

"Remember when you were aboy you were rough on chubs.”

"Chubs made good fun,” | said.

"Therere dill alot of people you will remember,” said Duncan. "They'll dl want to see you. Why
don't you drop in on the school program tonight? A lot of people will be there. That was the teacher that
was hi here, name of Kathy Adams.”

"Y ou il have the old one-room school ?*

"Y ou can bet we have," he said. "There was pressure put on us and some of the other districtsto
consolidate, but when it was put up to avote we beat it. Kids get just as good an educationin a
one-room school asthey would get in anew and fancy building and it costsawholelot less. Kidsthat
want to go to high school, we pay their tuition, but there aren't many of them that want to go. Still costs
lessthan if we were consolidated. No use spending money for ahigh school when you got abunch of
kidslikethem Williamsbrats. . ."

"l an sorry,” | said, "but when | stepped inside | couldn't help but hear ..."

"Let metdl you, Horton, that Kathy Adamsis a splendid teacher, but sheistoo soft-hearted. Sheis
aways standing up for them Williamskids and | tell you they are nothing but agang of cutthroats. | guess
you don't know Tom Williams; he came floating in here after you had left. He worked around on some of
the farms, but he was mostly good-for-nothing, dthough he must have managed to save alittle money.
Hewaswell past marrying age when he got hitched up with one of Little Poison Carter's daughters.
Ameiawas her name. Y ou remember Little Poison, don't you?' | shook my head.

"Had abrother that was called Big Poison. No one now recollectstheir rightful names. Thewhole
tribe lived down on Muskrat Idand. Wéll, anyhow, when Tom married Ameiahe bought, with the
money he had saved, thislittle shirttail piece of land a couple of miles up Lonesome Hollow and tried to
make afarm of it. He's got along somehow; | wouldn't know exactly how. And every year or so there
was akid and him and Mrs. Tom let those kids run wild. | tell you, Horton, these are the kind of folkswe
can get along without. They cause no end of trouble—OId Tom Williams and that family that he'sraising.
They keep more dogs than you can shake a stick at and those dogs are worthless, just like Old Tom
himself. They lay around al day and they eat their heads off and they ain't worth alick. Tom says hejust
likesdogs. Have you ever heard athing likethat? A trifling kind of fellow, with hisdogs and kids and the



kids are dwaysin somekind of trouble.”

"Miss Adams seemed to think," | reminded him, "thet it'snot thelr fault entirely.”

"l know. She saysthey felt rgjected and are underprivileged. That's another favorite word of hers.

Y ou know what underprivileged means? It means someone who has no get-up-and-go. There wouldn't
need to be no underprivileged if everyone waswilling to Work and had alick of common sense. Oh, |
know what the government says about them and how we got to help them. But if the government just
would come out here and have alook at some of these underprivileged folks, they'd seein a minute what
waswrong with them.”

"l waswondering,” | said, "as| drove dong thismorning, if there il are rattlesnakes.”

"Rattlesnakes?' he asked.'

"There used to be alot of them when | wasakid. | waswondering if they might be getting thinned
out some."

Hewagged his head sagacioudy. "Maybe some. Although theres still abait of them. Get back in the
hillsand you'l find plenty of them. Y ou interested in them?"

"Not especidly,” | said.

"Y ou'll haveto cometo that school program tonight,” he said. "Therell be alot of peoplethere.
Some of them you'll know. Last day of school and the kidswill al perform—get up and say some pieces
or maybe sing asong or put on little plays. And afterwards therelll be a basket socid to raise money for
new library books. We till hang on to the old ways here; the years haven't changed us much. And we
manage to have our own good times. A basket sociad at the school tonight and a couple of weeks from
now therelll be astrawberry festival down at the Methodist church. Both of them good places to meet
old friends of yours."

"I'l makeitif | can,” | promised. "Both the program and the festiva."

"Y ou've got somemail," hetold me. "It has been piling up for aweek or two. | ill am postmaster
here. The post office has been right here in this store for dmost ahundred years. But there'stalk of taking
it away from us, consolidating it with the office over a Lancaster and sending it out from there by rura
route. Government isn't satisfied leaving things alone. They got to dways be trying to make things over.
Improving service, they call it. | ‘can't see, for thelife of me, what's wrong with the kind of service we
been giving the folks of Filot Knob for the last hundred years or s0."

"I had expected you might have abundle of mail for me," | said. "I had it forwarded, but | didn't hurry
to get here. | took my time and stopped at several places| wanted to look over.”

"You'll be going out to have alook at the old farm, the place you used to live?"

"I don't think I will,” | said. "I'd see too many changes.”

"Family by the name of Ballard livesthere now," he said. "They have a couple of boys, grown men
amost. Do alot of drinking, those two boys, and sometimes are a problem.”

| nodded. "Y ou say thismotel isdown by theriver?' "That's right. Y ou drive down past the
school house and the church to where the road bends to the left. A little ways beyond you will seethe
sgn. SaysRiver Edge Motdl.

I'll get your mail for you."

4

The large manila envelope had Philip Freeman's return address written in a scrawling hand acrossits
upper |eft-hand corner. | sat in the chair by the open window, turning it dowly in my hand, wondering
why Philip should be writing or sending anything to me. | knew the man, of course, and liked him, but we
never had been close. The only link between uswas our mutud affection and respect for the grand old
man who had died some weeks before in an auto accident.

Through the window came the talking of the river, the muttered conversation it held with the
countryside as it went diding through the land. The sound of itstalk, as| sat there listening, brought back
in memory the timeswhen my father and | had sat on its bank and fished—always with my father, but



never by mysdlf. For the river potentially was too dangerous for aboy of ten. The creek, of course, was
al right if I promised to be careful.

The creek had been afriend, ashining summer friend, but the river had been magic. And it was magic
gtill, I thought, a magic compounded of boyhood dreams and time. And finally here | was again besideit;
here | would live besideit for atime and now | redlized that | was afraid, deep insde mysdif, that living
closebesideit | would get to know it so well that the magic would belost and it would become just
another river running down another land.

Here were quiet and peace, | thought—the kind of quiet and peace that could be found in only afew
other backwater corners of the earth. Here aman might find the time and space to think, undisturbed by
the intruson of the static that was given off by the rumblings of world commerce and.- globa poalitics.
Here was a country that the rush of progress had swept past, barely touching it.

Bardly touching it, and thus leaving it with some of itsold ideas. This place did not know that God
was deed; in the little church at the upper end of the village the minister till might preach of fire and
brimstone and his congregation would give him rapt attention. This place felt no overwhelming socid quiilt;
it il believed that it was meet and proper that aman should work to earn aliving. This place did not
subscribe to deficit spending; it tried to get dong with what it had and thus hold down the taxes. Once
good and sterling virtues, but no longer so if measured against modern attitudes. And yet, | thought, not
buried in thetrivia of the outsde world—escaping not only the physicd trivia, but the intellectua and the
mora and the aesthetic triviaaswell. Still ableto believe, in aworld that had stopped bdlieving. Still
holding fast to certain values, even if mistaken values, in aworld that had few vaues|eft. Stll fiercely
concerned about the fundamentas of life and living while much of the world long since had escaped into
cynicsm.

| glanced about the room, asimple place—samdl and bright and clean, with aminimum of furniture,
with paneling on the wall and no carpet on the floor. A monk's cell, | thought, and that was the way it
should be, for aman could do little work smothered in an overburden of conveniences.

Peace and quiet, | thought, and what about the rattlesnakes? Could this peace and quiet be no more
than atricky surface, the millpond water that masked awhirlpool'sviolence? | saw it al again—the crud,
skull-like head hanging over me—and as | remembered it my body ached with arecall of the tenson that
hed frozen it into immobility.

Why should anyone have planned and executed such a bizarre attempt at murder? Who had doneit
and how had it been carried out and why should it be me? Why had there been two farmhouses so dike
that one could scarcdly be differentiated from the other? And what about Snuffy Smith and the stuck car
that wasn't redlly stuck and the Triceratopsthat after alittle time wasn't there at al?

| gave up. There were no answers. The only possible answer seemed to be that it had never
happened and | was sure- k had. A man could imagine any one of al these things, perhaps; he could not,
certainly, imagine dl| of them. There mugt, | knew, be an explanation somewhere, but | didn't haveit.

| laid the manilaenvelope aside and looked at the other mail and there wasllittle of importance. There
were severa notes from friends wishing mewell in my new place of residence, but most of the notes had
atrace of falsejovidlity about them | was not surel liked. Everyone, it seemed, thought that | was dightly
crazy to bury mysdlf in what to them was wilderness to write what probably would turn out to be avery
lousy book. There were acouple of bills| had forgotten to pay and there were a magazine or two and
some advertising.

| picked up the manila envelope again and ripped it open. Out of it came a sheaf of Xeroxed pages
with a handwritten note clipped to them.

Thenotesad:

Dear Horton: When | went through the papersin Uncle's desk, | ran across the enclosed and,
knowing you were one of his closest and most valued friends, | ran off acopy for you. Frankly, | don't
know what to make of it. With some other man | might think it was nothing more than afantasy thet, for
somewhimsical, persond reason, he had written down—perhapsto clear it from hismind. But Uncle
was not whimsicd, as| think you will agree. | am wondering if he might at some time have mentioned this
to you. If such should be the case, you may have a better understanding of it than | seem ableto



muster—Philip.

| pulled the note clear from the stapled Xeroxed sheets and there, in the crabbed, miserly handwriting
of my friend (ahandwriting so unlike the man himself), was the document.

There was no heading on the sheet. Nothing to tell what he had intended it to be.

| settled down into the chair and began to read.

5

The evolutionary process (the document began) is a phenomenon which has been of specid and
absorbing interest to me al my life, dthough in my own particular field | have been concerned only with
one small, and perhaps unspectacul ar, aspect of it. Asaprofessor of history, | have been more and more
intrigued, as the years go on, with the evol utionary trend of human thought. | would be ashamed to
enumerate how many times I've tried and how many hours I've spent in attempting to draw up agraph or
chart or diagram, or whatever one might call it, to show the change and development in human thought
through al historic ages. The subject, however, istoo vast and too diverse (and in some instances, |
might aswell confess, too contradictory) to lend itself to any illustrative scheme I've been able to devise.
And yet | am sure that human thought has been evolutionary, that the basis of it has shifted steedily
through all of man's recorded time, that we do not think aswe did a hundred years ago, that our opinions
are much changed from athousand years ago, not so much attributable to the fact that we now have
better knowledge upon which to base our thinking, but that the human viewpoint has undergone a
change—an evolution, if you please.

It may seem amusing that anyone should become so absorbed in the process of human thought. But
those who "think it amusing would be wrong. For it isthe capability of abstract thought and nothing else
which distinguishes the human being from any other cresture that lives upon the earth.

Let ustake alook at evolution, without attempting, or pretending to delve deeply into it, only
touching afew of those more obviouslandmarks which we aretold by paeontol ogists highlight the path
of progress from that primal ocean in which the first microscopic forms of life cameinto being at avery
distant time. Not hunting for, or concerning ourselves with al the subtle changes which marked
development, but only noting some of the horizon lineswhich stand out asaresult of al those subtle
changes.

One of thosefirg great landmarks must necessarily be" the emergence of certain life formsfrom the
water to live upon the land. This ability to change environment undoubtedly was a much protracted and
perhaps a painful and probably a hazardous procedure. But to ustoday time telescopesit into asingle
event which stands out as ahigh point hi the evolutionary scheme. Ancther high point wasthe
development of the notochord which, in millions of yearsto come, evolved into abackbone. Y et another
high point was the development of bipedal locomotion, dthough I, personally, am inclined to discount
somewhat the significance of the erect position. If one talks of man, it was not the ability to walk erect,
but the ability to think beyond the moment and in other terms than the here and now that made him what
heistoday.

The evolutionary process represents along chain of events. Many evolutionary trendsran their
courses and were discarded and many species became extinct because they were tied inexorably into
some of those evolutionary trends. But it was aways from some factor, or perhaps from many factors
which were involved in the development of those extinct life forms, that new evolutionary linesarose. And
the thought must occur to one that through all thistangled jungle of change and modification there must
have run asingle centrd core of evolution pointing toward some find form. Through dl the millions of
years, that central evolutionary form, now expressed in man, lay in the dow growth of abrain whichin
time became amind.

Onething, it seemsto me, that stands out in the evolutionary processisthat while developments,
once they've happened, do make uncommon sense, no observer before the fact could have made avalid
prediction that they were about to happen. 1t would not have made good sense for an observer, ahaf



billion years ago, to have predicted that in afew more million yearslife formswould leave the water and
live upon the land. It would have seemed, asamatter of fact, amost unlikely thing, well-nigh impossible.
For life forms as they were then consiructed, needed the water; they could live nowhere ese but in the
water. And the land of that day, sterile and barren, must have seemed asincredibly hostileto life as space
seemsto ustoday.

Lifeforms, haf abillion years ago, were small. Smallness then must have seemed as much a part of
life aswater. No observer in that day could possibly have imagined the monster dinosaurs of later ages,
or the modern whale. Such size the observer would have thought to be impossible. Flying he would not
have thought of at dl; it would have been a concept which would not have crossed hismind. And evenif,
by some remote chance, it had, he would have seen no way for it to happen, or no reason for it.

So whilewe can look back, after the fact, and sense the vaidity and the rightness of dl evolutionary
progress, there seems no way in which it can be predicted.

The question of what may come after man is athought which has arisen a times, dthough largely asa
matter of idle speculation. Thereisareuctance, | would imagine, for anyoneto think too serioudy of it.
Most people would believe, if they thought of it a all, that it isaquestion which lies so far in the future
that it is sensalessfor oneto give it congderation. The primates have been around only eighty million
years or S0, perhaps somewhat |ess than that; man for only two or three million, even a the most
optimigtic ca culation. So, measured againg the trilobites and dinosaurs, the primates have many millions
of years il |eft before they become extinct or before they lose their position of dominance upon the
earth.

Also there may be areluctance to admit, even by the thinking of it, that man ever will become extinct.
Some men (by no meansall of them) can reconcile themsdlvesto the redization that they, persondly,
someday will die. A man can imagine the world with himsdf no longer iniit; it isfar more difficult to
imagine an earth with no humans|eft. We shy away, with some sirange inner fear, from the death of the
species. We know, intdlectudly, if not emotionaly, that some day we, as members of the human race,
will ceaseto exig; it isdifficult to think, however, that the human raceitsdlf isnot immortal and eterndl.
We can say that man is the only species which has developed the means by which he can bring about his
own extinction. But while we may say this, we do nat, in our hearts, believeit.

What little serious specul ation there has been about this subject has not redly been about it at all.
There seemsto be amenta block which prevents consideration of it. We almost never speculate upon
what might supersede man; what we do isto conjure up afuture superman—inhuman in many ways,
perhaps, but still aman. Alienated from usin amenta and intellectual sense, but Hill, biologicaly, aman.
Even here, in thiskind of speculation, we perpetuate the stubborn belief that man will go on forever and
forever.

This, of course, iswrong. Unlessthe evolutionary process, in bringing forth the human race, has
reached a dead end, there will be something more than man. History would seem to say that the
evolutionary process has not reached adead end. Through the ages there has been evidence that the
principle of evolution is never a alossto produce new life forms or to introduce new surviva vaues.
Thereisno reason to believe, on present evidence, that in man the evolutionary process has used up dl
itsbag of tricks.

So there will be something after man, something other than man. Not just an extension or
modification of man, but something entirdly different. We ask, in horror and disbdlief, what could
supersede man, what could best intelligence?

| believe | know.

| believe the superseder isdready in existence and has been for many years.

Abstract thought isanew thing in the world. No other creature than man ever has been blessed (or
cursed) with such afaculty. It took from us the old security accorded other creatures which are aware of
nothing except the here and now, and in some cases aware only dimly of the here and now. It let uslook
into the past and, what isworse, peer darkly futureward. It made us aware of loneliness, and filled us
with ahope, from which sstemmed hope essness, and it showed us how we stood aone, naked and
defenseless, before the uncaring of the cosmos. That day when the first manlike creature became aware



of the implications of space and time asrelated to himsalf must be classed, at once, asthe most fearful
and mogt glorious day in the history of life upon the earth.

We used our intelligence for many practical purposes and for theoretical probing which, in turn, gave
us other answersfor practical gpplication. And we used it for something else aswell. Weused it tofill an
enigmatic world with many shadowy creatures—with gods, devils, angels, ghosts, nymphs, fairies,
brownies, goblins. We created in our tribal minds adark and warring world in which we had enemiesand
alies. And we created other mythica creatures which were neither dark nor fearsome, but smply
pleasant products of our imagination—Santa Claus, the Easter Rabbit, Jack Frost, the Sandman, and
many, many others. Not only did we creete these things intellectualy, but we believed inthem in varying
degrees. We saw them and we talked of them and they were very red to us. Why, if not for fear of
mesting such things, did the peasants of medieva daysin Europe bar their hovels at thefdl of night and
refuseto venture out? Why the fear of the dark gill inherent in many modern menif it isnot the fear of
meeting something in the dark? Today we talk but little of these things of the dark, but that the old
unesasiness and fear may il bewith usis demongrated by the wide belief today in such things asflying
saucers. In thisenlightened day it may be childish to talk of werewolf or of ghoul, but itisal right to
believein atechnica wraith such asaflying saucer.

What do we know of abstract thought? The answer, of course, isthat we know nothing of it. Thereis
aposshility, | understand, that it may be eectrical in nature and that it is based upon some sort of energy
exchange, for the physiciststell usthat al processes must be based on energy. But what do we know,
actually, either of eectricity or of energy? What do we know, when one comes down to it, about
anything at al? Do we know how the atom works or why it works or what an atom is? Can anyone
explain the awareness of salf and environment which distinguisheslife from inorganic maiter?

Wethink of thought asamenta process and we do lip serviceto the physicists by admitting that an
energy exchange must somehow be involved. But we know no more about the thought processes,
perhaps even less, than the ancient Greeks knew about the atom. Democritus, who lived during the fourth
century before Chrigt, is generaly accorded the honor of being the first man to put forward the atomic
theory, and thiswas, admittedly, an advance in thinking, but the atoms of Democrituswere afar cry,
indeed, from what we now think of as atoms—and, which, incidentaly, we still do not understand. So we
talk of thought today as the Greeksin the day of Democritus may have talked (although only briefly and
without too much conviction or belief) about the atom, and with aslittle understanding. We are, when it
comes down to the truth of it, only mouthing words.

We do know something of the result of thought. All that mankind has today isthe product of his
thinking. But thisisthe result of theimpact of the thought upon the human animal, as steam makes an
impact upon amechanism and makes an engine run.

We might ask, once the steam has made itsimpact and performed its function, what happensto the
steam? 1 think that it isaslogica to ask, once thought has made itsimpact, what happensto the
thought—to that exchange of energy which we aretold is necessary to bring about and produce the
thought.

| think 1 know the answer. | believe that thought, the energy of thought, whatever strange form
thought itself might take, streaming unceasingly through the centuries from the minds of billions of men and
women, has given riseto agroup of beingswhich in time, perhagps anot too distant time, will supersede
the human race.

Thus the superseding species arises from that very mechanism, the mind, which has made mankind
the dominant species of today. This, as| read therecord, isthe way that evolution works.

Man has built with his hands, but he buildswith mind aswell, and | believe better and somewhat
differently than he might imagine.

One man'sthought about a vicious, ghoulish shape lurking in the dark would not bring that lurking
shapeinto actua being. But an entiretribe, al thinking (and afraid) of this same ghoulish shape would
bring it, I believe, into actua being. The shape was not there to Sart with. It existed only in the mind of
one man, crouching frightened in the dark. And frightened of he knew not what, he felt he must give
shapeto thisthing of fear and so heimagined it and told the otherswhat he had imagined and they



imagined it aswell. And they imagined it so long and well and so believed in it that eventudly they created
it.

Evolution worksin many ways. It worksin any way it can. That it had never operated in quite this
way before may merely have been because until the human mind devel oped it never possessed an agency
which would alow it to bring about actual entities out of the sheer force of imagination. And not out of
imagination aone, not by wishful thinking, but out of the forces and energies which man asyet does not
understand and may never understand.

| believe that man, with hisimagination, with hislove of sory tdlling, with hisfear of time and space,
of death and dark, working through millennia, has created another world of creatures which sharethe
earth with him—hidden, invisible, | do not know, but | am sure that they are here and that some day they
may come out from their concealment and enter upon their heritage.

Scattered throughout -the literature of the world and through the daily flow of news events are
strange happenings too well documented to be mereillusonsin each and every case ...

6

The writing ended in the middie of the page, but there were many other pages and when | flipped the
sheet over | saw that the .next page was crammed with ajumble of what appeared to be amass of notes.
Written in the crabbed cdligraphy of my friend, they were jammed into the page asif the sheet of paper
had been the only one he/d had and he had schemed and planned to use every inch of it to cramin his
fact and observation. The notes marched in a solid phalanx down the center of the page and then the
margins of the page werefilled with further notes and some of the writing was so pinched and smdll that
there would have been difficulty, in many instances, in making out the words.

| riffled through the other pages and each one was the same, filled and crammed with notes.

| flipped the pages back and clipped the note from Philip onto the front of the sheaf of pages.

Later, | told mysdlf, I would read the notes—read them and attempt to puzzle through them. But for
the moment | had read enough, far more than enough.

It was ajoke, | thought—but it could not be ajoke, for my old friend never joked. He did not need
to joke. He wasfilled with gentleness and he was vastly erudite and when he talked he had more use for
words than to employ them in telling stupid jokes.

And | remembered him again as he had been that last time | had seen him, sitting like ashrunken
gnomein the great lounge chair which threatened to engulf him, and how he saidto me, "I think that we
are haunted." He had been about to tell me something that night, | was convinced, but he had not told i,
for when held been about to tell it Philip had come in and we'd talked of something else.

| felt sure, Stting there in the motel room by the river, that he had meant to tell mewhat | had just
read—that we are haunted by dl the crestures that man has ever dreamed of , that mankind's mind has
served an evolutionary function through itsimagination.

Hewaswrong, of course. On the face of it, his belief encompassed an impossibility. But even as|
thought that he must be wrong, | knew deep insde mysdlf that no man such as he could be lightly wrong.
Before he had committed to paper what he had, if for no reason than to outline histhinking for himself, he
had arrived at his conclusions only after long and thoughtful study. Those pages of appended notes were
not, | was certain, the only evidence he had. Rather they would be the condensation and the summary of
all the evidence hedd gathered, al the thinking he had done. He il could be wrong, of course, and very
likely was, but still with enough evidence and logic that hisidea could not be summarily dismissed.

He had meant to tell me, to test out histheory on me, perhaps. But because of Philip's showing up,
he had put it off. And it wasthen too late, for m aday or two held died, his car crumpled up and thelife
smashed out of him by an impact with another car that had not been found.

Thinking of it, | felt myself growing cold with aterrible kind of fear, anew kind of fear I'd never felt
before—afear that crept out of another ‘world than this, that came from somefar corner of an old
ancestra mind many times removed, the cold, numbing, gut-squeezing fear of aman who crouched insde



acave and listened to the sound made by the ghoulish shape that was prowling in the outer dark.

Could it be, | asked mysdlf, could it be that the mind-force of this other world of prowling things has
reached such a point of development and efficiency that it could assume any shape at dl, ashapefor any
purpose? Could it become a car that smashed another car and, having smashed it, return to that other
world or dimengon or invighility from which it had emerged?

Had my old friend died because he had guessed the secret of this other world of mind-created
things?

And the rattlesnakes, | wondered. No, not the rattlesnakes, for | was sure that they had been redl.
But had the Triceratops, the house and the other buildings, the jacked-up car beside the woodpile,
Snuffy Smith and hiswife not been rea ? Was thisthe answer that | needed? Could dl of these things
have been made up of a masquerading mind-force that lay in ambush for me, that fooled meinto
accepting the improbable even when | had fdlt it was al improbable, that had escorted me, not to the
couch in the living room, but to the rocky floor of a snake-infested cave?

And if so, why? Because this hypothetica mind-force knew that the manila envelope from Philip
awaited my arriva at George Duncan's store?

It wasinsanity, | told mysdalf. But so had missing the turn in the road been insanity, so had been the
Triceratops, S0 had been the house where there was no house, so had been the rattlesnakes. But not the
snakes, | said, for the snakes wererea. And what wasrea? | asked. How could one know that anything
wasred? At thislate day, if my old friend had been right, was anything for red?

| was shaken deeper than | knew. | sat in the chair and stared at the wall, and the sheaf of papersfell
from my hand and | did not move to pick them up. If thiswere so, | thought, our old and trustworthy
world had been jerked from benesth our feet, and the goblins and the ghoul s were no longer something
for mere chimney-corner tales, but existed in the very solid flesh—well, not perhaps hi solid flesh, but
they anyhow existed; they were not illusons. A product of imagination, we had said of them, and we had
been entirely right without our knowing it. And again, if thiswere so, Nature, in the process of evolution,
had made along, long jump ahead, from living matter to intelligence and from intelligence to abstract
thought and from abstract thought to some form of life at once shadowy and redl, alife, perhaps, that
could take its choice of being either shadowy or redl.

| tried to imagine what sort of life it might be, what might be itsjoys and its sorrows, what could be
itsmotives; | could not imagine any of it. My blood and bone and flesh would not alow meto. For it
would have to be another form of life and the gap was much too great. Aswell, or better, to ask a
trilobite to imagine theworld of the dinosaurs. If Nature were seeking for survival vauesin its continudl
winnowing of species, herefindly it should have found a creeture (if it could be called acreature) with a
fantagticdly high survivd vaue, for there would be nothing, absolutely nothing, in the physica world thet
could get at it.

| sat there, thinking of it, and the thoughts bounced in my skull like the mutterings of distant thunder
and | was getting nowhere in my thinking. | wasn't even going around in circles. | wasjust bouncing back
and forth, like ahalf-demented Yo-Yo.

With an effort | jerked mysdlf out of al this crazy thinking and once again | heard the gurgle and the
laughter and the chuckling of theriver asit went running down the land in the splendor of itsmagic.

There was unpacking to be done, getting al the bags and boxes out of the car and hauled into the
room; there was fishing waiting for me, with the canoe at the dock and the big bass lurking in the reeds
and among thelily pads. And after that, getting settled down, abook that must be written.

And there was, aswell, | recalled, the program and the basket socia at the school tonight. | would
have to be there.

v

Linda Bailey spotted me as soon as | walked through the school house door and came bustling over
to me like a self-important hen. She was one of the few people there that | remembered and there was



no way one could fail to remember her. She and her husband and her brood of grubby children had lived
on the farm next door to ours and there had been few days during the entire time that we were there that
Linda Bailey had not come traipsing up the road or acrossthe fields to borrow acup of sugar or adab of
butter or any one of adozen other items of which she continually found hersalf short and which,
incidentally, she never seemed to get around to paying back. She was alarge, raw-boned, horsey
woman and she had aged, it seemed to me, but little.

"Horace Smith!" she trumpeted. "Little Horace Smith. I'd knowed you anywhere."

Sheflung her arms about me and she pounded me on the back with resounding thumps while,
embarrassed, | struggled to remember just what bond of affection there had been between my family and
the Balley family to judtify thiskind of greeting.

"So you came back again,” sheyelped. "Y ou couldn't stay away. Once Filot Knob getsinto your
blood, there can't no one stay away. And after being to dl those places, too. To al them heathen
countries. Y ou were in Rome, weren't you?"

"l spent sometimein Rome," | told her. "It's not a heathen country.”

"The purpleiristhat | have down against the pigpen,” she declared, "is from the Pope's own garden.
It's not so much to look at. I've seen lots better iris—awhole ot prettier. Any other kind of iris no better
than that 1'd dug up and throwed out long ago. But | kept it because of the place it come from. It ain't
everybody,. | can tell you, that hasiris from the Pope's own garden. Not that | hold with the Pope and dll
that foolishness, but it does make theiris sort of distinctive, don't you think it does?’ "Very much,” | said.

She grabbed me by the arm. "For goodness* sake," she said, "let's go over and sit down. We have
S0 much to talk about.”

She dragged meto arow of chairs and we sat down together.

"Y ou said Rome wasn't no heathen country,” she said, "but you been in heathen countries. What
about them Russians? Y ou spent alot of timein Russa”

"I don't know," | said. " Some of the Russian people ill believein God. It'sthe government. . ."

"Land sakesdive," shesad, "you sound asif you liked them Russans.”

"Someof them," | said.

"l heard," she said, "that you were up Lonesome Hollow and came driving down the road past the
Williams place this morning. What in the world would you be doing there?"

Was there anything, | wondered, that she didn't know about, that all Pilot Knob didn't know about?
Better than triba drums, more efficient than radio, the news went thrumming through the
community—every bit of gossip, every supposition.

"| turned up the road onimpulse,” | told her, lying very feebly. "When | wasaboy, | went squirrel
hunting up there sometimesin thefal.”

Shelooked at me suspicioudy, but she didn't follow up the reason for my being there. "Maybeit'sal
right in daylight,” she declared, "but | wouldn't, for al the money in theworld, go up there after dark."
She leaned closer to me and her braying voice sank to ascratchy whisper. "The place is haunted,” she
sad, "by apack of dogs, if you want to cal them dogs. They come baying down acrossthe hills, snarling
and yapping, and when they go past thereisacold wind going with them. It's enough to freeze your
soul..."

"Y ou've heard these dogs?" | asked.

"Reared them? On many anight I've beared them, howling down the hills, but I've never been that
doseto them that I've felt the wind. Nettie Campbell told me. Y ou remember Nettie Campbel 1?7

| shook my head.

"Oh, of course you wouldn't. She was Nettie Graham before she married Andy Campbell. They lived
at the end of the road up Lonesome Hollow. The houseis deserted now. Just walked away and |eft.
Them dogs drove them off. Maybe you saw it—saw the house, | mean."

| nodded, not too positively, for 1'd not seen the house. I'd only heard of it from Lowizie Smith the
night before.

"There are srangethings hi these hills" said LindaBailey. "Thingsabody, in hisright mind, would not
believe. It comes, | suppose, from being such wild country. A lot of other placesare dl settled down,



with not atreeleft sanding and dl theland infidlds. But thisis till wild country. | guessit will dwaysbe.”

The schoolroom was beginning to fill up now and | saw George Duncan making hisway through the
crowd toward me. | stood up to greet him and held out my hand.

"l hear you got settled in dl right,” he said. "I knew you'd like the place. | phoned Streeter and told
him to look after you. He said you were out fishing. Catch anything worthwhile?"

"A coupleof bass" | told him. "I'll do better once| get to know theriver."

"| think the program is about to start,” he said. "1ll seeyou later on. There arealot of people here
you should say helloto.”

The program got underway. The teacher, Kathy Adams, played the old dilapidated organ and
different groups of kids came up and sang some songs and others spoke their pieces and a bunch of
eighth grade pupils put on alittle play that Kathy Adams proudly announced they had worked out
themsdves

Itdl, initsstumbling way, was entirely dightful and | sat there remembering when | had goneto
schoal in thisvery building and had taken part in exactly such aprogram. | tried to remember the names
of some of theteachers| had had and it was only toward the end of the program that | remembered one
of them had been named

Miss Stein, astrange, angular, flighty person with an abundance of red hair and most easily upset by
some of the pranks we were dways thinking up. | wondered where Miss Stein might be thisvery evening
and how life had treated her. Better, | hoped, than some of us kids had treated her when we had goneto
school.

LindaBailey tugged at my jacket deeve and spoke in agrating whisper. "Them kids are good, ain't
they?'

| nodded that they were.

"ThisMiss Adamsisaright good teacher,” Linda Bailey whispered. "I'm afraid that she won't stay
here long. Thislittle school of ours can't expect to keep someone as good as her.”

Then the program was over and George Duncan came pushing through the crowd and took mein
tow and began to introduce me to some other people. Some of them | remembered and some of them |
didn't, but they seemed to remember me, so | pretended that | did.

But right in the middle of it Miss Adams was standing up on thelittle platform at the front of the room
and calling to George Duncan, "Y ou forgot,” shetold him, "or are you pretending to, in hopesyou'll get
out of it? But you promised to be our auctioneer tonight.”

George protested, but | could see that he was pleased. One could see with only half an eye that
George Duncan was an important person in Pilot Knob. He owned the generd store and wasthe
postmaster and a member of the school board and he could turn his hand to many other little civic
chores, like auctioneering the baskets at a basket social. He was the man that Filot Knob always turned
to when they needed something done.

So he went up to the platform and turned to the table that was stacked with decorated baskets and
boxes and picked one of them up for the crowd to look at. But before he started in on his auctioneering,
he made alittle speech.

"All of you know," he said, "what thisisal about. The proceeds from this basket socia will be used
to buy new books for the school library, so you will have the satisfaction of knowing that whatever you
spend herewill be used to agood purpose. Y ou arentt just buying the basket and the privilege of eating
with the lady whose name you find ingde it; you aso are contributing to avery praiseworthy public
cause. So I'll ask you fellows out there to loosen up abit and spend some of that money that is sagging
down your pockets."

He hoisted the basket that he held. "Now here," he said, "isthe kind of basket that | liketo offer. |
tell you, fellows, this one has a hefty fed to it. Theré'salot of good eating packed into it and the way it's
decorated and al, 1'd say the lady who put it up probably paid as much attention to what went into it as
how it looks outside. And it might interest you to know that | seem to catch awhiff of good fried
chicken."

"Now," he asked, "what am | bid?"



"A dollar," said someone, and someone eseimmediately made it two and then from the back of the
room came abid of two and a half.

"Two dollarsand ahdf," said George Duncan in aggrieved surprise. "Are you boys going to stop at
two and ahaf? Why, if you were to buy this basket by the pound, that would be dirt cheap. Now do |
hear ..."

Someone bid three dollars and George worked it up from there, fifty centsand aquarter a atime, to
four saventy-five and finaly knocked it down for that.

| looked about the crowd. They were agroup of friendly folks and they were having agood time.
They were spending an evening with their neighbors and were comfortable with them. Right now they
wereintent upon the selling of the baskets, but later on there would be time for talk and there would be
littleweighty talk, | knew. They'd talk about the crops, the fishing, the new road that had been talked
about for twenty years or more but had never come about and now was being talked about again, of the
latest scandal (for there aways was a scandd of some sort, dthough often of the very mildest kind), of
the sermon the minister had preached last Sunday, of the old gentleman very newly dead and beloved by
al of them. They'd talk of many things and then they'd go home through the softness of the late spring
evening and they'd have their little worries and their neighborhood concerns, but there would be none of
them weighed down by huge official worries. And it was good, | told mysdif, to be in aplace where there
were no overpowering and dark officia worries.

| felt someone tugging at my deeve and looked in the direction of the tugging and there was Linda
Baley.

"Y ou'd ought to bid on that one," she whispered at me. "That one belongs to the preacher's daughter.
She'sapretty thing. Y ou'd enjoy meseting her.”

"How do you know," | asked, "that it's the preacher's daughter's basket?*

"l just know," she said. "Go ahead and bid."

It was up to three dollars and | said three dollars and ahaf and immediately, from across the room,
came ahid for four. | looked where the bid had come from and there, standing, ranged with their backs
againg the wall, were three young men, in their early twenties. When | looked at them | found that all
three were looking a me and it seemed to me that they were sneering at mein avery heavy-handed way.

Thetug came at my deeve again. "Go ahead and bid," urged Linda Bailey. "It'sthem Balard boys
and the other onésaWilliams. They areterriblelouts. Nancy will just dieif any of the three of them
should bid in her basket."

"Four fifty,"” | said, unthinking, and up on the platform George Duncan said, "I have four fifty. Who
will makeit five?' He turned toward the three ranged aong the wall and one of them said five. "Now |
havefive" sang George. "Will someone makeit Sx?' Hewaslooking straight a me and | shook my
head, so he sold it for thefive.

"Why did you do that?' Linda Bailey raged at mein her neighing whisper. ™Y ou could have kept on
bidding."

"Not onyour life" | told her. "I'm not going to come into thistown and the first night | am here make
it tough for some young sprout to buy the basket that he wants. His girl might beinvolved. She might
have told him beforehand how to identify her basket."

"But Nancy'snot hisgirl,” said LindaBailey, much disgusted a me. "Nancy hasn't got afdlow. Shell
be mortified."

"Y ou said that they were Ballards. Aren't they the people who live on our old home farm?”

"That they are," she said. "And the old folks are nice enough. But them two boys of theirs! They are
holy terrors. All the girls are scared of them. They go to dances dl the time and they arefilthy-mouthed
and do alot of drinking."

| looked across the room and the three gill were watching me, with triumphant leers pasted on their
faces. | wasastranger to the town and they had bluffed me out, they had overbid me. It was silly on the
face of it, of course, but in alittle place like this small triumphs and small insults, because of thelack of
any other kind, are often magnified.

Chri, | thought, why did | have to run into this Bailey woman? Sheld aways been bad news and she



hadn't changed. She was ameddler and a busybody and there was no good in her.

The baskets were going rapidly and only afew of them were left. George was getting tired and the
bidding had dowed down. | told myself that perhaps | should buy a basket, to demonstrate, if nothing
else, that | was no stranger, but was aman, instead, who had come back to Pilot Knob and meant to
day awhile.

| looked around and there was no sign of LindaBailey. More than likely she was sore at me and had
stalked away. Thinking of her, | felt alittle flare of anger. What right had she to demand thet | protect the
minister's daughter, Nancy, against the more than likely innocent designs—or at least ineffectud, if not
innocent designs—of some loutish farm boy.

There were only three baskets left now and George picked up one of them. It was only half thesize
some of the others had been and it was not over decorated. Holding it up, he began his auction sSingsong.

There were two or three bids and they got it up to threefifty and | madeit four.

Someone over againg thewall said fiveand | glanced in that direction and the three were grinning at
me—qgrinning, it seemed to me, with dl the clownish mdiceintheworld.

"Makeit Six," | sad.

"Seven," said the middle one of thetrio.

"l have seven,” said George, somewhat aghadt, for thiswas the highest any bid had run that night.
"Do | hear seven and ahdf or does someone want to make it eight?”

| hesitated for amoment. | was certain that the first few bids had not come from any of the three
againg thewall. They had only entered the bidding after | had made my bid. They were, | was certain,
deliberately baiting me and | was sure, aswell, that everyone in the room knew what they were up to.

"Eight?" asked George, dtill looking a me. "Do | hear an eight?’

"Not eight,” | told him. "Let usmakeit ten.”

George gulped. "Ten!" hecried. "Do | hear eleven?'

He switched his eyesto the three against the wall. They glared back at him.

"Eleven," hesaid. "It takes eleven. No raise smaller than adollar. Do | hear eleven?'

Hedidn't hear dleven.

When | went to the front of the room to pay the auction clerk and to get the basket, | glanced at the
wadll. The three were no longer there.

Standing to one Side, | opened the basket and the name on the dip of paper placed atop the lunch
was that of Kathy Adams.
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Thefird lilacs were coming out and in the cool, damp evening they had filled the air with afaint
suggestion of that fragrance which, in the weeks to come, would hang aheavy perfumedong dl the
streets and footpaths of thislittle town. A wind, blowing up the hollow from theriver, set the suspended
dreet lights at the intersections swinging and the light and shadow on the ground went bouncing back and
forth.

"I'm glad that it isover,” Kathy Adams said. 'The program, | mean, and the school year too. But I'll
be coming back in September.”

| looked down at the girl walking a my side and she was, it seemed to me, an entirely different
person than the one I'd seen that morning in the store. She had done something to her hair and the
schoolteacherish ook of it was gone and she'd put away her glasses. Protective coloration, |
wondered—the way sheld looked that morning, a deliberate effort to make herself appear the kind of
teacher who would gain acceptance in this community. And it was ashame, | told mysdlf. Given hdf a
chance, shewas a pretty girl.

"You said you'l be back,” | said. "Where will you spend the summer?

"Gettysburg,” shesad.

"Gettysourg?'



"Gettysburg, P.A.," shetold me. "'l was born there and my family till isthere. | go back each
ummer.”

"| wasthere just afew daysago,” | said. £1 stopped on my way here. Spent two full days,
wandering the battlefield and wondering what it had al been like that time more than ahundred years
"Y ou'd never been there before?”

"Once before. Many years ago. When | first went to Washington as a cub reporter. | took one of the
bustrips. It was not too satisfactory. I've aways wanted to be there on my own, to take my time and see
what | wanted to see, to poke into al the corners and to stand and ook aslong as | wished to stand and
look."

"Y ou had agood time, then?”’

"Y es, two days of living in the past. And trying to imagine.”

Shesad, "Wevelived with it so long, of course, that it's become commonplace with us. We have
prideinit, naturaly, and adeep interest init, but it's the tourists who get the most out of it They cometo
it fresh and eager and they seeit, perhaps, with different eyes than we do."

"That may beright,” | said, dthough | didn't think so.

"But Washington,” shesaid. "Thereisaplace| love. Especidly the White House. It fascinates me. |
could stand for hours outsde that big iron fence and just sare at it."

"You," | said, "and millions of other people. There are dways people waking up and down the fence,
going dow and looking.”

"It'sthe squirrels| like" shetold me. "Those cheeky White House squirrels that come up to the fence
and beg and sometimes come right out on the sidewak and sniff around your feet, then sit up, with their
little paws dangling on their chests, looking a you with their beady little eyes.”

| laughed, remembering the squirrels. "They'retheones” | said, "who haveit made."

"Y ou sound asif you're envious."

"I could bethat," | admitted. "The squirrd, | should imagine, hasafairly smplelife, while our human
life has become so complex that it is never smple. Welve made aterrible mess of things. Maybe no
worse how than it has ever been, but the point isthat it's not getting any better. It's maybe getting worse.”

"Y ou're going to put some of that into your book?"

| looked at her in surprise.

"Oh," she said, "everybody knows that you came back to write abook. Did they smply guessor did
you tell someone?!

"| supposethat | told George."

"That was enough,” she said. "All you haveto do is mention anything at dl to asingle person. Within
three hours, flat, everyonein town knows exactly what you said. Before noon tomorrow everyone will
know that you walked me home and paid ten dollars for my basket Whatever possessed you to make a
bid like thet?"

"It wasn't showing off,” | told her. "1 suppose some people will think that and | am sorry for it. |
suppose | shouldn't have doneit, but there were those three louts over againgt thewall...."

She nodded. "1 know what you mean. Thetwo Ballard boys and the Williamskid. But you shouldn't
mind them. Y ou werefair gameto them. New and from acity. They smply had to show you .. ."

"Wadl, | showed them,” | said, "and | suppose it wasjust as childish of me asit was of them. And
with lessexcuse, for | should know better.”

"How long do you plan to stay?' she asked.

| grinned at her. "I'll till be here when you get back in September ..."

"l didn't mean that."

"I know you didn't. But the book will take awhile. I'm not going to rushit. I'm going to take my time
and do the best job of which I'm capable. And | have to catch up with alot of fishing. Fishing I've been
dreaming about al these years. Maybe some hunting in thefdl. | imagine this might be agood placefor
ducks"

"I think itis" shesaid. "Therearealot of loca folkswho hunt them every fall and dl you hear for



weeksiswhen the northern flight will start coming through.”

And that would betheway of it, | knew. That wasthe lure and the pull of aplace like Filot
Knob—the comfortable fedling that you knew what other people were thinking and were ableto join
with them in acomfortable sort of talk, to st around the spittle-scarred stove hi the store and talk about
when the northern flight would be coming through, or about how the fish had started to bite downin
Proctor's Slough, or how the last rain had helped the corn or how the violent storm of the night before
had put down al the oats and barley. There had been achair around that stove, | remembered, for my
father—achair held a once by right and privilege. | wondered, as | walked through the lilac-haunted
evening, if thered beachair for me.

"Herewe are," said Kathy, turning into awalk that led up to alarge, white, two-story house, al but
smothered in trees and shrubbery. | stopped and stared at it, trying to placeit, to bring it out of memory.

"The Forsythe place," she said. "The banker Forsythe place. I've boarded here ever since | started
teaching here, three years ago.”

"But the banker ..."

"Yes, heésgone. Dead adozen years or more, | guess. But hiswidow till lives here. Anold, old
woman now. Half blind and gets around with a cane. Says she getslonesomein the big house dl done.
That'swhy shetook mein."

"Y oull beleaving-when?'

"Inaday or two. I'm driving back and thereis no big hurry. Not athing to do al summer. Last year |
went to summer school, but thisyear | decided to kipit.”

"l may see you again, then, before you leave?' Because for some reason which | didn't try to figure
out, | knew that | wanted to see her again.

"Why, | don't know. I'll bebusy ..."

"Tomorrow night, perhaps. Have dinner with me, please. There must be someplace we can driveto.
A good dinner and adrink."

"That might befun," shesaid.

"I'll call for you," | said. "Will seven betoo early?’

"It1l be quitedl right,” she said, "and thanks for seeing me home."

It wasadismissa, but | hestated. "Can you get in?' | asked, rather stupidly. "Have you got akey?"

Shelaughed a me. "I have akey, but therell be no need to useit. She'swaiting for me and watching
usright now."

"Mrs. Forsythe, of course. Half blind as sheis, she knows al that's going on and keeps close watch
of me. No harm will ever cometo me aslong as she'saround.”

| felt amused and allittle angry and upset. | had forgotten, of course—forgotten that you could go
nowhere, nor do anything, without someone watching you and knowing and then passing on the
information to everyonein Filot Knob.

"Tomorrow evening,” | said alittle Stiffly, conscious of those eyes watching through the window.

| stood and watched her go up the steps and across the vine-hung porch and before she reached the
door, it came open and aflood of light spilled out. Kathy had been right. Mrs. Forsythe had been
watching.

| turned about and went through the gate and down the street. The moon had risen over the great
bluff to the east of the town, the Pilot Knob which had been alandmark used by pilotshi theold
steamboating days and which had given the town its name. The moonlight, shining through the massive
elm treeswhich lined the street, made a checkered pattern on the sdewak and the air was tinged with
the smdl of lilacsblooming intheyards.

When | came to the schoolhouse corner, | turned down the road that led to theriver. Here the village
dwindled out and the trees, climbing up the high dope of the bluff, grew thicker, muffling the moonlight.

| had walked only afew feet into this degper shadow when they jumped me. I'll say thisfor them—it
was acomplete surprise. A hurtling body dammed into my legs and bowled me over and when | was
going down something e se lashed out and struck mein theribs. | hit the ground and rolled to get out of



theway and in theroad | heard the sound of feet. | got my knees under me and was halfway up when |
saw the shadowy outline of the man in front of me and sensed (not redlly seeing, just glimpsing aflash of
motion) the foot hitting out at me. | twisted to one sde and the foot caught me aglancing blow on the
armsingtead of in the chest, whereit apparently had been aimed.

| knew that there were more than one of them, for | had heard the sound of anumber of feet out
thereintheroad, and | knew that if | stayed down, they al would rush hi, kicking. So | made a grest
effort to get on my feet and madeit, although my stance was shaky. | backed away in an effort to get my
feet more squarely under me and | backed into something hard and knew, from the fedl of the bark
againgt my back, that | was againgt atree.

There were three of them, | saw, poised out in the shadows, darker than the shadows.

Thethree, | wondered, who had stood against the wall, making fun of me because | was an outsider
and fair game. And then lying in wait for me after I'd taken Kathy home.

"All right, you little bastards" | said, "comeoninand get it."

They came, dl three of them. If I'd had the sense to keep my fool mouth shut, they might not have
doneit, but at my taunt they did.

| gotinjust onegood lick. I put my fist squardly into the face of the one in the center. The punch |
threw was a good one and he was rushing me. The sound of thefist hitting hisface waslike the sound a
sharp axe makeswhen it hitsafrosty tree.

Then fisswere hitting me from every sdeand | felt mysdlf going over and as| fell, they left off with
their figts, but they used their fet, | rolled, or tried to roll, up into abal and protect mysdlf asbest |
could. It went on for quiteawhileand | guess| wasfairly dizzy, or maybe | passed out for a short while,

The next | remember | was sitting up and the road was empty. | was alone and | was one vast ache,
with afew placeswhere the pain had localized abit. | got to my feet and staggered down the road,
reding alittle at first from the dizziness, but findly getting so | could navigate on an even kedl.

| reached the motd and got to my room and went into the bathroom, turning on the light. 1 wasfar
from a pretty Sght. The flesh around one eye wasfairly well puffed out and beginning to darken. My face
was smeared with blood from half adozen cuts. Gingerly, | washed off the blood and ingpected the cuts
and they were not too bad. For severd days, of course, I'd have a beauty of an eye.

| think it was my dignity that was hurt worse than the rest of me. Come back to the old hometown a
minor celebrity from being seen on television and heard on radio and then, one'sfirst evening home, to be
beaten up by agang of rural punks because | had outbid them for the teacher's basket.

Chrit, | thought, if this story ever got known hi Washington or New Y ork, I'd never hear the last of
it.

| felt over my body and | had some bruises here and there, but nothing serious. I'd be sore for aday
or two, but that would be the end of it. I'd have to put in alot of fishing in the next few days, | told
mysdf. Stay out on the river and out of the sight of as many people as| could manage until the swelling
around the eye went down. Although, | knew, there was no hope of keeping the story from the good
folks of Pilot Knob. And there was my date with Kathy—what would | do about that?

| went to the door and stepped outside to have alast look at the night. The moon now was high over
the frowning bluff of Pilot Knob. A dight breeze stirred the trees and set up afurtive rustling of the leaves
and suddenly | heard the sound, the far-off cry of many dogs, baying out their hearts.

| caught just asnatch of it, apiece of sound that had been caught and wafted by thewind so that |
could hear it, but it now was gone. | stiffened to atention, listening, remembering what Linda Bailey had
told me of the were-pack that ran in Lonesome Hollow.

The sound came again, the wild, insstent, heart-chilling clamor of apack closng in upon itsprey.
Then the wind shifted once again and the sound was gone.
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It had been agood day. Not so good for fishing, for | had only four bass on my stringer, but good for



being outdoors on theriver, good for the chance to renew acquaintance with the river world, for
recapturing some of the nuances of a haf-forgotten boyhood. Mrs. Streeter had packed alunch for me
and had asked about the black eye and | had been evasive, managing afeeble joke. Then I'd fled to the
river and had stayed dl day. Not fishing dl the time, but exploring aswell, poking the canoe into tangled
backwaters and little twisting doughs, looking over anidand or two. | told mysdf that | was smelling out
good fishing spots, but | was doing more than that. | was exploring this stretch of water | had dreamed
about for years, seeking out the texture of it and the mood, trying to fit mysdf into this strange world of
flowing water, of forested idand, of barren and shifting sandbar, and the wooded shores.

Now, with the shadows returning, | headed for the motel, hugging the shore, fighting the current with
awkward paddle strokes.

| was a couple of hundred yards from the dock when | heard someone call my name—awhisper that
carried across the water.

| lifted my paddie and held it poised. Looking at the shore. The current began to carry the canoe
dowly down theriver.

"In here," thewhisper said and | caught aflash of color at the mouth of atiny backwater that ran into
the shore. | dipped my paddle and drove the canoe into the backwater and there, standing on alog that
danted down the bank with one end anchored in the water, was Kathy Adams. | urged the canoe over
until it bumped againgt thelog.

"dJumpin,” | said. "I'll takeyou for acruise”

She stared at me. "That eyel” she said.

| grinned @ her. "l ran into abit of trouble.”

"I heard you werein afight,” shesaid. "I think you arein trouble.”

"I'm usudly introuble,” 1 told her, "Of one sort or another.”

"I mean redl trouble thistime. They think you killed aman."

"| can easily prove. . ."

"Jugtin Bdlard," she said. "They found hisbody just an hour or so ago. Y ou fought with him last
night."

| nodded. "I think so. It was dark. There were three of them, but | never got agood look at them.
The onel hit may have been thisBdlard boy. | only hit one of them. After that the other two were dl
over me"

"It was Jugtin Bdlard you fought with last night,” she said. "And the other two. They were bragging
around town this morning about it and Justin's face was all smashed up.”

"WEell, then, that let'smeout,” | said. "I've beenontheriver al day long .. . ."

And then my words ran out. There was no way to prove I'd been on theriver. I'd not seen asoul and
probably had been seen by no one.

"l don't understand,” | said.

"They were around this morning, bragging about what they'd done to you and they said they were
going to hunt you up and finish the job. Then someone found Justin dead and the other two have
disappeared.”

"They don't think | killed al three?" | asked.

She shook her head. "'l don't know what they think about it. The villageis shook up. A bunch of them
were going to come down here and get you, but George Duncan talked them out of it. He said they
shouldn't try to take the law into their own hands. He pointed out there was no proof you'd doneiit, but
the village thinks you did. George cdled the motel and found you were out fishing. He said for everyone
to leave you aone and he called the sheriff. Hefigured it would be best to let the sheriff handleit.”

"But you?' | asked. "You cameouttowarnme. . ."

"Y ou bought my basket and you walked me home and we made adate," she said. "It sort of seemed
to me| should be on your sde. | didn't want them to catch you by surprise.”

"I'm afraid the date Is canceled,” | said. "'l am very sorry. | had been looking forward to it"

"What are you going to do?'

"I don't know," | said. "I'll haveto think about it."



"Y ou haven't got much time."

"I know that. | suppose the only thing isto paddie in and sit and wait for them.”

"But they may not wait for the sheriff,” she warned.

| shook my head. "Theré's something in my unit that | have to get. There is something strange about
dl this"

And there was something strange about it. There had been the rattlesnakes and now, less than twenty
hours later, afarm boy dead. Or was it afarm boy dead? Was anybody dead?

"Y ou can't comein now," shetold me. "Y ou have to stay out fishing at least until the sheriff getshere.
That’swhy | cameto warn you. If there's something in your unit, | can get it for you."

"No," | said.

"Thereisaback door to dl the units" she said, "off the patio that faces on theriver. Do you know if
that back door isunlocked?"

"l supposeitis’ | sad.

"I could dip intheback and get..."

"Kathy," | sad, "I can't..."

"You cant comein,” shesaid. "Not for awhile, at least”

"Y ou think you could get into the unit?*

"I'msurel could.”

"A big manilaenvelope,” | said. "With aWashington postmark and athick bunch of papersinside.
Just get the envelope and then clear out. Keep out of the entire business once you have that envelope.”

"Thisenvelope?'

"Nothing incriminating,” | said. "Nothingillegd. Just Something that must not be seen, information that
no one should have."

"It'simportant?'

"| think it'simportant, but | can't let you get involved. It wouldn't be ..."

"I'm dready involved,” shesaid. "I've warned you and | suppose that's not very law-abiding, but |
couldn't let you just come stumbling into them. Y ou get back on that river and stay there...”

"Kathy," | said, "I'm going to tell you something that will shock you. If you're sure you want to take a
chance with that envelope.”

"l wantto doit,” shesaid. "If you tried it, you might be seen. Me, even if | was seen around the
place, no onewould pay attention.”

"All right, then," | said, hating mysdlf for letting her do adirty job, "I'm not only going out on that
river, but I'm going to run, very fast and hard. Not that 1've killed anyone, but there's another reason. |
suppose the honest thing would be to give mysdlf up, but | find, regretfully, that | have some cowardly
tendencies. | can dways give mysdf up, later on, perhaps.”

She stared at me, frightened—for which | couldn't blame her. And perhaps with somewhat less
regard for me than sheld had to start with.

"If you're going to run," she said, "you'd better sart right now."

"Onething,” | said."Yes?'

"If you get that envelope, don't look inside. Don't reed it.”

"l don't understand any of this" she said. "What | don't understand,” | told her, "iswhy you're
warning me"

"I'vetold you that Y ou might at least say thank you."

"l do, of course," | said.

She began backing up the bank.

"Onyour way," shesaid. "I'll get your envelope.”
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Night fell and | did not have to hug the bank so closely, but could get out into the stream, where the



current would help me. There had been two towns, but both of them had been on the other side of the
river and | had seen their lights, shining across the water and the wide Stretch of boggy bottomlands that
stretched between the far shore and theriver.

| wasworried about Kathy. | had no claim to any help from her and | felt considerably like ahed for
letting her take on what could turn out to be a very dirty chore. But she had come to warn me, she had
aigned hersdlf with me—and she was the only one around. Furthermore, most likely, the only person |
could trust. The chances were good, | told mysdlf, that she'd be able to manage it, and it was important,
terribly important, it seemed to me, that the manila envelope should be kept from faling into the hands of
someone who might makeit public.

Assoon aspossible I'd have to get in touch with Philip and alert him to what was going on. Between
the two of us, we might be able to figure out what would be best to do. | had to put some distance
between mysdf and Pilot Knob, then find atelephone—far enough away o that the call would not
arouse suspicion.

| was piling up the distance. The current was fast and | helped the speed dong as best | could with
steady paddle work.

Asl| drovethe canoe dong, | wasthinking of the night before and about the finding of Justin Ballard's
body. And the more | thought about it, the more | became convinced that Ballard had not died. There
was no question, it seemed to me, that the three who had attacked me the night before had been the
three who had stood ranged against the wall. They had bragged about the beating they had given me and
then they had disappeared, but where and how had they disappeared? But wherever or however, with
them out of theway, for atime at least, what would be smpler than the planting of abody to enmesh me
with the law—perhaps to get me lynched? And if Kathy's version had been true, alynch party had been
forming before George Duncan broke it up. If the things, whatever they were, could fashion out of
themselves, or the energy that was themsealves, a house, ajacked-up car, awoodpile, two people, a
supper on the table, ajug of good corn whiskey, they could do anything. A dead and rigid body would
be acinch for them. And dso, | redlized, they could bring their abilities to bear upon keegping the missing
three from showing up until it made no difference. It was acrazy way to do things, certainly,
accomplishment by indirection, but no crazier than killing aman with acar that disappeared, or the
strange and e aborate scheme which they'd gone about to introduce a potentia victim to a den of
rattlesnakes.

Soon, | hoped, thered be ariver town where | could find a public telephone booth and put in my
cal. Theaarm might have spread by now and the river towns might be watched, although there would be
no certainty in the sheriffsmind that | had fled downriver. No certainty, of course, unless Kathy had been
apprehended. | tried to turn off thisthought, but try as| might it kept coming back to me. But even
watched, | probably could makeit And after | had made my cal, what did | do then? Surrender mysdlf,
perhaps, athough that was something that had to be decided later. | could, | redlized, have surrendered
myself and still made the call to Philip, but it would have been made within the hearing of an officer and
theréd have been no opportunity to do anything after it was made.

| wasn't entirely satisfied with the way 1'd handled the Situation and | felt asense of guilt, but as | beat
it back and forth in my mind | could see no other acceptable dternative.

Night had falen, but afaint light still hung above theriver. From the shore came the distant lowing of
acow and thefaint barking of adog. All about me the water whispered with its eternd talk and at timesa
fish flopped, making a sudden plop and setting up a concentric eddy of ripples. | seemed to be moving
acrossagresat plain; the dark, tree-lined river banks and the distant hills were smply shadows at the
periphery of the plain. It was adeeply peaceful place, thisrealm of water and of shadow. Strangely, | felt
safe out there on the river. Detached might be a better word. | was aone and hi the center of atiny
universe and the universe stretched out on every side, untenanted. The sounds that came acrossthe
water, the lowing of the cow and the barking of the dog, had so much the sense of distance in them that
they accentuated, rather than destroyed, the smug sense of detachment.

Then the detachment ended. In front of me the water humped and as | paddied franticdly to steer
free of the hump, ablackness rose up out of the river—yards and yards of blackness, with water



dreaming off it

The chain of blacknessreared into the air, agresat, long, Snuous neck with a nightmare head
attached. It came up into the air and bent in agraceful curve so that the head hung just above me, and
looking up, | stared in fascinated fear into the red, jewellike eyesthat glittered in the faint light reflected
from the surface of the water. A forked tongue flickered out a me and then the mouth came open and |
saw thefangs.

| dipped the paddle and with amighty heave drove the canoe forward in asudden surge. | felt the hot
bresth of the beast upon my neck asthe lunging head missed me by bareinches.

Glancing back over my shoulder, | saw the head poised again, ready for another strike and | knew
that the odds were stacked heavily against me. I'd fooled the creature once; | doubted that 1'd be able to
do it asecond time. The shore wastoo far away to reach and the only thing that was |eft for meto do
was to dodge and run. For amoment the thought of abandoning the canoe crossed my mind, but | was
not too good aswimmer and this was some sort of water monster that undoubtedly could scoop me out
of the water with remarkable ease.

It wastaking itstime now. It didn't need to hurry. It knew it had me, but thistime it wasn't going to
take achance of missing. Water rippled behind it inaneat V asit moved toward me, the long neck
curved and ready, the head with jaws agape, the fangs shining in the sarlight.

| swung the canoe sharply in the hope of catching it off balance, forcing it to get squared around again
to make anew approach.

As| swung the canoe sharply some object rolled and rattled hi its bottom. And when | heard that
ratle, | knew what | had to do—no reason to it, no logic, it wasjust plain damn silly, but | was at the end
of my rope and fast running out of time. | had no hopethat | could do what | planned to do—well, not a
plan, more like areflex response—and no ideawhat 1'd do if it really worked. But | had to do it Mostly,
| suppose, because it was the only thing that | could think of doing.

| hit thewater alick with the paddle to turn the canoe end for end, so | could face the creature. Then
| reached down and picked up the rod and stood up. A canoe ordinarily is not the sort of craft aman
should stand up in, but this one wasfairly steady and I'd been doing some practicing, sanding upiniit,
that afternoon.

| had a bass plug hooked onto the line and it was afairly heavy plug (perhaps abit too heavy for
good bass fishing) and it had three gang hooks hi it.

The critter wasfairly close now and its mouth still was open wide, so | brought the rod back and |
amed, hi my mind, where| wanted that plug to go and | svung my arm.

| watched in fascination as the plug flashed out, the meta of it glittering just abit in theriver light. And
it plopped into that open mouth and | waited for a split second, then lifted the rod tip and lunged back
hard with &l my strength to set the hooks. | felt the tug as the hooks bit deep and there | was, with the
monster hooked.

| hadn't thought beyond the casting of the plug. | hadn't figured out what | would do if | hooked the
mongter. Mostly, | suppose, because | had not thought for an instant that | would really hook him.

But now, having hooked him, | did the only thing | could. | dropped quickly into a crouch and held
fast to therod. The monster's head jerked back and pointed sharply toward the sky and the reel was
snging asthelinewent out

| jerked the rod again to set the hooks still degper and out in the water in front of me atida wave
went into action. A mighty body heaved into the air and it kept on coming and | thought it would never
stop. The head, on itslanky neck, was thrashing back and forth and the rod was whipping wildly and |
hung onto it like grim death, athough | can't imagine why | hung onto it. Onething for certain, | didn't
want thisfish that | had hooked.

The canoe was pitching and bucking in the waves set up by the creature's struggles and | crouched
lower init, huddling init, with my elbows braced againgt the gunwales, trying to keep the center of gravity
low to prevent an upset And now the canoe began to move, faster and faster, down theriver, towed
behind the fleaing cresture.

And throughit al, I hung onto therod. | could havelet go of it, | could have thrown it away, but |



hung onto it and as the canoe started to move | whooped in jeering triumph. The thing had been chasing
me and | had been the hunted, but now | had it hooked and it was running in pain and panic and so far as
| was concerned | was set to run it ragged.

The thing went streaking down the river and the line was thrumming and the canoe was riding high
and fast and | whooped like azany cowboy astride abucking horse. | forgot for amoment what was
going on or what had led up to it. It was awild ride through the night of thisriver world and ahead of me
the creature was twisting and humping, with the serrated row of finsaong its back sometimes arched into
the air and sometimeslow againgt the water and awash in the turmoail of itsstruggle.

Suddenly the line went dack and the creature disappeared. | was done upon theriver, crouchingina
canoe that was bucking up and down in the turbulence of the water. Asthe water quieted, | eased mysdlf
back upon the seat and began redling in theline. Therewas alot of redling to be done, but finally the plug
came clattering aboard and snugged againgt the rod tip. | was somewhat astonished to seethe plug, for |
had thought the line had snapped and that with the snapping of it, the creature had sounded and made its
escape. But now it became apparent that the creature had smply disappeared, for the hooks must have
been sat deeply and solidly into its flesh and the only way that the plug could have come clean was for the
flesh hi which it had been embedded to have disappeared.

The canoe now was floating gently on the river and | reached down and picked up the paddie. The
moon was risng and the sky glow of itsrisng made theriver glisten like aroad of flowing slver. | sat
quietly with the paddle in my hand and wondered what to do. The ingtinctive thing wasto get off theriver
before another monster came heaving from the depths, to get busy with the paddie and head in for shore.
But | felt sure, on second thought, that thereld not be another monster—for the business of the monster
could only be explained if it were considered in the same frame of reference asthe den of rattlesnakes
and Jugtin Bdlard's degth. My old friend's other world had tried another gambit and had failed again, and
it was not in the nature of their operation, | was sure, to repeat ascheme that failed. And if that reasoning
was valid, for the moment at least the river probably was the safest placein al the world for meto be.

A sharp, shrill piping broke my line of thought and | swung my head around to try to identify the
origin of the piping. Squatted on the gunwale, eight feet or so away, perched alittle monstrogity. It was
grotesquely humanoid and covered by aheavy coat of hair and it clung to its perch with a pair of feet that
resembled the talons of an owl. Itshead rose to a point and the hair grew from the top of this point to fal
about the head in such amanner asto provide ahat resembling those worn by nativesin certain Asan
countries. Projecting from the side of its head were juglike, pointed ears and its eyes glared redly at me
from behind the hanging mat of hair.

Now that | saw it, its piping began to make some sense. "Threetimesisacharm!” it was saying,
gleefully, initshigh, shrill piping. "Threetimesisacharm! Threetimesisacharm!”

Gorgerisng in my throat, | svung the paddle hard. Theflat side of the blade caught thelittle
mongtrosity sharply and popped it off the gunwale, high into the air, asahigh fly might be hit by a
baseball bat. The piping changed into afeeble scream and | watched it in somefascination asit_ sailed
high above theriver, finaly reaching the top of its parabola and starting to come down. Halfway down it
blinked out, like the burgting of a soap bubble—one moment there, the next moment gone.

| got down to work with the paddie. | was|ooking for atown and there was no use fooling myself
any longer. The quicker | reached aphone and put in acall to Philip, the better it would be.

My old friend might not have been entirdly right in al that he had written, but there was something
damn funny going on.
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Thetown was smal and | could find no phone booth. Nor was | absolutely sure what town it was,
athough, if my memory did not play mefase, it was aplace called Woodman. | tried to summon upin
my head amap of the locality, but the town and the country were too far in the past and | could not be
sure of it. But the name of thetown, | told myself, was not important; the important thing wasto place



that phone call. Philip wasin Washington and hed know what was best to do—and even if hedidn't
know what to do, he at least should know what was going on. | owed him that much for sending me the
copy of hisunclésnotes. Although | knew that if he had not sent them to me, | might not be in this mess.

The only place in the block-long business digtrict that <till was open wasabar. Y dlow light shone
dimly through its dirt-grimed windows and a dight breeze blowing up the street set abeer sgnto
creaking back and forth upon itsiron bracket suspended above the sdewalk.

| stood across the street, trying to screw up my courage to go in the bar. There was no guarantee, of
course, that the place would have a phone, although it seemed likely that it would. | knew that in stepping
across the threshold of the place I'd be running a certain amount of risk, for it was amogt certain that by
now the sheriff would have put out an darm concerning me. The darm might not have reached this place,
of course, but it still was achanceto take.

The canoe was down at the river landing, tied to atottery post, and al | had to do was to go back
and get into it and push out into the stream. No one would be the wiser, for no one had seen me. Except
for the place across the Street, the town was positively dead.

But | had to make that phone cal; | smply had to make it. Philip should be warned, and | might
aready betoo late. Once warned, he might have some suggestion of something we could do. It was
apparent now that anyone who read what my old dead friend had written faced the same danger that he
hed faced inwriting it.

| stood in an agony of indecison and finaly, scarcely redizing | wasdoing it, | started walking across
the street. When | reached the sdewalk, | stopped and looked up at the cresking sign and the creaking
seemed to wake me up to what | had been about to do. | was a hunted man and there was no sensein
walking in there and asking for the kind of trouble that | was apt to get. | walked on past the bar, but
halfway down the street | turned about and started back again and when | did that, | knew it was no use.
| could go on like that, walking back and forth dl night, not knowing what to do.

So | climbed the steps and pushed open the door. A man was hunched over the bar at the far end of
the room and a bartender was |eaning on the bar, facing the door, looking asif held been waiting there all
night for customersto comein. Therest of the place was empty, with the chairs pushed in close against
thetables.

The bartender didn't move. It was asif hedidn't seeme. | stepped in and closed the door, then
walked over to the bar.

"Whatll it be, mister?' the bartender asked me.

"Bourbon,” | said. | didn't ask for ice; it looked like the sort of place whereit might be a breach of
etiquette to ask for apiece of ice. "And some change—'that is, if you have a phone.”

The man jerked his thumb toward acomer of the room. "Over there," he said. | looked and the
booth was there, jammed into the corner.

"That's quite an eye you have," he sad.

"Yes, ian'tit," | told him.

He set aglass out on the bar and poured.

"Traveling late," he sad.

"Sort of," | told him. Glancing a my wristwatch, | saw that it was eleven thirty.

"Didn't hear no car."

"Leftit up the street aways. | thought the town was al shut up. Then | saw your light.”

It wasn't much of agtory, but he didn't question it. He didn't care. He was just making conversation.

"I'm about ready to close up," he said. "Haveto close a midnight. But there's no one here tonight.
Except old Joe over there. Heisaways here. Every night, at closing time, | put him out. Just likea
goddamn cat.”

Theliquor wasn't too good, but | needed it. It put some warmth inside of me and helped to cut the
phlegm of fear that was clogging up my throat

| handed him abill.

"Want dl of thisin change?"



"If you can manageit.”

"I can manageit, dl right. Y ou must be figuring on making quiteacal.”

"Washington,” | said. | saw no reason not to tell him.

He. gave me the change and | walked to the phone booth with it and put in the cal. | didn't know
Phil's number and it took alittle while. Then | heard the ringing and amoment later someone was
ansvering.

"Mr. Philip Freeman, please," the operator said. "L ong distance caling.”

A gasp came from the other end of theline, then asilence. Findly, the voice said, "He's not here.”

"Do you know when helll bein?" asked the operator.

"Hewon't bein," said the strangled voice. "1 don't know, operator. Isthis some sort of joke? Philip
Freeman's dead.”

"Y our party can't cometo the phone,” the operator told mein her computer voice. "I aminformed ..."

"Never mind," | sad. "I'll talk to whoever'son theline.

"Please deposit adollar and ahalf," said the computer voice.

| reached into my pocket and brought out a handful of change, fumbling with it, dropping, some of it
on thefloor. My hand was trembling so badly that it was difficult to feed the coinsinto the dots.

Philip Freeman dead!

| managed to get thelast coinin. "Go ahead," said the operator.

"Areyou gl there?" | asked.

"Yes" said the ghodtly, shaken voice at the other end. "1 am sorry,” | said. "I didn't know. | am
Horton Smith, an old friend of Philip's”

"I've heard him spesk of you. | am Philip'ssigter.” "Marge?’ | asked. "Yes, Marge.”

"Whendid..."

"Thisevening,” shesaid. "Phylliswas supposed to pick him up. He was standing on the sdewalk
waiting for her, and then hejust fel over.”

"Heart attack?"

Therewas along slence and then she said, "That iswhat we think. That's what Phyllisthinks, but..."

"How isPhyllis?"

"Sheisdeegping now. The doctor gave her something.”

"I can't tell you how sorry | am,” | told her. "Y ou said thisevening?”

"Just afew hoursago. And, Mr. Smith, | don't know—I don't think maybe | should say this. But you
werePhilip'sfriend ..."

"For many years," | said.

"Thereis something strange. Some of the people who saw him fall said he was shot by an arrow—an
arrow through the heart. But there was no arrow. Some witnesses told the police and now the coroner

Her voice broke and the sound of weeping came dong thewire. Then she said, ™Y ou knew Philip
and you knew Uncle, too."

"Y es, the two of them."

"It doesn't seem possible. The two of them so close together.”

"It seemsimpossible” | said.

"Was there something? Y ou asked for Philip ..."

"Nothing now," | said. "'I'm coming back to Washington.”

"| think the funerd will be Friday.”

"Thank you. I'm sorry for bregking in like this."

"Y ou couldn't know," she sad. "I'll tell Phyllisthat you caled.”

"If youwould," | told her. Although, actualy, it madelittle difference. She/d not remember me. I'd
met Philip'swife only once or twice.

We said good night and | sat dazed in the booth. Philip dead—shot down by an arrow. Arrows were
not used today to get rid of people. Nor were, for that matter, such things as sea serpents or a den of
rattlesnakes.



| stooped down and fumbled around, picking up the money | had dropped.

Something was tapping at the door of the booth and | looked up. The bartender had hisface pressed
againgt the window and when he saw me look up, he quit his tapping and waved hishand at me. |
straightened and opened the door.

"What's the matter with you?" he asked. "Y ou sick or something?’

"No. | just dropped some change.”

"If you want another drink, you just got timefor it. | am closing up.”

"l have to make another cdll," | said.

"Makeit snappy, then,” hetold me.

| found atelephone directory on a shelf undernegth the phone.

"Where do | look for a Pilot Knob number?' | asked.

"Youll find it in there. Section caled Pilot Knob-Woodman.”

"ThisisWoodman?'

"Sureitis" said the man, disgusted with me. ™Y ou must have missed the signboard just outside of
town."

"l guess| did," | said,

| closed the door and found the section, then thumbed through the pages to find the name | wanted.
Findly | located it—Mrs. Janet Forsythe. There was only the one Forsythe hi the book. Otherwise I'd
not have known who to call. | had never known or had forgotten the name of Old Doc Forsythe's wife.

| reached out to lift the hook off the receiver, then hesitated. | had gotten by so far. Had | ought to
take another chance? But there was no way, | argued, in which the call could be detected.

| lifted the receiver, fed in the coin, and dided. | waited while the ringing went on and on. Finaly the
ringing broke off and someone said hello. | thought | recognized the voice, but | couldn't be sure.

"MissAdams?' | asked.

"Thisisshe. Mrs. Forsytheisadeepand ..."

"Kathy," | sad. "Whoisthis?'

"Horton Smith," | sad.

"Oh," she said, startled. Then said nothing more.

"Kahy . .."

"l anglad you cdled,” shesad. "It wasdl abig mistake. The Bdlard boy turned up. All three of
them turned up. Now it isdl right and ..."

"Hold up aminute, please,”" | said. Shewastaking so fast that the words were tripping over one
another. "If the Ballard kid turned up, tell me what happened to the body."

"The body? Oh, you mean ..."

"Y es, the body of Judtin Balard."

"Horton, that's the strangest thing of al. The body disappeared.”

"What do you mean—disappeared?' | thought | knew. | just wanted to be sure.

"Why, they found it out at the edge of the woods just west of town and they left two men—Tom
Williamswas one of them, | don't know who the other was—to wetch it until the sheriff came. Thetwo
men looked away for a minute and when they looked back the body wasn't there. No one could have
golenit. It just disappeared. Thewholetownisin an uproar...”

"Andyou?' | asked. "Did you get the envelope?!

"Yes, | gotit. And | had just gotten home when the body disappeared.”

"So now everything'sdl right?'

"Yes, of course," shesaid. "Y ou can come back now."

"Tel me onething, Kathy. Did you look at what wasin that envelope?’

She started to speak and hesitated.

"Look, Kathy, thisisimportant. Did you look &t it?"

"l justtook apeek and .. ."

"Damnit,” | shouted, "quit sdling! Tel meif you read it"

Sheflared a me. "All right, | read it. | think the man who wroteit . .."



"Never mind about the man who wrote it. How much did you read? All of it?"

"Thefirst few pages. To where the notes began. Horton, do you mean to tell me there is something to
it? But that'saglly thing to ask. Of course there couldn't be. | don't know athing about evolution, buit |
could punch alot of holesmiit."

"Don't waste your time punching holes,” | told her. "Whatever made you reed it?"

"Well, | guess because you told me not to. When you told methat, | couldn't help but read it. It's
your fault that | read it. And what's wrong with reading it?"

What she said wastrue, of course, dthough | hadn't thought of it at the time. | had warned her
because | didn't want her to get further involved and | had done the one thing that had been guaranteed
to get her involved, clear up to her neck. And the worst thing about Kathy was that she need not have
been involved, that there had been no reason for her to get that envelope. The body of Justin Ballard had
disappeared and with the disappearance | no longer was suspect. But if it had not happened that way, |
told mysdif, trying to judtify the circumstance, the sheriff would have searched my room at the motel and
have found the envelope and then thered have been hell to pay.

"Theres only onething wrong withit," | told her. "Youreintrouble now. You ..."

"Horton Smith," she snapped, "don't you threaten me!”

"I'm not threatening you," | said. "I'm just sorry. | never should havelet you .. .**

"Sorry about what?' she asked.

"Kathy," | pleaded, "listen to me and don't argue. How soon can you get away? Y ou planned to
drive back to Pennsylvania. Are you ready now?"

"Why, yes," shesaid. "My bags are packed—but what does that have to do with this?*

"Kathy .. ." f began, then stopped. It would frighten her and | didn't want that. But | could think of
no easy way to tell her.

"Kathy," | said, "the man who wrote what isin the envelope was killed; the man who sent it to me
waskilled just afew hoursago . .."

Shegasped. "And you think that I..."

"Don't beafoal," | said. "Anyone who readswhat's in that envelopeisin danger.”

"And you? Wasthe busness of Justin .. . "

"I think it was" | said.

"What should | do?" she asked. Not particularly frightened, perfectly matter-of-fact, perhaps
somewhat unbelieving.

"Y ou can get into your car and come and pick me up. Bring aong the envelope, so no one else can
getit”

"Fick you up. Thenwhat?'

"Then head for Washington. There are people there to see.”

"Likewho?"
"LiketheFBI, for one" | said.
"But you can smply pick up aphone.. "

"Not onthisone," | shouted. "Not on something like this. To start with, they'd not believe a phone
cal. They get alot of crank calls.”

"But you think you can convince them.”

"Maybenat," | said. "Apparently you are not convinced.”

"I don't know if I am or not. I'd have to think about it."

"Thereésno timeto think,” | warned her. ™Y ou either come and pick me up, or you dont. It might be
safer if wetraveled together, athough | can't guarantee it would be. You'retraveling east in any case and

"Where are you now?" she asked. "Woodman. A town down theriver." "I know whereit is. Do you
want meto pick up some of your stuff at the motel ?*

"No," I said. "I think time may be important. We can take turns driving. Only stop for gas and food."
"Wherewill | find you?'

"Jugt drive dowly down the main street. It'sthe only Street there is—the state highway. I'll be



watching for you. Therewon't be many carsthrough here tonight, | would imagine.”

"| fed foolish," shesaid. "Thisiso..."

"Mdodramatic,” | suggested.

"l supposeyou could cal it that. But, asyou say, | am driving east in any case.”

"I'll be weatching for you."

"I'll bethere" shesad, "in haf an hour. Maybe alittle more.”

Out of the phone booth, | found that the muscles of my legs were cramped from being hunched in the
crowded space. | limped acrossto the bar.

"Y ou took your time," the bartender said, sourly. "I aready threw Joe out and it's closing time. Her€'s
your drink. Don't linger over it."

| picked up the glass. "I'd be honored if you'd join me."

"Y ou mean have adrink with you?'

| nodded.

He shook hishead. "I don't drink," he said.

| finished off the drink and paid him and walked out. Behind me, the lights went out and amoment
later the bartender came out and locked the door. He tripped over something as he stepped out on the
sdewalk, but righted himself and reached down and picked up what he had ssumbled over. It wasa
basebal| bat.

"Damn kids were playing out in back after suppertime,” he said. "One of them Ieft it here”

Disgusted, he pitched it onto a bench that stood beside the door.

"I don't seeyour car," hesad.

"l haven't got acar.”

"But you said..."

"I know. But if I'd told you | didn't have acar it would have required alot of explanation and | had to
get those phone calls made.”

He looked at me, shaking his head—a man who popped out of nowhere and didn't have acar.

"l cameby canoe," | said. "l tied up at thelanding.”

"And what are you going to do now?"

"Stay right here" | said. "I'mwaiting for afriend.”

"Theoneyou caled?'

"Yes'" | sad. "Theonel caled.”

"Well, good night," he said. "I hope you don't have to wait too long.”

He went down the street, heading home, but several times he dowed and hdf turned, to look back at
me.
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Somewherein the wood dong the river an owl muttered queruloudy. The night wind held abiting
edge and | turned up the collar of my shirt to gain alittle warmth againgt it. A prowling cat came
pussyfooting down the street, stopped when it caught sight of me, and then angled over to the opposite
Side of the street to disappear in the darkness between two buildings.

With the disappearance of the bartender, Woodman took on the fedl of adeserted village. | had not
paid much attention to it before, but now, with time to be used up, | saw that the place was tattered and
down-at-hedls, another one of those dying little towns, somewhat further ong the road to oblivion than
was Pilot Knob. The sidewalks were breaking up and in places grass and weeds grew in the cracks. The
buildings bore the marks of time, unpainted and unrepaired, and the architecture, if the shape of them
could be dignified by such aword, dated to acentury before. There had been atime—there must have
been atime—when the town had been brand-new and hopeful; there must then have been some
economic reason for its planting and existence. And the reason, | knew, must have been theriver, a a
timewhen theriver sill served as an artery of commerce, when the produce of the farm or mill was



brought to the river landing to be loaded on the steamboats, when the same steamboats freighted al the
goods that were needed by the countryside. But the river had long sincelost its economic role and had
been turned back to the wildness of its strip of bottomland. Therailroad and the high-speed highways,
the planesflying far aboveit, had robbed it of al significance except the primd, basic significance it had
adways held in theland's ecology.

And now Woodman stood forlorn, astruly a backwater in the fabric of society asthe many little
backwaters which meandered out from the mainstream of the river. Once prosperous, perhaps, but now
in poverty, it hung on doggedly asasmall dot upon the map (although not on every map), asaliving
place for people who had as much lost touch with the world as had the town itsaf. The world had gone
marching on, but little, dying towns such as this had not done any marching; they had dozed and fallen out
of step and perhaps they no longer cared much about the world or the other peopleinit. They had
retained, or created, or clung to aworld that belonged to them, or that they belonged to. And thinking
about it, | redlized that the definition of what had happened here did not redlly matter, for the town itself
no longer redly mattered. It was apity, | thought, that this should be, for hi these little dozing, forgotten
and forgetting townsthere ill existed arare touch of human caring and compassion, of human vaue, that
the world had need of and could use, but which it had largely lost.

Here, in towns such asthis, people still heard the imagined baying of the were-pack, while the rest of
the world listened for an uglier sound that might precede the thunderclap of atomic doom. Between the
two of them, it seemed to be, the were-pack might be the saner sound to hear. For if the provinciaism of
little towns like this was madness, it was avery gentle, even a pleasant, madness, while the madness of
the outer world was stripped of any gentleness.

Kathy would be arriving soon—or | hoped she would arrive. If shefailed to show up, it would be
understandable. She had said she would, but on second thought, | warned myself, she might decide
agang it. I, mysdf, | recaled, had questioned very serioudy what my old friend had written, athough |
had more reason at the time to believe it than Kathy would have now.

And if shedid not show up, what should | do then? Go back to Pilot Knob, most likely, gather up
my things and head for Washington. Although | was not entirely sure how much good going there would
do. The FBI, | wondered, or the CIA? Or who? Someone who would listen, someone who would pay
attention and not brush it off asthe raving of a madman.

| was leaning againgt the side of the building which housed the bar, looking up the street, hoping that
Kathy would show up very soon, when | saw the wolf come trotting down the road.

Thereis something about awolf, some deep-buried inginct from man's distant past, that triggers at
onceachill of fright and araisng of' the hackles. Here, immediatdy, is an implacable enemy, akiller as
terrible and remorseless asis man himsdlf. Thereis nothing noble about thiskiller. Heisdy and tricky and
ruthless and relentless. There can be no compromise between him and man, for the enmity is one of too
long standing.

Standing there, seeing the wolf trot out of the darkness, | felt thisinstant chill, thisraising of the
hackles.

Thewolf moved sdlf-assuredly. About him there was no dinking and no furtiveness. Hewas going
about his business and would brook no foolishness. He was big and black, or at least he looked black hi
thelight, but gaunt and he had ahungry look about him.

| stepped out from the building and as | stepped out, | cast aquick look about me for something that
might serve as aweapon, and there, lying on the bench where the bartender had tossed it, wasthe
baseball bat. | reached down and took hold of the bat and lifted it. It had a nice heft and agood baance
toit

When | looked back at the street, there was not one wolf, but three, spread out one behind the
other, al three of them trotting with an irritating self-assurance.

| stood till on the sdewalk, with the bat gripped in my hand, and when the first wolf reached a point
opposite me it stopped and whedled around to face me.

| suppose | could have shouted and aroused the town; | could have called for help. But the thought



of shouting never once occurred to me. Thiswas amatter between mysalf and these three wolves—no,
not three, for there were more of them now, trotting out of the darkness and coming down the street.

| knew they weren't wolves, not real wolves, not honest wolves born and raised on this honest earth.
No more real wolves than the sea serpent had been areal sea serpent

These were the things | knew, that Linda Bailey had told me about; perhaps the very onesthat | had
heard the night before when | had stepped out for abresth of air. Linda Bailey had said dogs, but they
weren't dogs. They were an ancient fear that stretched clear back to the primal days of mankind, afear
that had bayed itsway through uncounted centuries, made whole and sound and materia by those very
centuries of fear.

Asif, for dl theworld, they were performing awell-rehearsed drill maneuver, the wolves came
trotting in, aligning themsalveswith thefirst of them, swinging around to face me. When they dl were
there, they sat down asif someone had barked an order, sitting in arow, inidentica position, sitting
draight, but easy, with their front legswell under them and very nestly placed. They sat therefacing me
and they let their tongues hang out the sides of their mouths as they panted more demurely. They al were
looking at me and looking nowhere else.

| counted them and there were an even dozen.

| shifted the bat to get abetter grip upon it, but | knew there wasn't much hopeif they tried to rush
me. If they rushed me, | knew, they'd do it dl together, asthey'd done everything else together. A
baseball bat, well swung, isadeadly weapon and | knew I'd get afew of them, but | couldn't get them
al. 1 could, just possibly, make alegp for the metal bracket from which the beer sgn hung, but I had
grave doubt that it would hold my weight. It aready was canted at a sagging angle and quite possibly the
screws, or bolts, that held it would rip from the rotten wood at the dightest strain.

There was only one thing to do, | told mysdf—stand fast and face it out.

| had taken my eyes off the wolves for an instant to glance up at the sign and when | looked back
again thelittle mongtrosity with the pointed head was standing in front of the wolves.

"I should let them have you," he piped, ferocioudy. "Out there on the river you hadn't ought to belted
mewith that paddle.”

"If you don't shut your trap,” 1 told him, "I'll belt you with thisball bat.”

He bounced up and down inrage. "Such ingratitude!" he screeched. "If it weren't for therules...."

"What rules?' | asked.

"Y ou should know," he piped in wrath. "It isyou humans who have made them.”

And then it struck me. Y ou mean that business about threetimesis acharm?’

"Unfortunately,” he shrilled, "that iswhat | mean.”

"After you jokers havefalled threetimesin arow, | am off the hook?"

"Thatisit," hesad.

| looked at the wolves. They were ditting there, with their tongues hanging out, grinning at me. They
didn't care, | sensed. It was all oneto them if they took me or if they went trotting off.

"But thereisfurther,” said the thing with the pointed head.

"Y ou mean thereisacachtoit.”

"Oh, not a dl," it sad. "Thereisthe matter of honest chivary."

| wondered what chivary might haveto do withiit, but | didn't ask. | knew that he would tell me. He
wanted meto ask; he was till stinging from that paddie blow and hewas al set to do agood job baiting
me

He glared at me from beneath the hanging fringe of hair and waited. | took agood grip on the ball bat
and waited in my turn. The wolveswere enjoying it immensdly. They sat in Slent laughter.

Findly he could stand it no longer.

"You have" he said, "your three-times charm. But there is another one who hasnt.”

He had me cold and he knew he had me cold and it was alucky thing for him that he was beyond the
ball bats reach.

"Youmean MissAdams," | said, ascoolly as| could. -"You catch on quick," hesad. "Will you, as
achivarous gentleman, take her peril upon your shoulders? Had it not been for you, she'd not be



vulnerable. | think you oweit to her."

"Sodol," | said.

"You meanthat?' the critter cried in glee.

"Indeed | do," | told him.

"Y ou take upon your shoulders. .."

| interrupted him. "Cut out the oratory. | have said | would.”

Maybe | could have stretched it out, but if | did | sensed | would lose face and had a hunch that face
might count for something in the Stuation.

The wolves cameto their feet and they quit their panting and there was now no laughter in them.

My mind spun in afrantic whirl to snare some course of action that might give me a chanceto fight
my way out of thisdilemma. But it was empty whirling. | got not the least idea.

The wolves paced dowly forward, purposeful and businesdike. They had ajob to do and they
intended doing it and getting it over with. | backed away. With my back against the building, I might have
abetter chance. | swished the bat at them and they halted momentarily, then came on again. My back
againg the building, | stopped and waited for them.

A fan of light caught the building opposite and swiveled swiftly to point down the street toward us.
Two blinding headlights loomed out of the darkness. An engine howled its protest at swift acceleration
and through the howl came the scream of tortured tires.

Thewolveswhirled, crouching, held for an instant, pinpointed on the beam of light, then moved, but
some of them too dowly as the car came plowing into them. There was the sickening sound of impact as
metal crunched into flesh and bone. Then the wolves were gone, blinking out as the thing with the pointed
head had blinked out above the water when I'd smacked it with the paddle.

The car wasdowing and | ran after it, asfast as| could go. Not that there was any danger now, but |
knew that I'd fed safer once | got insde that car.

It cameto ahalt and | madeit to the door and climbed into the seat and dammed the door and
locked it.

"One down and two to go," | said.

Kathy's voice was shaky. "One down?" she asked. "What do you mean by that?' She wastrying to
be casua, but not succeeding very well.

| reached out in the darkness and touched her and | could fedl that she was trembling. God knows,
she had theright to.

| pulled her close and held her and she clung to me and dl around us the darkness was vibrating with
an ancient fear and mystery.

"What were those things?' she asked in aquavery voice. "They had you backed up against the wall
and they looked like wolves."

"They were, indeed,” | said. "Very specia wolves."

"Specid ?'

"Werewolves. At least | think they were."

"But, Horton .. ."

"Y ou read the paper,” | said. "When you shouldn't have. Y ou should know by now ..."

She pulled away from me. "But that can't be true," she said in atight, schoolteacherish tone. "There
just can't be werewolves and goblinsand dl therest of it."

| laughed softly—not that | was enjoying mysdlf, but amused by the fierceness of her protest.

"Therewerent,” | told her, "until aflighty little primate came dong and dreamed them up.”

She sat for amoment, staring at me. "But they were there," she said.

| nodded. "They would have had meif you hadn't come aong.”

"l drovetoo fagt," she said. Too fast dl the way for the sort of road it was. | scolded mysdlf for
doing it, but it seemed | had to. Now I'm glad | did."

"Soaml," | sad.

"What do we do now?"'

"We drive on. Without wasting time. Without stopping for aminute.”



"Gettysburg, you mean.”

"That'swhere you want to go."

"Yes, of course. But you said Washington.”

"I haveto get to Washington. Asfast as| can get there. Perhapsit would be better .. ."

"If 1 went with you, right on to Washington.”

"If you would. It might be awholelot safer.”

And wondered what | was talking about. How could | guarantee her safety?

"Maybe we had better start then. It'salong way to go. Would you drive, Horton, please?!

"Certainly," | said and opened the door.

"No, don't," shesad. "Don't get out."

"l haveto walk around.”

"We could change seats. Side past one another.”

| laughed at her* 1'd gotten terribly brave. "l am safe," | said, "with this baseball bat. Besides, there's
nothing out there now."

But | waswrong. There was something out there now. It was clambering up the side of the car and
as | stepped out it hoisted itself atop the hood. It turned around and faced me, jigging initsrage. Its
pointed head was quivering and its pointed ears were flgpping and the thatch of hanging hair bounced up
and down.

"l amthe Referee,” it shrilled a me. ™Y ou fight very tricky. For such dirty fighting back, there must be
pendty. | cal afoul upon you!"

| swung the bat in rage, two-handed. For one night I'd had enough of this strange character.

It didn't wait. It knew what to expect. It flickered and went away and the bat went swishing through
theempty air.
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| dumped in the seat and tried to deep, but | couldn't seem to deep. My body needed deep, but my
brain cried out againgt it. | sank closeto the edge of it, but never seemed quite able to drop off into it.

A parade went marching through my brain and there was no end to it and no reason, ether. It was
not redly thinking, for | wastoo played out to think. | had been at the whed too long; dl night until an
early morning stop for breskfast somewhere near Chicago and then driving against the rising sun until
Kathy took thewhedl. | had tried to deep then and had napped alittle, but I hadn't gotten much rest.
And now, after lunch somewhere near the Pennsylvanialine, | had settled down, determined to build up
some sack time. But it wasn't working out.

The wolves came again, padding down my brain in the same nonchal ant manner asthey had padded
down the street of Woodman. They closed in upon me as | backed against the building and, athough |
was watching for her and waiting for her, Kathy did not come. They closed in upon meand | fought them
off, redlizing that in the end | could not fight them off, while the Referee perched upon the bracket that
held the creaking Sign and in his piping voice was yelling foul a me. My legsand ams grew heavy and |
had trouble moving them, my body aching and sweating in a desperate effort to make them move the way
they should. The blows| struck with the bat seemed to be feeble blows, adthough | put dl the strength |
had into the striking of the blows and | wondered and worried most intensaly why this should be so until
the redlization dawned upon me dowly that | held no baseball bat, but awrithing, limber rattlesnake.

At the redlization, the snake and the wolves and Wood- man faded from my mind and | wastalking
once again with my old friend huddled in the chair that threatened to engulf him. He gestured toward the
doorsthat opened on the patio and, following his gesture, | saw that the sky was tenanted by afairy
landscape with ancient, twisted oaks and a castle that thrust snow-white spires and turretsfar into the air,
while on the road that went winding up the wild and breathless crags leading to the castle marched a
motley throng of assorted knights and mongters. | think that we are haunted, my old friend told me, and
he had no more than said these words when an arrow came whizzing past my head and sank deep into



his chest. Off inthewings, asif this place where | stood was some sort of stage, a Sweet voice began
declaiming: Who shot Cock Robin? | said the Sparrow . . . and looking very closdly | could see with
clarity that my old friend, with an arrow in his chest, was certainly no robin, but surely was asparrow and
| wondered if he'd been shot by another sparrow or if | had misunderstood and it had been arobin that
had shot asparrow. And | said to the little monstrosity with the pointed head, which wasthe Referee,
now perching on the mantle, why don't you yell foul, for it is, indeed, amost foul thing that afriend is
doneto death. Although | couldn't be sureif he were done to death or not, for he till sat as he had
before, engulfed in the chair, with asmile upon hislips and there was no blood where the arrow had gone
in.

Then, like thewolvesin Woodman, my old friend and his study went away and for an instant the date
of my mind was clean and | rgoiced at it, but dmost immediately | was running down an avenue and
ahead of mel saw abuilding that | recognized and | strived mightily to reach it, for it wasimportant that |
reach it and finally | did. Sitting at a desk just insde the door was an agent of the FBI. | knew hewas an
agent because he had square shoulders and an angular jaw and wore a soft black hat. | leaned my mouth
closeto hisear and whispered about aterrible secret that must be told to no one, for it was death to
anyone who knew it. He listened to me with no change of expression, without a single twitch of amuscle
in hisface and when | had finished, he reached for a phone. Y ou are amember of the Mob, hetold me, |
can recognize one of them at a hundred paces. And then | saw that | had been mistaken, that he was no
agent of the FBI, but merdly Superman. His place immediately was taken by another man in another
place—atal man standing dignified and rigid, with white hair combed meticuloudy and aclipped, white,
bristly mustache. | knew him immediately for what he was, an agent of the CIA, and | stood tall, on
tiptoes, to whisper in hisear, being very careful to tell him, in its exact phraseology, what | had told the
man | had thought was the FBI. Thetall and rigid man stood and heard me out, then reached for a
phone. You are aspy, he said. | can recognize one of them at a hundred paces. | knew then that | had
imagined dl of this, both the FBI and the CIA, and that | wasin no building, but on agray and darkling
plainthat stretched flat in dl directionsto afar horizon that was gray itsdf, so that | had some difficulty in
determining where the plain left off and the sky began.

"Y ou ought to try to go to deep,” said Kathy. "Y ou need the deep. Do you want an aspirin?"

"No aspirin," | mumbled at her. "I haven't got aheadache.”

What | had, | knew, was far worse than a headache. It was no dream, for | was half awake. | knew
al thetime that these other things were running in my mind that | wasin acar and that the car was
moving. The landscape outside the car was lost on -me; | was aware of tree and hill, of field and far-off
village, of the other cars upon the road and of the road shimmering out into the distance, of the sound of
engine and of tires. But the awareness was a background awareness only, dimmed and dulled, a surface
awareness that seemed to make no impact upon the visions summoned up by abrain that had lost its
governor of reason and was running wild, summoning up the fantasy of the might-have-been.

| was back on the plain again and | saw now that it was fegtureless, alonely and eternal place, that its
flatness was not marred by any hill or ridge or tree, that it ran on forever in its utter sameness and that the
sky, likethe plain, also was featureless, without acloud or sun or star and it was hard to tell whether it
might be day or night—it was too light for night and too dark for day. It was adeep dusk and |
wondered whether it might be dwayslike this, a place where it was never anything but dusk, reaching
toward the night, but never getting there. As| stood there on the plain, | heard the baying coming from
far away, a sound that was unmistakable, the very sound that | had heard when | had stepped out for a
breath of air and had heard the pack go crying down the notch of Lonesome Hollow. Frightened by the
sound, | turned dowly, trying to determine from what direction it might come, and in my dow turning |
caught sight of athing that sumbled itsway aong the far horizon, its blackness dimly outlined againgt the
grayness of the sky. Dim, but not to be mistaken, not that long sinuous neck which terminated in the ugly,
darting, seeking head, not that serrated backbone.

| ran, athough there was no place to run, certainly no place that one could hide. And as| ran | knew
what sort of placeit was, aplace that had existed forever and would exist forever, where nothing had
ever happened or was about to happen. Now there was another sound, a steady, oncoming sound that



could be heard in the silences which lay between the baying of the wolves—aflapping, plopping sound
that had an undertone of rustling and at times aharsh, hard buzzing. | spun about and searched the
surface of the plain and in alittletime | saw them, a squadron of humping, wriggling rattlesnakes bearing
down upon me. | turned and ran, the air pumping in my lungs, and as| ran | knew there was no use of
running and no need. For this was a place where nothing had ever happened and where nothing would
ever happen and because of thisit was aplace of perfect safety. | ran, | knew, from nothing but my fear.
It was asafe place, but by that very token, aplace of futility and of hopel essness. But nevertheless| ran,
for | could not stop the running. | heard the baying of the wolves, no closer and no farther off than they
had been at first, and the dap, dap of the hunching rattlesnakes keeping pace with me. My strength ran
out and my breath ran out and | fell, then got up and ran again and fdll again. Findly | fell and lay there,
not caring any more, not caring what might happen, athough | knew that in this place nothing at &l could
happen. | didn't try to get up. | just lay there and let the hopelessness and the futility and the blackness
closein uponme.

But suddenly | became aware that something had gone wrong. There was no motor hum, no hiss of
rubber on the pavement, no sense of motion. There was, ingtead, the sound of a quiet wind blowing and
the scent of many blossoms.

"Wake up, Horton," Kathy's startled voice said. " Something happened, very, very strange.”

| opened my eyes and struggled upward. | lifted both my fists and scrubbed at degp-smudged eyes.

The car had stopped and we were no longer on the highway. We were on no road at dl, but on a
rutted cart track that went wandering down ahill, dodging boulders and trees and brightly flowering
ghrubs. Grass grew between the deegp whedmarks and awildness and a silence hung over everything.

We seemed to be on top of ahigh ridge or amountain. The lower dope was heavily forested, but
here, on top, the trees were scattered, dthough their size made up for the fewness of them—most of
them greet oaks, their mighty branches scarred and twisted, their boles spotted with heavy coats of
lichens

"l wasjust driving dong," said Kathy, shaken, "not going too fast, not asfast asthe highway
limit—fifty more than likely. And then | was off the road and the car wasrolling to astop, itsengine
killed. And that'simpossible. It couldn't happen that way."

| still was haf adeep. | rubbed my eyes again, not so much to get the deep out of them as because
there was something wrong about the place.

"There was no sense of decderation,” Kathy said. "No jolt. And how could one get off the highway?
Theresno way to leave the highway."

I'd seen those oaks somewhere before and | was trying to remember where | might have seen
them—not the selfsame trees, of course, but othersthat were like them.

"Kathy," | asked, "where are we?"

"We must be on top of South Mountain. I'd just passed through Chambersburg.”

"Yes" | said, remembering, "just short of Gettysburg." Although when | had asked the question, that
had not been exactly what 1'd meant.

"Y ou don't redize what happened, Horton. We might have both been killed."

| shook my head. "Not killed. Not here."

"What do you mean?' she asked, irritated at me.

"Those oaks," | said. "Where have you seen those oaks before?”

"I'venever seen ... "

"Yes, you have" | said. "Y ou must have. When you were akid. In abook about King Arthur, or
maybe Robin Hood."

She gasped and reached her hand out to my arm. "Those old romantic, pastora drawings.. ."

"That isright," | said. "All oak treesin thisland, mo*. likdly, are that kind of oaks, and al poplarstdl
an.. satdly and al pinetreesmost triangular, asin a picture book."

Her hand tightened on my arm. "That other land. The place that friend of yours...."

"Perhaps,”" | said. "Perhaps.”

For even knowing that it could be no other placesthat ii what Kathy said were true, we'd both be



dead if it were not that other land, it still was a hard thing to accept.

"But | thought," said Kathy, "that it would befull 0’ ghosts and goblins and other horrid things."
"Horrid things," | said. "Yes, I'd think you'd find their here. But more than likely some good things as
wdl."

For if thiswere actudly the place my old friend had hypothesized, then it held dl the legends and the
myths, al the fairy talesthat man had dreamed hard enough for them to become a part of him.

| opened the door of the car and stepped out

The sky was blue—perhaps a shade too blue—a deep, intense and till very gentle blue. The grass
was dightly greener, it seemed to me, than grass had the right to be, and yet in that extra-greennessthere
was a sense of gladness, the kind of feding an eight-year-old boy might have in walking barefoot through
the soft, new grass of spring.

Standing there and looking at it, | redlized that the place was entirely storybook. In some subtle way
that | could sense, but could not really name, it was not the old and solid earth, but a bit too perfect to be
any place on Earth. It looked the way that painted illustrations looked.

Kathy came around the car to stand beside me.

"It'sso peaceful here" shesaid. "Youredly can't believeit.”

A dog came pacing up the hill toward us—pacing, not trotting. He was a crazy-looking dog. His ears
werelong and hetried to hold them upright, but the upper haf of them folded over and hung down. He
was big and ungainly and he carried hiswhipliketail straight up inthe air like acar antenna. Hewas
smooth-coated and had big feet and was unbelievably skinny. He held hisangular head high and he was
grinning, with afine display of teeth, and the funny thing about it was that they were human instead of
caninetesth.

He moved up close to us and then stopped and stretched his front paws out on the ground and put
his chin down on them. Hisrear end was devated and histail went round and round, revolving inacircle.
Hewasvery glad to see us.

Far down the dope someone whistled sharply and impatiently. The dog sprang to hisfeet, swinging
around in the direction from which the whistle had come. The whistle sounded again and with an
apol ogetic backward look at us, the caricature of adog went swarming down the hill. He ran awkwardly,
his back feet reaching forward to overlap hisfront feet, and histail, canted at an angle of forty-five
degrees, swung furioudy in acircle of overwheming happiness.

"I've seen that dog before," | said. "I know that | have seen him somewhere.”

"Why," said Kathy, surprised & my nonrecognition, "it was Pluto. Mickey Mouse'sdog.”

| found that | was angry at mysdf for my stupidity. | should have recognized the dog immediately. But
when oneisal set to seeagoblin or afairy, he does not expect to have a cartoon character come
popping out & him.

But the cartoon characters would be here, of course— the entire lot of them. Doc Y ak and the
Katzenjammer Kids, Harold Teen and Dagwood and, aswell, dl title fantastic Disney characterslet
loose upon my world.

Pluto had run up to see us and Mickey Mouse had whistled him away and we, the two of us, |
thought, accepted it asanot unusud fact. If aman had stood off from this place, to one sde of it, and
had looked upon it in alogica, human manner, he never could have accepted it. Under no circumstances
could he have admitted there was such aworld or that he could beinit. But when he was there and
could not stand aside, the doubt al dropped away, the zaniness rubbed off.

"Horton," Kathy asked, "what do we do now? Do you think the car could manage on that road?’

"We could takeit dow," | said. "Inlow. And it might get better aswe went along.”

She walked around the car and got behind the whedl. She reached for the key and turned it and
absolutely nothing happened. She switched it off and turned it once again and .there was no sound, not
even the clunking of abaky sarter.

| walked around to the front of it, unlatched the hood and lifted it. I don't know why | bothered. | am
no mechanic. There was nothing | possibly could have doneto get at the trouble.

| leaned over the radiator and had alook at the motor and it looked al right to me. Half of it could



have been missing and it till would have looked dl right to me.

A gasp and athump jerked me upright and | banged my head againgt the hood.

"Horton!" Kathy cried.

| stepped quickly to one side of the car and Kathy was sitting beside the road. Her face was twisted
upinpan.

"My foot," shesad.

Her left foot, | saw, waswedged tightly in arut.

"l got out of the car," she said, "and stepped back, not looking where | stepped.”

| knelt down beside her and worked her foot free as gently as| could, leaving the shoe jammed in the
rut. Her ankle was red and bruised.

"What astupid thing to do,” she said.

"It hurts?"

"You'redamned right it hurts. | think that it is sprained.”

The ankle looked asif it might be sprained. And what in hdll, | wondered, did one do with asprained
ankle .in aplace like this? Thered be no doctors, of course. | seemed to remember that you fixed a
gprain with an dastic bandage, but there was no e astic bandage, either.

"We ought to get the stocking off,” | said. "If it sartsto swell..."

She hiked up her skirt and unfastened a garter, pushing the stocking down. | managed to work it
down over the ankle and once it was off, there could be no doubt that the ankle was badly hurt. It was
inflamed and there was some swdlling.

"Kathy," | said, "l don't know what to do. If you have someidea.."

"It's probably not so bad,” she said, "athough it hurts. In aday or two it should be better. We have
the car for shelter. Even if it won't run, it will be aplaceto stay.”

"There might be someone who could help,” | said. "'l don't know whét to do. If we had a bandage. |
could rip up my shirt, but it should be an dadtic ..."

"Someoneto hdp?Inaplacelikethid”

"Itsworth atry,” | said. "It'snot dl ghouls and goblins. Perhaps not even many of them. They are
out-of-date. There would be others ..."

She nodded. "Perhaps you're right. That idea of using the car for shelter doesn't .cover everything.
Well need food and water, too. But maybe we're getting scared too soon. Maybe | canwalk.”

"Who's getting scared?’ | asked.

"Don't try tokid me," said Kathy, sharply. "Y ou know we're in ajam. We know nothing about this
place. Wereforeigners. We have no right to be here.”

"Wedidn't ask to come here."

"But that makes no difference, Horton."

And | don't supposeit did. Someone apparently wanted us to be here. Someone had brought us
here.

Thinking about it, | grew alittle cold. Not for myself—or, at leadt, | don't think for myself. Hell, |
could face anything. After rattlesnakes, sea serpent, and werewolves, there was nothing that could faze
me. But it wasn't fair for Kathy to be dragged into it.

"Look," I said, "If | got you in the car, you could lock the doors and | could take a short, fast look
around.” She nodded. "If you'd help me."

| didn't help her. I smply picked her up and put her in the car. | eased her into the seat and reached
across her to lock the opposite door.

"Roall up thewindow," | told her, "and lock the door. Y dl if something showsup. | won't be far
away."

She garted to roll up the window, then rolled it down again, reaching down to the floor of the car.
She came up with the basebal bat and stuck it through the window.

"Here, takethis" shesad.

| fdt alittle foolish going down the path with the bat in hand. But it made agood heftinmy fist and it

might be handy.



Where the path curved to go around the big oak | stopped and looked back. She was staring
through the windshield and | waved at her and went on down the path.

The ground pitched sharply. Below methe forest closed in, dense and heavy. There was no breeze
and the trees stood up motionless, the greenness of their leaves glinting in the sun of late afternoon.

| went on down the road and at a place where it twisted again to dodge another tree, | found the
sgnpost. It was old and weather-beaten, but the legend still was clear. TO THE INN, it said, with an
arrow pointing.

Back at thecar, | told her, "I don't know what kind of inn, but it might be better than just staying
here. There might be someone who could doctor up the ankle. At least we could get some cold water or
some hot water—which isit you useto help aspran?'

"l don't know," she said, "and | don't like the idea of an inn, but | suppose we can't stay sitting here.
We haveto get anideaof what isgoing on, what we should expect.”

"I didn't like theideaof an inn any better than she did—I didn't like anything that was going on; but
what she said was right. We couldn't stay huddled on that hilltop and wait for whatever was about to
happen.

So | got her out and perched her on the hood while I locked the door and pocketed the key. Then |
picked her up and started down the hill.

"You forgot the bat," she said.

"Therewasno way to carry it."

"l could have carried it.”

"Morethan likely wewon't need it,” | told her and went on down the road, picking my way as
carefully as| could so | wouldn't sumble,

Just below the signpost, the road twisted again to make itsway around amassive heap of boulders
and as | rounded the boulders, there on the distant ridge was the castle. | stopped dead when | saw it,
shocked into immobility by the unexpectedness of the Sght.

Takedl the beautiful, fancy, romantic, colorful paintings of castlesthat you have ever seen and rall
them all together, combining al their good points. Forget everything you have ever read about acastle as
adirty, smdly, unsanitary, drafty habitation and subgtitute instead the castle of the fairy tale, King Arthur's
Cameot, Walt Disney's castles. Do all of thisand you might get some dight idea of what that castle
looked like.

It wasthe stuff of dreams; it was the old romanticism and the chivalry come acrossthe years. It sat
upon the distant ridgetop in its gleaming whiteness, and the multicol ored pennants mounted on its spires
and turretsrippled inthe air. It was such a perfect structure that one knew ingtinctively that there never
could be another one quitelikeit.

"Horton," Kathy said, "will you put me down. I'd liketo St awhile and smply look at it. Did you
know it wasthere dl the time and you never said aword ..."

"l didn't know it wasthere," | told her. "I came back when | saw the sign about the inn."

"We could go to the castle, maybe," she said. "Not theinn.”

"Wecould try," | said. "There must be aroad.”

| put her down upon the ground and sat down beside her.

"| think the ankle may be getting better,” she said. "I think that | could manage eveniif | had towalk a
ways."

| took alook at it and shook my head. It was red and shiny and had swollen quite alot.

"When | wasalittlegirl,” shesaid, "I thought castles were shining and romantic things. Then | took a
couple of courses on the society of medieval daysand | learned the truth about them. But hereisa
shining castlewith dl its pennonsflyingand . .."

"It'sthekind of place," | said, "that you thought about, the kind of castle that you and amillion other
little girlsformed within their romantic littte minds.”

And it wasn't only cadtles, | reminded mysdf. Herein thisland resided dl the fantasies that mankind
had developed through the centuries. Here, somewhere Huckleberry Finn floated on hisraft down a
never-ending river. Somewherein thisworld Red Riding Hood went tripping down awoodland path.



Somewhere Mr. Magoo blundered along on his near-blind course through aseries of illogica
circumstances.

And what was the purpose of it, or did there have to be a purpose? Evol ution was often a blind sort
of operation, appearing on the surface to be of no great purpose. And humans, perhaps, should not
attempt to find the purpose here, for humans were too entirely human to conceive, much less understand,
any manner of existence other than their own. Exactly as the dinosaurs would have been incapable of
accepting the idea (if dinosaurs ever had ideas) of the human intelligence which wasto follow them.

But thiswasaworld, | told mysdlf, that was a part of the human mind. All things, al crestures, dl
ideasin thisworld or this dimension or this other place were the products of the human mind. Thiswas, in
al likelihood, an extenson of the human mind, aplace that took the thought the human mind had formed
and used that thought as raw materia by which anew world and anew evolutionary process had been
fabricated.

"I could st here dl day," said Kathy, "and keep on looking at the castle, but | suppose that we should
dartif we ever areto get there. | don't think | can walk; do you mind alot?

"Therewasatimein Koreg," | told her, "during aretreat, when my cameraman got it in the thigh and
| had to carry him. We had stayed behind a bit too long and ..."

She laughed at me happily. "He was much bigger,” | told her, "and much lesslovable and most dirty
and profane. He showed no gratitude.”

"l promiseyou my gratitude," she said. "It isso wonderful "

"Wonderful ?' | asked, "with abusted ankle and in aplacelikethis. .."

"But the castle 1" she cried. "'l never thought 1'd see a castle like that—the kind of castle | used to
dream about."

"Thereisonething,” | said. "I'll say it onceand I'll not mention it again. | am sorry, Kathy."

"Sorry? Because | got abusted ankle?’

"No, not that,” | said. "Sorry that you're hereat dl. | shouldn't have let you mix into this. | never
should have let you get the envelope. | never should have phoned you from that little place—from
Woodman."

She crinkled up her face. "But there was nothing €l se that you could do. By the time you phoned, |
had read the paper and | wasinvolved. That waswhy you called.”

"They might not have touched you, but once we werein the car, heading east for Washington ..."

"Horton, pick me up,” she said, "and let's be on our way. If were late getting to the castle, they may
not let usin.”

"All right,”" | said. "The cadle”

| got up and stooped to lift her, but as| did the brush rattled to one side of the path and a bear
stepped out. He was walking upright and wore a pair of red shorts with white polka dots on them, held
up by asingle suspender looped across a shoulder. He carried a club across the other shoulder and he
grinned most engagingly at us.

Kathy shrank back against me, but she didn't scream, although she had every right to, for this bear,
despite hisgrin, had alook of disrepute about him.

Out of the brush behind him stepped awolf, who carried no club and aso tried to smile at us, but his
smile was less engaging and somehow sinigter. After thewolf came afox and dl three of them stood
thereinarow, grinning a usin right good fellowship.

"Mr. Bear," | said, "and Mr. Wolf and Br'er Fox. How are you today?"

| tried to keep my voice light and even, but | doubt that | succeeded, for | didn't like these three. |
wished most earnestly 1'd brought dong the ball bat

Mr. Bear made alittle bow. "We are gratified,” he said, "that you recognize us. And it ismost
fortunate we meet | take it that the two of you are new to these environs."

"Wehavejust arrived,” said Kathy.

"Well, then," said Mr. Bear, "it isgood we are well met. For we have been searching for a partner in
agoodly undertaking."

"Thereisachicken roog," said Br'er Fox, "that needs somelooking into."



"l an sorry,” | told them. "Maybe later on. Miss Adams has sprained her ankle and | must get her
somewhere for medicd attention.”

"Now that istoo bad," said Mr. Bear, trying to look sympathetic. "A sprained ankle, | would think
might be apainful burden for anyoneto carry. And especidly for milady, who is so beautiful "

"But thereisthis chicken roost," said Br'er Fox, "and with evening comin' on...."

Mr. Bear rumbled throatily at him. "Br'er Fox, you have no soul. Y ou have nothing but a ssomach
that isforever empty. The chicken roost, you see," he said to me, "is an adjunct to the castle and it iswell
guarded by apack of hounds and various other carnivores and thereis no hope for such asthe three of
usto gain entry to it. Which isacrying shame, for those hens have grown overfat and would make
toothsome edting. We had thought, perhaps, that if we could enlist ahuman we might st down and work
out aplan that had some promise of success. We have approached certain of them, but they are
cowardly creatures, not to be depended on. Harold Teen and Dagwood and agreat many others of them
and they dl are hopeless. We have aluxurious den not very far from here where we could sit down and
evolve aplan. There would be a comfortable pallet for milady and one of us could go and fetch Old Meg
with potionsfor theinjured ankle."

"No, thank you," Kathy said. "We are going to the castle.”

"You may betoo late," said Br'er Fox. "They are over-meticulous with the closing of the gate.”

"We'must hurry, then," said Kathy.

| stooped to pick her up, but Mr. Bear reached out a paw and stopped me. "Surely,” he said, "you
are not about to dismisswith so little thought this matter of the chickens. Y ou like chickens, do you not?"

"Of course helikesthem," said the wolf, who had not spoken until now. "Man isas confirmed a
carnivore asany of us."

"But finicky," said Br'er Fox.

"Finicky," said Mr. Bear, aghast. "Those are the plumpest hens these old eyes have ever seen. They'd
be finger-licking good and surely there could be no one who would want to pass them by."

"Some other time," | told them, "I'd view your proposition with overwhelming interest, but as of the
moment we must be getting on.”

"Some other time, perhaps,” Mr. Bear said, bleakly.

"Y es, some other time," | said. "Pleaselook me up again.”

"When you are hungrier," Mr. Wolf suggested.

"That might make adifference” | admitted.

| lifted Kathy and held her cradled in my arms. For amoment | wasn't sure they would let us go, but
they stepped aside and | went down the path.

Kathy shivered. "What terrible creatures,” she said. " Standing there and grinning at us. Thinking we
wouldjoininther chicken thievery.”

| wanted to look back, to be sure they are ill there and not stalking along behind us. But | didn't
dareto ook, for it would have made them think | was afraid of them. | was afraid of them, but that made
it dl the more important that | not show it.

Kathy put her arms around my neck and hung on with her head againgt my shoulder. It was much
more satisfactory, | told mysdlf, carrying her than that benighted, foul-mouthed cameraman. And,
besides, she didn't weigh as much.

By now the path had led off the fairly open ridgetop into deep and stately woods and only on
occasion could | seethe castle through some accidental woodland vistaand then only portions of it. The
sun wasfaling close to the western horizon and the depths of the woods werefilled with smoky twilight
and in their shaded recesses | became aware of many furtive stirrings.

The path forked and became two and there was another signpost, with two pointing arrowsthistime,
one pointing to the cagtle, the other to the inn. But just afew yards down the path leading to the castle a
massive iron gate barred any further progress, and stretching out on either side of it was a high fence of
heavy steel mesh, with barbed wire on top of it. A gaily striped kiosk stood to one side of the gateand a
man-at-arms leaned againgt it with ahaberd held very doppily. | walked up to the gate and had to kick it
to attract his attention.



"Yebelate" hegrowled. "The gateis closed a sunset and the dragons are let loose. 1t would
be-worth your lifeto go afurlong down that road.”

He came to the gate and peered closer at us.

"Y ou have adamsd with you. Isshe hi distress?’

"Her ankleshurt,” | said. " She cannot walk."

He sniggered. "If such bethe case," he said, "it might be arranged to provide escort for the damsd.”

"For both of us," said Kathy, sharply.

Hewagged hishead in mock sadness. "I stretch the point to et one past. | cannot stretch for both.”

"Someday," | said, "it will not be apoint but your neck that will be stretched.”

"Begone!" he shouted, angrily. "Begone and take your dut dong. At the km, the witch will mutter
spellsto mend the ankle.”

"Let'sget out of here" said Kathy, frightened.

"My friend," | said to the man-at-arms, "I shal make apoint, when | am less encumbered, of coming
back and raising lumps on you."

"Please" said Kathy. "Please, let's get out of herel™

| turned around and |eft Behind us, the man-at-arms roared threats and banged the gate bars with his
halberd. | turned down the path that led to the inn and once out of sight of the castle gate stopped and let
Kathy to the ground, crouching down beside her.

She was crying, more with anger, it seemed to me, than with fear.

"Noone," shesad, "hasever cdled meadut.”

| did not point out to her that manners and language of that sort sometimes went with castles.

Sheraised her arm and pulled my head down close beside her face. "If it hadn't been for me," she
sad, "you could have clobbered him."

"That wasdl talk," | told her. "There was a gate between us and he had that fancy stabber.”

"He said therewas awitch down at theinn,” she said.

| turned my head and kissed her gently on the cheek.

"Areyou trying to take my mind off witches?'

"| thought it might hdp,” | said.

"And there was that fence," she said. "A wire fence. Who ever heard of afence around a castle?
Back hi those daysthey hadn't even invented wire."

"It's getting dark,” | said. "Wed better head for theinn.”

"But the witch!"

| laughed, not that | redly felt like laughing. "Mostly,” | told her, "witches arejust old eccentric
women no one understands.”

"Maybeyou areright,” shesad.

| lifted her and got on my feet.

She held up her face and | kissed her upon the mouth. Her arms tightened about me and | held her
body close, feding the warmth and the sweetness of her. For along moment there was nothing in the
empty universe but thetwo of usand it was only dowly that | came back to aredlization of the darkening
woods and of the furtive gtirringsinit.

A short way down the path | saw afaint rectangle of light that | knew must be theinn.

"Wereamost there," | told her.

"l won't be any bother, Horton," she promised. "I'll not do any screaming. No matter what thereis,
I'll never scream.”

"I'm sureyouwont," | said. "And well get out of here. | don't know exactly how, but somehow well
make it out of here, thetwo of ustogethers"

Seen dimly in the degpening dark, the inn was an old ramshackle building, huddled benesth agrove
of towering, twisted oaks. Smoke plumed from the chimney in the center of the roofline and the feeble
window-light shone through diamond panes of glass. Theinn yard was deserted and there seemed no
one about. Whichwasjust aswell, | told mysdlf.

I'd dmost gotten to the doorway when abent, misshapen figure moved into it, ablack, festureless



body outlined by thedim light from insde.

"Comeonin, laddie," shrilled the bent-over creature.

"Don't stand gawping there. Thereis naught to harm you. Nor milady, ether.”

"Milady has sprained her ankle," | said. "We had hoped..."

"Of course," the creature cried. "Y ou've come to the most likely place to have ajob of hedling. Old
Meg will stir up aposs for it."

| could see her somewhat more clearly now and there could be no doubt that she was the witch of
which the man-at-arms had told us. Her hair hung in wispy, ragged strands about her face and her nose
was long and hooked, reaching for an up curved chin and dmost reaching it She leaned heavily upon a
wooden staff.

She stepped back and | moved through the door. A fire that blazed smokily upon the hearth did little
to relieve the darkness of the room. The smell of wood smoke mingled with and sharpened the other
undefinable odorsthat lay like afog upon the place.

"Over there," said Meg, the witch, pointing with her staff. "The chair over by thefire. It isof good
construction, made of honest oak and shaped to fit the body, with awood sack for "aseat. Milady will
be comfortable.”

| carried Kathy over to the chair and lowered her into it.

"All right?" | asked.

Shelooked up at me and her eyeswere shining softly in thefirdight.

"All right," she said, and her words were happy. "Were hafway home," | told her.

The witch went hobbling past us, thumping her staff upon the floor and muttering to herself. She
crouched beside the fire and began gtirring apan of steaming liquid set upon the cods. Thefirdight,
flaring up, showed the ugliness of her, the incredible nose and chin, the enormous wart upon one cheek,
gprouting hairs that looked like spider legs.

Now that my eyes were becoming accustomed to the darkness, | began to make out some of the
details of theroom. Three rough plank tables stood aong the front wall and unlighted candles, set in
candlesticks upon the tables, leaned askew like pale and drunken ghosts. A large hutch cabinet at one
end of the room held mugs and bottles that glinted faintly in the stuttering firdight nickering in the room.

"Now," said the witch, "just abit of powdered toad and a pinch of graveyard dust and the posset will
be finished. And once wefix the damsd's ankle, then there will befood. Aye, yes, therewill befood.”

She cackled shrilly a ajoke | could only guess at— something about the food, perhaps.

From some distance off came the sound of voices. Other travelers, | wondered, heading for theinn?
A company of them, perhaps.

The voicesgrew louder and | stepped to the door to look in the direction from which they came.
Coming up the track, climbing the hill, were anumber of people and some of them were carrying flaring
torches.

Behind the crowd came two men riding horses, but as | watched the procession, | saw after alittle
time that the one who rode behind the other rode a donkey, not a horse, with hisfeet dmost dragging on
the ground. But it was the man who rode in front who attracted my attention and very well he might. He
loomed tall and gaunt and was dressed in armor, with a shield upon one arm and along «. lance carried
on one shoulder. The horse was as gaunt as he was and it walked with a stumbling gait and with its head
held low. Asthe procession approached closer | saw, inthelight cast by the torches, that the horse was
little better than a bag of bones.

The procession halted and the people parted asthe ™ horse carrying the tall scarecrow in armor
stumbled through the crowd and to the front. Having walked clear of the crowd, it halted and stood with
hanging head and | would not have been surprised if, a any moment, it had falen in ahesp.

Man and horse held motionless and the crowd aswell and watching them warily, | wondered rather
vaguely what might happen next. In aplacelikethis, | knew, it could be anything. The whole thing was
ridiculous, of course—but that was no consolation, for it was ajudgment based On the manners and the
mores of the human twentieth century and it was not valid here.

The horse dowly raised his head. The crowd shuffled expectantly, with the torches bobbing. And the



knight; with what seemed a conscious effort, straightened and stiffened himsdlf in the saddle and brought
down the lance. | stood there, in the innyard, an interested spectator and just abit befuddled asto what it
might be dl about.

Suddenly the knight was shouting and, athough hisvoice rang out loud and clear in the silence of the
night, it took an ingtant for me to sort out what he said. The lance, braced againgt histhigh had leveled,
and the horse had launched itsdlf into agallop before | redlized the intent of hiswords.

"Catiff," he had shouted, "wretch, dirty infidel, make ready to defend thysdf!"

And it must have been me he meant, | gathered, because the horse was thundering toward me and
the lance was pointed at me and, God knows, | had no time at all to prepare for my defense.

If there had been time, I'd have taken to my hedls, for | knew | was outclassed. But | didn't havethe
timeto do anything at dl and | was, in fact, haf frozen by the craziness of it and in the few intervening
seconds that somehow seemed like hours | stood and watched in fascination as the glittering lance point
came bearing down upon me. The horse was no great shakes, but he was good for a sudden burst of
speed and he was thundering aong like an asthmatic locomoative.

The lance point was only afew feet away and about to spit me when | came alive enough to move. |
jumped backward. The point went past me, but asit did the knight seemed to lose control of it, or the
horse might have shied or sumbled—I don’'t know which it was—but, in any case, the lance swung
sharply toward me and, reaching out my hands, | batted at it blindly to shoveit away from me.

| hit it and deflected it downward and the point plunged into the ground. Suddenly the lance, its point
plunged into the ground. Suddenly the lance, its point deeply buried, became a catapult so that its buitt,
catching in the armpit of the knight, hoisted him off the saddle and high into the air. Thehorsedug inits
feet and skidded to a halt, with the stirrups swinging wildly, while the bowed lance straightened and
hurled the hapless knight like arock fired from adingshot. He arched through the air and landed, face
downward and spread-eagled, at the far end of the yard and when he hit the ground there was a clangor
such as one might make if he hit an empty sted drum aresounding lick with a heavy hammer.

Up the road the people who had formed the procession for the knight were convul sed with glee.
Some of them were doubled over, laughing, with their arms wrapped about their middles, while others of
them wereralling on the ground, hel plesswith their guffaws.

Shambling down the road came the lop-eared little donkey, still carrying the tattered man whose feet
amost dragged upon the ground—ypoor, patient Sancho Panza coming once again to therelief of his
master, Don Quixote delaMancha.

And those othersrolling in the road, | knew, had merely come dong for thefun of it, willingly bearing
torchesto light the way for this scarecrow knight, knowing very well that one of his never-ending
misadventures would sometimein the not-too-distant future provide amusement for them.

| turned away, back toward the inn—and there wasn't any inn.

"Kathy!" | shouted. "Kathy!"

There was no answer. Up the road the amusement-seeking company still was howling out its
laughter. At the far end of what had been the inn yard Sancho had dismounted from the donkey and was
trying manfully, but with small success, to roll Don Quixote over on his back. But theinn was gone and
there was no sign of ether Kathy or the witch.

From somewhere in the woods and down the dope came the shrill cackling of the witch. | waited
and the cackle came again and thistime | pinpointed the direction and went plunging gown the dope. |
crossed the few feet of cleared space that had served asthe inn yard and ran into the woods. Roots
clutched at my toes, seeking to trip me up, and branches raked my face. But | kept on running, with my
arms outstretched to protect me againgt running into atree headfirst arid beating out whet little brains|
had. Ahead of me the insane cackling still went on.

If I could only catch her, | promised mysdf, I'd wring her scrawny neck until shetook meto Kathy
or told me where she was, and after that the temptation, | knew, would be grest to continue with the
wringing. But | knew even then, | think, how little chance | had of catching her. | banged into a boulder
and fell acrossit and felt my way around it and went on running down the dope, while ahead of me,
leading me on, never any farther off, never any closer, the crazy laughter still went on. | raninto atree,



but my outstretched hands found it first and saved me from a cracked skull, although | thought for a
moment that both the wrists were fractured. And, findly, one of the roots on the forest floor managed to
trip me up and | went cartwhedling through the air, but | landed soft—in the edge of awoodland svamp.
| landed on my back and my head went under and | sat up coughing and retching, for | had swallowed
some of the foul swamp water.

| sat there, without stirring, knowing | waslicked. | could chasethat cackle through the woods for a
million years and not lay hands upon the witch. For thiswasaworld, | knew, with which neither I, nor
any other human, could cope. A human would be dedling with the fantasies held hatched and dl his
worlds of logic would not come up with any answers.

| sat in the mud and water to my waist and above my head the cattails swayed and off to my left
something—I suppose afrog—went jumping through the muck. Dimly | became aware of alight glowing
faintly off to theright of meand, I got up dowly. Mud fdl off my trouserswith little, sodden plops asit hit
the water. But, even standing, | could not see the light well, for | sank close to my kneesin muck and the
cattail growth came up around my head.

With some difficulty, | began to make my way toward the light. It was not easy going. The muck was
deep and ticky and the cattails, mixed with water-loving bushes, helped to impede my progress. |
plodded forward dowly, forcing my way through the heavy growth.

The mud and water became shdlower and the cattail growth began thinning out. | saw that the light
was shining from a point somewhere above my head and | wondered where that light might be, but a
moment later, when | cameto adoping bank, | knew the light was atop the bank. | started to climb the
bank, but it was dippery. Partway up, | started skidding back and as| did, agreat brawvny hand came
out of nowhere and | grabbed at it and felt the fingers of it close hard around my wrist.

| looked up and saw the thing that the hand bel onged to, leaning down from the bank, with hisarm
outstretched. The horns were there, set upon his forehead and his face was aheavy face, coarsein
texture but with afoxy look despite the coarseness of the features. Hiswhite teeth flashed at meina
sudden grin and for thefirst time sinceit dl had started, | think that | was scared.

And that wasn't dll. There, perched upon the edge of the bank beside him, was a squatty thing with a
pointed head and when it saw that | had seenit, it began hopping wrathfully.

"No! No!" it screamed. "Not two! Just one! Quixote doesn't count!™

The Devil gave ajerk and hauled me up the bank in asingle motion and set me on my feset.

A lantern was set upon the ground and by itslight | could see that the Devil was a chunky character,
abit shorter than | was, but built most powerfully and running to alot of fat. He wore no clothes except a
dirty loincloth tied about his middle and his overgrown paunch hung acrossit in afold.

The Referee kept on with his squeaky squawling. "It isnot fair," he shouted. "Y ou know it isnot fair.
That Quixoteisafool. He never doesthingsright. The beeting of Don Quixoteis no facing of adanger
ad...

The Devil turned and sivung hisfoot, the cloven hoof flashing in the lantern light. The kick caught the
Referee somewherein hismiddle and hoisted him and sent him sailing out of Sght. His squawling trailed
off into areedy sound and ended in a plash.

"There now," said the Devil, turning back to me, "that will give usamoment of honest peace and
quiet, though heisamost persistent pest and will be crawling out to pester us again. It doesn't seem to
me," he said, switching quickly to another subject, "that you appear too frightened.”

"I'm petrified,” | said.

"It issomething of aproblem,” the Devil complained, switching his barbed tail back and forth to show
his puzzlement, "to know just how one should gppear when he confronts amorta. When you humans
persist in portraying mein so many different guises, one can never know which of them isthe most
effective. Asameatter of fact, | can assume any one of the many formswhich are attributed to meif you
have a preference. Although | must confessthat the onein which you seemenow is, by al odds, the
most comfortableto carry.”

"I have no preference,” | said. "Continue in your comfort." | was getting back some courage, but |
gtill was shaky. It's not every day one converses with the Devil.



"Y ou mean, perhaps,” he said, "that you've not spent much thought on me."

"l guessthat'sit,”" | said.

"That iswhat | thought,” he answered, dolefully. "That has been the story of my lifein thelast
half-century or so. People amost never think of me and when they do they aren't scared of me. Oh, abit
uncomfortable, perhaps, but not redly scared. And that is hard to take. Once upon atime, not too long
ago, the entire Christian world was plenty scared of me.”

"There may be somewho il are,” | told him, trying to comfort him. "In some of the backward
countries, they must still be scared of you." And assoon asl'd said it, | was sorry that | had, for | could
seethat it was no comfort to him, but only made him fed theworse.

The Referee came clambering up the bank. He was covered with mud and histhatch of hair was
dripping, but when he reached the top, he went into awild war dance of rage. "l will not haveit,” he
shouted at the Devil. "I don't care what you say. He still hastwo to go. Y ou cannot deny the
werewolves, but you must deny Quixote, who isno fit antagonist. | tell you the Rulewill go for nothingif .

The Devil sighed in resignation and reached -to grip my arm. "Leave us go," he said, "to some place
wherewe can St and talk."

Therewas amighty swish and aped of sudden thunder and asmell of sulphur inthear and, inthe
space of one short breath, we were otherwhere, upon arise of cleared ground that rose above aswale.
We were standing near aclump of trees and beside the treeslay a hegp of tumbled boulders. From the
swae below us came the peaceful croaking of happy, springtime frogs and allittle breeze was rustling the
trees. All indl, it was amuch more inviting place than the bank beside the swamp.

My knees were buckling under me, but the Devil held me up and led me to the boulders and there he
sat me down upon one of the bouldersthat proved very comfortable. Then he sat down beside me,
crossed oneleg over the other and curled his spiked tail around until the end of it rested in hislap.

"Now," he said, "we can converse without undue disturbance. The Referee may hunt us out, of
course, but it will take sometime. | pride myself, beyond al others, upon my mastery of the art of going
esawherevery rapidly.”

"Before we settle down to any lengthy conversation,” | told him, “there are some questionsthat |
want to ask. There was awoman with me and she has disappeared. Shewasat theinnand ..."

"I know dl that,” hetold me, with aleer. "Name of Kathy Adams. Y ou can rest easy concerning her,
for she has been returned to Earth—the human Earth, that is. Which isjust aswell, for we didn't want
her. But we had todake her, because she was with you."

"Didn't want her?

"No, of course not," the Devil said. "Y ou were the one we wanted."

"Now, look here..." | started to say, but he cut me off with an airy wave of amassive hand.

"We need you as anegotiator. | suppose that's the way to say it. We've been looking for someone
who could do ajob for us, you might say be our agent, and then you cameadong and ..."

"If that was what you wanted,” | told him, "you went about it in aham-handed sort of way. Y our
gang did their best to kill me and it was only by good luck . . ."

He interrupted me with achuckle. "Not good luck," he said. " A well-honed sense of sdlf-preservation
that worked far better than anything I've seen for years. And about this business of trying to do you in—I
can promise you that there are certain expediters here who have smarted for it. They have one-track
minds and too much imagination and ther€lll be some changes made. | was busy with too many other
things, asyou can well imagine, and did not hear, & first, of what was going on.”

"Y ou mean that thisrule of threetimesisacharm.. .."

He shook his head sadly. "No, | regret to tell you thereis nothing | can do to change that. A rul€sa
rule, you know. And, after dl, it was you humans who made up the rule dong with abunch of othersthat
made no sort of sense. Like 'Crime does not pay,’ when you know damn well it does, and all that
foolishness about early to bed and early to rise.” He shook hishead again. "Y ou can't begin to imagine
the kinds of trouble thosefool rules of yoursare dwaysgiving us."

"But they aren't rules" | said.



"I know. Y ou cal them adages. But once you get enough peopleto believe thereis something in
them, then we are stuck with them.”

"So you are dtill going to have one more go a me. Unlessyou agree with the Referee that this
Quixote business...."

"The Quixote business stands," he growled. "I agree with the Referee that this crack-brained
character out of Spainisnot difficult for anyone above the age of five to handle. But | want you out of
thisand the quicker and the easier | can get you out of it, the better it will be. There's businessto be
done. What | can't understand is what misplaced sense of chivary made you agree to take on another
round. Once you polished off the serpent, you werein the clear, but then you let that dimy Refereetalk
youinto..."

"l owed Kathy something,” | told him. "I got her intoit."

"I know," hesaid. "l know. Therearetimes| can't get you humansfigured out. Most of thetimeyou
go around ditting one another's throats and sticking knivesinto your fellow humans backs and climbing
over them to achieve what you call success, then you turn around and get so damn noble and
compassionate it's enough to make one sick.”

"But why, inthefirst place, if you have some usefor me, and | redly can't believe you have—but if
you do, why try to kill me? Why not just reach down, if that ishow you do it, and smply pick me up?'

He sghed at my ignorance. "To kill you we must try. That dso isarule. But there was no need for so
good ajob of it. No need for al the fancy business. These expediters sit around and think up these fancy
schemes, and it'sal right if that's the way they like to spend their time, but they get so hopped up about
these fancy ways of doing it, that they haveto try them out. The trouble they will go to accomplish smple
homicideis past dl understanding. It'sal you humans fault, of course. Y ou humans do the same. Y our
book writers, your comic artists, your script writers—every one of your creative people—sit around and
think up al these crazy characters and these impossible situations and we are the oneswho get stuck with
them. And that, | think, brings us around to the propaosition | wish to talk with you about.”

"Then get onwithit," | said. "I've had atough day and could do with about twenty hours of deep.
That is, if thereis aplace where | can bed down.”

"Oh, thereis," he said. "In between those two boulders over thereisabed of leaves. Blown in by the
winds of latest autumn. It will be arestful place to catch aneeded nap.”

"Complete," | asked, "with rattlesnakes?'

"What do you take mefor?' the Devil demanded, wrath-fully. "Do you think | have no honor, that |
would entrap you? | pledge to you that no harm will come to you before you're well awake."

"And after that,” | asked.

"After that," he said, "thereisyet another threat and danger to fulfill the rule of three. Y ou can rest
assured that you have my best wishesin that encounter, whatever it may be."

"O.K.," I sad, "sincel can't weasdl out of it. | wonder if you might just speak aword for me. I'm
getting dightly worn down. | don't think I'd care right now for another serpent.”

"l can promiseyou,” the Devil said, "it won't be aserpent. And now let's get down to business.”

"All right," | told him, somewhat weekly. "What is on your mind?'

"Itis," the Devil said, somewhat petulantly, "thisjunky fantasy that you are feeding us. How do you
expect usto build any kind of life sysem with dl thisfuzziness and froth? Little dicky birds perching on a
branch and yelling 'l thought | saw a putty tat—I did, | did, | did,’ and the fool cat down there on the
ground leering up at the bird in a helpless and haf-guilty manner. Where, | ask you with wholesome
honesty, can we arrive a any decent character in a Situation such asthis? Y ou gave us, to Sart with, a
foundation that was solid and substantia, born out of firm conviction and a sound belief. But now you are
facetious, and you give us character patternsthat are both improbable and weak, and materid such as
this, rather than contributing to our strength, is undermining al we have accomplished in the past.”

"You mean," | said, "that it would be amore healthful setup for you if we continued to believein
devils, ghouls, and goblins, and such-like."

"Much more hedthful," said the Devil, "at least if you believed with some sincerity. But now you
make ajoke of us..."



"Not ajoke,” | protested. Y ou must remember that, for the most part, the human race is not aware
that any of you actudly exist. How could they be when you go about killing off the ones who have some
suspicion that thisworld exists?”

"Itisthisthing," said the Devil, bitterly, "that you designate as progress. Y ou can do amost anything
you want and you keep on wanting more and you fill your minds with hopeful expectations and have no
room for introgpection on persond va ues—such as one's own shortcomings. Thereisno fear in you and
no apprehension . .."

"Thereisfear,”" | said, "and plenty of gpprehenson. The differenceisin thethingswefear."

"You areright,” the Devil said. "The H-bombs and the UFO's. What a thing to conjure up—crazy
flying saucerd"

"Better, perhaps, than adevil,” | reminded him. "A UFO aman might have some chance to reason
with, but adevil, never. You kind of folksaretricky."

"It'sthedgn of thetimes," the Devil mourned. "Mechanicsingtead of metaphysics. Would you believe
that in this sad land of ours we have ahorde of UFO's, most detestabl e contrivances and inhabited by all
manner of most horrendous diens. But with no honesty in their horror such asl carry in my person.
Gimmicky creatures - that make .no sort of sense.”

"Perhagpsit's bad for you," | told him, "and | can see your point. But | don't know what can be done
about it. Except in certain culturally backward areas you find few people now who bedlieve in you with
any honesty. Oh, sure, they talk of you at times. They say 'to the devil with it' or that it's the devil'swork,
but mostly they don't even think of you when they are saying it. Y ou've become avery faintly dirty word.
The belief in you smply isn't there. Not the way it once was. | don't think that attitude can be changed.

Y ou can't siop human progress. Y ou'll smply haveto wait for what comes next. It might just possibly be
something that will work to your advantage.”

"| think we can do something,” the Devil said, "and were not about to wait. We've waited too long

"I can'timaginewhat you'd do,” | said. "You cant..."

" am not about to reved my plansto you," he said. Y ou are by far too clever, with that dirty,
weasdly, ruthless cleverness of which only ahuman being can be cagpable. | tell you this much only so that
sometime in the future you will understand and then perhaps will find some willingnessto act as an agent
forus”

And, saying this, he vanished in a puff of sulfurous smoke and | was|eft aone upon the ridgetop, the
smoke of hisleaving drifting esstward with thewind. | shivered in thewind, athough it wasn't redlly cold.
The coldness was, rather, from the company 1'd been keeping.

Theland was empty, lighted paldy by the moon— empty and slent and foreboding.

He had said there€'d be a bed of |eaves between two boulders and | hunted for and found it. | poked
around in it, but there were no rattlesnakes. | hadn't thought thered be; the Devil didn't seem the kind of
being who'd tell adownright lie. | crawled between the boulders and arranged the leaves so 1'd be more
comfortable.

Lying there in the darkness, with the wind moaning on theland, | thought, with thankful ness, of Kathy
safely home. I'd told her that somehow we would make it back, the two of ustogether, and when I'd told
her that | had not dreamed that within another hour she would be safely” home. Through no effort of my
own, of course, but that didn't really matter. It had been the Devil's doing and dthough his act had not
been dictated by compassion, | found myself feding rather kindly toward him.

| thought of Kathy, her face turned up toward mein thefirdight from the blaze upon the witch's
hearth, and | tried to catch again the happiness that had been upon her face. | couldn't seem to get the
right expresson and while | still wastrying | must have goneto deep.

To wake to Gettysburg.
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Something nudged me and woke me so quickly that | sat bolt upright and bumped my head on one of
the boulders. Through the stars that spun within my brain | saw aman scrooched down and staring at me.
He held arifle and while the barrel was amed in my direction, | got the impression that he wasn't redlly
pointing it a me. He had used it, more than likely, to nudge me into wakefulness.

Hewore aforage cap which did not fit well because it had been sometime since he had had a
haircut, and his jacket was afaded blue with brass buttons oniit.

"It do beat dl," he said, amiagbly, "how somefolk can fall adeep just any timeat al."

Heturned his head aside and spat a neat stream of tobacco juice onto the face of one of the
boulders.

"What'sgoing on?" | asked.

"The Rebsare bringing up their guns” hesaid. "All morning they been at it. They must havea
thousand of them, on the rise across the way. Lined up, hub to hub."

| shook my head, "Not athousand of them. Two hundred would be closer to it.”

"Mebbeyou areright,” hesaid. "I guessthem Rebsain't got no thousand guns.”

"Thismust be Gettysburg,” | said.

"Of courseit's Gettysburg,” he said, disgusted. "Don’t tell me you don't know. Y ou couldn't have
been here long without knowing what it. is. Thereve been right smart doings here, | tell you, and if | don't
missmy guess, weuns are going to sart caiching hell againinjust alittlewhile

It was Gettysburg, of course. It Smply had to be. There had been, | recalled, afleeting familiarity to
the grove of treesthe night before—last night, | thought; had it been

last night, or a century before last night? In thisworld did time make aslittle sense as dl therest of
it?

| crouched on the bed of leaves and tried to get my bearings. Last night a grove of trees and aclump
of boulders and this morning Gettysburg!

| bent my head and crawled out from between the boulders, but stayed squatting to face the man
who'd wakened me. He shifted the quid from one cheek to the other and looked me over closdly.

"What ouitfit are you with?' he asked, suspicioudly. "I don't recollect no onerigged out the way you
ae"

If I had been abit more dert, perhaps | could have found an answer, but my mind still wasfogged
with degp and my skull still hurt from the knock upon the boulder. Waking up at Gettysburg hadn't
helped me, either. | knew that | should answer, but there was no answer | could think of, so | Ssmply
shook my head.

On the summit of the dope above me, cannons were ranged in line, with the cannoneers beside them,
standing stiff and straight, staring out across the swae that lay below theridge. A fidd officer sat erect
upon a horse that was prancing nervoudy, while on the dope below the cannon the infantry lay sprawled
inalong, uneven line, some of them behind barricades varioudy congtructed, some of them flat upon the
ground, while others sat around at leisure, dl staring off acrossthe swale.

"l don't likeit," said the soldier who had found me. "I don't like the looks or smell of it. If you are
from the town”* you ain't got no business up here."

From far off came aheavy bang, sonorous, but not very loud. At the sound, | stood up and looked
acrossthe swae and could see that from the tree line on the opposite ridge a puff of smoke was drifting
up. Further down the line of trees there was a sudden flash, asif someone had opened the door of a
red-hot stove, then closed it immediately.

"Get down!" the soldier wasyelling at me. "Get down, you goddamnfool .. ."

Therest of what he said was blotted out by ajarring crash from somewhere just behind me.

| saw that he wasflat upon the ground and so were all the others. | threw mysdlf heavily, sprawling.
Another crash sounded to my left and then | saw the sparkling of many stove doors opening along the
other ridge. From the air above and ahead of the ridge on which | lay came the sound of whickering
objectstraveling very fast, and then, on the ridge behind me, the entire world blew up.

And kept on blowing up.

Benesth me the very ground was bucking with the cannonade. The air thundered until it was



unendurable and kept on being unendurable. Smoke drifted across the heaving ground and as a sort of
undertone to the crashing of the shot and shell were whirring, whistling noises. With that utter clarity of
thought which sometimes comes when oneis stiff with fear, | redized that the whistling was made by
chunks of metd flying off the ridge behind me and spraying down the dope.

With my face pressed tight against the ground, | twisted my head so that | could have alook back at
the ridgetop. | was surprised to find there wasn't really much to see— certainly not what | had expected
seeing. A heavy fog bank of smoke obscured the entire ridge, hanging not more than three feet above the
ground. Below the smoke | saw thelegs of frantic gunners asthey worked their battery of guns, asif a
group of haf-men werefiring abattery of haf-guns, with only alittle better than ahaf of the carriages
showing, the rest obscured by roiling smoke.

Out of that roiling smoke came stabbing burgts of fire as the hidden gunsfired back acrossthe swale.
At each belch of flame, | felt an angry flare of heat sweep through the air above me, but the uncanny thing
about it was that the barking of those cannonsfiring directly over me was so muffled by the racket of the
bombardment which swept the ridge that it sounded asif they were being fired from some distance off.

Through the cloud bank of smoke, and aboveit, the shells were bursting, but the bursts, dimmed by
the smoke, were not the quick, bright flashes of light one would have expected them to be, but twinkling
spurts of red-orange flame that ran dong the ridge like aflashing neon sign. A huge explosion sent aflare
of brilliant red flashing through the smoke and a massive volcano of black smoke went surging upward
through the gray cloud bank. One of the plunging shells had found a caisson.

| huddled closer againgt the ground, doing my best to burrow into it, to press myself so flat and make
myself so heavy that my weight would dent the ground and thus offer me protection. | remembered, as|
huddled there, that | probably wasin one of the safest spots on al of Cemetery Ridge, for on that day
more than a century ago the Confederate gunners had been aiming high, with the result that the worst of
the bombardment fell, not on the ridge itself, but on the reverse dope of theridge.

| twisted my head around to its origina position and looked across the swale and over on Seminary
Ridge another cloud of smoke was boiling above the treetops, while near the base of the cloud ran tiny
flickerings, marking the mouths of the Confederate cannons. | had said two hundred to the soldier who
had spoken to me and now | recalled that it had been a hundred and eighty and that on the ridge behind
me were eighty othersreplying to that hundred elghty—eighty-odd, the books had said. And that it now
must be somewhat after one o'clock, for the cannonade had started at shortly after one and had
continued for two hours or so.

Over there, somewhere, Genera Lee sat on Traveller and watched. Over there, somewhere,
Longstreet sat glumly on arough rail fence, pondering his conviction that the charge which he must order
would surely fail its purpose. -For thiskind of charge, he figured, wasthe Y ankee way of making war
that the South's best hope had aways been a stubborn defense, luring the Union forcesinto attack and
holding hard againgt them and wearing down their strength.

But, | told mysdlf, my thinking held aflaw. Therewasno Lee or Longstreet over on that other ridge.
The battle that had been fought on this ground had been fought more than a century ago and would not
be fought again. And this mock battle which here was being staged would not be a re-enactment of the
battle asit had been redly fought, but aplaying over of the tradition of it, of theway in which later
generations had imagined it had been fought.

A chunk of iron plunged into the ground just ahead of me, tearing up theturf. | reached out a cautious
hand to touch it, but jerked it back before | touched it, for the iron was hot. And that chunk of iron, | felt
very sure, if it had hit me, could have killed me as easily and effectively asif this had been an actud bettle.

Over to my right was the smal grove of trees where the Confederate charge had reached highwater
mark and then had dwindled away, back down the dope again, and back of me and aso to the right, but
now concealed by cannon smoke, were the great ugly cemetery gates. The country looked, | had no
doubt, asit had looked that day more than a century ago and this re-enactment of the battle would
adhere to the timetables, so far asthey could be known, and the movements of specific regiments and
smdler military groups, and dl therest of it, but there would be much that would be log, thelittle details
that |ater generations did not know or glossed over in preference to redly knowing them—all the things



that Civil War round tables, meeting once- amonth for dinner and discussion, might know for a certainty
or might suspect were right, would be here re-enacted, but one would not find here the thingsthat no
man could have known without having lived through the actud battle.

The pandemonium went on and on and did not let up—the clangor and the pounding and the
hammering, the dust and smoke and flame. | clung tightly to the ground that seemed to keep on heaving
undernesth me. | could no longer hear and intimeit seemed that | had never heard and would never hear
again, but there had never been such athing as hearing, that | had imagined it.

To ether sde of meand out in front of me, the blue-clad bodies aso hugged the ground, crouched
behind boulders, snuggling closely againgt piled-up fencerails, cowering in shalow and hastily dug pits,
behind stone walls, keeping their heads down, clutching riflesthat pointed up and outward toward the hill
where the Confederate cannon spouted. Waiting for that time when the cannon, stopped and thelong line
of marching men, walking like troops upon parade, should come tramping across the swale and up the
hill.

How long had it been going on? | wondered. | twisted my wrist up in front of my face and it was
eleven thirty and that was wrong, of course, for the cannonade had not started until one o'clock at least,
and probably some minutes after that. It wasthefirst time | had thought to look a my watch since | had
been pitchforked into this stupid land and there was no way of knowing how time here might compare
with time on earth, or if, even, this place had such athing astime.

| decided that perhaps it had been no more than fifteen or twenty minutes since the cannonade had
started—although it seemed much longer, which was only naturd. In any case, | was certain | had along
time yet to wait before the guns ceased firing. So | settled down to it, making surethat | presented as
smdll atarget aswas possible. Having decided that al | could do wasto wait it out | began to worry
about what 1'd do when the cannonade had ended and the Confederate line came tearing up that fina
dope, with the red battle flags snapping hi the wind and «the sun glinting off the bayonets and sabers.
What would | do, | wondered, if one of them came lunging at me with abayonet? Run, of coursg, if there
were anywhere to run— and thered probably be plenty of others running aswell, but more than likely
there'd be blue-clad officers and men back across the ridge who'd take a very dim view of anyoneflesing
headlong from the battle. There was no question of trying to defend myself, evenif | could get my hands
upon agun, for those guns were the most awkward-looking things aman had ever seen, and asfar as
firing one of them, I'd have no idea whatsoever how to go about it. All of them seemed to be
muzzle-loaders and | knew less than nothing about that kind of weapon.

The battle fog was growing thicker, blotting out the sun. The swale wasfilled with drifting smoke and
alayer of smoke floated only a short distance above the heads of the men who crouched upon the dope
infront of the belching Union batteries. Looking down the hill, it seemed to methat | was|ooking down a
narrow dot that was hedged in by aflapping curtain of very dirty gray.

Far down the dope something was stirring—not a human being, smaler than ahuman. A smdl dog, |
thought, caught between the lines, dthough it was too brown and furry and didn't look quitelikeadog. A
woodchuck, morethan likely. And | told him: Chuck, if | were you, I'd pop back into my den and stay
therefor awhile. | don't think | really spoke to him, athough eveniif | had, it would have made no
difference, for no one, let alone that screwy woodchuck, ever would have heard me.

He kept on sitting there for awhile, then he started moving up the dope toward me, pushing through
the pasture grass.

A swirl of smoke dipped down in front of me and blotted out the woodchuck. Behind me the battery
gtill wasfiring, with the guns going chuff-chuff instead of speaking out, the customary bellow of them
muted by the overriding scream and crash of the avalanche of exploding meta pouring through the sky.
Bitsof metd at times came pattering down, like heavy raindrops faling from the smoke cloud, and
occasiondly abigger fragment went tearing along the sod, ripping out and throwing tiny gobs of dirt into
theair.

The swirl of smoke cleared away. The woodchuck was much closer now and | saw that it was no
woodchuck. How | could havefailed to distinguish immediately that pointed thatch of hair, thejuglike
ears, | will never know. Even at adistance | should have been able to know that the Referee was not a



woodchuck or adog.

But now | could see him clearly and he was looking straight at me, daring me, chdlenging me, likea
defiant bantam rooster, and as | watched him, he lifted one splay-fingered hand and deliberately thumbed
hisnosea me.

| should have had more sense. | should have let him go. | should have paid no attention to him. But
the sight of him, standing there, bandy-legged and cocky, thumbing his nose a me, was morethan | could
bear.

Without thinking, | surged upward, raging at him. | took one step down the dope before whatever it
wasthat hit me, hit me. | don't remember too much, just alittle of it. A red-hot iron that glanced along my
skull, asudden dizziness, asense of faling down the dope, fdling very fast, and that was dl there was.
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It seemed that | had been climbing for along time, through an abandoned land of darkness, athough
| kept my eyes squeezed shut and could not truly know that it was dark. But it seemed to meit was, it
seemed to me | could fed the darkness through my skin, and | speculated upon how silly 1 would fed if,
opening my eyes, | should open them to the noonday sun. But | did not open them. For some compelling
reason about which | had no sense of sureness, it seemed that | must keep them closed—amogt asiif
somewhere just beyond me was a sight which no mortal was allowed to see. But that was pure fantasy. |
had no fact to make me think that it was so. Perhaps the most terrible thing about it al wasthat | had no
facts, that | existed in adark world where there were no facts, and that | crawled through an empty
land—not merely an empty land, but one in which, until ashort time ago, there had been much solid
substance and agreat ded of vitd life, but that now had been emptied of al itslife and matter.

| kept on climbing, crawling up the dope, painfully and dowly, not knowing where | might be going
or why | might be going there. And it seemed to me that in doing this| was quite content—not because it
was athing that | wished to do, but because the alternatives to doing it were so horrible asto be beyond
my comprehension. | had no recollection of who | was or what | was or how I'd cometo bethere, or
any ideaof when I'd started on this climb; it seemed, in fact, that | had been always climbing in the
darkness up thisendless dope.

But now, as| crawled, new things came to me—the fed of the ground and the grass beneath my
hands, the uneasy pain of asmal rock that caught and scraped my knee, the dight, cooling pressure of a
smal wind againgt one side of my face, and afluttering sound—the sound of that same wind moving
through leaves somewhere above my .head. And that was more than there had been before. Thisworld,
| thought, thisdark place, had cometo lifeagain. | quit my crawling and lay flat against the earth and
could sense the stored hest of the summer afternoon being given up by it. Then more than thewind
moving through the |eaves broke the stillness—the stumbling tramp of feet, the sound of distant voices.

So | opened my eyesand it was dark, as | imagined it had been, but not as dark as | had thought it
might be. Just beyond me stood asmall clump of trees and on theridge just beyond thetrees, in
slhouette againgt the star-strewn sky, stood a drunken cannon, with awhed caved in and the muzzle of
the barrd tilted toward the stars.

Seeing this, | remembered Gettysburg and from where | [ay | knew | had not been doing any
crawling. | wasin the same place, or approximately the same place, | had been that afternoon when | had
lurched to my feet asthe Referee had thumbed his nose at me. The only crawling | had done had beenin
the feverish confuson of my mind.

| put ahand up to my head and found that athick, greasy scab had formed on one side of toy skull.
When | took my hand away | could fed the stickiness of my fingers. | struggled up onto my kneesand
stayed knedling there amoment to take stock of myself. The side of my head, where | had touched it,
was sore, but my mind seemed clear—I felt no fuzziness, no wooziness. And | seemed strong enough. A
splinter of iron had barely touched me, | reasoned, breaking skin and pedling away some of the hair.

The Refereg, | redized, had dmost accomplished what he had intended and | was dive by the



dightest fraction of an inch. Had the battle been fought, | wondered, for my sole benefit, for my
entrgpment only? Or was it something that went on a periodic intervas, aregularly scheduled show
played out again and yet again, fated to be played out unendingly so long as the people on my earth
showed interest and concern in Gettysburg?

| got to my feet and my legs were strong beneath me, dthough | had amost strange feding inthe
middie of me, and as | stood there wondering about it, | redized that the strange fedling was no more
than the smple one of hunger. Thelast time | had eaten had been the day before when Kathy and | had
stopped for lunch just short of the Pennsylvanialine. My yesterday, of course—| had no way of knowing
how time ran here on this shattered hillside. The bombardment, | remembered, had Started at least two
hours too soon by the watch upon my wrigt, although there was no generd historical agreement asto the
precise moment it had started. But certainly not before one o'clock. But that was something, | told
myself, that probably had little bearing upon the situation here. In thislopsided world, the curtain could go
up a any time the stage manager might wish.

| started walking up the hill and after no more than three strides my foot caught against something
lying on the ground and | pitched forward acrossit, putting out my handsto catch myself sothet | didn't
fal flat upon my face. | got two fistsfull of gravel when | fell, but that wasn't the worst of it. The worst of
it waswhen | twisted around to find out what | had fallen over. And as| gagged at the thought of it, |
saw that there were others of them, a great many others of them scattered here where the two lines of
contending men had met and fought it out and now were no more than loglike lumps, lying peacefully in
the dark, with the dight wind fluttering tag ends of their clothing, perhaps to remind one they once had
beendive.

Men, | thought—but, no, not men. Nothing for one to grieve over except, perhaps, in remembrance
of another timewhen dl of this had been for real and not a stupid dumb-show.

A different form of life, my old friend had speculated. A better form of life, perhaps. A development
that was one of the points of sgnificance” in the continuing evolutionary process. The force of thought,
perhaps. The substance of abstract thought here snared and shaped and made to live and die (or pretend
to be dead) and then, hi turn, to become a smple force again and again to be shaped and formed and
madeto live again, either in its present form or in another form.

It made no sense, | told mysalf. But, then, nothing ever bad made any sense. Fire had made no sense
until anow unknown man had tamed it. A wheel had made no sense until someone dreamed it up. Atoms
had made no sense until inquiring minds envisioned them and proved them (without actually understanding
them) and atomic energy had made no sense until astrange fire had been lit at the University of Chicago
and, later, atowering, fierce mushroom had blossomed in the desert.

If evolution were, asit seemed, a continuing processto bring about alife force which could live with,
or cope with, its environment, then here, in such aflexible, mallesblelife form evolution must surely be
closeto afind achievement and afind glory. For here would be alife form which, because it was not
essentialy matter, but could become, theoretically at least, any form of matter, was able to adapt itsalf
automaticaly to any environment, fit itself into any ecology.

But what wasthe sense of it, | asked mysdlf, lying there upon the field of Gettysburg, with the dead
men (dead men?) at my feet. Although, cometo think of it, it might be far too early to be seeking for a
purpose. The naked carnivorous ape that roamed Africain hunting packs two million years, or more,
ago, if he could have been observed by some intelligence, would have seemed to have far less purpose
than the strange beings of thisworld.

| pushed mysdlf to my feet again and went on up the dope, past the clump of trees, past the shattered
cannon—and now | saw that there were many shattered cannons—until | reached the ridgetop and could
look down the reverse dope.

The stage ill was set, | saw. Campfires sparkled down the dope and south and east and from far off
camethejanglings of harness and the cresking sound of wagons on the move, or perhaps artillery. Down
toward the Round Tops a mule began to bray.

Over dl hung the brilliance of the summer stars, and this, | recdled, was amisreading of the script,
for after that fina charge up the fated dope there had been heavy rain and some of the wounded, helpless



to move themselves, had been caught by arising creek and drowned. It had been "cannon westher." So
often had great ssormsfollowed on the heds of bitter battle that men in the ranks believed the rainswere
caused by heavy cannonading.

The near hillside was dotted by the dark, humped shapes of dead men and occasionally a dead
horse, but there seemed to be no wounded, nor was there the sound of wounded, that pitiful moaning
and crying that went on after every battle, sometimes punctuated by the unnerving shrieks of those few
men who screamed. Surdly, | told myself, dl the wounded could not have been found and carried off by
thistime, and | wondered if there ever had been any wounded—if, perhaps, the script of fact and history
might not have been edited and cleaned up abit by the eimination of the wounded.

Looking at those dim figures humped upon the ground, | sensed the quiet and peace of them, the
majesty of death. Nonelay distorted, al were decently composed, asif they might smply have lain down
and gone to deep. There was in them no agony and no pain. Even the horses were horses that had gone
to deep. Nonelay with bodies bloated by the gas of desth, with legs outthrust grotesquely. The entire
battlefield was polite and neat and orderly and, perhaps, atouch romantic. There was editing here, |
knew, but not so much the editing of thisworld asthe editing of mine. This had been the way the people
who had lived at the time of Gettysburg had thought about thiswar, the way later generations aso had
thought of it after the years had stripped it of its harshness and brutdity and horror, and had draped
acrossit achivarous mantle, making of it asagarather than awar.

| knew that it waswrong. | knew that this was not the way that it had been. But, standing there, | half
forgot that it was nothing but a play and could only fed the gold-spangled glory and the glory-haunted
melanchaly.

The mule had quit his braying and somewhere agroup about acampfire had begun to sing. Behind
me the leaves were whispering in the clump of trees.

Gettysburg, | thought. | had been here in another time, on another world (or in another world, or of
another world, whatever it might Be, or however it worked out) and had stood, on this very spot, and
tried to imagine what it had been like, and now | saw—aor, at least, | saw apart of it.

| started down the hill when avoice spoke my name.

"Horton Smith."

| swung toward the sound and for amoment | failed to see the one who had spoken, and then | did,
perched upon the broken wheedl of the shell-smashed cannon. | could see just the outline of him, the
thatched and pointed head, the juglike ears, and, for once, he was not bouncing in consuming rage; he
was Ssmply roogting there.

"Soit'syou again,” | sad.

"Y ou had the Devil'shelp," said the Referee. Y ou did not do it fair. The encounter with Quixote
should not count at all and you must have needed the Devil's help to-live through the cannonade.”

"All right. So | had the Devil's hep. What do you do about it?*

"You admit it?" he asked, eagerly. "Y ou admit that you had help?'

"Not at dl,” | said. "You saidit and | don't redlly know. The Devil said nothing to me about giving
any help.”

He dumped, dgjected. "Ah, then there is nothing one can do. Threetimesisacharm. Itisthelaw and
| cannot question it, dlthough,” he said, sharply, "I would like to very much. | do not like you, Mr. Smith.
| likeyou not at dl."

"It'safeding,” | told him, "that | reciprocate.”

"Six timed" hemourned. "It isimmorad! It isimpossiblel There has never been anyone before who
evendidit threetimes”

| walked close to the cannon where he perched and took agood hard look at him. "If you can find
any comfortinit," | finaly told him, "I made no deal with the Devil. | asked him to speak akind word for
me, but heindicated that he couldn't do it. He said arule was arule and there was nothing he could do.”

"Comfort!" he shrilled, puffing up in rage. "Why should you wish to give me comfort? It's another
trick, | tell you. Another dirty human trick!"

| turned abruptly on my hed. "Go chase yoursdlf,"-1 told him. What was the use of trying to be civil



with ajerk likethat?

"Mr. Smith," he cdlled after me. "Mr. Smith. Please, Mr. Smith."

| paid him no attention and went on, tramping down the hill.

Tomy left | saw thefaint outlines of awhite farmhouse, enclosed by a picket fence which waswhite
aswell. Some of the fence, | saw, had been torn down. Light shone through the windows and tied horses
stamped in the yard outside the house. That would be Generd Meade's headquarters and the genera
might bethere. If | wanted to walk over, | might get aglimpse of him. But | didn't walk over. | kept on
down the hill. For the thing that was Meade would not be redlly Meade, no more than the house was
really ahouse or the broken cannon acannon. It was dl cruel make-believe, but in avery solid form—a
form so solid that for amoment, back there on the hilltop, 1'd caught the sense of a substantia and
historic battlefield.

Now there were hidden voices all about me and occasionaly the sound of footsteps and at times |
caught the sght of dim human figures hurrying acrossthe hill, on officia business, perhaps, but more than
likely on business of their own.

The ground beneath my feet plunged sharply and | saw that it led down into agulch, with athicket of
smdll trees at the upper end of it. Beneath the trees was the flare of acampfirelight. | tried to veer away,
for I had no wish to meet anyone, but | had gone too far to avoid detection. Small stonesloosened by my
feet went rolling and bouncing down into the gulch and avoice cried out sharply a me.

| stopped and stood stock-still.

"Who'sthere?' the voice cried again.

"Friend," | said, and it was asllly thing to say, but al that | could think of.

Thefirdight glinted on alifted musket barrd.

"There ain't no need, Jed, to be so upset,” said adrawling voice. "There ain't no Rebs around and
even if there were, they'd be inclined to be plumb peaceful "

"l just wanted to make sure, isdl," said Jed. "After today, | ain't taking any chances.”

"Takeit easy," | sad, walking toward thefire. "I'm not any Reb."

| stopped when | wasin sight of them and |et them ook me over. There were three of them, two
gtting by thefire, the other on hisfeet with the musket lifted.

"You ain't one of us, neither," said the standing one, who apparently was Jed. "Just who are you,
miger?'

"My nameisHorton Smith," | said. "A newspaperman.”

"Well, what do you know," said the one who drawled. "Come on in and St by thefirewith usfor a
spell if you have got thetime.”

"l have sometime" | said.

"We cantell you al about it," said the one who had not spoken before. "We was right up there in the
thick of it. Right by the clump of trees.”

"Wait aminute," said the drawly one. "We don't need to tell him. | seen this gentleman before. He
was up therewith usfor awhile. Maybe dl thetime. | seen him, then things got hot and | lost track of
evaything."

| walked toward the blaze. Jed leaned his musket against asmall plum tree and resumed his seat
beside thefire.

"Wewas frying up some sow bdly," he said, motioning toward the pan set on abed of cods raked
out from thefire. "If you are hungry, we got plenty of it."

"But you got to be hungry,” said one of the others, "or you can't nohow stomach it.”

"I thing I'm hungry enough,” | said. | cameinto the circle of the firelight and squatted down. Beside
the pan of frying pork sat a steaming coffee pot. | sniffed at itsaroma. "It seemsthat | missed lunch,” |
sad, "and breskfadt, too."

"Then maybe you can manageit,” said Jed. "We got a couple of extra hardtack and I'll make you up
asandwich."

"Besure" sad the drawling one, "to knock them against something to didodge the crawlers.
Someonethat ain't useto it might not like fresh mest.”



"Say, migter,” said the third one, "looksto me asif you picked up a crease.”

| put my hand to my head and the fingers came away sticky.

"Knocked out for awhile" | said. "Just cameto awhile ago. Shell fragment, | suppose.”

"Mike," Jed said to the drawly one, "why don't you and Asawash him up abit and see how bad it is.
I'll pour him acup of coffee. Probably he could useit.”

"It'sdl right,” | said. "Itisjust ascratch.”

"Better have alook,” said Mike, "then, when you leave, head down to Taneytown Road. Just south
on theroad a piece you'l find asawbones. He can dop somejunk on it, keep it from mortifying.”

Jed handed me a cup of coffee and it was strong and hot. | took asip of it and burned my tongue.
Mike worked on my head, astenderly asif hed been awoman, daubing away with a handkerchief
soaked in water from his canteen.

"It'sjust acrease" he said. "Took off somehide, isal. But if | wasyou, I'd see me a sawbones.”

"All right, I will," | said.

And the funny thing about it, | redized, was that these three men around their fire redly believed that
they were Union soldiers. There was no playacting here. They were what they were supposed to be.
Perhaps they could be anything at dl, or theforce (if it was aforce) that could be shaped into form and
matter, could be anything at al. But once that form had been taken, they were, to dl intents and
purposes, the thing that had been formed. In alittle time, perhaps, their solid shapes would be
transformed back to its elementa form, available then for another form and being, but until that came
about they were Union soldierswho had just fought a battle on this shell-scarred hillside.

"It'sdl that | can do,” said Mike, going back and sitting down. "'l haven't even got acleanrag | can
wrap around your head. But you find the doc and hell fix you up.”

"Heresasandwich,” said Jed, handing it to me. "I tried to knock the skippersout. | think | got the
most of them.”

It was an unappetizing-looking mess and the hardtack was as hard as | had read it was, but | was
hungry and it wasfood and | put it down. Jed fixed sandwichesfor the others and we al sat munching,
not talking because it took aman's full concentration to eat that kind of food. The coffee had cooled
enough so that | could drink it and it helped to wash the hardtack down.

Findly we werefinished and Jed poured each of us another cup of coffee; Mike got out an old pipe
and hunted around in a pocket until he found some crumbled shreds of tobacco with which to load the
pipe. Helit it with abrand pulled gingerly from thefire.

"A newspaperman,” hesaid. "From New Y ork, most likely."

| shook my head. New Y ork was too close. One of them might just happen to know a newsman
from New York. "London," | said. "The Times."

"Y ou don't sound like no Britisher tome,", said Asa. "They got afunny way of talking.”

"I haven't beenin England for years,”" | said. "I've knocked around alot"

It didn't explain, of course, how aman could lose his British accent, but it held them for the moment.

"TheresaBritisher with Leg'sarmy,” Jed said. "Free-mantle or some such name asthat | suppose
you know ,, him."

"I've heard of him," | said. "I've never met the man.”

They were getting just abit too curious. Friendly till, of course, but too curious. But they didn't
follow it up. There were too many other things they wanted to talk about.

"When you write your piece," asked Mike, "what do you intend to say of Meade?"

"Why, | don't redly know," | said. "I haven't thought that much about it. He fought a splendid battle
here, of course. He made the Southerners come to him. He played their game for once. A strong defense
ad.."

Jed spat. "That may all be s0," he said. "But he hasn't got no style. Now Mac—there's a man who
redly had some style.”

"Style, sure," said Asa, "but he was dways letting us get licked. It fedsright good, | tell you, to be on
thewinning sidefor once." Helooked acrossthe firea me. "Y ou think we won this one, don't you?"

"I'msureof it," | sad. "Leewill be pulling out tomorrow. Maybe he's pulling out right now."



"Some of the men don't think so," said Mike. "l wastalking to some of the Minnesotatroops. They
figure them crazy Rebswill make another try."

"l don't think s0," said Jed. "We broke their backs this afternoon. Hell's fire, they came walking up
that hill asif they were on parade. They walked right up to us, they walked right into the cannon's mouth.
And usblasting away at them the way you'd blast away at targets. Were dways being told what a smart
generd this. Leeis, but | tel you there ain't no genera smart who will march his men up apasture dope
into the cannon's mouth.”

"Burnsgdedid it at Fredericksburg,” said Asa

Jed spat. "Burnsde wasn't smart. No one ever said hewas."

| finished my coffee, swirled thelittle that was | eft in the bottom of the cup to stir up the grounds, and
tossed it at thefire. Jed reached out and lifted the pot.

"No more, thanks," | said. "I must be getting on."

| didn't want to be getting on. | wanted to stay right where | was and yarn away another hour or so
with the three around the fire. The blaze was comfortable and the gully snug.

But | had a deep, underlying hunch that | had best get out when | could. Get away from these men
and this battlefield before something € se could happen. That bit of flying iron had been close enough.
Theoreticdly, of course, | wasin the clear, but | had no confidencein thisland, nor in the Referee. The
quicker out the better.

| roseto my feet. Thanksfor the food and coffee. It was something that | needed.”

"Where you going now?"'

" think, first of dl, I'll hunt up that doctor."

Jed nodded. "1 would if | wereyou,” he said.

| turned about and walked away, expecting each second that they would call me back. But they
didn't and | went Stumbling down the gully in the dark.

| had acrude, half-remembered map in mind and as | walked | figured out what | would do. Not the
Taneytown Road that would keep me too close to the battlefield. I'd cross the Taneytown Road and
keep on the east until | hit the Baltimore Pike and I'd follow that southeast. Although just why | bothered,
| don't know. One place probably was as good as another in thisweird place. | wasn't going any where,
actudly; 1 wasjust moving around. The Devil had said that Kathy was safe, back in the human world
again but there had been no hint from him asto how amar could get back into the human world and |
wasn't downright surethat | could believe what the Devil said of Kathy, He was a shifty critter and not
oneto betrusted.

| reached the end of the gully and came out in avalley, Ahead of melay the Taneytown Road. There
were camp fires here and there and | veered around them. But sumbling through the dark, | fetched up
against awarm body that had hair and that snorted at me. | backed away and, squinting, made out it was
ahorse, tied to adtill standing section of asmall rail fence.

The horse danted its ears forward and nickered softly d me. It probably had been standing therea
long tune and it may have been frightened and | got the fedling that it was glad to see ahuman being. It
wore asaddle and was tied to the fence by abridierein.

"Hi, horse" | sad. "Howsafdlow?'

It whuffled at me and | walked up and stroked its neck. It swung its head around and tried to nuzzle
me.

| stepped back and had alook around and there was no one near. So | untied the reins and got them
over the horse's neck and straightened out, then rather awkwardly climbed into the saddle. The horse
seemed pleased to be untied and siwung obediently as| reined it.

There was atangle of wagons on the Taneytown Road, but I managed to get through them without
anyone hailing me and once clear of the road, | headed the horse southeast and he took off at an easy
lope.

We met small groups of men, plodding off somewhere, and had to swing around a battery of guns,
but gradually the traffic cleared and the horse finally reached the Batimore Pike and we went pounding
down it, away from Gettysburg.
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A few miles out of Gettysburg the road cameto an end, as| should have known it would, for back
there on South Mountain, where Kathy and | had landed in this place, there had been only a cart track
and nothing like aroad. The Pike and Taneytown Road and all the other roads, perhaps even Gettysburg
itself, had been no more than a stage setting for the battle, and once one left the battle area, there was no
need of roads.

Once theroad gave out, | gave up any attempt to pick aroute and let the horse go asit pleased.
Therewasredlly no point to keeping on at all. Therewas no place | had in mind to go, but | |et the horse
keep on. For some reason, it seemed that it might be agood ideato build up alittle distance.

Riding under the stars, in soft summer wegther, | had the first chance snce I'd comeinto theland to
try to do somethinking. | reviewed in my mind al that had happened since I'd turned off the freeway
onto thewinding road that led to Filot Knob and | asked alot of questions about dl the things that had
happened after that, but there seemed no ready answers. When that became apparent, | redized that |
was searching for answers that would serve my human logic and | knew that was afruitless search. Inthe
face of dl | knew, there was no reason to believe that human logic had athing to do with what was going
on. | admitted to mysdlf that the only possible explanation must be based upon the speculation in my old
friend's manuscript.

Thereforetherewas aplace, and | wasin it, where the force-substance (avery awkward term) of
imagination became the basic stuff from which matter, or asemblance of matter, or anew concept of
matter, might be formed. | worked for quite awhile to work out a statement which would cover the
situation, to reduce the maybe' s and the if's to aworkable proportion, but it was a hopelessjob and,
findly, for working purposes, | labeled this place that | wasin the Land of Imagination and let it go at
that. It was acowardly way to do it, but maybe later on someone could work out adefinition for it.

So herewasthisland, forged of dl the fantasy, dl the make-believe, dl thefairy talesand folk
dories, dl thefictions and traditions of the race of Man. And in thisland stalked and lurked and ran all
the creastures and al the Stuations the ever-busy minds of dl the flighty little primates had ever given birth.
Here (on any night, or just on Christmas Eve?) Santa Claus went storming through the skiesin his
reindeer-drawn deigh. Here, somewhere (on any night, or only of a Halloween?) Ichabod Crane
whipped hisjaded mount down arocky road in a desperate effort to reach a magic bridge before the
Headless Horseman could hurl the pumpkin that hung at his saddle-horn. Here Daniel Boone stalked
Kentucky meadows with hislong rifle dung across his arm. Here the Sandman roamed and foul and
grinning things danced jigs upon the ridgepole. And here the battle of Gettysburg was fought (again and
yet again, or only for specia purposes?), but not the battle asit had been fought, but fought in the polite
and glorious and dmost bloodless fashion in which the public mind in later years had conceived of its
being fought. And other battles, too, perhaps, the great and bloody battles that loomed largein
sgnificance and larger in tradition. Waterloo and Marathon, Shiloh, Concord Bridge and Augterlitz, and
in the daysto come, when they'd become embedded in tradition, the mindless and mechanical and
humanly agonizing battles of World Wars| and |1, or Koreaand Vietnam. In other years, aswell, the
fabulous Roaring Twenties, with the raccoon coats, the hip flasks and the flappers, the Stutz Bearcat and
the gangsters, with machine guns comfortably ensconced in violin cases, would become a part of thisland
as well—perhaps aready were.

All of these, dl that man could think of or had thought of long enough—all the madness and the wit,
al the buffoonery and the viciousness, dl the lightness and the sadnesswhich dl men, in dl ages, from the
cave up to the present moment, had fashioned in their mindswerein thisvery place.

It was madness, surdly, when viewed in the cold light of human logic, but thereit was, dl around me.
| rode through alandscape” that was not the kind of landscape that one would find on earth, but afairy
landscape frosted by the starlight that came from stars among which was not recognizable asingle one of
the congtellations that one saw on the human earth. A land of theimpossible, where silly sawswere laws,



where there could be no such thing aslogic snceit al was built of imagination, which knew no kind of
logic.

The horse kept on going, taking it at awak where the going was uncertain, loping along quite smartly
when the way was clear. My head ached alittle and when | put my hand up to the wound, my fingers till
were sticky, but ascab, | could fed, was beginning to form and it seemed that everything was dl right.
Otherwise, | felt better than | had imagined that | might and | rode aong content, through the frosty
landscape, beneath the glitter of the stars.

| expected that at any moment we might meet some of the strange denizens of thisfantastic land, but
none of them showed up. The horsefindly struck atrail somewhat better traveled than the one he had
been following and settled down into alope. The miles went spinning out behind me and the air grew
somewhat chilly. At times, far in the distance, | saw occasiond habitations that were difficult to recognize,
athough one of them looked agood dedl like a palisaded fort, the kind of place that the
westward-trending pioneers had built when they'd shoved for the new lands of Kentucky. At times,
distant lights glowed through the star-struck darkness, but there was no way of telling what the lights
might Sgnify.

Suddenly the horse cameto ajarring stop and it was only by sheer luck that | didn't keep on going,
sailing straight above his head. He had been loping aong, unconcernedly, like a contented rocking horse,
and his halt came without warning, a tiff-legged skidding to a stop.

His ears were danted forward and his nogtrilsflared, asif he might be searching for something in the
dark ahead.

Then he screamed in terror and leaped sidewise off the path, pivoting on his hind legs and heading at
afrenzied gdlop straight into the woods. | stayed on his back only by throwing myself upon his neck and
grabbing at hismane and it waswell | did, for there were occasiona |ow branchesthat certainly would
have brained meif 1'd been upright in the saddle.

His senses must have been considerably sharper than mine, for it was not until he was off the path
and running in the woods that | heard the mewling sound that ended with adobber and caught ahint of
the carrion odor that rode aong the wind, while back of us there were crashing, crunching sounds, asif
some huge, ungainly, terrible body was making its rapid way aong the direction of our flight.

Hanging desperately to the horse's mane, | stole abrief glance backward and saw, out of the corner
of one eye, the sickly greenness of some sort of shape that floundered in our wake.

Then, so quickly that | had no inkling of it until after it had happened, the horse was gone out from
under me. He went out from under me asif heldd never been thereand | fell straight down, landing first
upon my feet, then faling backward and skidding on my bottom through the forest loam for a dozen feet
or so0 before | shot out over the lip of adeclivity and went rolling to itsfoot. | was shaken up and
battered somewhat superficialy, but | was able to stagger to my feet and face the cloud of sickly green
that was plowing through the woods behind me.

| knew exactly what had happened and | should have expected it and been ready for it, but it had
seemed so commonplace and ordinary, riding on the horse, that I'd never thought of the probability that
at any moment the re-enactment of Gettysburg would cometo an end. And now it had cometo an end
and back on those ridges and on the round-topped hills the still-living men and the huddled bodies
scattered on the field, the shattered cannon, the now-spent cannon balls, the battle flags and al the other
things that had been formed and gathered for the battle had smply disappeared. The play was over and
the actors and the scenery had been whisked away and since the horse | had been riding had been a part
of it, he'd aso been whisked away.

| was|eft doneinthislittle doping valley that ran through the woods to face the revolting greenishness
that was raging on my trail—green in color and green, too, in the terrible smell of rottenness that went
ahead of it. It was mewling morefiercely now and between the sounds of mewling were the sounds of
dobbering and an eerie chittering that grated on my soul and as | stood there, facing back toward i, |
findly knew exactly what it was—the creature dreamed by Lovecraft, the ravener of the world, the thing
out of the Cthulhu mythas, the Old One that had been barred from Earth and now was back again,
festering with aghoulish, hideous hunger that would strip more than mere flesh from off the bones, that



would numb the soul and life and mind of the oneit captured with a nameless horror.

| felt the horror—I felt the hairs risng on my nape and my guts were churning and therewasa
scknessin methat made me somewhat less than human; but there was an anger, too, and it wasthe
anger, | am sure, that kept me sane. That goddamned Referee, | thought, that dirty little double-crossing
stinker! He hated me, of course—he had aright to hate me, for | had beaten him not only once, but
twice, and | had turned my back and walked away from him, contemptuoudy, while he, squatting on the
whed of the ruined cannon, had tried to call me back. But ruleswererules, | told mysdf, and I'd played
those rulesthe way that he had called them and now | should, by right, be beyond al jeopardy.

The greenish light was brighter now—adesthly, sickly green—but asyet | could not make out the
actua shape of the thing that followed me. The charnel-house odor was thicker and it clotted in my throat
and filled my nostrilsand | tried to gag, but couldn't, and of al of it, the smell wasworst.

Then," quite suddenly, | saw the shape that came at me through the trees—not clearly, for the
blackness of the tree trunks broke up the shape and fragmented it. But | saw enough to last me dl my
days. Take aswollen, monstrous toad, throw in abit of spitting lizard, add something from a snake and
you'll get asmdll idea, avery faint idea. It was much worse than thet; it was beyond description.

Choking and gagging, water-legged with fear, | turned to run and as| turned the ground lurched
under me and threw me forward on my face. | landed on some hard surface and my face and hands were
skinned and there was atooth that felt asif it had been loosened by the impact.

But the smell was gone and there was more light than there had been before and it was not agreenish
light and when | scrambled up | saw there was no forest.

The surface | had falen on, | saw, was concrete, and a sudden fear went knifing through my mind.
Anairport runway? A superhighway?

| stood staring groggily down the long lane of concrete.

| was standing squarely in the center of a highway. But there was no danger. No cars were roaring
down upon me. There were cars, of course, but they weren't moving. They were just Sitting there.
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For quite sometime didn't redlize what had happened. First | had been frightened at the idea of
standing out in the middle of ahigh-speed highway. | recognized what it wasimmediately—the broad
lanes of concrete, the grassy median separating them, the heavy sted fence snaking aong the right of
way, closing off the lanes. Then | saw the Stranded cars and that was something of ajolt. An occasiona
car, parked on the shoulder, off the concrete, and with its hood up, was not too unusua. But to seea
dozen or more of them in this condition was something €l se again. There were no people, nor any signs of
people. There smply were the cars, some of them with their hoods up, but not al of them. Asif,
suddenly, al these cars had ceased to function and had rolled to astop upon the highway. And it was not
only the carsin my immediate vicinity, but al up and down the lanes, asfar as| could see, were other
standing cars, some of them no more than black dotsin the distance.

It was not until then, not until | had taken Laand mentaly digested the fact of the stranded cars, that
the more obviousfact hit me—the realization that should have comeimmediately.

| was back on the human earth again! | was no longer in that strange world of Don Quixote and the
Devil!

If 1'd not been so flustered by the cars, | suppose | would have been most happy. But the cars
bothered me so much that they took the edge off any other kind of feding that | had.

| walked over to the nearest car and had alook at it. An AAA travel map and ahandful of other
travel literature lay on the front seat and a vacuum bottle and a sweater were tucked into one corner of
the rear sest. A pipe sat in the ash tray and the keys were gone from theignition lock.

| looked at some of the other cars. A few of them had some baggage left in them, asif the people
might have |eft to seek out help and intended coming back.

By now the sun had risen well above the horizon and the morning was growing warm.



Far down the road an overpass, athin line blurred by the distance, arched over the highway. Down
there, more than likely, was an interchange that would get me off the highway. | started walking toward it
and | waked in morning silence. A few birds flew among the groups of trees beyond the fence, but they
weredlent birds.

So | washome again, | thought, and so was Kathy, if one could believe the Devil. And where would
she be? | wondered. More than likely in Gettysburg, safely home again. As soon as| reached a phone, |
promised mysdlf, I'd put in acall and check on her whereabouts.

| passed anumber of stranded cars, but | didn't bother with them. The important thing wasto get off
the highway and find someone who could tell me what was going on. | came upon asignpost thet said
70S and when | saw it, | knew where | was, somewhere in Maryland between Frederick and
Washington. The horse, | redlized, had covered afair piece of ground during the night—that is, if the
geography of that other world was the same asthis one.

The sign pointing to the exit gave the name of atown of which I'd never heard. | trudged up the exit
lane and where it joined a narrow road stood a service station, but the doors were locked and the place
seemed to be deserted. A short distance down the road | came to the outskirts of asmall town. Cars
stood at the curbs, but there was no moving traffic. | turned in a thefirst place | cameto, asmal cafe
built of concrete blocks painted asickly yellow.

No customers were seated at the lunch counter running down the center of the building, but from
somewhere in the back came a clatter of pans. A fire burned beneath an urn back of the counter and the
place wasfilled with the smell of coffee.

| sat down on astool and dmost immediately arather dowdy woman came out of the back.

"Good morning, ar," shesaid. "Yourean early riser." She picked up acup andfilled it a the urn, set
it downin front of me.

"What elsewill you have?' she asked. " Some bacon and eggs,” | said, "and if you'll give me some
change, I'll use the telephone while you are cooking them.”

"I'll giveyou the change," she said, "but it won't do you any good. The telephone's not working.”

"Y ou mean it'sout of order. Maybe some other place, nearby . . ."

"No, that ain't what | mean,” she said. "No telephones are working. They haven't worked for two
days now, since the cars stopped running.” "l saw thecars.. ."

"Thereain't nothing working," said the woman. "1 don't know what will become of us. No radio, no
television. No cars, no telephones. What will we do when we run short of food? | can get eggsand
chickens from some of the farmers, but my boy, he hasto go on hisbicycleto pick them up and that's al
right, because school isat an end. But 'what will I do when | run out of coffee and sugar and flour and a
lot of other things? There aren't any trucks. They stopped, just like the cars.™

"You aresure?' | asked. "About al the cars, | mean. Y ou're sure they've stopped running
everywhere?'

"I ain't sure of nothing," said thewoman. "All that | know is| ain't ssen acar go by inthelast two
days." "You're sure of that, though?"

"I'm sure of that," she said. "Now I'll go and get your breakfast cooking."

Wasthis, | wondered, this thing that had happened, what the Devil had meant when he had told me
he had a plan? Sitting atop Cemetery Ridge, he had made it sound asif it were no more than aplan that
he was formulating when, in fact, it aready had been put into operation. Perhapsit had been initiated at
that very moment when Kathy's car had |eft the turnpike and had entered into the shadow world of man's
imagination. The other cars on the highway had rolled to a stop, but Kathy's car had been shunted to the
cart track atop the mountain. When Kathy had tried to start it later, | recalled, it had refused to start

But how could such athing be done? How could all the cars be made to cease to operate, rolling to
astop, and then impossible to start?

Enchantment, | told myself; enchantment, more than likely. Although, just thinking of it, theidea
seemed impossible,

Impossible, certainly, intheworld inwhich | sat, waiting for the woman in the kitchen to cook my
breskfast for me. But probably not impossble in the Devil's world, where enchantment would stand asa



principle as solid and entrenched aswere the laws of physics or of chemistry inthisworld of mine. For
enchantment was a principle asserted time and time again in the olden fairy tdes, in the ancient folklore, in
along line of fantasy writing that extended even into the present day. At one time people had believed in
it, and for many, many years, and even in the present there were many of uswho paid polite and not
quitewhimsical regard to thisold belief, dtill reluctant to put aside the old beliefs and in many cases il
haf believing in them. How many people would go out of their way to avoid waking underneath a
ladder? How many till felt achill of apprehension when ablack cat crossed their path? How many il
carried asecret rabbit'sfoot, or if not arabbit's foot, a certain lucky piece, acoin, perhaps, or somesilly
little emblem? How many people, in idle moments, still hunted four-leaf clovers? None of it was serious
intent, perhaps, or only mock-serioudy to cover up an unmodern attitude, but in their very acts betraying
gtill the basic fear that lingered from the cave, the eternal human yen for protection against bad luck or
black magic or the evil eye or whatever other name one might put to it.

The Devil had complained that mankind's smple, thoughtless adages gave alot of troubleto his
world, which must accept them aslaws and principles, and if such things asthreetimesisacharm
became actudly operative in the Devil'sworld, then the smple matter of enchantment asamoving force
became a certainty.

But while it was operative there, how could it be extended to thisworld of ours, where the principles
of physics surely would hold an edge over the forces of enchantment? Although, cometo think of it, this
whole business of enchantment had its origins with man. Man had thought it up and passed it on to that
other world and should the other world turn around and employ it against him, it would be no more than
he deserved.

Thewholething didn't make any sort of sense when viewed within thelogica context of the human
world, but cars standing on the highways, the inoperative telephones, the silent radios and television sets
did make a powerful kind of sense. Much as man might disbelieve in the efficiency of enchantment, there
was here, al about me, evidencethat it redlly worked.

And herewas astuation, | told mysdlf, that badly needed sense. If no carswould run, if no trains
could operate, if al communications were cut off, then the country, in afew more days, would be heading
for disaster. With transportation and communications gone, the economy of the nation would grindto a
shuddering halt. Food would bein short supply in many urban centers, perhaps with an unreasoning rush
of hoarding hastening that time. People would be hungry and the hungry hordes would stream out from
the cities to seek food wherever they might find it.

Even now, | knew, twinges of panic must be in evidence. Facing the unknown, with the free flow of
information halted, all manner of speculation and rumor would arise. In another day or two, spurred by
those rumors, afull-fledged panic would be on.

Theworld of man, perhaps, had been struck ablow from which, if no answer could be found, it
might not recover. The society, asit existed, was an intricate structure which rested, in large part, upon
rapid transportation and instant communication. Pull those two foundation blocks out from under it and
the wholefrail house might come tumbling down. Within thirty daysthis proud structure would be gone
and man would be hurled back into a state of barbarism, with roving bands seeking bases where they
could sugtain themsdlves.

| had one answer—an answer asto what had happened, but certainly no answer asto what to do
about it. Thinking about it, | knew that even the answer | did have would be unacceptable. No one
would bdieveit; no one, more than likely, would even give me thetimeto try to convince them it was
true. The stuation would giveriseto alot of crackpot explanations and mine would be only another one
of them—another crackpot explanation.

The woman popped her head out of the kitchen. "I ain't seen you around,” she said. "Y ou must bea
Sranger.”

| nodded.

"Therearealot of themintown,” she said. "Came up off the highway. Some of them aright smart
ways from home and no way to get back and . . ."

"Therailroads mug Hill be running.”



She shook her head. "I don't think they are. Nearest one istwenty milesaway and | heard someone
say that they aren't running.”

"Just whereisthisplace?' | asked.

She eyed me suspicioudy. "Seemsto me," she sai4, "you don't know much of anything.”

| didn't answer her and she findly told me what 1'd asked. "Washington," she added, "isthirty miles
down theroad.”

"Thanks" | said.

"It'sagood, long walk," she said, "on aday likethis. Going to be a scorcher before the day isover.
Y ou plan on waking al the way to Washington?"

"I'm congderingit,” | said.

She went back to her cooking.

Washington, thirty miles: Gettysburg, what would it be—sixty milesor more? And | had no
assurance, | reminded mysdlf, that Kathy would be in Gettysburg.

| thought about it—\Washington or Gettysburg?

There were men in Washington who should know, who had aright to know, what | could tell them,
athough it was most unlikely they would listen to me. There were men, somein fairly high positions, who
were friends and others who were good acquai ntances, but was there any one of them who would listen
to the story that | had to tell? | checked a dozen of them mentally and there wasn't one of them who'd
take me serioudy. To begin with, they couldn't afford to; they couldn't subject themselvesto the polite
ridicule which would greet their lending any credenceto what | had to say. In Washington, | was
convinced, | could accomplish nothing more than butting my head againgt dozens of stonewalls.

Knowing this, my very inclination shouted that | must get to Kathy'sside asquickly as| could. If the
world was going to go to pot, the two of us should be together when it smashed. She was the one person
in the world who knew exactly what | knew; she was the only member of the human race who would
understand the torment that | faced—the one person who would be sympathetic and willing to lend me
help.

Although there was more than just sympathy and help; more than understanding. There wasthe
remembrance of her body warm and sweet within my arms, the vision of her happy face looking up a me
inthe*flaring light of the witch'sfire. After many years, | thought, after many other women in strange and
distant lands,, here finally was Kathy. | had gone back to the land of boyhood, not certain it wasright to
go, not sure of what 1'd find, and Kathy had been there.

The woman came in with the plate of eggs and bacon and | settled down to esting.

Asl ate, anillogica ideacrept into my mind and took hold of me. | tried to shake it off, for there was
no basisfor it and it was devoid of reason. But the more | tried to shake it off, the more it fastened to
me—the conviction that I'd find Kathy, not in Gettysburg, but in Washington, in front of the fence that ran
before the White House, feeding the White House squirrels.

Wed talked of the squirrels, | recalled, that night I'd walked her home and | tried to recall who had
brought the subject up and how we'd talked about it, but al that | could remember was that we'd talked
about it and there had been nothing in that talk, | wasfairly sure, that should have made methink what |
was thinking now. But despite dl that, | went on harboring that senseless, deep conviction, that 1'd find
Kathy at the White House. And now, to make it even worse, | held not only the deep conviction, but a
sense of urgency. | had to get to Washington as quickly as| could for fear of missing her.

"Migter," said the woman behind the counter, "how did you get your face scratched up?”

"l fdl," | told her.

"That was a nasty wallop you got longside your head,” she said. "L ooks like there might be some
infectioninit. Y ou ought to see adoctor.”

"I haven't got thetime," | said.

"Old Doc Batesisjust down the street,” she said. "He hasn't got much practice and you wouldn't
have to wait. Old Doc, he ain't no great shakes, but he could fix that cut."

"I can't,” | told her. "l haveto get to Washington, asfast as| can go. | can't waste any time."

"I got someiodine out in the kitchen. | could wash it up and put on someiodine. There's probably a



clean dish towel | could find that would keep the dirt out. Y ou hadn’t ought to run around with that cut
infecting."

She watched me est awhile and then she said, "It wouldn't be no trouble, mister. And | know how to
doit. | wasanurse a onetime. Must be something wrong with my head to have given it up to run ajoint
likethis"

"Y ou said your son had abicycle” | said. "Would he consder sdlling it?"

"Wdl, now, | don't know," she said. "It'skind of rickety and it's not worth too much, but he sort of
needsit to go and get the eggs.”

"I'd pay agood pricefor it," | offered.

She hesitated; then she said, "'l could ask him. But we can talk about it out herein the kitchen. I'll
hunt up theiodine. | can't let you walk out of here with your head in that condition.”
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The woman had said it would be ascorcher and it was. Heat waves shimmered off the pavement and
came wavering to meet me. The sky was a brassy bowl and there was no breath of breezeto tir the
scorching arr.

I'd had some trouble with the bike to start with, but within a couple of miles or so my body had
recaptured some of the data programmed into it during boyhood days and | began to get the hang of it
again. It wasn't easy, however; alot better than walking, of course, and that would have been my choice.

| had told the woman that 1'd pay agood price for the bike and she'd taken me at my word. A
hundred dollars, which had taken amost dl the money that | had. A hundred for an ancient contraption
tied together with baling wire and stove bolts, worth, at the most, ten bucks. But it was ether pay the
price or walk, and I'd been in ahurry. And, | told mysdlf, if the Situation which now existed should
continue, perhaps the bike was not really overpriced. If | could only have kept the horse, I'd have had a
piece of property that would have been worthwhile. Horses and bikes might be the coming thing.

The highway wasllittered with stalled cars and trucks, with here and there abus, but there weren't
any people. Everyone who'd been on the stdled vehicles had had plenty of timeto get off theroad. It
was adepressing sight, asif al those vehicles had been living things that had been killed and just left lying
there; asif the highway itsdlf, had been aliving thing full of sound and movement and now waslying dead.

| kept pedaling aong, wiping the swesat out of my eyeswith my shirtdeeve and wishing that | had a
drink of water, and after a, time | saw that | wasin the city's outskirts.

There were people, but no traffic was moving. Quite alot of bicycleswereonthestreet and | saw a
few people who were using roller skates. Thereis nothing moreridiculousin theworld thanamanina
business suit, carrying an attaché case, and trying to be noncha ant as he proceeds down the street on a
pair of roller skates. Everyone was either silently doing nothing—sitting on the curbs or on stepsor out in
their lawns and gardens—or going about their businessin what seemed arather desperate fashion.

| cameto alittle park, atypical Washington park, one-block square with astatue in its center,
benches set beneath the trees, an old lady feeding pigeons, and adrinking fountain. It wasthe drinking
fountain that attracted me. The hours of pedaling in the sun had made my tongue fed like amass of
cotton that filled my entire mouth.

| didn't waste much time. | had adrink and rested for amoment on one of the benches, then got on
the bike and set out again.

As| neared the White House | saw that acrowd had gathered, standing in asemicircle, filling the
sdewak and spilling out into the avenue, standing silently and staring, apparently at someone who stood
beside thefence.

Kathy! | thought. For that was the exact place against the fence where | had expected her. But why
should they be taring at her? What was going on?

| pedaed frantically up to the edge of the crowd and legped off the bike. Letting it fal upon the
sdewalk, | charged into the crowd, pushing and shoving. People swore at me and some pushed back



and others shouted angrily, but | plowed my way through and finaly staggered through the inner rank of
people and out onto the sidewalk.

And there he stood—not Kathy, but the one, if 1'd had good sense. 1'd have expected to be there,
Old Nick, His Satanic Mgesty, the Devil.

Hewas dressed as| last had seen him, with his obscene belly hanging down, over the dirty piece of
cloth that afforded him aminimum of decency. He had histail in hisright hand and was using the barb of
it asatoothpick to probe his mossy fangs. He leaned nonchdantly against the fence, with hiscloven
hoofs braced against a crack that ran aong the concrete, and he was leering at the crowd in an infuriating
manner. But at the sight of me, he dropped histail forthwith and, advancing toward me, addressed me as
abosom pa for whom he had been waiting.

"Hail, the home-come hero!" he bugled, waking swiftly toward me with hisarms outstretched. "Back
from Gettysburg. | see that you got scotched. Where did you find the pretty baggage to tie up your head
S0 becomingly?"

He went to throw hisarms around me, but | jerked away. | was sore a him for being therewhen I'd
expected to find Kathy."

"WheresKathy?' | demanded. "I expected her." "Oh, the little wench,” he said. "Y ou can rest your
gpprehensions. Sheissafe. At the great white castle on the hill. Above the witch's house. | expect you
saw it

"Youliedtome" | told him, furioudy. "Youtoldme. . ."

"Sol lied to you," he said, spreading hisarmsto indicate that it was of no consequence. "It is one of
my most minor vices. What is alittlelie among good friends? Kathy is safe so long asyou play bal with
me." "Play ball with you!" | yelped, disgusted. "Y ou want the pretty carsto run,” he said. Y ou want the
radiosto blat. Y ou want the phonesto ring."

The crowd was getting restless. It was pressing closer and while the peoplein it might not know what
was going on, they were al ears when the Devil spoke about the cars and radios.

But the Devil ignored them. "A hero you can be," he said. "Y ou can bring about negotiations. Y ou
can play the big shot.”

| didn't want to be a hero. The crowd, | sensed, was getting ugly.

"WElIl goin," the Devil said, "and talk turkey with them." He made athumb across his shoulder,
pointing at the White House.

"Wecantgetin,” | told him. "Wecan't just go wakingin."

"Surely you have got a White House press card?’

"Yes, of course, | have. But that doesn't mean | can just walk in, anytime | wish. Especidly with a
bird likeyou intow."

"Y ou mean you can't get in?"

"Not theway you think."

"Look," he said, dmost pleading with me, "you have to talk with them. Y ou can shoot the proper
lingo and you know the protocal. | can't do anything by mysdlf. They would not listen to me.”

| shook my head.

A couple of guards had |ft the gate and were walking down the sdewalk.

The Devil saw melooking at them.

"Trouble?' he demanded.

"l think itis" | said. "The guard probably has phoned the police—no, not phoned, | guess. But |
imagine they have sent someoneto tell the cops there might be trouble brewing.”

He moved closer to me and spoke out of the corner of his mouth. "Trouble with cops | don't need,”
he said. He craned his neck to see the two guards. They still were walking toward us. He grabbed me by
thearm. "Comeon, let'sgo," he said.

The world went out from under me with aclap of thunder and in its place was darkness and the roar
of heavy winds. Then we werein alarge room with along table running down the center of it and many
men around the table. The man at the head of the table was the President.

Smoke was rising in tendrils from a scorched place in the carpet where | stood beside the Devil and



the air was heavy with the smell of brimstone and of burning fabric. Someone was hammering franticaly
on the two doorsthat led into the room.

"Tdl them, please," the Devil said, "that they can't get in. I'm afraid the doors are jammed.”

A man with stars upon his shoulder leaped to hisfeet. His outraged bellow filled the room. "What is
the meaning of thig"

"Generd," said the Devil, "please resume your seat and do your best to be a once an officer and a
gentleman. No one will get hurt."

Heflicked histail ferocioudy to emphasize hiswords.

| looked quickly around the room to check my first impressionsand | saw that they'd been right.
Herewewere, in the midst of a cabinet meeting—perhaps something more than a cabinet meeting, for
there were others there, the director of the FBI, the head of the CIA, asprinkling of high military brass,
and anumber of grim-faced men | did not recognize. Along awall agroup of very solemn and apparently
learned men sat iffly on arow of chairs.

Boy, | thought, we have doneit now!

"Horton," said the Secretary of State, speaking gently to me, not flustered (he was never flustered),
"what are you doing here? Thelast | knew of you, you were on aleave of absence.”

"| took theleave," | said. "It seemsit didn't last very long.”

"Y ou heard about Phil, of course.

"Yes, | heard of Phil."

The generd was on hisfeet again and he, unlike the secretary, was avery flustered man. "If the
Secretary of State will explainto me," heroared, "what isgoing on.”

The pounding still was continuing, louder than ever now. Asif the Secret Service boyswere using
chairs and tablesto try to beat in the doors.

"Thisismost extraordinary,” said the President, quietly, "but since these gentlemen are here, | would
suspect they had some purpose in their coming. | suppose we should hear them out and then get on with

It wasdl ridiculous, of course, and | had the terrible feeling that 1'd never left the Land of
Imagination, that | till wasinit, and that al this business of the President and his cabinet and the other
peopl e here was no more than a haf-baked parody good for little more than apanel in acomic strip.

"I think," said the President to me, " that you must be Horton Smith, athough | would not have
recognized you."

"l was out fishing, Mr. Presdent,” | said. "'l have had no timeto change.”

"Oh, that's quite al right,” said the President. "We stand on no great ceremony here. But | don't
know your friend."

"I'm not sure, Sir, that heismy friend. He clamsheisthe Devil "

The President nodded sagely. "That iswhat | had thought, although it seemed farfetched. But if heis
the Devil, what is he doing here?'

"l came," the Devil said, "to talk about aded.”

The Secretary of Commerce said, "About this difficulty withthecars. . ."

"But it'sal insane!" protested the Secretary of Hedlth, Education and Welfare. "l St hereand | seeit
happening and | tell mysdlf it can't be happening. Evenif there were such apersonage asthe Devil . . "
Heturned to gpped to me. "Mr. Smith," he said, "you know thisis not the way to go about it."

"Indeed | do," | said.

"I'll admit,” said Commerce, "that these whole proceedings are most irregular, but thisis an unusua
gtudion. If Mr. Smith and his sulfurous friend have any information, we should listen to them. Welve
listened to great numbers of other people, including our scientific friends,” and he made asweeping
gesture to indicate the men ranged in the chairs dong thewall, "and we haven't heard athing except a
large array of peopletelling usthat what has happened isimpossible. The scientific community informsus
that these happenings defy dl laws of physics and that they are frankly fuddied. And the engineers have
told

"But the Devil!" bellowed the man with the stars upon his shoulders.



"If heisthe Devil," said the Secretary of Interior.

"My friends," the Presdent said, wearily, "there was another president—agreat wartime
pres dent—who, upon being chided for doing business with an unsavory foreign character, said that to
gpan astream held walked across a bridge with the Devil. And here is another president who will not shy
from dedling with the Devil if it showsthe way out of our dilemma.”

The President |ooked across the room at me. "Mr. Smith," he asked, "can you explain to us just what
inhdl isgoing on?"

"Mr. President,” protested HEW, "thisistoo ridiculous to waste our time upon. If the press should
ever get awhiff of what went on within thisroom. . ."

The Secretary of State snorted: "Little good it would do them if they did. How would they get it out?
| presume that all presswiresare down. And, in any case, Mr. Smith, isof the press, and if he so wishes,
no matter what we do we can't keep it quiet.”

"It'sawaste of time," said the generd.

"We've had an entire morning of wasted time," Commerce pointed out.

"I'dwaste more of it," | told them. "I cantell you what it'sall about, but you won't believe aword of
it

"Mr. Smith," said the President, "1 would hate to have to beg you."

| snapped a him. "Sir, you do not haveto beg me."

"Then will you and that friend of yours pull chairs up to the table and tell uswhat you cameto say.”

| walked across the room to get one of the chairs he had indicated and the Devil clumped along
beside me, switching histail excitedly. The hammering on the doors had stopped.

Asl waked | could fed holes being bored into my back by the eyes of the men around the table.
For thelove of God, | thought, what aspot to be in—sitting in aroom with the President and his cabinet,
brass from the Pentagon, a pand of outstanding scientists, and various advisers. And the worst thing
about it was that before | was through with them they'd tear meto tiny ribbons. | had wondered just how
| could go about finding anyone in authority, or close to authority, who would sit fill long enough to listen
to me. And now | had those people who were about to listen to me—not a single person, but awhole
room full of them—and | was scared to death. Health, Education and Welfare had been shooting off his
mouth, and s0 had the generd, while most of the others had sat stolidly in place, but | had no doubt
beforeit was dl over, some of the otherswould joinin.

| pulled the chair over to the table and the President said to me, "Just go ahead and tell uswhat you
know. From having watched you at times on television, | know you can give us alucid and no doubt
interesting account.”

| wondered how to start, how to tell them, in amini- mum of time, the story of what had happened in
the last few days. Then, suddenly, | knew the only way to do it— pretend that | wasin front of a
microphone and cameraand that | was doing nothing more than | had done for years. Except it wouldn't
bedl that easy. In astudio | would have had time to outline in my mind exactly what to say, would have
had a script to help out in the rough spots. Here | was on my own and | didn't like it much, but | was
stuck with it and there was nothing | could do-but go through with it the best way that | could.

They dl werelooking at me and agood many of them, | knew, were angry with me for being about
toinsult their intelligence, and there were others who plainly were amused, knowing very well there was
no such thing asaDevil and waliting for the punch line. And | think, aswell, that some of them were
frightened, but that made little difference, for they had been frightened before the Devil and myself had
comeinto the room.

"Thereare somethings | am going to tell you," | said, "that you can check on." | looked at the
Secretary of State. "Phil's degth, for instance.” | saw hisstart of surprise, but | didn't give him achanceto
say anything, but kept right on. "For the most part, however," | told them, "thereisno way of checking.
I'll tell you thetruth, or ascloseto thetruth as| can come. Asfor believing any of it, or dl of it, that isup
toyou..."

Now that | had made a dtart, it was easy to go on. | pretended that | wasn't in the cabinet room, but
that | wasin astudio and that when | got through with what | had to say, I'd get up and leave.



They sat and listened quietly, athough there were severa timesthat some of them stirred uneasily, as
if they were ready to break in on me. But the President raised his hand and shushed them and alowed
meto goon. | didn't check my time, but | would guessit didn't take much more than fifteen minutes. |
packed alot of meat into what | had to say; | left out everything except the basics of it.

When | was finished, no one said anything for amoment and | sat there, looking around the table at
them.

Findly, the FBI director stirred. "Mosgt interesting,” he said.

"Yes, igntit," said thegenerd, acidly.

"What | gather," said Commerce, "isthat thisfriend of yours objectsto the fact that we have
introduced so many diverse ementsinto this mythical land of histhat we've played hob with any attempt
to set up adecent kind of government.”

"Not agovernment,” | said quickly, aghast that the man should think in terms of agovernment for
such aplace as| had described. "A culture. Perhaps, you'd cal it away of life. A purpose—for there
seems no purpose in the land. Each goes his merry, zany way. Thereisno direction. Y ou'll understand, of
course, that | had only afew hoursthereand so | can't.. ."

Treasury turned alook of horror upon Commerce. "Y ou can't mean," he cried, "that you place any
credence in this—thisfairy tde—this.. ."

"I don't know if | do or not," said Commerce. "We have here a credible withesswho, | am
convinced, would not give perjured testimony.”

"He's been duped!” cried Treasury.

"Or it'sapublicity stunt of some sort,” declared HEW.

"If you gentlemen will permit me," said State, "there is one statement that struck me rather forcibly.
Philip Freeman died, so the coroner said, of aheart attack. There was some very puzzling talk that he'd
been shot by an arrow—an arrow fired by aman dressed as an ancient archer might have been. But no
one, of course, believed it. It wastoo incredible. Just asthis story we have heard seemsincredible and if
s0.."

"Y ou bdievethis story?' HEW demanded.

"It'shard to believe," said State, "but | would warn against sweeping it al aside, brushing it
undernegth the carpet without a second glance. We should, at least, discussit.”

The genera said, "Perhapswe should ask our panel of distinguished scientists what they think of it."
He swung around in his chair and nodded at the line of men in chairs against the wall.

Sowly one of them got to hisfeet. He was afussy and feeble old man, white-haired and, in astrange
manner, very dignified. He spoke carefully, making little motionswith his blue-veined hands. "I may not
spesk for dl my colleagues” hesaid, "and if | do not, | presume they will correct me. But in my view, my
most consdered view, | must say that a situation such as has been outlined here violates al known
scientific tenets. I'd say it wasimpossible.”

He sat down as carefully as he had gotten up, putting down his handsto grasp the chair amsfirmly
before he lowered himsdlf into the sest.

Silencefilled the room. One or two of the scientists nodded their heads, but none of the others
dirred.

The Devil said to me, "These stupid jerks don't believe aword of it!"

Theroom was quiet and he said it loud enough so that al could hear him and while there was ample
reason to believe that a one time or another, politics being what they are, they'd al been characterized as
stupid jerks by someone, thiswasthe first time, more than likely, they'd been cdled it to their faces.

| shook my head a him, both as arebuke for the language he had used and to let him know that no,
they did not believeit. | knew they didn't dare believe it; anyone who bdlieved it would be laughed out of
public office.

The Devil legped to hisfeet and banged amassive, hairy fist upon thetable. Little jets of smoke
spurted from hisears.

"You created us," heyelled a them. "With your dirty little evil mindsand your beautifully fuzzy minds
and your fumbling, uncertain, yearning, fearful minds you created us and the world you put usin. You did



it without knowing it and for that you can't be blamed, athough one would think that personages so
clever with the physics and chemistry would have run to earth these impossible things your savants say
can't happen. But now that you do know, now that the knowing has been forced upon you, you are
moraly obligated to come up with aremedy to the deplorable conditions you have forced upon us. Y ou

The President sprang to hisfeet and, like the Devil, thumped the table with hisfist—although the total
effect was lost since no smoke spouted from his ears.

"Monsieur Devil," he shouted, "1 want some answers from you. Y ou say you stopped the cars and
theradiosand .. ."

"Y ou're damned right | stopped them," roared the Devil. "All over theworld | stopped them, but it
was awarning only, ashowing of what could be done. And | was humane about it. The cars cameto
smooth and even stops and not a soul wasinjured. The planes| let get to the ground before | made them
not to run. The factories| left working so there would be jobs and wages and goods till being made..."

"But without transportation we are deed,” yelled Agriculture, who had been silent heretofore. "If food
can't be moved, the people will starve. If goods can't move, businesswill cometo astandtill.”

"Our amiesinthefield,” the genera cried. "They have no planes nor armor and communications are
cut off . ."

"Y ou an't seen nothing yet," the Devil told them. "Next time around the whed will be outlawed. No
whed will turn. No factories, no bicycles, noroller skates, no. . ."

"Monseur Devil, please,”" screamed the President, "will you lower your voice? Will al of uslower our
voices? Thereis nothing gained in screaming. We must be reasonable. | had one question and now | have
another. Y ou say you did this. Now tell ushow you did it."

"Why, |," the Devil sammered, "why, | just did it, that isall. | said let it happen and it happened. | do
alot of thingsthat way. Y ou see, you wrote it into me and you thought it into me and you talked it into
me. A devil can do anything at dl, solong asit isbad. | doubt exceedingly 1'd be so successful doing
"Enchantment, gentlemen,” | told them. "That isthe only answer for it. And don't blame the Devil for
it; wethought it up ourselves."

The old gentleman who had spoken for the scientists lurched to hisfeet. He raised clenched fists
above his head. "Enchantment,” he squeaked. "There can't be enchantment. Thereisno law of science. .
" Hemeant to say more, but his voice choked and he stood for amoment, fighting for breath and voice,
but giving up, sat down."

"Maybe not," the Devil said. "Maybe not any science law. But what care we for science? The whed
next, then eectricity and after that, mogt likdly, fire, dthough | haven't thought that far ahead. And once
that is done, back to the feudal manor, back to the good old Dark Ages, where there was some honest
thinking doneand .. ."

"Now, gr," said the President, "another question, please, if you have done with threats.”

"Most excellent sr," said the Devil, trying very hard to be palite, "1 do not ded in thregts. | only tell
what can be done and what shal bedoneand .. ."

"But why?" asked the President. "What exactly isyour grievance?'

"Grievance!" bellowed the Devil, in arage and forgetful of politeness. "Y ou ask me for grievance.
Horton Smith, who has awound from Gettysburg, who jousted barehanded with Quixote, who chased a
viciouswitch through afearsome woods, has outlined my grievance.”

Asasign of hishonest reason, he let hisvoice sink from abellow to aroar. "Once," he said, "our
land was peopled by ahardy folk, some of them honestly good and some of them as honestly evil. | kid
you not, my friends; | was and am one of the evil ones. But at least we had purpose and between the
good and bad, between the imps and fairies, we made alife of it. But now what have we got? I'll tell you
what we have. We have Li'l Abner and Charley Brown and Pogo. We have Little Orphan Annie and
Dagwood Bumstead and the Bobbsey Twins, Horatio Alger, Mr. Magoo, Tinkerbell, Mickey Mouse,
Howdy Doody ..."

The Presdent waved him slent. "I think you have made your point,” he said.



"They have no character,” said the Devil. "They have no flavor nor any style. They are vapid things.
Therés not an honestly evil one among them and noneisredly good—the goodnessthat isinthemis
enough to turn one's somach. | ask you in great Sincerity how oneisto build aworthwhile civilization
with inhabitants such astheat?"

"This gentleman's somach,” said HEW, "is not the only one'sthat'sturned. | am .aghast that we St
here and listen to his buffoonery.”

"Just alittle more," said the President. "'I'm trying to make something out of this. With your
indulgence, please.”

"l suppose,” the Devil said, "that you are wondering now what can be done about it."

"Precisdly,” said the President.

"Y ou can put an end to dl thisfoolishness. Y ou can hdt the Li'l Abnersand the Mickey Mousesand
the Howdy Doodles. Y ou can return to honest fantasy. Y ou can think about some evil things and others
that are good and you can believeinthem . ."

Agriculturewas on hisfeet. "I have never inmy life," heyelled, "heard such an infamous suggestion.
Heis suggesting thought control. He would have us dictate entertainment values and he would have us
throttle artistic and literary cregtivity. And even if we agreed to do this, how would we go about it? Laws
and edicts would not be enough. A secret campaign would have to be launched, a most secret one, and |
would guessit would beimpossible to keep it secret for longer than three days. But even if we could, it
would take billions of dollars and years of Madison Avenue's most devious and devoted effortsand |
don't think even then that it would catch on. These are not the Dark Ages, the honest thought of which
this gentleman seemsto admire so greatly. We cannot bring our people, or the people of theworld, to
believe againin devilsor inimps, or in angels, either. | propose that we close out this discusson.”

"My friend," said Treasury, "takesthisincident too serioudy. | cannot bring myself, nor, | suspect,
can many othersin thisroom, to regard it as of any vdidity at al. To give the color of acceptanceto this
ridiculous Situation by debating it on even the most hypothetical grounds seemsto meto be degrading
and not in keeping with the dignity of orderly procedure.”

"Hear! Hear!" the Devil said.

"We have taken enough of your impudence,” the FBI said to the Devil. "It isnot in the best American
tradition for acouncil of state to be insulted by such outbursts of malicious nonsense ddivered by
something, or someone, who can have no actual basisin fact.”

"That doesit!" the Devil raged. "No basisin fact, you say. I'll show you nincompoops. Next comes
the whed and dectricity and then | will be back and we have a better basis, maybe, for some forthright
deding.”

Saying which, he reached out and grabbed me by thearm. "Leave usgo," he said.

We went, no doubt in aflash of evil-smeling light and smoke. In any case, the world went away
again and there was the blackness and the howling of the winds and when the blackness fell away we
were back on the sdewalk outside the White House fence.

"Well," the Devil said, triumphantly, "I guess| told them, kid. | took the pompous hides off their
four-flushing backs. Did you see their faceswhen | called them nincompoops?*

"Yes, youdidwdl," | sad, disgusted. "Y ou have dl the. finesse of ahog.”

He rubbed his hands together. "And now," he said, "the whedls."

"Lay off it," | warned him. "Y ou'll wreck thisworld of ours and then what will happen to that precious
world of yours. . ."

But the Devil wasn't listening to me. He was looking over my shoulder and down the Street and there
was afunny look upon hisface. The crowd that had ringed the Devil inwhen | first had found him had
disappeared, but there were anumber of people in the park across the street and these people now were
shouting in an excited" fashion.

| swung around to look.

Lessthan half ablock away and bearing down upon uswith great rapidity was Don Quixote astride
the running bag of bones that served him as acharger. His hemet was down and the shiddd was up. The
leveled lance was aglitter in the sun. Behind him Sancho Par/a applied an enthusiastic whip to his donkey,



which humped aong in a tiff-legged gait not unlike astartled rabbit. While he gpplied the whip with one
hand, Sancho Panza held the other arm out siffly to one sde, clutching abucket. There was some sort of
liquid in the bucket and it dopped alarmingly asthe donkey tried its best to keep up with the storming ¢
charger. And behind the two of them came a prancing unicorn, shining whitein the brilliant sunlight, with
itsdender horn abreathtaking lance of slver. It moved daintily and easily and was athing of utter grace,
and seated upon it, riding it Sdesaddle fashion, was Kathy Adams.

The Devil reached out ahand for me, but | knocked hisarm away and made agrab at him. |
clutched him about themiddle and as | did so | kicked my foot backward, forcing it between two iron
palings of thefence. | didn't really think what | was doing; | didn't planit, and I'm not sure| knew at the
time exactly why | did it. But gpparently there was some subconscious thought inside of me that informed
methat it just possibly might work. If | could divert the Devil from taking off to some other placefor no
longer than a second, Don Quixote would be down upon him and, if hisaim were true, he'd have the
Devil spitted on hislance. And there was also something about being securely anchored if | wereto do it
and another something about the effect of iron upon the Devil, and that, |. suppose, was the reason |
struck my foot between the palings.

The Devil was squirming to get away, but | hung onto him, with my armslocked about hismiddle.
His hide stank and my face, where | had it pressed againgt his chest, was wet with his greasy sweet. He
was struggling and cursing horribly and beating at me with hisfists, but out of the corner of oneeyel saw
the lance point flashing in toward us. The beat of clopping hooves came closer and then the lance point
struck with a squashy sound and the Devil fell away. | et go of him and fell upon the sdewalk, with my
foot till between the palings.

| twisted around and Saw that the lance had caught the Devil in the shoulder and had him pinned
againg the fence. He was squirming and mewling. He waved his arms and froth ran out of the corners of
hismouth.

Don Quixote raised ahand and tried to flip hisvisor up. It stuck. He wrenched at it so hard that he
jerked the entire helmet off hishead. It flew from hisfingers and clanked upon the sdewalk.

"Varlet," Don Quixote cried, "I cdl onyou to yield and to give your bounden pledge you will
henceforth desist from any further interference in the world of man.”

"To hdl and damnation with you," the Devil raged. "1 will yield to no busybody of a do-gooder that
gpends histime sniffing out crusades. And of al of them, there is none worse than you, Quixote. Y ou can
sense agood deed amillion light years off and you are off hell-bent to doit.

And I'll have none of it. Y ou understand thét, I'll have none of it!"

Sancho Panza had legped off the donkey and was running forward with the bucket which, I now
saw, had adipper init. Infront of the Devil, he hated and with the dipper splashed some of theliquid on
the Devil. Theliquid boiled and hissed and the Devil writhed in agony.

"Water!" Sancho Panza cried in glee. "Blessed by the good St. Patrick and most potent stuff.”

Helet the Devil have another dipper of it. The Devil writhed and screamed.

"Pledge!" Don Quixote shouted.

"l yidd," the Devil ydled. " yidd and pledge.”

"And further pledged,” said Don Quixote grimly, "that al mischief you here have caused will
end—and that immediately.”

"I will not," the Devil screamed. "Not al my work undone!™

Sancho Panzaflung the dipper on the sdewalk and clutched the pail in both his bands, poised to hurl
its entire contents on the Devil.

"Hold!" the Devil shouted. "Avast that cursed water! | do entirdly yield and pledge everything you

"Then," Don Quixote said, with acertain courtliness, "our mission hereisdone.

| didn't see them go. There wasn't even aflicker of their going. They just suddenly were gone. There
was no Devil, no Don Quixote, no Sancho Panza and no unicorn. But Kathy was running toward me and
| thought it strange she could run so well with her ankle sprained. | tried to jerk my foot free of the fence
s0 | could get up to greet her, but the foot wastightly stuck between the palingsand | could not get it



loose.

She went down on her knees beside me. "Were home again!" she cried. "Horton, we are home!"

She leaned down to kiss me and across the sireet the crowd cheered loudly and ribaldly at thekiss.
"My foot isstuck,” | said.

"Wdl, pull it loose," shetold me, smiling through tears of happiness.

| tried to pull it loose and couldn't. It hurt when | pulled on it. She got up and went to the fence and
tried to work it free, but it ill stayed stuck.

"| think the ankleé's swelling,” she said and sat down upon the sdewalk, laughing. "The two of us" she
cried. "We have something with our ankles. First mine, now yours."

"Your ankleisdl right," | said.

"They had magic at the castle,”" shetold me. "A most wonderful old magician with along white beard
and afunny cap and gown with starsal over them. It was the nicest place I've ever seen. So gentedl and
polite. | could have stayed forever if you had been there with me. And the unicorn. He was the nicest,
sweetest thing. Y ou saw the unicorn?!

"l saw theunicorn," | said.

"Horton, who are those men coming down across the lawvn?”

| had been so busy looking at her and so glad that she was back, that 1'd not been looking at the
lawvn. When | did look, | saw them. The President wasin the lead, running toward the fence, and behind
him streamed the other people who'd been in the room.

The President reached the fence and stopped. He regarded me with something less than friendliness.

"Horton," he demanded, "what the hell isgoing on out here?"

"My footiscaught,” | said.

"To hel with your foot," he said. "That isn't what | mean. | swear | saw aknight and aunicorn.”

The others were crowding close up againgt the fence.

A guard shouted from up by the gate. "Hey! Everybody look! Theresacar coming down the street!™

Sure enough, there was.

"But what about hisfoot?" Kathy asked, indignantly. "We can't get it loose and his ankle's swelling.
I'm afraid it's sprained.”

"Someone had better get adoctor,” said the Secretary of State. "'If the cars are running, the phones
may be working, too. How are you feding, Horton?"

"I'mdl right," | said.

"And get someone down here with a hacksaw," said the President. "For the love of God, we got to
saw hisfoot loose."

So | stayed there on the sidewalk and Kathy sat beside me, waiting for the doctor and the hacksaw
man.

Disregarding the crowd inside the fence, some of the White House squirrels came sneaking out on
the sdewak to see what was going on. They sat up most daintily, with their forepaws crossed upon their
chest, begging for ahandouit.

And the cars, more and more of them, went on rolling past.



