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Fritzand me

If you ask any long-time aficionado of fantadtic literature to name hisfavorite authors, the fan of science
fiction will likely name Fritz Leiber somewherein histop five. So, too, will the devotee of sword and
sorcery mention the wonderful tales of Fafhrd and the Gray Mouser as among the very best that the
genre hasto offer. There have been many excellent writers of fantasy over the years, many excellent
writers of sciencefiction, and many fine writers of horror stories. Arguably, the very best of them dl was
Fritz Lelber.

Leber was the author that showed uswhat sword and sorcery fiction can and should be with his
Lankhmar stories that spanned nearly fifty years. In the redlm of sciencefiction, his Change War sagahas
stood the test of time and remains aclassic in the genre. Asfar as horror fiction, most readerswill place
Our Lady of Darkness andConjure Wife at or near thetop of any list of great novelsin thefield. Then
of course we have the socio-politica satire of A Specter is Haunting Texas and the classcX-files- like
paranoiaof You're All Alone , written years before Chris Carpenter was atwinklein hisfather'seye.

I'm afraid that | won't be ableto fill thisintroduction with many persona anecdotes, | met the author on
only afew occasions and our conversations often revolved around the maady of acoholism and it's
peculiar affinity for the crestive sort. A subject that holds considerable fascination for those for whomiit's
alife or death issue, but to the average person it'sarather dull topic. | do treasure the fact that | was able
to meet and chat with the man whaose influence on my own reading and writing was so profound.

Like many of uswho came on their first genrefiction a an early agein the sixties, I'd quickly discovered
the works of Edgar Rice Burroughs and Robert E. Howard; | was quite impressed, but when | ssumbled
on abook entitledSwvords Against Deviltry , | wastransported ... Thiswaswhat 1'd been looking for! |
quickly used my meeger alowance money to snap up every book that | could find that had the magical
name of Leber onit. Thisincluded someterrific sciencefiction, the novel Gather, Darkness, andfindly a
handful of anthologieswhere discovered “ Smoke Ghost", “ The Dreams of Albert Mordand”, and
“Spider Mangon” for thefirst time.

Over the years | managed to accumulate as close to acomplete collection of Leiber'swork asyou're
likely to find. And for years| assumed that al hiswork was readily attainable, if not perpetudly in print.

The book that you hold in your handsisaresult of acurious serendipity, that thereis no author living or
dead that | would be more honored to pen an introduction about than Fritz Leiber goes without saying.
That | would've thought thisto be an unlikely occurrence is an understatement. After dl, Leiber belongs
to that pantheon of great writersthat have shaped and molded the field of fantastic literature in the latter
haf of the twentieth century and the works of such individuas are perpetually kept in-print and readily
accessible by oneand dl. Aren't they?

Apparently the answer to that question isin the negative. When Steve Savile first approached meto
verify the gppearances of savera Leiber storiesin conjunction with a chapbook that he was preparing for
the British Fantasy Society | was amazed at just how much materia was no longer available to modern



readers. A few e-mailslater and we were busily a work preparing two volumes that would bring the
“logt Leiber” stories back into print. Even with the space of two volumesto work with it's been
impossible to include everything that we would have liked to. We've chosen to focus on those stories that
most modern readers would have the mogt difficult timelocating with acouple of familiar talesincluded.
Some stories we consdered far too sgnificant to be excluded and you will see some of these familiar
talesinterspersed in these two volumes. For the most part, our focus has been to restore to print the most
sgnificant of Leiber'sweird talesthat have been unavailable for twenty or more years.

Thefirst thing that became apparent to me as we assembled this collection was just how early in his
career Leber had established himsalf as amaster of theweird tale. While he did write afew stories that
could be considered standard fare for the pulps, (such as* Spider Mansion” with its weird-menace
exceses) as an example. From the very start his stories took on amodern attitude quite unlike that of his
contemporariesinWeird Tales , who were busily scrambling to pen stories of improbably-named cosmic
monstrosities and babbling aliensin amisguided homageto H.P. Lovecraft...

While Leiber's earliest stories can be classified as updates of the tropes of earlier horror fiction, thereisa
decided modernity about them. A primary concernisthat of the science fiction writer concerned about
technologies gone horribly awry. In the early story “ Spider Mansion”, for dl its classic gothic trgppingsit
isat its core atae of medica experiments gone wrong. The same can be said of the much later (1950)
tale“The Dead Man” In both cases, it's not thescience that is at fault for the dire consequences, but
rather the fallible human eement that manages to muck things up badly.

Both of these storiesforeshadow L eiber'slater work where he fuses the concerns of the twentieth
century with the mold of the classic weird tale of decades past. In “The Girl with the Hungry Eyes’ he
consdersthe“vampirism” of advertisng asaquiteliterad redity. In“The Black Gondolier”, “The Man
Who Made Friends with Electricity”, and “Mr. Bauer and the Atoms’ present our modern forms of
energy inanew and terrifying light. Leiber's*“mad” scientists are not mad in the sense of the old villains
from the old Universa filmsfrom the 1930's, but rather they are often as not blinded by an arrogance and
absolute certainty in their own wisdom that they fdl afoul of their own inventions and concepts. Infact it
could be said of Leiber that among his contemporaries only Philip K. Dick was hisequd at writing
sciencefiction that wastruly horrifying.

The theme of humanity as but abit player in the cosmic dramawas an ideathat Leiber often made use of
in ways far moreinventive than that of many of his contemporaries. Whereas H.P. Lovecraft took this
ideain one direction, Leiber made the concept of an unknowable and hostile cosmos far more persond
in stories such as* The Dreams of Albert Mordland”. In this story a chess master isdrawn into agame
with frighteningly high stakes against an opponent reminiscent of one of Lovecraft's Great Old Ones.
(Cthulhu as agdactic gamesmagter)? Not exactly, though in the hands of alesser writer the story could
easly have become that ludicrous. In Leiber's handsit's more about the all-consuming nature of the
obsessive and the danger of actudly getting what we want. Albert Moreland wants a suitable opponent
to test hisskill on and he gets exactly thet.

Leber's correspondence with Lovecraft isinteresting in that of al of Lovecraft's correspondents only
Leber ssemed immune to the desire to begin banging out davish pastiches of the mythos created by the
elder writer. In fact, it may well be that Leiber's correspondence led him to an early redlization that the
horrors of the past were just that, the past and would need anew and vital approach in the latter half of
the century. It was not until considerably after Lovecraft's death that Leiber penned an actual mythos
gory. Inthisareaasin other sub-genres, he excelled and his“ The Terror from the Depths’ is perhapsthe
standout piece in Edward Berglund's watershed anthology Disciples of Cthulhu .

Taken asawhale, this book chronicles Leber's remarkabl e achievementsin weird fiction, storiesthat are



thoroughly modern examples of the horror story, tales such as*“ The Thirteenth Step” which usesthe
unlikely device of aspesker's“ qudification” tak at an AA meeting to talessuch as“Lie Still, Snow
White"', amasterpiece of erotic horror written years before the term had degenerated into a marketing
labdl. Therésavariety and richness here that could only have come from an author as gifted as Fritz
Leiber.

John Pelan
Midnight House, 2000

THE BLACK GONDOLIER

Daoway lived aonein abroken-down trailer beside an oil well on the bank of acana in'Venice near the
café La Gondola Negra on the Grand Cana not five blocksfrom St. Mark's Plaza.

| mean, helived there until after the fashion of intellectual |one wolves he got the wander-urge and took
himsdf off, abruptly and irresponsibly, to parts unknown. Thet isthe theory of the police, who refuseto
take serioudy my story of Daoway's strange dreads and my hints at the weird world-spanning power
which was menacing him. The police even make light of the very materia clueswhich | pointed out to
them.

Or ds= Daoway wastaken off, grimly and againgt hiswill, to parts utterly unknown and blackly horrible.
That ismy own theory, especialy on londly nightswhen | remember the dreams he told me of the Black
Gondolier.

Of course the cand isarather smal one, showing much of itsrough gravel bottom strewn with rusted
cans and blackened paper, except when it isbriefly filled by one of our big winter rains. But gondolas did
travel it intheilluson-packed old daysand it is till spanned by alittle sharply humped concrete bridge
wide enough for only one car. | used to crossthat bridge coming to visit Daoway and | remember how
I'd dow down and tap my horn to warn a possible car coming the other way, and the momentary
roller-coaster illusion I'd get as my car heaved to the top and poised there and then hurtled down the
opposite dusty dopefor dl of abreathless second. From the top of thelittle bridge I'd get my first
glimpse of the crowded bunga ows and Daloway's weed-footed trailer and close behind it the black
hunch-shouldered oil well which figured so strangely in hisdreads. “ Their closest lisening post,” he
sometimes called it during the final week, when he felt positively besieged.

And of coursethe Grand Candl is pretty dismal these days, with its several gracefully arching Bridges of
Sighsraddled with holes showing their cement-shell construction and blocked off at either end by heavy
wire barricades to keep off smdl boys, and with both its banks lined with oil wells, some till with their
towering derricks and some—mostly those next to beach side houses—with their derricks dismantled ,
but al of them wearily pumping twenty-four hours aday with asoft dow syncopated thumping that the
resdents don't hear for its monotony, interminably sucking up the black petroleum that underlies Venice,
lazily ducking and lifting their angularly ova metal headslike so many iron dinosaurs or donkeys forever
drinking—donkeys moving in the somnambuligtic rhythm of Ferde Grofe's Grand-Canyon donkey when
it doesitsdegpyhee ... haw. Daloway had avery weird theory about that—about the crude ail, |
mean—atheory which became the core of his dreads and which for al its utter black wildness may ill
best explain his disappearance.

And LaGondolaNegrais only abeatnik coffee house, successor to the fabulous Gashouse, though it did
boast arather interesting dirty drunken guitarist, whose face dways had blacker smears on it than those
of his stubbly beard and who wore a sweatshirt that looked like the working garment of acoa miner and
whom Daoway and | would hear trailing off (I won't venture to say home) in the smal hours of the



morning, picking out on histwangy instrument his dinky “Texas Oilman Suite", which hed composed very
much in imitation of Ferde Grofe's one about the Grand Canyon, or raucoudy wailing his eerie beatnik
ballad of the Black Gondola. He got very much on Daoway's nerves, especidly towards the end, though
| was rather amused by him and a the same time saw no harm in his caterwauling, except to would-be
deepers. Well, he's gone now, like Daoway, though not by the sameroute ... | think. At least Daloway
never suggested that the guitarist was one of their agents. No, asit turned out,their agent was arather
more formidablefigure.

And they don't call the plaza St. Mark's, but it was obvioudy laid out to approximate that
Adriatic-lapped areawhen it was created a haf century ago. The porticos ill shade the sdewaksin
front of the two blocks of bars and grimy shops and there are till authentic Venetian pillars, now painted
samon pink and turquoise blue—you may have seen them in ahorror movie cdledDelirium wherea
beautiful crazy dim Mexican girl ischased round and round the deserted porticos by acar flashing its
headlights between the pillars.

And of coursethe Veniceisn't Venice, Itdy, but Venice, USA—Venice, Cdifornia—now just another
district and postal addressin the sprawling metropolis of Los Angeles, but once a proud little beach side
city embodying the laughably charming if grotesque dream of creeting Venice, Itay, scaled down but
complete with canals and arched bridges and porticos, on the shores of the Pacific.

Y et for dl the childish innocence of its bizarre glamor, Venice devel oped an atmosphere, or becamethe
outpost of asinister deep-rooted power, that did in Daloway. It isaplace of dreams, not only the
tinseled ones, but aso the darker sort such as tormented and terrified my friend at the end.

For awhiletoward the beginning of this century the moviefolk and red estate agents and retired farmers
and the sailors from San Pedro went to spanking-new Venice to ride the gondolas—they had authentic
ones poled by Itaian types possibly hired from Central Casting—and eat exotic spaghetti and gambol
romantically abit with their wide-hatted long-skirted lady friends who aso wore daring bathing suitswith
bare arms and rather short skirts and long black stockings—and gamble too with piled big
yellow-backed green bills—and, with their caps turned front to rear, roar their wooden-spoked or
wire-wheeled open touring cars along the Speedway, which is now acramped one-way street that
changes direction every block.

But then Redondo and Lagunaand Mdibu cdled away thefilm folk and the other people with fat
pocketbooks, but asif to compensate for that they struck oil in Venice and built wells dmost

everywhere, yet despite thisinflux of money the gambling never regained its écla, it became just bingo for
housewives, and the Los Ange es police fought that homely extramura vice for aweary decade, until
sprawling LA reached out a pseudopod one day and swallowed Venice up. Then the bingo stopped and
Venice became very crowded indeed with a beach home or a beach apartment or a beach shack on
every square yard that wasn't sdewak or street—or oil well!—and with establishments as disparate as
Bible Tabernacle and Colonic Irrigation Clinic and Mother Goldberg's Home for the Aged. It would have
been going too far to have called Venice abeach dum, but it wastrending in that direction.

And then, much later, the beats came, the gutter geniuses, the holy barbarians, migrating south in driblets
from Big Sur and from North Beach in Frisco and from Disillusion, USA, everywhere, bringing their raity
art galeries and meageravant garde bookstalls and their black-trousered insolent women and their Zen
and their guitars, including the one on which was strummed the Bdlad of the Black Gondola.

And with the bests, but emphatically not of them, came the solitary oddballs and lone-wolf intellectuas
like Daoway.

| met Daloway at acheck-out desk of the excdllent Los Angeles downtown public library, where our



two stacks of books demonstrated so many shared interests—world history, geology, abnormal
psychology, and psychic phenomenawere some of them—that we paused outside to remark oniit. This
led to aconversation, inwhich | got somefirst intimations of his astonishing mentality, and eventualy to
my driving him home to save him acircuitous bus-trip, or, morelikely, as| learned later, aweary
hitch-hike.

Our conversation continued excitingly throughout most of the long drive, though eveninthat first
exploratory confabulation Daloway made so many guarded references to amalefic power menacing usal
and perhapshimin particular, that | wondered if he mightn't have abeein this bonnet about World
Communism or the Syndicate or the John Birch Society. But despite this possible paranoid obsession, he
was clearly amost worthy partner for intellectua disputation and discourse.

Toward the end of the drive Daloway suddenly got nervous and didn't want meto take him the last few
blocks. However, | overcame hisreluctance. | remarked on the oil well next to histraile—not to have
done so would have implied | thought he was embarrassed by it—and he retorted sardonicdly, “My
mechanical watchdog! Innocent-looking ugly beadt, isn't it? But you've got to keep in mind that much
more of it or of itsdomain is below the surface, like an iceberg. Which reminds methat | once ran across
aseemingly well-authenticated report of ablack iceberg—"

Thereafter | visited Daoway regularly in histrailer, often late at night, and we made our library trips
together and even occasiond brief expeditionsto deazily stimulating spotslike LaGondolaNegra. At
first | thought he had merely been ashamed of his battered duminum-walled home, though it was negt
enough inside, almost austere, but then | discovered that he hated to reved to anyone where helived, in
part because he hesitated to expose anyone e seto the grest if shadowy danger he believed overhung
him.

Daoway was a spare man yet muscular, with the watchful analytic gaze of an intellectua, but the hands of
amechanic. Like too many men of our times, he was amazingly learned and knowledgeable, yet unable
to apply his abilitiesto his own advancement—for lack of connections and college degrees and because
of nervousingabilities and emotiona blockages. He had morefacts at hisfingertipsthan aPh. D.
candidate, but he used them to buttress off-trail theories and he dressed with the austere cleanly neatness
and smplicity of afactory hand or aman newly released from prison.

Hed work for awhilein amachine shop or garage and then live very thriftily on his savingswhile hefed
his mind and pondered all the problems of the universe, or sometimes—this was before our meeting and
the period of his dreads—organized maverick mental-therapy or para-psychology groups.

Thisunworldly and monetarily unprofitable pattern of existence at least made Da oway an exciting
thinker. For him the world was a great conundrum or a series of puzzle boxes and he adisnterested yet
childishly senditive and enthusiastic observer trying to unriddle them. A scientist, or naturd philosopher,
rather, without the blinkered conformity of thought which sometimes characterizes men with professiona
or academic standing to lose, but rather with afiercely romantic yet clear-headed and at times even
cynica drivetoward knowledge. Atoms, molecules, the stars, the unconscious mind, bizarre drugs and
their effects, (hed tried out LSD and mescaline), the play of consciousness, theinsidious interweaving of
redlity and dream (asclimaticaly in hisdreams of the Black Gondola), the bafflingly twisted and folded
drata of Earth's crust and man's cerebrum and al history, the subtle mysterious swings of world events
and literature and sub-literature and politics—he wasinterested in dl of them, and forever searching for
some unifying purposeful power behind them, and sengitive to them to a preternatural degree.

WEéll, in the end he did discover the power, or at least convinced himself he did, and convinced me too
for atime—and till does convince me, on londly nights—but he got little enough satisfaction from his
knowledge, that | know of, and it proved to be as deadly a discovery, to the discoverer, asfinding out



who isredly back of Organized Crime or the Dope Traffic or American Fascism. Gunmen and poisoners
and scientifically-coached bombers would be loosed againgt anyone making any of the last three
discoveries; the agent who did away with Daloway was murkier-minded and deadlier even than the man
who shot Kennedly.

But | mentioned sengitivity. In many ways, it wasthe halmark of Daloway. Hed start at sounds | couldn't
hear, or that were blanked out for me by the ceasaless ponderous low throb of the oil wells, especialy
the one afew yards beyond the thin wall of thistrailer. HEd narrow hiseyesat changesin illumination
that didn't register on my retinas, or dart them &t little movements | usualy missed. Hed twitch his nogrils
for specid taintsthat to me were blanketed, at least in Venice, by the stench of the petroleum and the
sat-fishy reek of the ocean. And held read meaningsin newspaper articles and in paragraphs of books
that | would never have seen except for his pointing them out, and | am not exactly unsubtle,

His sensitivity was dmost invariably tinged with gpprehension. For example, my arrival's seemed dways
to Sartle and briefly upset him, no matter how quiet or deliberately noisy | made them, and regardless of
how much he seemed afterwards to enjoy my company—or at the very least the audience-of-one with
which | provided him. Indeed this symptom—thisjitteriness or jumpiness—was o strong in him that,
taken together with his solitary fugitive mode of life and his unwillingnessto have his dwelling known, it
led meto speculate early in our relaionship whether he might not be in flight from the law, or the crimina
underworld, or some fearsomely ruthless palitical or sub-politica organization, or from somelesstangible
mdfia

Well, consdering the nature of the power Daloway redly feared, its utter black inhumanity, its
near-omnipresence and almost timeless antiquity, his great apprehens on was most
understandable—yprovided of course that you accepted hisidess, or at least were willing to consider
them.

It was along time before he would unequivocally identify the power to me—give me a specific nameto
hisThey. Perhaps he dreaded my disbelief, my skeptical laughter, even feared | would cut him off from
me as a hopeless crank. Perhaps—and this | credit—he honestly believed that he would subject meto a
very real danger by telling me, the same danger he was darkly shadowed by, or &t least put meinto its
fringes—and only took therisk of doing so when the urge to share his suspicions, or rather convictions,
with someone capable of comprehending them, became an overpowering compulsion.

He made severd fase starts and retreats. Once he began, “When you consider the source of the
chemica fudswhich aone make modern civilization possible, and modern warfare too, and the
hope—or horror—of reaching other planets—" and then broke off.

Anocther time he launched off with, “If thereis one angle substance that hasinit dl of lifeand the
potentidity for life, al past life by reason of its sources and dl future life by the innumerable infinitely
subtle compoundsit provides—" and then shut tight his lips and opened them only to change the subject.

Another of these abortive revelations began with, “1 firmly beieve that thereisno vaidity whatever inthe
distinction between the organic and the inorganic—I think it's every bit asfase asthat between the
artificid and the natural. 1t's my absol ute conviction that consciousness goes down to the level of the
electrons—yes, and bel ow that to the strata of the yet-undiscovered sub-particles. The substance which
before dl others convinces methat thisis o, is—"

And once when | asked him without warning, “ Daloway, whatis it you're afraid of, anyhow?’ hereplied,
“Why, theail, of course,” and then immediately indsted he was thinking of the possible role of
hydrocarbons and coal tars—and their combustion products—in producing cancer.



| had better state as Smply as possible Daloway's ideas about the power, as he finally reveaed them to
me

Ddoway's theory, based on hiswide readingsin world history, geology, and the occult, was that crude
0il—petroleum—was more than figuratively the life-blood of industry and the modern world and modern
lightning-war, that it truly had adim life and will of its own, an inorganic consciousness or
sub-consciousness, that we were dl its puppets or creatures, and that its chemica mind had guided and
even enforced the development of modern technologica civilization. Created from the lush vegetation and
animd fats of the Carboniferous and adjoining periods, holding initself the black essence of dl life that
had ever been, congtituting in fact agreat deep-digged black graveyard of the ultimate eldritch past with
blackest ghogts, oil had waited for hundreds of millions of years, dreaming its black dreams, duggishly
pulsing beneath Earth's stony skin, quivering in lightless pool s roofed with marsh gas and in top-filled
rocky tanks and coursing through myriad channels and through spongy rocky bone, until abeing evolved
on the surface with whom it could redlize and expend itself. When man had appeared and had attained
the requisite sengtivity, and technica sophitication, then oil-like some black collective unconscious—head
begun sending him its telepathic messages.

“Daloway, thisisbeyond belief!” | burst out here thefirst time he reveded to me histheoryin toto .
“Telepathy by itsdf is dubious enough, but telepathic communication between alifdess substance and
man—"

“Do you know that many companies hunting oil spend more money for dowsers than they do for
geologists?’ he shot back at meingantly. “For dowsers and for those psionic-e ectronic gadgets they cdl
doodlebugs. The people whose money's at stake and who know the oil landsin apractical way believein
dowsing, even if most scientistsdon't. And what is dowsing but aman moving about on the surface until
he gets atdepathic sgna from ... something below?"

In brief, Daoway's theory was that man hadn't discovered ail, but that oil had found man. Venice hadn't
gruck ail; oil had thrust up its vicious fed erslike some vast blind monster, and finaly made contact with
Venice

Everyone admitsthat oil isthe lifeblood of modern technologica culture—its automobiles and trucks and
arplanes, its battleships and military tanks, itsballistic missles and reekingly fueled space vehicles. Ina
sense Daloway only carried the argument one step further, positing behind the blood a heart—and behind
the heart, abrain.

Surely in agreat age-old oil pool with al its complex hydrocarbons—the paraffin series, the asphalt
series, and many others—and with its subtle gradients of hest, viscosity, and ectric charge, and with all
its multiform microscopic vibrations echoing and re-echoing endlesdy fromitslightlesswalls, there can be
the chemica and physical equivalent of nervesand brain-cdlls, and if of brain-cells, then of thought. Some
computers use pools of mercury for their memory units. The human brain isfantastically isolated, guarded
by bony walls and by what they call the blood-brain barrier; how much more so subterranean oil, within
itsthick stony skull and earthen flesh.

Or consider it from another viewpoint. According to scientific materialism and anthropol ogic determinism,
man'swill isanilluson, his consciousness but an epiphenomenon—a useless mirroring of the aomic
swirlings and molecular churnings that congtitute ultimate redlity. In any such world-picture, oil isafar
more gppropriate prima power than man.

Daoway even discovered the chief purpose animating oil's mentdity, or thought he did. Once when we
were discussing spaceflight, he said suddenly, “I've got it! Oil wantsto get to other planets so that it can
make contact with the ail there, converse with extraterrestrial pools—fatten ontheir millennid strength,



absorbtheir wisdom..."

Of course atheory likethat is something to laugh at or tell apsychiatrist. And of course Daloway may
have been crazy or seeking adark sort of laughter himsdlf. | mean it is quite possible that Daoway was
deceiving and mystifying mefor his own amusement, that he elaborated hiswhole theory and repestedly
smulated his dreads smply as part of along-drawn-out practical joke, that he noted avein of credulity in
me and found crud ddight in fooling me to the top of my bent, and that—as the police inss—even the
starkly materia evidencefor the horror of his disappearance which | pointed out to them was only afind
crude hoax on his part, afarewd| jest.

Y et | knew the man for months, knew his dreads, saw him start and shiver and shake, heard him
rehearse his arguments with fierce sincerity, witnessed the birth-quivers of many of hisideass—and | do
not think so.

Oh, there were many timeswhen | doubted Daoway, doubted his every word, but in the end his
grotesque theory about the ail did not dicit from me the skepticism it might have from another hearing it
el sawhere—perhaps, it occurs to me now, because it was advanced in a metropolisthat is such astrange
confirmation of it.

Tothe averagetourist or the reader of travel brochures, Los Angelesisagleaming city or vast glamorous
suburb of movie studios and orange groves and ornate stucco homes and green-tiled long swvimming
pools and beaches and now great curving freeways and vast white civic centers and deekly modern
plants—aviation, missile, computer, research and development. What is overlooked hereisthat the City
of the Angels, especidly in its southern reaches stretching toward Long Beach, isamost haf oil-field.
These odorous grim industrid barrensinterweave e aborately with airfields and showy tract housing
developments—with an effect of savageirony. Thereishardly apoint from which one cannot seein the
middle or farther distance, looming through the faintly bluish haze of the acrid smog, ahill densely studded
withtal oil derricks. Long Beach hersdlf isdominated by Signa Hill with oil towersthick asan army's
spears and crud as the murders which have been committed on itslonely dopes.

Thefirgt timel ever saw one of those hills—that near Culver City—I ingtantly thought of H. G. Wells
War of the Worlds and of hisbrain-heavy Martians on their lofty meta tripods wherewith they strode
ruthlesdy about the British countryside. It seemed to me that | was seeing a congeries of such tower-high
beings and that the next moment they might begin to stride lurchingly toward me, with something of the
fedling, modernitically distorted, of Macbeth's Birnam Wood coming to Dunsinane.

And here and there dong with the oil derricks, liketheir alies or reinforcements, one sees the gleaming
digtillation towers and the monstrous angular-shoul dered cracking plants with muscles of knotted pipe,
and thefiddsof dull slver ail tanks, livid in the smog, and the vaster gas tanks and the marching files of
high-tension-wire towers, which look at adistance like oil derricks.

And asfor Venice hersdf, with the oil's omnipresent reek, faint or heavy, and with her oil wells
cheek-by-jowl with houses and shacks and eterndly throbbing, asif pulsing the beat of avast
subterranean chemic heart—waell, it was only too easy to believe something like Daoway's theory there.
It was from the beach by Venice, in 1926, that Aimee Semple M cPherson was mysterioudy vanished,
perhaps teleported, to the sinisterly-named Mexican town of Black Water—Agua Prieta. The coming of
theillusoneersto Venice, and of the beatniks—and of the black oil,aceite prieto —all seemed dike
mindless mechanic movements, or compulsive unconscious movements, whether of molecules or people,
and in either case abuttressng of Daloway's wild theory—and at the very least an ironic picture of
modern man'sindustrid predicament.

At dl eventsthe black savage sardonicism of that picture, ong with Daloway's extreme senstivity, made



it easy to understand why his nerves were rasped acutely by the Balad of the Black Gondola, asthe
black-smeared lurching beetnik guitarist came wailing it past the thin-walled trailer in the smal hours of
the night. | heard it only two or three times and the fellow's voice was thick to unintdlligibility, though
abominably raucous, so it was mostly from Daloway that | got the words of the few scattered lines|
remember. They were ahdf-plagiarized melange of ill-fitted cadences, but with acertain garishly eerie
power:

Oh, the Black Gondola's gonna take you for a ride

With a cargo of atom bombs and Atlases and nightmares...

The Black Gondola's gonna stop at your door

With a bow-wave of asphalt and a gravel spray ...

The Black Gondola'll ... get ... you ... yet!

Even of thosefive lines, the second comes—with afew changes of word—from a short poem by Y edts,
the fifth derivesfrom Vachd Lindsay'sThe Congo , while the Black Gondolaitself sounds suspicioudy
likethe nihilism-symbolizing Black Freighter in Brecht'sand Waeill'sThe Three-Penny Opera .
Nevertheless, this crude artificiad ballad, in which the Black Gondola seemsto stand for our modern
indugtrid civilization—and so, very eadily, for petroleum too—may well have shaped or at least touched
off Daloway's dreams, though his Black Gondolawas of arather different sort.

But before | describe Daloway's dreams, | had better round out his picture of the power which he
believed dominated the modern world and, because he was coming to know too much about it, menaced
his own existence.

According to Daoway, oil had intelligence, it had purpose ... and it dso had its agents. These beings,
Daoway speculated, might be parts of itsdlf, able to move independently man-shaped and man-sized for
purposes of camouflage, composed of a sort of infernal black ectoplasm or something more materid than
that—a darkly oleaginous humanoid spawn. Or they might be, at least to begin with, living men who had
become oil's worshipers and daves, who had taken the Black Baptism or the Sable Consecration—as he
put it with a strange facetiousness.

“The Black Man in the Witch-cult!” he once said to me abruptly. “I think he was aforerunner—spying
out the ground, as it were. We have to remember too that oil wasfirst discovered, so far asthe modern
world is concerned, in Pennsylvania, the hexing state, though in another corner than the Dutch
territory—at Titusville, infact, in 1859, just on the eve of agreat and tragic war that made fullest use of
new industria technologies. It'simportant to keep in mind, incidentally, that the Black Man wasn't a
Negro, which would have made him brown, but smply aman of Caucasian features with a dead-black
complexion. Though there are dark brown petroleums, for that matter, and greenish ones. Of course
many people used to equate the Black Man with the Devil, but Margaret Murray pretty well refuted that
inherGod of the Witches and elsewhere.

“Which isnot to say that the Negro's not mixed up init,” Daloway continued on that occasion, his
thoughts darting and twisting and back-tracking asrapidly asthey dwaysdid. “I think thet theracia
question and—as with space flight—the fact that it's come to the front today, is of crucid sgnificance.
Oil'susing the black as another sort of camouflage.”

“What about atomic energy? Y ou haven't brought that in yet,” | demanded alittle crosdy, or more likely
nervoudy.

Ddoway gave me astrange penetrating look. “Nuclear energy is, | believe, an entirely separate
subterranean mentdity,” heinformed me. “Helium instead of marsh gas. Pitchblendeinstead of pitch. It's
more introspective than ail, but it may soon become more active. Perhaps the conflict of these two
vampiristic mentditieswill be man's salvation!—though more likdly, I'm afraid, only afurther insurance of



hisimmediate destruction.”

Oil'sdark agents not only spied, according to Daloway, but also dispersed clues leading to the discovery
of new ail fiddsand new usesfor ail, and on occason removed interfering and overly perceptive human
beings.

“Therewas Rudolf Diesdl for one, inventor of the al-important engine,” Daloway asserted. “What
snatched him off that little North Sea steamer back in 1913?—just before the first war to prove the
supremacy of petro-powered tanks and armored cars and zeppelins and planes. No one has ever begun
to explain that mystery. People didn't realize so well then that oil isas much athing of the salt
water—especidly the shalows above the continentd shelves—asit isof the shores. | say that Diesdl
knew too much—and was snatched because he did! The same may have been true of Ambrose Bierce,
who disappeared a amost the same time down in the oil lands between Mexico and Texas, though |
don'tingst on that. The history of the oil industry is studded with what some call legends, but | believe are
mostly true accounts, of men who invented new fuels, or made other key discoveries, and then dropped
out of existence without another word spoken. And the oil millionaires aren't exactly famousfor
humanitarianism and civilized cosmopolitan outlook. And every ail field hasitstaes of savagery andits
black ghosts—the fields of Southern Cdiforniaas much astherest.”

| found it difficult—or, more truthfully, uncomfortable—to adjust to Daloway's new mood of piled
revelations and wild sudden guesses, in contrast to his previous tight-lipped secrecy, and especidly to
these lagt assertions about ablack lurking infernal hos—here, in the ultramodern, garishly new American
Southwest. But not too difficult. | have never been one to be dogmetically skeptica about preternatural
agencies, or to say that Southern Cdlifornia.cannot have ghosts becauseits cities are young and philistine
and raw that sprawl across so much of the inhospitable desert coast and because the preceding Amerind
and Mission cultures were rather meager—the Indians dull and submissive, the padres austere and crudl.
Ghostlinessisamatter of atmosphere, not age. | have seen an unsuccessful subdivision in Hollywood that
was to me more ghostly than the hoariest building | ever viewed in New England. Only thirty years ago
they had scythed and sawed down the underbrush and laid out afew streets and put in sdewaksand a
water pipe and afew hydrants. But then the lot-buyers and home-builders never materidized and now
the place is awilderness of towering weeds and brush, with the thin-topped streets eroded o that at
some points they are adozen feet below the hanging under-eaten sidewalks, and the water pipeis
exposed and rusting and each hydrant isin the midst of ayellow thicket and the only living thingsto be
seen arethetiny darting lizards and an occasiona swift Snuous snake or velvet dark shifty tarantulaand
whatever dseit isthat rustles the dry near-impassable vegetation.

Southern Cdliforniaisfull of such ghost-digtricts and ghost-towns despite the spate of new building and
hill-chopping and swamp-draining that has come with the rocket plants and television and the ol
refineries and the sanatoria and the think-factories and dl the other ingtitutions contributing to the aregls
exploding population.

Or | could let you look down into Potrero Canyon, an eroded earthquake crack which cuts through
populous Pacific Palisades, another postal addressin Los Angeles. But | could hardly lead you down into
it, because its Sdes are everywhere too steep and choked with manzanita and sumac and scrub oak,
where they don't fall away dtogether to the clay notch of its bottom. Trackless and amost impenetrable,
Potrero Canyon dreams there mysterioudly, the home of black foxes and coyotes and slently-soaring
snister hawks, obliviousto the bright costly modern dwellings at its top—*that degp romantic chasm ... a
savage place ... holy and enchanted,” to borrow the words of Coleridge.

Or | could invite you on any clear day to look out across the Pacific at the mysterious, romanticaly
crested Santa Barbara Idands—all of their 218,000 acres, save for Santa Catalina's 55,000, forbidden



territory by Government ukase or private whim.

Even the earth of Southern California, sedimentary, lacking astrongly knit rocky skeleton, seemsingtinct
with strange energies hardly known in geologicaly stabler areas and lending aweird plausibility to
Daoway'stheory of sentient, seeking, secretive oil. Every year there are unforeseen earth-falls—and fdls
of houses too—and mud-dides that drown dwellings and engulf cars. Only in 1958 one of them sent half
of ahundred-foot-high hill dumping forward to bury the Pacific Coast Highway; they were more than six
monthsfilling in beach, trucks running rock night and day, to get abed on which to lay the road around it.

Once, not too long ago, they called that road Roosevelt Highway, but now it is Cabrillo Highway or even
El Camino Red. Just asthe street names, straining for glamor, have progressed from Spanish to British to
Italian and back to Spanish again, and the favorite subdivision names from Palisades to Heightsto Knolls
to Acresto Rivierasto Mesasto Condominiums. In Southern California, seemingly, history can run
backwards, with an unconscious fierce sardonicism.

And then there are al the theosophists and mystics and occultists, genuine and sham, who came
swarming to Southern Caiforniain the early decades of the century. A good many of those were
sengtive to the uncanny forces here, | think, and were drawn by them—aswell as by the lavish gypsy
camp of the movie-makers, the bankrolls of the retired and the elderly, and a heath-addict's climate, the
last somewhat marred by chilly damp western winds and by burningly dry Santa Anas, thregtening vast
brush fires, and now by smog. And the occultists keep svarming here—the | Am folk with their
mysterious mountain saints and glittering meetingsin evening dress; the barefoot followers of Krishna
Ventaand the mysterious errand-of-mercy appearances they made at local disasters and finally their own
great Box Canyon mystery-explosion of December 7, 1958, which claimed ten lives,
including—possibly—their leader’s; the Rosicrucians and Theosophigts; Katherine Tingley and Annie
Besant; thelatter's World Master, Krishnamurti, ill living quietly in Oja Vdley; the high-minded
Sdlf-Realization movement, the dead body of whose founder Paramhansa Y ogananda resisted corruption
for at least twenty days, astestified by Forest Lawn morticians, Edgar Rice Burroughs, who fictionalized
the fabulous worlds of theosophy on Marsand isimmortdized in Tarzana; the flying-saucer cultistswith
their great desert conventions; beautiful GloriaLeelistening raptly to her man on Jupiter—thereisno end
to them.

So when Daloway began to rehearse to me hisfearful suspicions, or beiefs rather, about oil's black
ghosts—or acolytes, or agents, or budded-off black ameboid humanoid crestures, or whatever they
exactly might be—I was uneasily sympathetic to theideaif not conscioudy credulous. Good Lord, if
there could be such things as ghodts, it would be easy to imagine them in Venice—ghosts of the Channel
Indians and those whom the Indians called “the Ancient Ones,” ghosts of Cabrillo's men when he
discovered this coast in 1592 before he died on windswept forbidden San Migud, westernmost of the
Santa Barbara |dands; ghosts from the harsh theocratic Mission days and the lawless Mexican years that
followed, ghosts of the Spanish and Y ankee Dons, ghosts of gold-seekers and vigilantes, anarchists and
srike-breakers, and ghosts of the gamblers and gondoliers and the other folk from the illusion-packed
years. Especidly now that theillusons are edging back again: in the swampy south end of Venicethey've
just built agreat marinaor smal-boat harbor, with fingers of seainterlocking fingers of low-lying land and
with dl sortsof facilities for luxurious docks de gpartments and homes—if the buyers materidize and if
they fully subdue the strange tidal waves which first troubled the marina. Thereiseven talk of linking the
marinato the old cand system and cleaning that up and filling it al year round and perhaps bringing back
the gondolas. Though at the same time, by a cackling irony, abattle goes on in the courts as to whether
or not industry may be licensed to drill for offshore ail, setting up its derricks in the shalows off the
Pecific, just beyond the breakers that beat against the beaches of Venice—Wells Martians submerged
to their chestsin waves. In our modern world, illuson and greed generally walk hand in hand.



So it was by no means with complete skepticism about hiswild theory of black buried oil and its
creaturesthat | listened to Daoway's accounts of his dreams of the Black Gondola, or rather his dream,
gnceit was aways bascaly the same, with minor variaions. | will tell it onetimein hiswords, ashe most
fully told it, remembering too how | heard it—in his cramped trailer, late a night, perhapsjust after the
passing of thewailing drunken guitarist, no other sound but the faint distant rattle of the bresking waves
and the dow throb of the oil pump afew yards beyond the thin metal wall with the smdl haf-curtained
window init, the edges of my mind crawling with thoughts of the black preternatura creaturesthat might
be on watch outsde that samewall and pressing even closer.

“I'm always gtting in the Black Gondolawhen the dream begins,” Daloway said. “I'm facing the prow
and my hands grip the gunwaesto either sde. Apparently I'vejust left the trailer and got aboard her,
though | never remember that part, for we'rein the canad outside, which isfull to the top of its banks, and
we're headed down the middle of it toward the Grand Canyon. There'soil on my clothes, | canfed it,
but | don't know how it got there.

“It'snight, of course, dark night. The street lights are all out. There'sjust enough glow in the sky to
Slhouette the houses. No light showsin any of their windows, only the glimmer coming between them—a
glimmer no brighter than the phosphorescence that paints the breakers some summer nights when the
sewage breeds too big an dgae crop and thereésafish-kill. Y et the glimmer and glow are enough to
show thetiny ripples angling out from the gondola's prow as we move aong.

“It'saconventiona gondola, narrow and with ahigh prow, but it's black—sooty black—no highlights
reflect from it. Y ou know, gondola aso means coa car, those black open-topped cars on the railroads.
I've ridden the freights often enough—perhaps there's a connection there,

“I can hear the swish and the faint fluid-muffled thump of the gondolier's pole againgt the bottom ashe
drivesusdong. It'sthudding in the same dow rhythm as the pumping of the oil wells. But | cannot ook
around at him—I daren't! Thefact is, I'm frozen with terror, both of the voicel ess gondolier standing
behind me and of our destination, though | cannot yet concelve or name that. My grip on the gunwales
tightensconvulsvely.

“Sometimes| try to visudize what the gondolier looks like—never in my dreams, but &t timeslike
this—what his appearance would beif | had the courage to turn my heed, or if the dream changed so that
| wasforced to look a him. And then | get aglimpse of athin figure about seven feet tal. His shoulders
aretwisted and his head, bent forward, ishooded. The rest of his clothing istight-fitting, down to hislong
narrow sharply pointed shoes. His big long-fingered hands grip the black pole strongly. And everywhere
he himsdlf isblack, not dull black like the gondola, but gleaming black asif he were thickly coated with
black oil which had just the faintest greenish sheen to it—asif he were someinfernal merman newly
swum up from the depths of agreat oil ocean.

“But in my dream | dare not look or even think of him. We turn into the Grand Cana and head toward
the marina, but there are no lights there or on the heights of Playa del Rey beyond. There are no starsin
the sky, only that exceedingly faint shimmer. | watch for the lights of a plane mounting from the
International Airport. Even onetiny red-green pair moving across the sky out to sea so far awvay would
be agreat comfort to me. But none comes.

“Thereek of the ail is strong. (In how many dreams do we experience odors? Thisisthe only one where
it's happened to me.) We pass under two of the bridges. The glimmer shows metheir curving
ruin-notched outlines and one or two ragged fragments of cement dangling by the wiresimbedded in
them.

“Thereek grows stronger. And now at last | notice achangein our movement, athough the bow ripples



have the same angles and the muffled thud of the pole has the same dow rhythm. The changeissmply
that the gondola has settled alittle deeper in the water, not more than two or three inches.

“I ponder the problem. Nothing has entered the boat—nothing before me that | have seen or behind me
that | have felt. | scrape my feet againgt the bottom—it isdry, no water has entered. Y et the gondolais
riding deeper. Why?

“The reek grows stronger still—suffocatingly so, dmost. The gondola settles till deeper in the water, so
deep that the ends of my fingers on the outside of the gunwales are immersed. And now the problem is
solved. Touch tells methat the gondolaisriding not in water, but in ail. Or rather in an ever-thickening
layer of ail floating on top of the water. Thethicker the layer gets, the deeper the boat sinks.”

Ddoway stared at me sharply. “ That would actually be true, you know,” heinterjected. “A boat would
ride very high in aseaof mercury, because the stuff is heavier than lead, but low in asea of gasoline or
petroleum—sink, in fact, if it hadn't enough freeboard—because the stuff islight. Petroleum may have as
little as saven-tenths the weight of water. Which is odd considering the thick greases we get out of it. Yet
thick greaseslike Vasdinefloat.

“And it would betrue, too, that aboat riding in alayer of oil floating atop water—an ail-layer thinner than
the boat's draught—would sink proportionately deeper asthe layer got thicker, until it wasriding wholly
inoail. Then it would steady—or sink for good.

“Thelayer of ail inwhich my gondolaisriding isgetting thicker, at al events,” he went on, resuming the
narration of hisdream.

“I get theimpression that we are reaching alength of the Grand Cand in which thereis nothing but oil.
The black stuff beginsto pour over the gunwalesin athin deek waterfall. Y et the Black Gondolais
moving ahead as seadily and strongly as ever and even more swiftly. We arelike an airplane taking
off—downward. Or like asubmarine diving.

“I nerve mysdlf to loosen my grip on the gunwales and make awild plunge toward the bank, athough |
fear | will drown in even that short distance. But at that instant the gondolier's pole comes down firmly on
my right shoulder, projecting perhaps ayard ahead of me and pinning meto my seet. Though its
injunction not to move is more hypnotic, or magica, than physicd, it isabsolute. | cannot stir, or bresk
my grip on the submerging gondola.

“I know thisis Desgth. | peer yearningly onelast timefor the lights of amounting airplane. Then astheail,
moving past mein an unending deep caress, mountsto my face, | shut my lips, | hold my bresth, | close

my eyes

“Theoil coversme. | am aware in those last paralyzed seconds that we are moving till more swiftly
through the black stuff. Y et the solid il rushing past does not unseat me from the gondola, or even tug a
me. The effect isaways of agreat unending caress.

“Death and Agony do not come. | wait for the urge to breathe to become overpowering. Thereisno
urge. The straining muscles of my chest and jaw and face relax.

“I open my eyes. | can seethrough the ail. It has become my medium of vison. By adarkly green
shimmering | can seethat, till descending and even more swiftly now, we are traversing agreet rocky
cavern filled with oil. Evidently we plunged into it from the Grand Cand, by way of some unsuspected
gate or lock, while | waited with closed eyesfor my desth-gpasm.

“During the same period of blindness, the Black Gondolier has moved from behind me and takenup a



position below and alittle ahead of the Black Gondola, dragging it dong like some mythic dim long
dolphin or inferna merman. Now and again past the forward gunwales | glimpse, greenly outlined in
midkick, the black soles of hislong narrow sharply pointed fest—or bifid narrow tail-fin.

“I say to mysdlf, ‘| have recelved the Black Baptism. | have partaken of the Black Communion.’

“Our speed ever increasing, we pass through weird grottos, we twist and turn through narrow
passageways whose irregular walls flash with precious gems and nuggets of gold and copper, we soar
across great vaults domed with crusty sdt crystas glittering like thick-packed diamonds.

“I know, even in my dream, that this picture of underground oil in vast interconnected lakes and tanksis
fase by al geology—that untapped oil is mixed with earth and porous rocks and shales and sand, not
free—but the picture and experience remain the same and exquisitely real. Perhaps | have suffered a
Sze-change, become microscopic. Perhaps | have suffered a sense-change and see things symbolically.
Perhaps geology isfase.

“Our speed becomesimpossible. We flash about like asingle black corpuscle in the oil plasmaof the
great world-cregture. | know, intuitively, that one instant we are benesth Caracas; the next Ploesti; then
Baku, Irag, Iran, India, Indonesia, Argentina, Columbia, Oklahoma, Algeria, Antarctica, Atlantis....

“It ismore asif we were flashing through black outer space, softly gleaming with galaxies, than through
earth's depths.

“Thereisafeding of nightmare-ride now ... wild whirlingsand spirdings ... ablurred glitter ... ablessed
sense of fatigue ...

“Yet a the sametime | become aware that the white-green sinuous gleamings | see are the nerves of ail,
which gtretch everywhere to every tiniest well; that | am approaching the greet brain; that | will soon see
God.

“And | never, even in this nightmare phase, lose the awareness of the close presence of my conductor.
Fromtimetotimel gill glimpse, in frozen ingtants, standing out sharply against the glistening green, the
black shapes of hislong narrow sharply pointed lower extremities.

“There the dream ends. | can no longer endure its flashing trangitions. | am out wearied. | avake
swesting and groaning or fal into adegper dreamless deep from which | dowly arouse hourslater,
lethargic and spent.”

Ashefinished his narrative he would generaly give me atired questioning look, smiling thinly asif a the
extravagance of it dl, but with alondinessin his eyesthat made methink of him looking hopeesdy in his
dream for thelights of adistant plane as the Black Gondola went under.

That was Daoway's dream. To describe my reactionsto it ismore difficult. Remember that he did not tell
ittomeadl a once, but only sketchily at first with an air of, “Heré€s aridiculous dream;” later much more
serioudy, putting in the details, building the picture. Also remembering that he dreamed it about Six times
during the period of our friendship, and that each time the dream was somewheat fuller and hetold me
more of it—and between times reveaed to me more of hiswild theory of world ail, bit by bit, and
reveded, bit by bit, too, how deeply he believed or at least felt thistheory. Remember findly that his
nerves were in pretty good shape when hefirst told me the dream, but pretty bad toward the last.

| seemto recdll that the first time or two, we both poked at the dream psychoanaytically. There were
obvious birth and death and sex symbalsin it trips through fluid, return to the womb, the caress of ail, the
gondolier's punting pole, passage under bridges, twigting tunnels, difficultiesin breathing, flying sensations,



al theusud suff. | think he advanced the rather farfetched notion that his disappearing into strangling
darkness with an unknown menacing male indicated unconscious fears of homosexudity, while |
championed the prosier explanation that the whole horror of oil might merely stand for his resentment at
having to work as amechanic to earn aliving. We speculated asto whether the racia question might not
betied up init—Dadoway had atouch of Indian blood—and tried to identify the personin hisearly life
whom the Black Gondolier might represent.

But thelast time hetold it to me, we just looked at each other for along while and | went over stoopingly
and drew the curtain fully acrossthe little window in the side of the low-ceilinged trailer toward the oil
well and the night, and we began to talk about something else, something trivial.

By that time, you see, held had thefirst of his outbursts of more active fear. It had been touched off by a
rumor or report that petroleum was leaking into the Grand Cana through some underground fissure,
perhaps from a defective well. He wanted us to walk over to the spot and have alook, but the sun set
before we got there and we couldn't see any lightsindicating men a work or hunting for the leak, and he
suddenly decided it would be too much trouble and we turned back. The dark comes quite quickly in
Venice—Los Angelesis near enough to the Tropic of Cancer so you can see dl of Scorpius and the
Southern Crown too, while Fomalhaut rides high in the southern sky. And Venice's narrow streets, half of
them only pedestrian passageway's blocked off to cars, swiftly grow gloomy. | remember that going back
we hurried abit, sumbling through sand and around rubbish, but hardly enough to account for the way
Daoway was gasping by the time we reached histrailer.

Once during that unconfessed flight, while we were crossing an empty lot by the Grand Cand, he
stopped me by catching hold of my elbow and then heled usin acircle around adightly darker stretch of
ground—amogt asif he feared it were a scummed-over dust-camouflaged oil pool which might engulf us.
Y ou do runinto such thingsin ail fidds, though I've never heard of themin Venice.

And two or threetimes, later that night, Daloway made excuses to go out and scan the light-patched
darkness toward the Grand Canal, almost asif he expected to see tongues of petroleum running toward
us across the low ground, or other shapes approaching.

To quiet his nerves and put the thing on amore rational basis, | pointed out that, as he himself had told
me, natura oil leskages are by no means uncommon in the Pacific Southland. Ocean bathers are gpt to
get bits of tar on their feet and they usudly blame it on modern industry and its poorly-disposed wastes,
seldom discovering thet it is agphalt from undersealeakages which were recurring regularly long before
Cabrillo'stime. Another example, thisonein the heart of western Los Angeles, isLaBreatar pits, which
trapped many saber-toothed tigers and their prey, as the asphalt-impregnated bonestestify. (Theresa
tautology there:brea meanstar. Other glamorous-sounding old Los Angeles sireet names have equaly
ugly or homely meanings. Las Pulas means“thefleas” Temescd means* sweet house” whileLa
Ciénega, Street of the wonder-restaurants, means “the swamp.")

My effort wasill-considered. Daoway's nerves were not quieted. He muttered, “Damned oil killing
animalstoo! Wdll, at least it got the exploiters aswell asthe exploited,” and he stepped out again to scan
the night, the growl of the pump growing suddenly louder as he opened the door.

The report of the petroleum leakage turned out to have been much exaggerated. | don't recall hearing
how they fixed it up, if they ever did. But it gave me an uncomfortable insght into the state of Daloway's
nerves—and didn't do my own any good, either.

Then there was the disastrous business of Daloway's car. He bought an old jalopy for dmost nothing at
about thistime and put it in good shape, expending most of his dwindling cash reserve buying essential
replacements at second hand. | inwardly applauded—I thought the manua work would be thergpedtic.



Incidentaly, Daoway repeatedly refused my offersof asmal loan.

Then one evening | dropped over to find the car gone and Daloway just returned from along, half
hitch-hiked trudge and pitifully strained and shaky. It ssemed held been driving the car dong the San
Bernadino Freaway when a huge kerosene truck just ahead of him had jack knifed in an underpass and
split itstank and spilled itsload and caught fire. 1'd heard about the accident on the radio afew hours
earlier—it tied up the freeway for dmost haf aday. Daloway had managed to bring his car to aswerving
gtop in the swift-shooting oil. Two other cars, aso skidding askew, crashed him lightly from behind,
preventing his car's escape. He managed to leap out and run away before the fire got to it—the truck
driver escaped too, miraculousy—but Daloway's car, uninsured of course, was burned to ashriveled
black ruin dong with severd others.

Daoway never admitted to me straight out that he had been escaping from Veniceand LA, leaving them
for good, when that catastrophe on the San Bernardino Freeway thwarted him. | suppose he was
ashamed to admit he would go away without telling me his plans or even saying goodby. (I would have
understood, | think: some partings have to be made with ruthless suddenness, before the fire of decision
burns out.) But abig old suitcase that had used to stand inside the door of the trailer wasgoneand |
imagineit burned with the car.

Later the police neatly turned dl thisinto an argument for their theory that Daoway's ultimate departure
from Venice was voluntary. HEd once started to leave without informing me, they pointed out—and
would have, except for the accident. His money was running out. (There was a month's rent owing on the
trailer at the end.) He had a history of briefly-held jobs dternating with periods of roving or dropping out
of sght—or so they claimed. What more natural than that he should have seized on some sudden
opportunity or inspiration to decamp?

| had to admit they had a point, of sorts. It turned out that the police had an old grudge against Daloway:
they'd once suspected him of being mixed up in the marijuanatraffic. Well, that may have been true, |
suppose; he admitted to me having smoked hemp afew times, years before.

| used to carp at horror storiesin which the protagonist could at any time have departed from the focus
of horror—generdly somelonely disma spot, like Daloway's trailer—but instead ingsted on staying
there, though shaking with fear, until he was engulfed. Since my experience with Daloway, I've changed
my mind. Daloway did try to leave. He made that one big effort with the car and it wasfoiled. He lacked
the energy to make another. He became fatalistic. And perhaps the urge to stay and see what would
happen—aways strong, | imagine, curiosity being afundamental human trait—at that point became
somewhat stronger than the opposing urgeto flee.

That evening after the freeway accident | stayed with him along time, trying to cheer him up and get him
to look at the accident as a chance occurrence, not some cat-and-mousing malignancy aimed directly and
soldy a him. After awhile| thought | was succeeding.

“Y ou know, | hung back of that truck for fully ten minutes, afraid to pass, though | had enough speed,”
he admitted. “1 kept thinking something would happen while | was passing it."

“Yousee” | said. “If you'd passed it right off, you wouldn't have been involved in the accident. You
courted danger by sticking close behind a vehicle that you probably knew, at least subconscioudy, was
behaving dangeroudy. We can dl have accidents that way."

“No,” Daoway replied, shaking his head. “ Then the accident would have come earlier. Don't you
understand?—it was anoil truck! And if | had got by it, the oil would have stopped me someway, I'm
convinced of that now—even if it had to burst out in a spontaneous gusher beside the highway and skid



my car into awreck! Remember how the ail burst out of Signal Hill in the 1933 Long Beach earthquake
and flowed inches thick down the Stregts?"

“Well, a any rate you escaped with your life,” | pointed out, trying to salvage alittle of my imagined
advantage.

“It didn't want to kill me there,” Daoway countered gloomily. “It just wanted to herd me back. It's got
something dsein store for me."

“Now look here, Daloway,” | burst out, alittle angry and trying to sound more so, “if we dl argued that
way, there wouldn't be any trifling mischance that couldn't be twisted into a murder-attempt by some
weird power. Just thismorning | found alittle gas-leak in my kitchen. Am | to suppose—?"

“It's after you too now!” heinterrupted me, paling and starting to hisfeet. “Natural gas—petroleum—the
same thing—siblings. Keep off me, it's not safe! I've warned you before. Y ou better get out now."

| wouldn't agree to that, of course, but the couple hours more | stayed with Daoway didn't improve his
mood, or mine either. He set himself to analyzing last year's Los Angeles catastrophe, when athree
hundred million galon water reservoir broke itsthick earthen wal in the Baldwin Hillsand did tens of
millions of dollars worth of damage, floating and tumbling cars and flooding thousands of homes and
smashing hundreds of buildings with adeluge of water and mud—though only afew liveswere lost
because of efficient warning by motorcycle police and ahdicopter cruising with abullhorn.

“Therewere oil wells by the reservoir,” he said. “Even the purblind officials admit that soil subsidence
from oil drilling may have started the lesks. But do you remember the east west bounds of the flood?
From LaBreato La Ciénega—the tar to the swamp! And what was the substance lining the reservoir?
What was the stuff that craftily weakened from point to point and then gave way at the crucia moment,

triggering the thing? Asphalt!"
“Mendid thedrilling, Ddoway,” | argued wearily. “ Asphdt isinert...”

“Inert!” hedmost snarled back at me. “Y es, like the uranium atom! What moves the dowsers wands?
Do you il think that men run things up here?"

By thetimel left | was glad to be gone and disgusted with mysdlf for wasting too much time, and very
irked at Daoway too and glad | had an engagement the next evening that would prevent me from visiting
him.

For thefirst timein weeks, going homethat night, | wondered if Daloway mightn't be an al-out
psychopath. At the sametime | found mysdlf so nervous about the very faint stench of oil in my car that |
opened al the windows, though there was a chilly fog, and even then | kept worrying about the motor
andtheail init, asit heated. Damn it, the man was poisoning my life with his paranoid suspicionsand
dreads! Hewasright, I'd better keep off him.

But the next night athunder stroke woke me about two; there was rain sizzling and rattling on the roof
and gurgling loudly in the resonating metal drain pipes, and right away | was thinking how much louder it
must be pounding on Daloway'strailer and wondering how apt lightning striking an oil well wasto cause
afire—thingslikethat. It was our first big downpour of the season, rather early in thefal too, and it kept
on and on, aregular cloudburst, and the lightning too. | must have listened to them for a couple of hours,
thinking about Daloway and hiswild ideas, which didn't seem so wild now with the ssorm going, and
picturing Venice with its candsfilling fast and with itslow crowded houses and oil wells and derricks
under thefigt of therain and the lightning's shining spear.



| think it was chiefly the thought of the canals being full that finally got me up and dressed around five and
off in the dark to see how Daoway was faring. The rain had stopped by now and of course the thunder
too, but there were signs of the storm everywhere—my headlights showed me faling branches, fans of
eroded mud and gravel crossing the dtreet, gutters till brimming, afew intersections till shalowly
flooded, and a couple of wide buttons of water still pouring up from manholes whose heavy tops had
been displaced by the pressure from brim-filled flumes.

Hardly any private automobiles were abroad yet, but | met a couple of fire trucks and light-and-power
trucks and cars off on emergency errands, and when | got to Venice, Daloway's end was dark—there'd
evidently been amgor power failurethere. | kept on, abit cautious now that my headlights were just
about the only illumination there was. Venice seemed like a battered city of the dead—a storm-bombed
ruin—I hardly saw asoul or alight, only a candle back of awindow here and there. But the streets
weren't flooded too deegp anywhere along my usua route and just as | sensed the eastern sky paling a
little | crossed the narrow high-humped bridge—no need to tap my horn thistimel—and swung into my
usua parking place and stopped my car and switched off the lights and got out.

| must be very careful to get thingsright now.

My first impression, which the motor of my car had masked up to now, was of the great generd silence.
All the sounds of the storm were gone except for the tiny occasiond drip of the last drop off aleaf or a
roof.

Theoil well by Daloway'strailer was still pumping though. But there was an odd wheezy hissinit I'd
never heard before, and after each hissafaint tinkly spatter, as of drops hitting sheet metal.

| walked over to the edge of the cand. There was just enough light for me to manage that safely. |
stooped besideit. Just asI'd imagined, it wasfull to the brim.

Then | heard the other sounds: afaint rhythmic swish and, spaced about three seconds apart, the faint
muffled thuds that would be made by agondolier's pole.

| stared down the black cand, my heart suddenly pounding and my neck cold. For amoment | thought |
saw, in murkiest silhouette, the outlines of agondola, with gondolier and passenger, going away from me,
but I smply couldn't be sure.

Fences blocked the cand for me that way, even if 1'd had the courage to follow, and | ran back to my
car for my flashlight. Hafway back withit, | heditated, wondering if | shouldn't drive the car to the cand
edge and use my high headlight beams, but | wasn't sure | could position it right.

| kept onto the cand and directed my flashlight beam downit.

Inthefirst flare of light and vision, | again thought | saw the Black Gondola, much smaller now, near the
turn into the Grand Candl.

But the beam wavered and when | got it properly directed again—amatter of afraction of a
second—the canal seemed empty. | kept swinging my flashlight alittle, up and down, sideto side, for
quite afew seconds and studying the canadl, but it stayed empty.

| was hdf inclined to jump into my car and take the long swing around to the road paraleling the Grand
Cand. | did do that, somewhat later on, but now | decided to go to thetrailer first. After dl, | hadn't
made any noise to speak of and Daloway might well be there ad eep—it would take only secondsto
check. Everything | had heard and seen so far might conceivably be imagination, the auditory and visua
impressions had both been very faint, though they still seemed damnably redl.



Therewasahint of pink in the east now. | heard again that unfamiliar hissng wheeze from the oil well,
with subsequent faint splatter, and | paused to direct my light at it and then, after abit, at thewall of
Daoway'straler.

Something had gone wrong with the pump so that it had sprung alesk and with every groaning stroke a
narrow stream of petroleum was sprayed againgt thewall of Daloway'strailer, blotching it darkly, and
through the little window, which stood open.

It was never afterwards established whether alightning stroke had something to do with thisfailure of the
vaves of the pump, though severa peopleliving around there later assured me that two of the lightning
strokes had been terrific, seeming to hit their roofs. Persondly I've dways had the fedling that the lightning
unlockedsomething .

The door to thetrailer was shut, but not locked. | opened it and flashed my light around the walls.
Ddoway wasn't anywhere there, nobody was.

Thefirg thing | flashed my light Steadily on was Ddoway's bunk under the little open window. At that
moment there came the hissng wheeze and ail rattled againg the wal of thetrailer and some came
through the window, pattering softly on the rough brown blankets, adding alittle to the great black stain
onthem. Theoil stank.

Then | directed my flashlight another way ... and was frozen by horror.

Wheat I'd heard and seen by the bank of the cana might have been imagination. One has to admit he can
aways be fooled aong the faint borderlines of sensation.

But thisthat | saw now was starkly and incontrovertibly real and materidl.

The accident to the oil pump, no matter how sardonicaly grim and suggestive in view of Daoway's
theories, could be ... merely an accident.

But thisthat | saw now could be no accident. It was either evidence of a premeditated supernormal
malignancy, or—asthe police indst—of acarefully planned and executed hoax. Incidentaly, the police
looked at me speculatively asthey made thislast suggestion.

After awhilel got control of mysdf to the point where | could trace what | saw to itsending and then
back again, dill usng my flashlight to supplement the gathering dawn.

A littlelater | made the round-about car trip | mentioned earlier to the Grand Cana and searched
furioudy aong it, running down to its bank at severa spots and venturing out on acouple of the ruined
bridges.

| saw no signs of any boat or body at dl, or of any oil ether, for that matter, though the odor is aways
strong there.

Then | went to the police. AlImost at once, alittle to my shame, | found mysdlf resorting to the subterfuge
of emphasizing the one point that my friend Daoway had an amost crazily obsessive fear of drowningin
the Grand Cand and that this might be aclue to his disappearance.

| guess| had to take that line. The police were at least willing to give some serious atention to the
possibility of ademented suicide, whereasthey could hardly have been expected to give any to the
hypothesis of ablack inanimate, ancient, amost ubiquitous liquid engineering adiabolica kidnaping.

L ater they assured me that they had inspected the cana and found no evidence of bodies or sunken



boatsinit. They didn't drag it, at least not dl of it.

That ended the investigation for them. Asfor the real and materia evidence back at thetrailer, well, as
I've said at least twice before, the police ing st that was ahoax, perpetuated either by Daloway or myself.

And now the investigation is ended for metoo. | dare not torture my mind any longer with atheory that
endows with purposeful life the degpest buried darkness, that makes man and his most vaunted
technologica achievementsthe sardonic whim of that darkness and investsit with ahdllish light visble
only toits servitors, or to those about to become its daves. No, | dare no longer think in thisdirection, no
matter how conclusive the evidence | saw with my own eyes. | dmost flipped when | saw it, and Iwill flip
if I go onthinking about it.

Wheat that evidence was—what | saw back at the trailer when | directed my flash another way, frozein
horror, and later traced the thing from end to end—was smply this: ayard-long black straight indentation
in the bank of the cand by Daoway'strailer, asif cut by one end of the ked of an oil-drenched boat, and
then, leading from that point to Daloway's oil-soaked bunk and back again—alittle wider and more
closaly spaced on the way back, asif something were being carried—the long narrow sharply pointed
footprints, marked in blackest thickest oil, of the Black Gondolier.

THE DREAMSOF ALBERT MORELAND

| think of the autumn of 1939, not as the beginning of the Second World War, but asthe period in which
Albert Mordland dreamed the dream. The two events—the war and the dream—are not, however,
divorced in my mind. Indeed, | sometimesfear that thereis a connection between them, but itisa
connection which no sane person will consider serioudy, if heiswise.

Albert Moreland was, and perhaps till is, aprofessona chess player. That fact has an important bearing
on the dream, or dreams. He made most of his scant income at a games arcade in Lower Manhattan,
taking on al comers—the enthusiast who gets akick out of trying to beat an expert, the lonely man who
turnsto chess asto adrug, or the down-and-outer tempted into purchasing ahaf hour of intellectua
dignity for aquarter.

After | got to know Moreland, | often wandered into the arcade and watched him playing as many as
three or four games smultaneoudly, obliviousto the clicking and whirring of the pinball games and the
intermittent reports from the shooting gallery. He got fifteen centsfor every win; the house took the extra
dime. When helogt, neither got anything.

Eventually | found out that he was amuch better player than he needed to be for his arcade job. He had
won casud games from internationaly famous masters. A couple of Manhattan clubs had wanted to
groom him for the big tournaments, but lack of ambition kept him drifting along in obscurity. | got the
impression that he thought chesstoo trivid abusinessto warrant serious consideration, athough he was
perfectly willing to dribble hislife avay at the arcade, waiting for something redlly important to come
aong, if it ever did. Oncein awhile he eked out hisincome by playing on aclub team, getting as much as
fivedalars.

| met him at the old brownstone house where we both had rooms on the same floor, and it was there that
he first told me about the dream.

We had just finished a game of chess, and | wasidly watching the battle-scarred pieces dide off the
board and pike up in afold of the blanket on his cot. Outside, afretful wind eddied the dry grit. There
was asurge of traffic noises, and the buzz of adefective neon sign. | had just logt, but | was glad that
Moreland never let mewin, as he occasiondly did with the players at the arcade, to encourage them.



Indeed, | thought mysdlf fortunate in being able to play with Moreland a al, not knowing then that | was
probably the best friend he had.

| was saying something obvious about chess.

“You think it acomplicated game?’ heinquired, peering & me with quizzica intentness, hisdark eyeslike
round windows pushed up under heavy eaves. “Wdll, perhapsitis. But | play agame athousand times
more complex every night in my dreams. And the queer thing isthat the game goes on night after night.
The same game. | never redly deep. Only dream about the game.”

Then hetold me, speaking with amixture of facetious jest and uncomfortable seriousness that was to
characterize many of our conversations.

Theimages of hisdream, as he described the, were impressively smple, without any of the usua merging
and incongruity. A board so vast he sometimes had to walk out on it to move his pieces. A great many
more squares than in chess and arranged in patches of different colors, the power of the pieces varying
according to the color of the square on which they stood. Above and to each side of the board only
blackness, but a blacknessthat suggested starlessinfinity, asif, as he put it, the scene werelaid on the
very top of the universe.

When he was awake he could not quite remember al the rules of the game, athough he recalled a great
many isolated points, including the interesting fact that—aquite unlike chess—his pieces and those of his
adversary did not duplicate each other. Y et he was convinced that he not only understood the game
perfectly while dreaming, but dso was ableto play it in the highly strategic manner of the master chess
player. It was, he said, asthough his night mind had many more dimensions of thought than hiswaking
mind, and were able to grasp intuitively complex series of movesthat would ordinarily haveto be
reasoned out step by step.

“A feding of increased mental power isavery ordinary dream-delusion, isn't it?” he added, peering at me
sharply. “And s0 | suppose you might say it'savery ordinary dream.”

| did not know quite how to take that last remark, so | prodded him with aquestion.
“What do the pieces|ook like?"

It turned out that they were Smilar to those of chessin that they were considerably stylized and yet
suggested the origina forms—architectural, animal, ornamenta—uwhich had served asther inspiration.
But there the smilarity ended. The inspiring forms, so far as he could guess at them, were grotesquein
the extreme. There were terraced towers subtly distorted out of the perpendicular, strangely asymmetric
polygons that made him think of temples and tombs, vegetable-animal shapes which defied classfication
and whose formdized limbs and externa organs suggested avariety of unknown functions. The more
powerful pieces seemed to be modeled after life forms, for they carried stylized weapons and other
implements, and wore things Smilar to crowns and tiaras—allittle like the king, queen and bishop in
chess—while the carving indicated voluminous robes and hoods. But they werein no other sense
anthropomorphic. Moreland sought in vain for earthly analogies, mentioning Hindu idols, prehistoric
reptiles, futurist sculpture, squids bearing daggersin their tentacles, and huge ants and mantis and other
insects with fantastically adapted end-organs.

“I think you would have to search the whole universe—every planet and every dead sun—before you
could find the origina models,” he said, frowning. “Remember, thereis nothing cloudy or vague about the
piecesthemsavesin my dream. They are astangible asthisrook.” He picked up the piece, clenched his
fist around it for amoment, and then held it out toward me on hisopen pam. “Itisonly in what they
suggest thet the vaguenesslies.”



It was strange, but his words seemed to open some dream-eye in my own mind, so that | could amost
see the things he described. | asked him if he experienced fear during his dream.

Hereplied that the pieces one and dl filled him with repugnance—those based on higher life formsusualy
to agreater degree than the architectural ones. He hated to have to touch or handle them. There was one
piecein particular which had an intensely morbid fascination for his dream-sdf. Heidentified it as“the
archer” because the stylized weapon it bore gave the impression of being able to hurt at a distance; but
liketherest it was quite inhuman. He described it as representing akind of intermediate, warped lifeform
which had achieved more than human intellectua power without losing—but rather gaining—in brute
cruelty and malignity. It was one of the opposing pieces for which there was no duplicate among his own.
The mingled fear and loathing it ingpired in him sometimes became o greet that they interfered with his
drategic grasp of the whole dream-game, and he was afraid hisfeding toward it would sometime rise to
such a pitch that he would be forced to capture it just to get it off the board, even though such a capture
might compromise hiswhole position.

“God knows how my mind ever cooked up such ahideous entity,” he finished, with aquick grin. “Five
hundred years ago I'd have said the Devil put it there."

“Speaking of the Devil,” | asked, immediately feding my flippancy wasslly, “whom do you play againgt
inyour dream?'

Again hefrowned. “I don't know. The opposing pieces move by themsdves. | will have made amove,
and then, after waiting for what seemslike an eon, dl on edge asin chess, one of the opposing pieces will
begin to shake alittle and then to wobble back and forth. Gradualy the movement increasesin extent
until the piece gets off balance and begins to rock and careen acrossthe board, like awater tumbler on a
pitching ship, until it reachesthe proper square. Then, dowly asit began, the movement subsides. | don't
know, but it dways makes methink of some huge, invisible, senile creature—crafty, sdfish, crud. You've
watched that trembly old man at the arcade? The one who aways drags the pieces across the board
without lifting them, his hand congtantly shaking? It'salittlelike that.”

| nodded. His description made it very vivid. For thefirst time | began to think of how unpleasant such a
dream might be.

“And it goeson night after night?’ | asked.

“Night after night!” he affirmed with sudden fierceness. “ And dways the same game. It has been more
than amonth now, and my forces are just beginning to grapple with the enemy. It'sdraining off my mental
energy. | wish it would stop. I'm getting so that | hate to go to deep.” He paused and turned away. “It
seems queer,” he said after amoment in asofter voice, smiling apologetically, “it seems queer to get so
worked up over adream. But if you've had bad ones, you know how they can cloud your thoughts all
day. And | haven't redlly managed to get over to you the sort of fegling that grips me while I'm dreaming,
and while my brain isworking at the game and plotting move-sequence after move-sequence and
weighing athousand complex possibilities. There's repugnance, yes, and fear. I'vetold you that. But the
dominant feding is one of respongbility. | must not lose the game. More than my own persond welfare
depends on it. There are someterrible stakes involved, though | am never quite sure what they are.

“When you were alittle child, did you ever worry tremendoudy about something, with that complete lack
of proportion characterigtic of childhood? Did you ever fed that everything, literdly everything, depended
upon your performing sometrivia action, some unimportant duty, in just the right way? Well, whilel
dream, | have the feding that I'm playing for some stake as big as the fate of mankind. One wrong move
may plunge the universeinto unending night. Sometimes, in my dream, | fed sureof it."



Hisvoicetrailed off and he stared at the chessmen. | made some remarks and started to tell about an
ar-raid nightmare | had just had, but it didn't seem very important. And | gave him some vague advice
about changing his deeping habits, which did not seem very important ether, although he accepted it with
good grace. As| gtarted back to my room he said, “Amusing to think, isnt it, thet I'll be playing the game
again as soon as my head hitsthe pillow?’ He grinned and added lightly, “Perhapsit will be over sooner
than | expect. Lately I've had the feding that my adversary is about to unleash a surprise attack, athough
he pretends to be on the defensive.” He grinned again and shut the door.

As| waited for deep, saring at the wavy churning darkness that is more in the eyes than outside them, |
began to wonder whether Moreland did not stand in grester need of psychiatric treatment than most
chess players. Certainly a person without family, friends, or proper occupation isliable to mental
aberrations. Y et he seemed sane enough. Perhaps the dream was a compensation for hisfallure to use
anything like thefull potentiaities of his highly talented mind, even at chess playing. Certainly it wasa
satisfyingly grandiose vison, with its unearthly background and itsimplications of supendous mentd skill.

Therefloated into my mind the lines from theRubaiyat about the cosmic chess player who, “Hither and
thither moves and checks, and days, And one by one back in the Closet lays.”

Then | thought of the emotiona atmosphere of his dreams, and the feelings of terror and boundless
responsibility, of tremendous duties and cataclysmic consequences—fedings | recognized from my own
dreams—and | compared them with the mad, dismal state of the world (for it was October, and sense of
utter catastrophe had not yet been dulled) and | thought of the million drifting Moreands suddenly
shocked into aredlization of the desperate plight of things and of priceless chanceslost forever in the past
and of their own ill-defined but certain complicity in the disaster. | began to see Moreland's dream asthe
symbol of alast-ditch, too-late struggle against the implacable forces of fate and chance. And my night
thoughts began to revolve around the fancy that some cosmic beings, neither gods nor men, had created
human lifelong ago as ajest or experiment or artistic form, and had now decided to base the fate of their
creation on the result of agame of kill played againgt one of their creatures.

Suddenly | redized that | was wide awake and that the darkness was no longer restful. | snapped on the
light and impulsively decided to seeif Mordland was still up.

The hall was as shadowy and funered asthat of most boarding houses late at night, and | tried to
minimize theinevitable dry creakings. | waited for afew momentsin front of Moreland's door, but heard
nothing, so instead of knocking, | presumed upon our familiarity and edged open the door, quietly, in
order not to disturb him if he were abed.

It wasthen that | heard hisvoice, and so certain was my impression that the sound came from a
congderable distance that | immediately walked back to the stair-well and cdled, “Moreland, are you
down there?'

Only then did | redlize what he had said. Perhaps it was the peculiarity of the words that caused them first
to register on my mind as merely a series of sounds.

Thewordswere, “My spider-thing seizes your armor-bearer. | threaten.”

It instantly occurred to me that the words were smilar in generd form to any one of anumber of
conventional expressionsin chess, such as, “My rook captures your bishop. | give check.” But there are
no such pieces as* spider-things’ or “armor-bearers’ in chess or any other game | know of .

| automaticaly waled back towards hisroom, though | ill doubted he was there. The voice had
sounded much too far away—outside the building or at least in aremote section of it.



But he was lying on the cot, his upturned face reveded by the light of adistant electric advertisement,
which blinked on and off at regular intervas. The traffic sounds, which had been dmost inaudible in the
hall, made the half-darkness restless and irritably aive. The defective neon sign still buzzed and droned
insect like asit had earlier in the evening.

| tiptoed over and looked down at him. Hisface, more pale than it should have been because of some
quality of the intermittent light, was set in an expression of painfully intense concentration—forehead
verticaly furrowed, muscles around the eye contracted, lips pursed to aline. | wondered if | ought to
awaken him. | was acutely aware of the impersonally murmuring city al around us—block on block of
shuttling, routine, aloof existence—and the contrast made his deeping face seem dl the more sensitive
and vividly individua and unguarded, like some soft though purposefully tense organism which haslogt its
protective shell.

As| waited uncertainly, the tight lips opened alittle without losing any of their tautness. He spoke, and
for asecond time theimpression of distance was so compelling that | involuntarily looked over my
shoulder and out the dustily glowing window. Then | began to tremble.

“My coiled-thing writhes to the thirteenth square of the green ruler'sdomain,” waswhat he said, but | can
only suggest the qudity of the voice. Some inconceivable sort of distance had drained it of al richness
and throatiness and overtones so that it was hollow and flat and faint and disturbingly mournful, as voices
sometimes sound in open country, or from up on ahigh roof, or when there is a bad telephone
connection. | felt | wasthe victim of some gruesome deception, and yet | knew that ventriloquismisa
matter of motionlesslipsand clever suggestion rather than any redlly convincing changein the quality of
the voiceitsdlf. Without volition there rosein my mind visons of infinite pace, unending darkness. | felt
asif | were being wrenched up and away from the world, so that Manhattan lay below me like ablack
asymmetric spearhead outlined by leaden waters, and then il farther outward at increasing speed until
earth and sun and stars and galaxieswere al lost and | was beyond the universe. To such adegree did
the quaity of Moreland's voice affect me.

| do not know how long | stood there waiting for him to speak again, with the noises of Manhattan
flowing around yet not quite touching me, and the eectric Sgn blinking on and off unaterably like the
ticking of aclock. I could only think about the game that was being played, and wonder whether
Moreland's adversary had yet made an answering move, and whether things were going for or against
Mordand. Therewas no telling from hisface; itsintensity of concentration did not change. During those
moments or minutes | stood there, | believed implicitly in theredlity of the game. Asif | mysdlf were
somehow dreaming, | could not question the rationdity of my belief or break the spell which bound me.

When findly hislips parted alittle and | experienced again that impression of impossble, eerie
ventriloquism—the words thistime being, “My horned-cregture vaults over the twisted tower, chalenging
the archer,”—my fear broke loose from whatever controlled it and | sstumbled toward the door.

Then came what was, in an oblique way, the strangest part of the whole episode. In thetime it took me
to walk the length of the corridor back to my room, most of my fear and most of the feding of complete
aienage and other-worldliness which had dominated me while | was watching Mordand's face, receded
so swiftly that | even forgot, for the time being, how great they had been. | do not know why that
happened. Perhapsit was because the unwholesome realm of Moreland's dream was so grotesquely
dissmilar to anything in the rea world. Whatever the cause, by the time | opened the door to my room |
was thinking, “ Such nightmares can't be wholesome. Perhaps he should see apsychiatrist. Yetit'sonly a
dream,” and so on. | felt tired and stupid. Very soon | was adeep.

But some wraith of the origina emotions must have lingered, for | awoke next morning with the fear that
something had happened to Moreland. Dressing hurriedly, | knocked at his door, but found the room



empty, the bedclothes ill rumpled. 1 inquired of the landlady, and she said he had gone out a
eight-fifteen asusud. The bad statement did not quite satisfy my vague anxiety. But snce my job-hunting
that day happened to liein the direction of the arcade, | had an excuse to wander in. Moreland was
stolidly pushing pieces around with an abstracted, toude-haired fellow of Savic features, and casualy
conducting two rapid-fire checker games on the sde. Reassured, | went on without bothering him.

That evening we had along talk about dreamsin generd, and | found him surprisingly well-read on the
subject and scientifically cautiousin his attitudes. Rather to my chagrin, it was | who introduced such
dubious topics as clairvoyance, menta telepathy, and the possibility of strange telescopings and other
distortions of time and space during dream states. Some foolish reticence about admitting | had pushed
my way into hisroom last night kept me from telling him what | had heard and seen, but he fredly told me
he had another ingtallment of the usua dream. He seemed to take amore philosophical attitude now that
he had shared his experiences with someone. Together we speculated as to the possible daytime sources
of hisdream. It was after twelve when we said goodnight.

| went away with the feding of having been let down—vaguely unsatisfied. | think the fear | had
experienced the previous night and then dmost forgotten must have been gnawing at me obscurely.

And the following evening it found an avenue of return. Thinking Moreland must be tired of talking about
dreams, | coaxed him into agame of chess. But in the middle of the game he put back a piece he was
about to move, and said, “Y ou know, that damned dream of mineis getting very bothersome.”

It turned out that his dream adversary had findly loosed the long-threatened attack, and that the dream
itself had turned into akind of nightmare. “It's very much like what happensto you in agame of chess,”
he explained. “Y ou go dong confident that you have astrong position and that the gameistaking the right
direction. Every move your opponent makesis one you have foreseen. Y ou get to feding dmost
omniscient. Suddenly he makes atotally unexpected attacking move. For amoment you think it must be
astupid blunder on his part. Then you look alittle more closaly and redize that you have totally
overlooked something and that his attack is a sound one. Then you begin to swest.

“Of coursg, I've dways experienced fear and anxiety and a sense of overpowering responsbility during
the dream. But my pieceswere like awall, protecting me. Now | can see only the cracksin that wall. At
any one of ahundred wesk pointsit might conceivably be broken. Whenever one of the opposing pieces
beginsto wobble and shake, | wonder whether, when its move is completed, there will flash into my mind
the unalterable and unavoidable combination of movesleading to my defeat. Last night | thought | saw
such amove, and the terror was so grest that everything swirled and | seemed to drop through millions of
miles of emptinessin aningant. Yet just in that ingtant of waking | redlized | had miscalculated, and that
my position, though perilous, was still secure. It was so vivid that | dmost carried with meinto my waking
thoughts the reason why, but then some of the stepsin the train of dream-reasoning dropped out, asif my
waking mind were not big enough to hold them dl.”

Hedso told methat hisfixation on “the archer” was becoming increasingly troublesome. It filled him with
aspecid kind of terror, different in quality, but perhaps higher in pitch than that engendered in him by the
dream asawhole: acrazy morbid terror, characterized by intense repugnance, nerve-twisting
exagperation, and reckless suicidal impulses.

“I can't get rid of thefedling,” he said, “that the beastly thing will in some unfair and underhanded manner
be the means of my defeat.”

Helooked very tired to me, although his face was of the compact, tough-skinned sort that does not
readily show fatigue, and | felt concern for hisphysica and nervouswelfare. | suggested that he consult a
doctor (I did not like to say psychiatrist) and pointed out that deeping tablets might be of some help.



“But in adeeper deep the dream might be even morevivid and redl,” he answered, grimacing
sardonicaly. “No, I'd rather play out the game under the present conditions.”

| was glad to find that he till viewed the dream as an interesting and temporary psychologica
phenomenon (what € se he could have viewed it as, | did not stop to anayze). Even while admitting to me
the exceptiond intensity of his emotions, he maintained something of ajesting air. Once he compared his
dream to a paranoid's delusions of persecution, and asked whether | didn't think it was good enough to
get him admitted to an asylum.

“Then | could forget the arcade and devote al my timeto dream-chess,” he said, laughingly sharply as
soon as he saw | was beginning to wonder whether he had not meant the remark half-serioudly.

But some part of my mind was not convinced by his protestations, and when later | tossed in the dark,
my imagination perversaly kept picturing the universe as agreat arenain which each cregture is doomed
to engage in alosing game of kill againgt demoniac mentdities which, however long they may play cat
and mouse, are always assured of final mastery—or almost assured, so that it would be amiracleif they
were beaten. | found myself comparing them to certain chess players, who if they cannot beat an
opponent by superior skill, will capitaize on unpleasant persond mannerismsin order to exasperate him
and bresk down thelucidity of histhinking.

This mood colored my own nebulous dreams and persisted into the next day. As| walked the streets |
felt mysdlf inundated by an omnipresent anxiety, and | sensed taut, nervous misery in each passing face.
For once | seemed ableto look behind the mask which every person wears and which isso
characterigtically pronounced in acongested city, and see what lay behind—the egotistical senstivity, the
smouldering irritation, the thwarted longing, the defest ... and, above dl, the anxiety, too ill-defined and
lacking in definite object to be called fear, but nonethelessinfecting every thought and action, and making
trivia thingsterrible. And it seemed to me that socia, economic, and physiologicd factors, even Degth
and the War, were insufficient to explain such anxiety, and that it wasin redlity an up-welling from
something dubious and horrible in the very condtitution of the universe.

That evening | found myself at the arcade. Heretoo | sensed adifferencein things, for Mordand's
abgtraction was not the cd culating boredom with which | was familiar, and histiredness was shockingly
gpparent. One of histhree opponents, after shifting around restlesdy, cdled his attention to amove, and
Mordand jerked his head asif he had been dozing. Heimmediately made an answering move, and
quickly lost his queen and the game by atrap that was very obvious even to me. A little later helost
another game by an equally dementary oversight. The boss of the arcade, abig beefy man, ambled over
and stood behind Moreland, his heavy-jowled face impassive, seeming to study the position of the pieces
inthelast game. Moreland logt that too.

“Who won?’ asked the boss.
Mordand indicated his opponent. The boss grunted noncommittally and walked off.

No one ese sat down to play. It was near closing time. | was not sure whether Moreland had noticed
me, but after awhile he stood up and nodded at me, and got his hat and coat. We walked the long
stretch back to the rooming house. He hardly spoke aword, and my sensation of morbid insght into the
world around persisted and kept me silent. He walked as usud with long, dightly gtiff-kneed strides,
handsin his pockets, hat pulled low, frowning at the pavement a dozen feet ahead.

When we reached the room he sat down without taking off his coat and said, “Of course, it wasthe
dream made me |l ose those games. When | woke this morning it wasterribly vivid, and | amost
remembered the exact position and dl therules. | started to make adiagram...”



He indicated a piece of wrapping paper on the table. Hasty crisscrossed lines, incomplete, represented
what seemed to be the corner of an indefinitely larger pattern. There were about five hundred squares.
On various squares were marks and names standing for pieces, and there were arrows radiating out from
the piecesto show their power of movement.

“| got that far. Then | began to forget,” he said tiredly, staring at the floor. “But I'm ill very closetoit.
Like amathematica puzzle you've not quite solved. Parts of the board kept flashing into my mind al day,
sothat | felt with alittle more effort | would be able to grasp thewhole. Yet | can't.”

Hisvoice changed. “I'm going to lose, you know. It'sthat piece | call “thearcher”. Last night | couldn't
concentrate on the board; it kept drawing my eyes. The worst thing isthat it's the spearhead of my
adversary's attack. | acheto captureit. But | must not, for it'sakind of catspaw too, the bait of the
drategic trap my adversary islaying. If | captureit, | will expose mysdf to defeat. So | must watch it
coming closer and closer—it has an ugly, double-angled sort of hopping move—knowing that my only
chanceisto St tight until my adversary overreaches himsdlf and | can counterattack. But | won't be able
to. Soon, perhaps tonight, my nerve will crack and | will captureit.”

| was studying the diagram with great interest, and only haf heard the rest—a description of the actud
appearance of “the archer.” | heard him say something about “afive-lobed head ... the head almost
hidden by ahood ... appendages, each with four joints, appearing from under therobe ... an
eight-pronged weapon with wheels and levers about it, and little bag-shaped receptacles, as though for
poison ... posture suggesting it islifting the wegpon to aimiit ... dl intricatdly carved in some lustrous red
stone, speckled with violet ... an expression of bestia, supernatural malevolence...”

Just then dl my attention focused suddenly on the diagram, and | felt atightening shiver of excitement, for
| recognized two familiar names, which | had never heard Moreland mention while awake. “ Spider-thing”
and“greenruler.”

Without pausing to think, | told him of how | had listened to his deep-talking three nights before, and
about the peculiar phrases he had spoken which tallied so well with the entries on the diagram. | poured
out my account with melodramatic haste. My discovery of the entries on the diagram, nothing
exceptiondly amazing in itsdf, probably made such agreat impression on me because | had hitherto
strangely forgotten or repressed the intense fear | had experienced when | had watched Moreland

degping.

Before | was finished, however, | noticed the growing anxiety of hisexpresson, and abruptly redized that
what | was saying might not have the best effect on him. So | minimized my recollection of the
unwholesome qudity of hisvoice—the overpowering impression of distance—and the fear it engendered
inme

Even s0, it was obvious that he had recelved a severe shock. For alittle while he seemed to be on the
verge of some serious nervous derangement, walking up and down with fierce, jerky movements,
throwing out crazy statements, coming back again and again to the diabolica convincingness of the
dream—which my revelaion seemed to have intensified for him—and finally bresking down into vague

appedsfor help.

Those apped s had an immediate effect on me, making me forget any wild thoughts of my own and
putting everything on apersond levd. All my instincts were now to ad Moreland, and | once again saw
the whole matter as something for a psychiatrist to handle. Our roles had changed. | was no longer the
half-awed listener, but the steadying friend to whom he turned for advice. That, more than anything, gave
me afedling of confidence and made my previous speculations seem childish and unhedlthy. | felt
contemptuous of mysalf for having encouraged his delusive trains of imagination, and | did asmuch asl



could to make up for it.

After awhile my repeated assurances seemed to take effect. He grew calm and our talk became
reasonable once more, though every now and then he would apped to me about some particular point
that worried him. | discovered for thefirst time the extent to which he had taken the dream serioudly.
During hislondly brooding, he told me, he had sometimes become convinced that his mind Ieft his body
while he dept and traveled immeasurabl e distances to some transcosmic redlm where the game was
played. He had theillusion, he said, of getting periloudy close to the innermost secrets of the universe and
finding they were rotten and evil and sardonic. At times he had been terribly afraid that the pathway
between his mind and the realm of the game would “open up” to such adegree that he would be “sucked
up bodily from theworld,” ashe put it. Hisbdlief that oss of the game would doom the world itself had
been much stronger than he had ever admitted to me previoudy. He had traced afrightening relationship
between the progress of the game and of the War, and had begun to believe that the ultimate issue of the
War—though not necessarily the victory of either sde—hung on the outcome of the game.

At timesit had got so bad, he revealed, that hisonly relief had been in the thought that, no matter what
happened, he could never convince others of the redlity of his dream. They would dways be able to view
it asamanifestation of insanity or overwrought imagination. No matter how vivid it becameto him he
would never have concrete, objective proof.

“It'sthisway,” hesaid. “Y ou saw me degping, didn't you? Right here on thiscot. Y ou heard metak in
my deep, didn't you? About the game. Well, that absolutely provesto you that it'sall just adream,
doesn't it? Y ou couldnt rightly believe anything else, could you?'

| do not know why those last ambiguous questions of his should have had such areassuring effect on me
of dl people, who had only three nights ago trembled at the indescribable quality of hisvoice as he talked
from hisdream. But they did. They seemed like thefina sedl on an agreement between usto the effect
that the dream was only a dream and meant nothing. | began to fed rather buoyant and sdlf-satisfied, like
adoctor who hasjust pulled his patient through a dangerous crisis. | talked to Moreland in what | now
redize was dmost a pompoudy sympathetic way, without noticing how dispirited were his obedient nods
of agreement. He said little after those last questions.

| even persuaded him to go out to anearby lunchroom for amidnight snack, asif—God help mel—I
were celebrating my victory over the dream. Aswe sat at the not-too-dirty counter, smoking our
cigarettes and Spping burningly hot coffee, | noticed that he had begun to smile again, which added to my
satisfaction. | was blind to the ultimate deection and submissive hope essness that lay behind those
amiles. As| left him at the door of hisroom, he suddenly caught hold of my hand and said, “I want to tell
you how grateful | am for the way you've worked to pull me out of thismess.” | made a deprecating
gesture. “No, wait,” he continued. “I1t does mean alot. Well, anyway, thanks."

| went away with a contended, almost virtuousfedling. | had no apprehension whatever. | only mused, in
aheavily philosophic way, over the strange formsfear and anxiety can assumein our pitiably tangled
civilization.

Assoon as | was dressed next morning, | rapped briskly at his door and impulsively pushed in without
waliting for an answer. For once sunlight was pouring through the dusty window.
Then | saw it, and everything else receded.

It was lying on the crumpled bedclothes, haf hidden by afold of blanket, athing perhaps teninches high,
as solid as any datuette, and as undeniably red. But from the first glance | knew that itsform bore no
relation to any earthly creature. Thisfact would have been gpparent to someone who knew nothing of art



asto an expert. | dso knew that the red, violet-flecked substance from which it had been carved or cast
had no classification among the earthly gems and minerds. Every detail wasthere. The five-lobed heed,
amost hidden by a hood. The appendages, each with four joints, appearing from under the robe. The
eight-pronged weagpon with wheels and levers about it, and the little bag-shaped receptacles, asthough
for poison. Posture suggesting it was lifting the weapon to aim it. An expression of bestid, supernatural
maevolence.

Beyond doubting, it was the thing of which Moreland had dreamed. The thing which had horrified and
fascinated him, asit now did me, which had rasped unendurably on his nerves, asit now began to rasp
on mine. Thething which had been the spearhead and catspaw of his adversary's attack, and whose
capture—and it now seemed evident that it had been captured—meant the probable loss of the game.
The thing which had somehow been sucked back along an ever-opening path across the unimaginable
distances from arealm of madnessruling the universe,

Beyond doubting, it was“the archer.”

Hardly knowing what moved me, save fear, or what my purpose was, | fled from the room. Then |
redized that | must find Moreland. No one had seen him leaving the house. | searched for him dl day.
The arcade. Chessclubs. Libraries.

It was evening when | went back and forced mysdlf to enter hisroom. The figure was no longer there.
No one a the house professed to know anything about it when | questioned them, but some of the
denialsweretoo angry, and | know that “the archer,” being obvioudy athing of vaue and having no
overly great terrorsfor those who do not know its history, has most probably found itsway into the
hands of some wedlthy and eccentric collector. Other things have vanished by asmilar route in the past.

Or it may bethat Moreland returned secretly and took it away with him.
But | am certain that it was not made on earth.

And dthough there are reasons to fear the contrary, | fed that somewhere—in some cheap boarding
house or lodging place, or in some madhouse—Albert Mordand, if the gameis not aready lost and the
forfaiture begun, isstill playing that unbelievable game for stakesit is unwholesome to contemplate.

GAME FOR MOTEL ROOM

Sonya moved around the warm, deeply carpeted motel room in thefirst gray trickle of dawn asif to
demondtrate how endlesdy beautiful abody can beif itsowner will only let it. Even the body of awoman
in, well, perhaps, her forties, Burton judged, smiling a himsdlf in lazy reproof for having thought that
grudging word “even.” It occurred to him that bodies do not automatically grow less beautiful with age,
but that alot of bodies are neglected, abused and even hated by their owners. women in particular are
apt to grow contemptuous and ashamed of their flesh, and this dways shows. They start thinking old and
ugly and pretty soon they look it. Like a car, abody needs tender constant care, regular tuneups, an
occasiond smdl repair and above dl it needsto be intimately loved by its owner and from timeto time by
an admiring second party, and then it never loses beauty and dignity, even when it corruptsin the end and
dies.

Oh, the dawn's a cold hour for philosophy, Burton told himself, and somehow philosophy dways gets
around to cold topics, just aslove-making and all the rest of the best of life make one remember death
and even worse things. His lean arm snaked out to a bedside table, came back with a cigarette and an
empty folder of matches,

Sonya noticed. She rummaged in her paeivory traveling case and tossed him ablack, pear-shaped



lighter. Burton caught the thing, lit his cigarette, and then studied it. It seemed to be made of black ivory
and shaped rather like the grip of arevolver, while the striking mechanism was of blued sted. The effect
wassniger.

“Likeit?" Sonya asked from across the room.

“Frankly, no. Doesn't suit you."

“Y ou show good taste—or sound ingtinct. It's avacation present from my husband.”
“He has bad taste? But he married you."

“He has bad everything. Hush, Baby,"

Burton didn't mind. Not talking let him concentrate on watching Sonya. Sim and crop-haired, shelooked
astrimly beautiful as her classic cream-colored, hard-topped Itaian sports car, in which she had driven
him to this cozy hideaway from the bar where they'd picked each other up. Her movements now,
stooping to retrieve a smoke-blue stocking and trail it across achair, momentarily teasing apart two ribs
in the upward-danting Venetian blinds to peer a the cold gray world outside, executing afraction of a
dancefigure, sopping to smile at emptiness ... these movements added up to nothing but the rhythms and
symbolisms of adream, yet it was the sort of dream in which actor and onlooker might float forever. In
the morning twilight she looked now like aschoolgirl, now like awitch, now like an age-outwitting
ballerinaout for her twenty-fifth season but dill in every way thepremiere danseuse. As she moved she
hummed in adeep contralto voice atune that Burton didn't recognize, and as she hummed thedim air in
front of her lower face seemed to change color very faintly, the deep purple and blues and browns
matching the tones of the melody. Pureillusion, Burton was sure, like that which some hashish-esters and
weed-smokers experience during their ecstasy when they hear words as colors, but most enjoyable.

To exercise hismind, now that hisbody had itsfill and while his eyes were satisfyingly occupied, Burton
began to set in order the reasons why amature lover is preferable to one within yoohooing distance of
twenty in either direction. Reason One: she does quite as much of the approach work as you do. Sonya
had been both heartwarmingly straightforward and remarkably intuitive at the bar last night. Reason Two:
sheisgenerdly well-equipped for adventure. Sonya had provided both sports car and motel room.
Reason Three: she does not go into an emotional tailspin after the act of love evenif her thoughtstrend
toward death then, like yours do. Sonya seemed both lovely and sensible—the sort of woman it was
good to think of getting married to and having children by.

Sonyaturned to him with asmile, saying in her husky voice that till had atrace of the huminit, “ Sorry,
Baby, but it's quite impossible. Especially your second notion.”

“Did you redly read my mind?’ Burton demanded. “Why couldn't we have children?"

Sonyas amile degpened. Shesaid, “1 think | will take alittle chance and tell you why.” She came over
and sat on the bed beside him and bent down and kissed him on the forehead.

“That wasnice,” Burton said lazily. “Did it mean something specid ?
She nodded gravely. “1t was to make you forget everything I'm going to tell you.”
“How—if I'm to understand what you tell?” he asked.

“After awhile | will kissyou again on the forehead and then you will forget everything | havetold youin
between. Or if you're very good, I'll kissyou on the nose and then you'll remember—but be unableto tell
anyonedse"



“If you say s0,” Burton smiled. “But what isit you're going to tel me?"

“Oh,” shesad, “just that I'm from another planet in adistant star clugter. | belong to atotally different
species. We could no more start a child than a Chihauhau and a cat or agiraffe and arhinoceros. Unlike
the mare and the donkey we could not even get a cute little sterile mule with glossy fur and blue bowson
hisears”

Burton grinned. He had just thought of Reason Four: aredly grown-up lover playsthe most delightfully
childish nonsense games.

“Goon,” hesad.

“Well,” shesad, “superficidly of course I'm very like an Earth woman. | have two arms and two legsand
this andthese ..."

“For which | am eterndly grateful,” he said.
“You like them, en?'

“Oh yes—especidlythese "

“Wadl, watch out—they don't even give milk, they're used in espying. Y ou see, ingde I'm very different,”
shesaid. “My mind is different too. It can do mathematics faster and better than one of your eectric
cdculaing machines—"

“Wheat's two and two?’ Burton wanted to know.

“Twenty-two,” shetold him, “and also one hundred in the binary system and eleven in the trinary and four
in duodecimal. | have perfect recall—I can remember every least thing I've ever done and every word of
every book I've leafed through. | can read unshielded minds—in fact anything up to triple shielding—and
hum in colors. | can direct my body hest so that | never really need clothesto keep me warm at
temperatures above freezing. | can wak on water if | concentrate, and even fly—though | don't do it here
because it would make me conspicuous.”

“Especidly at the present moment,” Burton agreed, “though it would be agrand sight. Whyare you here,
by the way, and not behaving yoursdf on your home planet?’

“I'mon vacation,” she grinned. “ Oh yes, we use your rether primitive planet for vacations—like you do
Africaand the Canadian forests. A little machine teaches us during one night's deep severd of your
languages and implantsin our brains the necessary background information. My husband surprised me by
giving me the money for this vacation—sametime he gave methelighter. Usudly he'svery singy. But
perhaps he had some little plot—an affair with his chief nuclear chemig, 1'd guess—of hisownin mind
and wanted me out of the way. | can't be sure though, because he always keeps hismind
quadruple-shilded, even from me."

“ S0 you have husbands on your planet,” Burton observed.

“Yesindeed! Very jedous and possessive ones, too, so watch your step, Baby. Y es, although my planet
is much more advanced than yours we gtill have husbands and wives and avery stuffy system of
monogamy—thatseems to go on forever and everywhere—oh yes, and on my planet we have death and
taxes and lifeinsurance and wars and dl the rest of the universd idiocy!"

She stopped suddenly. “I don't want to talk about that any more,” she said. “Or about my husband. Let's
talk about you. Let's play truths, deep-down truths. What's the thing you're most afraid of in the whole



world?'
Burton chuckled—and then frowned. “Y ou redlly want me to give you the honest answer?’ he asked.
“Of course” shesad. “It'sthefirg rule of the game.”

“Wdl,” hesad, “I'm mogt afraid of something going wrong with my brain.Growing wrong, redly. Having
abraintumor. That'sit.” He had becomerather pae.

“Oh Poor Baby,” Sonyasaid. “Just you wait aminute.”

Still uneasy from his confession, Burton started nervoudy to pick up Sonya's black lighter, but its black
pistol-look repelled him.

Sonya came bustling back with something esein her right hand. “Sit up,” she said, putting her left arm
around him. *No, none ofthat —thisis serious. Pretend I'm avery proper lady doctor who forgot to get
dressed.”

Burton could see her dim back and his own face over her right shoulder in the wide mirror of the dresser.
She dipped her right hand and the small object it held behind hishead. Therewas aclick.

“No,” said Sonya cheerily. “I can't see asign of anything wrong in your brain or likely to grow wrong. It's
as hedthy asan infant's What's the matter, Baby" "

Burton was shaking. “Look,” he gasped reproachfully, “it's wonderful to play nonsense games, but when
you use magic tricks or hypnotism to back them up, that's cheating."

“What do you mean?"'

“When you clicked that thing,” he said with difficulty, “1 saw my head turn for amoment into apinkish
skull and theninto just apulsing blob with foldsiniit."

“Oh, I'd forgotten the mirror,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “But you wereredly just imagining
things. Or having amild optical spasm and seeing colors”

“No,” she added as he reached out ahand, “1 won't let you see my little XY Z-ray machine.” Shetossed
it acrossthe room into her traveling case. “ It would spoil our nonsense game.”

As his breathing and thoughts quieted, Burton decided she was possibly right—or at least that he'd best
pretend she was right. It was safest and sanest to think of what held glimpsed in the mirror asanillusion,
likethefaint colors heéd fancied forming in front of her humming lips. Perhgps Sonya had an effect on him
like hashish or some super-marijuana—a plausible enough idea cons dering how much more powerful
drug a beautiful woman isthan any opiate or resin. Nevertheless—

“All right, Sonya,” he said, “what'syour deepest fear?"
She frowned. “I don't want to tell you."
“Istuck to therules”

“Very wel,” she nodded, “it'sthat my husband will go crazy and kill me. That's amuch more dreadful
fear on my planet than yours, because we've conquered all diseases and we each of us can live forever
(though it's customary to disintegrate after forty or fifty thousand years) and we each of us have
tremendous physical and mental powers—so that the mere thought of any genuine insanity is dreadfully
shocking. Insanity is so nearly unknown to us that even our advanced intuition doesn't work on it—and



what isunknown isaways mog frightening. By insanity | don't mean minor irrationdities. We have those,
al right—my husband for instance, is bugged on the number 33, he won't begin any important venture
except on the thirty-third day of the month—and me, | have aweakness for black-haired babies from
primitive planets”

“Hey, wait aminute,” Burton objected, “you said the thirty-third day of the month."

“On my planet the months are longer. Nightstoo. Y ou'd love them—more time for demongtrating
affection and empathy."

Burton looked at her broodingly. “Y ou play this nonsense game pretty serioudy,” he said. “Like you'd
read nothing but sciencefiction dl your life"

Sonya shrugged her lovely shoulders. “Maybe there's more in science fiction than you redlize. But now
we've had enough of that game. Come on, Black-Haired Baby, let's play—"

“Wait aminute,” Burton said sharply. She drew back, making a sulky mouth at him. He made hisown
grim, or perhaps his half-emerged thoughts did that for him.

“So you've got a husband on your planet,” he said, “and he's got tremendous powers and you're deathly
afraid helll go crazy and try to kill you. And now he does an out-of-character thing by giving you vacation

money and—"

“Ohyedl” sheinterrupted agitatedly, “and he's such a dreadful mixed-up superman and he dways keeps
up that permissible but uncustomary quadruple shield and he looks a me with such a secret gloating
viciousness when we're done that I'm choke-full of fear day and night and I've wished and wished |
could redly get something on him so that | could run to an officer of public safety and have the maniac
put away, but | can', | can't, he never makesadip, and | begin to fed I'm going crazy—I, with my
supremely trained and guarded mind—and | justhave to get away to vacation planets and forget himin
loving someone ese. Come on, Baby, let's—"

"Wait a minute!" Burton commanded. “Y ou say you've insurance on your planet. Areyou insured for
much?'

“A very great ded. Perfect health and alife-expectancy of fifty thousand years makes the premiums
chegp."

“And your husband isthe beneficiary?'
“Yes, heis. Comeon, Burton, let'snot talk about him. Let's—"
“No!” Burton said, pushing her back. “ Sonya, what does your husband do? What's hiswork?"

Sonyashrugged. “He manages abomb factory,” she said listlessy and rapidly. “I work theretoo. | told
you we had wars—they're between the league our planet belongs to and another star cluster. Y ou've just
dtarted to discover the super-bombs on Earth—the fission bomb, the fusion bomb. The bombs my
husband's factory manufactures can each of them destroy aplanet. They're redly fusesfor sarting the
meatter of the planet disintegrating spontaneoudy so that it flashesinto alittle star. Y et the bombs are so
tiny you can hold onein your hand. Infact, this cigarette lighter isan exact modd of one of them. The
models were for Cosmos Day presentsto top officials. My husband gave me his aong with the vacation
money. Burton, reach me one of your foul Earth cigarettes, will you? If you're going to refuse the other
excitements, I've got to have something.”

Burton automaticaly shook some cigarettes from his pack. “Tell me one more thing, Sonya,” he rapped



out. “Y ou say you have a perfect memory. How many times have you struck that cigarette lighter snce
your husband gaveit to you?"

“Thirty-onetimes,” she answered promptly. “Counting the onetime you used it."

Sheflicked it on and touched the tiny blue flameto her cigarette, inhded deeply, then let the tiny snuffer
snap down the flame. Twin plumes of faint smoke wreathed from her nogtrils. “ Thirty-two now.” She
held the black pear-shaped object towards him, her thumb on the knurled sted-bluetrigger. “Shal | give
you alight?'

“NO!” Burton shouted. “Sonya, as you value your life and mine—and the lives of three billion other
primitives—don't work that lighter again. Put it down."

“All right, al right, Baby,” she said amiling nervoudy and dropping the black thing on the white sheet.
“Why's Baby so0 excited?"

“Sonya,” Burton said, “Maybel'm crazy, or maybe youare only playing anonsense game backed up with
hypnotism—bt..."

Sonya stopped smiling. “What isit, Baby?"

Burton said, “If you realy do come from another planet where thereisamost no insanity, homicida or
otherwise, what I'm going to tell you will be news. Sonya, weve just lately had several murders on Earth
where aman plants atime-bomb on abig commercid arplaneto explodeitinthear and kill dl its
passengers and crew just to do away with one single person—generdly for the sake of collecting abig
life-insurance policy. Now if an Earth-murderer could be cold-blooded or mad enough to do that, why
mightn't a super-murderer—"

“Onno,” Sonyasaid dowly, “not blow up awhole planet to get rid of just one person—"
She Started to tremble.

“Why not?’ Burton demanded. “Y our husband is crazy, only you can't proveit. He hates you. He stands
to collect afortuneif you die in an accident—such as a primitive vacation planet exploding. He presents
you with money for avacation on such aplanet and at the same time he gives you a cigarette lighter that
isan exact modd of—"

“I can't bedieveit,” Sonyasad very faintly, till shaking, her eyesfar away. “Not awhole planet...”

“But that's the sort of thing insanity can be, Sonya. What's more, you can check it,” Burton rapped out
flatly. “Usethat XY Z-ray gadget of yoursto look through the lighter."”

“But hecouldn't ,” Sonyamurmured, her eyes till far away. “Not evenhe could...”
“Look through the lighter,” Burton repested.
Sonya picked up the black thing by its base and carried it over to the traveling case.

“Remember not to flick it,” Burton warned her sharply. “Y ou'd told me he was bugged on the number
thirty-three, and | imagine that would be about the right number to alow to make sure you were settled
on your vacation planet before anything happened.”

He saw the shiver travel down her back as he said that and suddenly Burton was shaking so much
himsdlf he couldn't possibly have moved. Sonyas hands were on the other side of her body from him,



busy above her traveling case. Therewas aclick and her pinkish skeleton showed through her. It was not
quite the same as the skeleton of an Earth human—there weretwo long bonesin the upper amsand
upper legs, fewer ribs, but what looked like two tiny skullsin the chest.

Sheturned around, not looking at him.
“You wereright,” shesad.
She said,"Now I've got the evidence to put my husband away forever! | can't wait!"

Shewhirled into action, snatching articles of clothing from thefloor, chairs and dresser, whipping them
into her traveling case. The whole frantic little dance took less than ten seconds. Her hand was on the
outside door before she paused.

Shelooked at Burton. She put down her traveling case and came over to the bed and sat down beside
him.

“Poor Baby,” she said. “I'm going to have to wipe out your memory and yet you were so very clever—I
reglly mean that, Burton.”

He wanted to object, but he felt paralyzed. She put her arm around him and moved her lipstowards his
forehead. Suddenly she said, “No, | can't do that. There's got to be some reward for you."

She bent her head and kissed him pertly on the nose. Then she disengaged herself, hurried to her bag,
picked it up, and opened the door.

“Beddes,” shecaled back. “I'd hate you to forget any part of me."

“Hey,” Burton ydled, coming to life, “Y ou can't go out like that!"

“Why not?’ she demanded.

“Because you haven't adtitch of clotheson!™

“On my planet we don't wear them!"

The door dammed behind her. Burton sprang out of bed and threw it open again.
Hewasjust in time to see the sports car take off—straight up.

Burton stood in the open door for half aminute, stark naked himsdlf, looking around at the unexploded
Earth. He garted to say aloud, “ Gosh, | didn't even get the name of her planet,” but hislips were seded.

THE PHANTOM SLAYER
His ghastly shadow hung over block upon block of dingy city buildings—and his theme song was
the nervous surge of traffic along infrequent boulevards...

“Sothisistheroom?’ | said, setting down my cardboard suitcase. The landlord nodded.
“Nothing been changed in it snce your uncledied.” It was smdl and dingy, but pretty clean. | took it in.
The imitation oak dresser. The cupboard, the bare table. The green-shaded drop light. The easy chair.

The kitchen chair. The cast-iron bed. “ Except the sheets and stuff,” the landlord added. “ They been
washed.”

“He died unexpectedly, didn't he?’” | said in asort of gpologetic voice.



“Yeah. Inhisdeep. Y ou know, hisheart.”

| nodded vaguely and, on an impulse, walked over and opened the cupboard door. Two of the shelves
werefilled with canned stuff and other supplies. There was an old coffee pot and two saucepans, and
some worn china covered with afine network of brownish cracks.

“Y our uncle had cooking privileges,” the landlord said. “ Of course you can have them, too, if you want.”

| went over and looked down three stories at the dirty street. Some boys were pitching pennies. | studied
the names of the stores. When | turned around | thought maybe the landlord would be going, but he was
gtill watching me. The whites of his eyes looked discolored.

“Theré's twenty-five centsfor thewashing | told you about.” | dug in my pocket for aquarter. That |eft
me forty-seven cents.

He laborioudy wrote me areceipt. “ Theresyour key on thetable,” he remarked, “and the onefor the
outside door. Well, Mister, the place is yoursfor the next three months an’ two weeks."

He walked out, shutting the door behind him. From below came the rackety surge of apassing street car.
| dropped down into the easy chair.

People can inherit some pretty queer things. | had inherited some canned goods and the rent of aroom,
just because my Uncle David, whom | never remembered seeing, paid for thingsin advance. The court
had been decent about it, especidly after my telling them | was broke. The landlord had refused to make
arefund, but you could hardly blame him for that. Of course, after hitch-hiking dl the way to the city, I'd
been disappointed to hear there was no real money involved. The policeman's pension had stopped with
my uncle's death, and funerd expenses had eaten up the rest. Still, | was thankful | had a place to deep.

They said my uncle must have made hiswill just alittlewhile after | wasborn. | don't think my father and
mother knew about it, or they'd have mentioned it—at least when they died. | never heard much about
him except that he was my father's elder brother.

| vaguely knew he was a policeman, that wasal. Y ou know how it is, families split up, and only the old
folks keep in touch, and they don't talk to the young folks about it, and pretty soon the whole connection
isforgotten, unless something specia happens. | guessthat sort of thing has been going on sincethe
world began. Forces are at work that break up people, and scatter them, and make them londly. You
fed itmogt of dl inabig city.

They say theré'sno law againgt being afailure, but thereis, as1'd found out. After achildhood in easy
circumgtances, things got harder and harder. The depression. Family dying. Friends going off. Jobs
uncertain and difficult to find. Delays and uncertainties about government assistance. I'd tried my hand at
bumming around, but found | lacked the right temperament. Even being atramp or asponger or a
scavenger takes specid ability. Hitch-hiking to the city had left me fedling nervous and unwell. And my
feet hurt. I'm one of those people who aren't much good at taking it.

* * % %

Sitting therein my dead uncl€sworn, old, easy chair with night coming on | fdlt thefull impact of my
loneliness. Through thewalls | heard people moving around and talking faintly, but they weren't peoplel
knew or had ever seen. From outside came the mixed-up rumbling and murmuring of abig city. Far avay
| could hear asteam-engine grunting heavily; nearer, the monotonous buzz of a defective neon sgn. There
was a steady thumping from some machinery | couldn't identify, and | thought | heard the whine of a
sewing machine. Lonely unfriendly sounds, dl of them. The dusty square of window kept getting darker,
but it was more like heavy smoke settling than aregular evening.



Sometrivia thing was bothering me. Something unconnected with the genera gloominess. | tried to figure
out what it was, and after awhile it came to me suddenly. It wasvery smple. Although | usualy dumpto
onesdewhen| stinan easy chair, | was now leaning straight back, because the upholstery was deeply
indented toward the center. And thet, as| immediately redlized, must have been because my uncle had
awaysleaned straight back. The sensation was alittle frightening, asif he had somehow taken hold of
me. But | ressted the impulse to jump up. Instead | found mysalf wondering what sort of man held been
and how hed lived, and | began to picture him moving around and sitting down and deeping in the bed,
and occasiondly having some friend from the police forcein to visit with him. | wondered how he passed
the time after hewasretired.

There weren't any booksin sight. | didn't notice any ash-trays, and there wasn't atobacco smell. It had
probably been pretty lonely for the old man, without family or anything. And herel wasinheriting his
londliness

Then | did get up, and started to walk around aimlesdly. It struck me that the furniture looked sort of
uncomfortable dl stuck back against thewalls, so | pulled some of it out. | went over to the dresser.
There was aframed picture onit, lying face down. | took it over to thewindow. Y es, it was my uncle, all
right, for “ David Rhode, Lieutenant of Police, retired July 1, 1927,” wasinscribed on it in smdl, careful
handwriting. He had on his policeman's cap, and his cheeks were thin, and his eyes were more intdlligent
and penetrating than 1'd expected. He didn't look so old. | put it back on the dresser and then changed
my mind and propped it up on top of the cupboard. | till felt too nervous and sickish to want anything to
edt. | knew | should have goneto bed and tried to get agood rest, but | was on edge after the day at
court. | waslondly, yet | didn't want to take awalk or be near people.

So | decided to put in some time looking through my inheritance in detail. It was the obvious thing to do,
but a sort of embarrassment had been holding me back. Once | started, | became quite curious. | didn't
expect to find anything of value. | was mostly interested in learning more about my uncle. | began by
taking another look at the cupboard. There was canned stuff and coffee enough for maybe amonth. That
was fortunate. It would give metimeto rest up and hunt for ajob. On the bottom shelf were afew old
tools, screws, wire and other junk.

When | opened the closet door | got amomentary shock. Hanging against thewall was a policeman's
uniform, with ablue cap on the hook above and two heavy shoesjutting out undernegath, and anight stick
hung alongside on anail. It looked lifelikein the shadows. | redlized it was getting dark and switched on
the green-shaded drop light. | found aregular suit and an overcoat and some other clothesin the
closet—not many. On the shelf was abox containing a service revolver and a belt with some cartridges
stuck in the lesther loops. | wondered if | ought to do anything about it. | was puzzled by the uniform,
until | realized he must have had two, one for summer, the other for winter. They had buried himin the
other one.

Thisfar | hadn't found much, so | started on the dresser. The two top drawers contained shirts and
handkerchiefs and socks and underwear, al washed and nestly folded but frayed alittle at the edges.
They were mine now. If they fitted me, | had aright to wear them. It was an unpleasant thought, but there
was no getting away from it.

Thethird drawer wasfilled with newspaper clippings, carefully arranged into separate piles and bundles.
| glanced at the top ones. They al seemed to be concerned with police cases, two of them fairly recent.
Here| figured, was a clue to what my uncle did after his retirement. He kept up an interest in hisold job.

The bottom drawer contained a heterogeneous assortment of stuff. A pair of spectacles, acurioudy
short, silver-headed cane, an empty briefcase, some green ribbon, atoy wooden horse that looked very
old (I wondered idly, if he had bought if for me when | was ababy and then forgotten to send it) and



other things.

Quickly I shoved in the drawer and walked away. This business wasn't asinteresting as I'd expected. |
got apicture of thingsdl right, but it made methink of death and fed shivery and lost. Herel wasin the
midst of abig city, and the only person | fdlt at all close to was three weeks buried. The persondity of the
room was getting atighter hold on meal thetime.

Stll, | figured I'd better finish the job, so | pulled out the shallow drawer under the table top. | found two
recent newspaper, apair of scissorsand a pencil, asmal bundle of receiptsin the landlord's laborious
hand, and a detective story from alending library. Would they want meto pay therental onit?1 guess
they would not ing<t.

* * * %

That wasdl | could find. And, as| thought it over, it seemed very little. Didn't he useto get any letters?
The genera neatness had led me to expect a couple of boxes of them, carefully tied in packets. And
weren't there any photographs or other mementoes? Or magazines or notebooks? Why, | hadn't even
come across that jumble of advertisements and folders and cards and other worthless stuff you find
somewherein dmost every home. It suddenly struck methat hislast years must have been awfully empty
and barren, in spite of the clippings and the detective story.

There wasn't any knock, but the door opened and the landlord stepped inside, moving softly in big, loose
dippers. It sartled me and made me atrifle angry—ajumpy sort of anger.

“I just wanted to tell you,” he said, “that we don't like to have any noise after eeven o'clock. Oh, and
your uncle used to cook at eight-thirty and five."

“Okay. Okay,” | said quickly and was about to add something sarcastic when athought struck me.

“Did my uncle keep atrunk or box in the basement, or anything like that?’ | asked. | wasthinking of
|etters, photographs.

Helooked a me stupidly for amoment, then shook his head. “No. Everything he had isright here,” and
he indicated the room with a s deways movement of hishbig, thick-fingered hand.

“Did he have many vidtors?’ | asked. | thought the landlord hadn't heard this question but after awhile
he came to and shook his head.

“Thank you,” | said, moving off. “Well, good-night."

When | turned back he was still standing in the doorway, staring deepily around theroom. Again |
noticed how the whites of his eyes were discolored.

“Say,” heremarked. “1 see you've moved the furniture back the way your uncle had it.”

“Yes, itwasdl up againg thewadls, and | pulledit out.”

“You put his picture back on the top of the cupboard.”

“That'swhereit used to be?’ | asked. He nodded, |ooked around again, yawned and turned to go.
“Wdl—" hesad, “degpwel."

The last two words sounded unnatural asif dragged out with prodigious effort. He closed the door
noisdesdy behind him. Immediately | had snatched the key from the table and was locking it. | wasn't



going to stand for him prying around without knocking, not if | could helpit. Again londinessclosed in on
me

So | had rearranged the furniture in the old pattern, and put the picture back inits proper place, had 17?
The thought frightened me alittle. Made me think | was getting too near the dead policeman and his
habits. | wished | didn't haveto deep in that ugly cast-iron bed. But where else could | go with my
forty-seven cents and my lack of gumption?

| redized suddenly, that | was being foolish. It was perfectly natura that | should fed alittle uneasy.
Anyonewould in such queer circumstances. But | mustn't let it get me down. | would haveto livein this
room for sometime. The thing to do wasto get used to it. So | got out some of the newspaper clippings
that were in the dresser and began to go through them. They covered aperiod of twenty yearsor 0. The
older oneswere ydlow and gtiff, and cracked easily. They were mostly about murders. | kept turning
them over, looking & the headlines and here and there reading alittle. After awhile | found myself
plunged into accounts of a* Phantom Slayer”: who killed wantonly and for no apparent motive. His
crimeswere smilar to those with which the uncaught “ Jack the Ripper” horrified London in 1888, except
that men and children, aswell aswomen, were numbered among hisvictims. | vagudly remembered
hearing about two of the cases years ago—there were seven or eight atogether. Now | read the details.
They were not conducive to pleasant thought. My uncle's name was mentioned among the investigatorsin
some of the earlier cases.

That was by far the biggest pile of clippings. All the pileswere carefully arranged, but | couldn't find any
notes or comments, except atiny scrap of paper with an address on it, 2318 Robey Strest. It puzzled
me. Just that solitary address without any explanation. | planned to look it up some day.

* * % %

It was night outside now, and the upward danting light from the street lamp made it easier to seethe dust
on the window-pane. There weren't so many noises coming through the walls, just the low, sharp drone
of someradio voices. | could still hear the buzz of the defective neon sign, and another engine puffing in
the digtant yards. To my rdlief, | found | was getting deepy. As | undressed and hung my clothes on the
kitchen chair, | found myself wondering if my uncle had arranged hisin the sameway: coat over the back,
trousers over the seat, shoes underneath with the socks tucked inside them, shirt and tie draped on top of
the coat.

| opened the window three inches from the top and bottom, then remembered that | seldom opened my
bedroom window from the top. Was| conforming to my uncl€e's custom here, too? | was thankful | il
felt deepy, and able to conquer the faint desire | had to keep glancing over my shoulder. | pulled back
the covers of the bed, switched off the drop light, and quickly jumped in.

My first thought was, “Here hishead lay.” | wondered if hedied in hisdeep like they told me, or if he
waked paralyzed, an old man aonein the dark. That wouldn't do, | told myself, and tried to think of how
tired and tense my muscleswere, of how good it was to rest my feet and be able to stretch and relax.
That helped alittle. As my eyes became accustomed to the semi-darkness, | noted the dim outlines of the
objectsin theroom. The chair piled with my clothes. Thetable. A queer little highlight reflected from my
uncle's picture on top of the cupboard. The walls seemed to pressin close.

Gradualy my imagination went to work picturing the great city beyond thewalls, the city | hardly knew. |
visualized block after block of dingy buildings, with here and there clusters of higher structures, where the
stores and the street-car lineslay. The great looming masses of warehouses and factories. The dismal
expanse of track and cindersin therailroad yards, with the rank and file of empty cars. Lightlessalleys,
and the nervous surge of traffic dong infrequent boulevards. Row after row of ugly two story frame
houses, crowded close together. Human formsthat , in my imagination, never walked upright, but Sunk



through the shadows close to thewalls. Criminals. Murderers.

Abruptly | broke off thistrain of thought, alittle frightened at itsvividness. It wasdmost asif my mind
had been outside my body, spying and peering. | tried to laugh at the idea, so obvioudy aresult of my
tiredness and tenson as| told myself. No matter how alien the city seemed, | was herein my little room
with the door locked. A policeman’'sroom. David Rhode, Lieutenant of Police, retired July 1, 1927. 1
dozed and fell adeep.

My dream was Smple, vivid, and singularly redistic. | ssemed to be standing in a cobblestoned alley.
There was an unpainted fence with aboard falen from it, and beyond it the dark brick wall of an
gpartment building with out jutting back porches of wooden framework painted gray. It was the hour of
dawn, when lifeisat low ebb and deep clings everywhere like a chilly mist. Formless clouds hid the sky.
| could see ayellow shade flapping out of awindow on thefirst floor, yet | could not hear the sound.
That wasdl. But the feeling of cold fear that got hold of me was difficult to describe. | ssemed to be
looking for something and yet afraid to move,

The scene changed, dthough my emotions remained the same. It was night, and an empty lot, witha
great billboard shutting off the harsh light of the street lamp from mogt of it. Dimly | could seethethingsin
thelot: apile of bricks and old bottles, some broken barrels, and the stripped wrecks of two
automobiles, their fenders rusted and broken away. Weeds and rank grass grew in the sprawling clumps.
Then | noticed there was a narrow, bumpy path crossing the lot diagondly and dong it alittle boy was
moving dowly, asif he had come back to look for something he had lost earlier in the evening. The
horror brooding over the place was directed at him, and | felt terribly afraid for him. | tried to warn him,
to shout and tell him to run home. But | could not spesk or move.

Again the scene changed. Again it was the hour of dawn. | was standing in front of atwo-story stucco
house, set back alittle from the street. There was aneat lawn and two flower beds. A block away |
could see apoliceman dowly walking his beat. Then aforce seemed to take hold of me and move me
toward the house. | could not resist the force. | saw acement walk and a coil of hose and then, in akind
of little nook of trees, a huddled form. The force bent me down toward it and | saw it was ayoung
woman, that her skull was beaten in and her face splotched with blood. Then | struggled and tried to cry
out, and | made a great effort and came awake.

* k k %

For what seemed along time | lay tense and afraid to move, feding my heart pounding in my throat. The
dim room swam around me, and figures moved about, and for awhile the window wasn't where it should
be. Gradually | got control of my panic, and forced thingsto return to their normal forms by looking at
them closdly. Then | sat up, till shivering. It was one of the worst nightmares | could remember having. |
reached for acigarette and lit it shakily, and pulled the bedcl othes around me.

Suddenly | remembered something. That stucco house, I'd seen it before, very recently, and | thought |
knew where. | got out of bed, switched on the light, and riffled through the newspaper clippings. | found
the photograph, all right. The house was the same as the onein my dream. | read the caption. “Where
Girl Victim of Phantom Slayer Was Found.” So that was what had caused my nightmare. | might have
knowniit.

| thought | heard anoisein the hall outside, and | jumped to the door to make sureit was still locked. As
| returned to thetable| redized | wastrembling. That wouldn't do. | had to conquer that silly fear, that
feeling that someone wastrying to get a me. | sat down and puffed at my cigarette. | looked at the
clippings on the table. Had my uncle used to set them out in that way, study them, ponder over them?
Did he ever wake in the middle of the night and sit up, waiting for deepinessto return? Strongly | felt his
presencein the personality of theroom. | didn't want to fed it.



Abruptly I got to my feet, swept the clippingsinto one big pile, and returned them to the dresser. By
mistake | opened the bottom drawer and saw again that queer conglomeration of objects. The
spectacles, the silver-headed cane, the empty briefcase, the green ribbon, the toy horse, the tortoise-shell
comb, and therest. As| shut the clippings away, | again thought | heard afaint noise, and whirled around
quickly. Thistime| didn't go to the door, sncel could sill see my key init, unmoved. But | couldn't
resst the temptation to look insde the closet. There hung the blue uniform, the cap above, the shoes
below, the night stick at one side. David Rhode, Lieutenant of Police, retired July 1, 1927. | shut the
door.

| knew | had to get hold of mysdif. | rehearsed in my mind the obvious and logical reasons for my mood
and those unnerving dreams. | wastired and unwell. | hadn't had much deep for two nights. | wasina
drange city. | was degping in the room of an unclewhom | had never seen or remembered seeing
anyway, and who had been dead for three weeks. | was surrounded by that man's belongings, by the
auraof hishabits. | had been reading about some particularly gruesome murders. Reasons enough,
urely!

If only I could get rid of the conviction that someone wastrying to get at me! What could anyone want
with me? | had no money. | wasastranger. If only | could get rid of the feeling that my dead uncle was
trying to warn me about something, trying to tell me something, make me do something!

| stopped pacing up and down. My glance caught the table top, worn and covered with scratches, but
bright under the drop light. It was not quite bare though. | hadn't forgotten any of the clippings, but near
one corner lay the scrap of paper | had discovered earlier in the evening. | reached for it and again read
the penciled address, 2318 Robey Street.

| can only explain the strange fedling that gripped me by saying it was asif | had for an instant been
plunged back into the atmosphere of my dreams. In dreams, perfectly commonplace objects can be
invested with an inexplicable horrible Sgnificance. It was that way with the dip of paper. | had no idea
what the address meant, yet it stared at me like some sentence of doom, like some secret too terrible for
aman to know. With asingle, quick clutch of my fingers| crumpled it into abal, dropped it to the floor,
and sank down onto the edge of the bed. God help me, | thought, if | went reacting to thingsisthisway.
The beginnings of insanity must belikethat.

Presently my heart stopped pounding and things got alittle clearer in my mind. My senselessterror was
subdued, but | redlized it might come back at any moment. The thing to do wasto get to deep again
before that happened, and take a chance on the dreams.

Onceagainas| lay in bed, | felt the pressure and the presence of the room. Once again | saw the whole
city around me. | had asensation of abreaking down of walls and of floating over an dien expanse of
dingy buildings. It was stronger thistime.

* * % %

And then the dream returned. | seemed to be at ameeting of two streets. On my right hand loomed tall
Sructures with many windows, none of which showed alight. On my left hand flowed abroad, ugly river.
Initsoily, dow moving surface were dimly reflected the Street lamps on the opposite side. | could seethe
outlines of amoored barge. One of the streets followed the river and, alittle way beyond, ducked under
the approach of a bridge made of great sted girders. It was very dark under the bridge. The other street
went off at right angles. The sdewalk waslittered with old newspapers, swirled there by thewind. |
could not hear their rustling, nor could | smell the chemical stench | knew the river must be exuding. A
sick horror seemed to hang over the whole scene.

A smdl ederly man was approaching aong the sde street. | knew | must cry out to him, warn him, but |



was powerless. He was|ooking around uncertainly, but | could tell that had nothing to do with my
presence. He was carrying abriefcase, and he tapped the torn newspapers out of hisway with a
Slver-headed cane. As he reached the intersection, another figure stepped out from behind me. It wasa
dark indistinct figure. | couldn't make out the face. It seemed to be wrapped in shadows. The elderly
man'sfirst look of frightened gpprehension turned to one of unmixed relief. He seemed to be asking
guestions and the other, the dark figure, to be making replies. | could not hear the voices.

The dark figure pointed down the street that led under the bridge. The other smiled and nodded asif he
were expressing thanks. Fright and terror held mein avise. | exerted all my will power, but could neither
speak nor move closer. Slowly the two figures began to move along theriver's edge, sde by side. | was
like aman frozen. Finally they disappeared in the darkness under the bridge.

There was along wait. Then the dark figure returned aone. It seemed to see me and move toward me.
Terror gripped me and | made a violent effort to escape from the spell that held me.

Then, abruptly, | wasfree. | seemed to shoot upward at afantastic speed. In aninstant | was so high
abovethe city that | could see the checkerboard of blocks, like amap through smoked glass. Theriver
was no more than aleaden streak. Off to one Sde | observed tiny chimneys spurting ghostly fire—mills
working anight shift. A feding of terrible and frantic londliness assailed me. | forgot the scene | had just
witnessed on theriver bank. My sole desire was to flee from the limitless emptinessin which | was
poised. To flee, and find a place of refuge.

At this point my dream became both more and lessredlistic. Less, because of my impossible swimming
and swooping through space, and my sensation of being disembodied. Moreredigtic, because | knew
where | was and wanted to get back to my uncle's room, in which my body lay deeping.

Downward | shot like astone, until | was only ahundred feet above the city. Then my motion changed
and | skimmed over what seemed to be miles of rooftops. | noted the soot-covered chimneys and oddly
shaped ventilator, the ragged tar-paper, the rain-streaked corrugated iron. Larger buildings—offices and
factories—loomed up ahead of melike cliffs. | plunged straight through them without retardation,
glimpsing flashes of metal and machinery, corridors and partitions. At onetime | seemed to beracing a
street car and beseting it. At another | hurtled across severd brightly lighted streets, in which many people
and automobiles were moving. Finally my speed began to lessen and | swerved. A dark wall cameinto
view, moved closer, engulfed me, and | wasinside my uncl€'s room.

The most terrible phase of anightmareis often that in which the dreamer believes himsdlf to bein the very
room in which heis deeping. He recognizes each object but it is subtly distorted. Hideous shapes peer
from the darker corners. If he then chances to waken, the dream room isfor atime superimposed on the
real room. That wasthe way in my case, except the dream refused to cometo an end. | seemed to be
hovering near the ceiling, looking down. Most of the objectswere as| had last seen them. Thetable, the
cupboard, the dresser, the chairs. But both doors, the one to the closet and the one to the hall, were gar.
And my body was not in the bed. | could see the crumpled sheets, the indented pillow, the blankets flung
back. Y et my body was not in the bed.

Immediately my fedings of terror and lonelinessroseto anew pitch. | knew that something was
dreadfully wrong. | knew that | must find mysdf quickly. As| hovered, | became aware of an insstent
tugging, like the pull amagnetic field exertson apiece of iron. Indtinctively | gave way to it and was
immediately drawn out through the wallsinto the night.

Again | sped across the darkened city. And now the strangest thoughts were whirling through my mind.
They were not dream thoughts but waking thoughts. Horrible suspicions and accusations. Wild trains of
deductive reasoning. Buy my emotions were dream emotions—hel pless panic and mounting fear. The



house tops over which | skimmed became dingier, grimier and more decrepit. Two-story houses gave
way to sagging huddles of shacks. Coa dust choked the clumps of sickly grass. What ground showed
was bare or heaped with refuse. My speed lessened and smultaneously my fear mounted.

| noted adirty sign. “Robey Street,” it read. | noted anumber. | wasin the 2300 block.
“2318 Robey Street.”
The address written on the dip of paper in my uncle's dresser.

It was aramshackle cottage, but neater than its neighbors. | turned off back of the house, where the
muddy alley was and the dim shapes of packing cases.

It was at thistime | began to redlize | wasn't dreaming.

Therewas alight in the back of the house. The door opened and alittle girl stepped out, carrying asmall
tin pail with acover on it. She wore ashort dress and her legs were thin and her hair was straight and
smoky yelow. She turned back for amoment in the doorway and | heard a coarse fema e voice say,
“Now mind you, get over therefast. Y our Palikesto have hisfood hot. And don't stop on theway and
don't let nobody seeyou.” | could hear again.

Thelittle girl nodded meekly and started toward the dark aley. Then | saw the other figure, the one
crouching in the shadows at a spot that she must pass. At first | saw only adark form. Then | came
nearer. | saw theface.

It was my own face.

| hope to heaven no one ever seesme as | looked then. The indolent mouth twisted up into something
between agrin and asnarl. Nostrils twitching. The nondescript eyes bulging from their sockets so that the
white showed al around the pupils. More anima than human.

Thelittle girl was coming nearer. Waves of blackness seemed to oppose me, driving me back, but with
onelast despairing effort | threw mysdlf at the distorted face | recognized as my own. Therewas one
supreme moment of pain and terror, and then | redized | was looking down at thelittle girl and she was
looking up a me. Shewas saying, “My, but you scared me. | didn't know who you were at first."

| wasin my own body and | knew | wasn't dreaming. 11I-fitting clothes cramped my waist and shoulders,
pulled at my wrists. | looked down at the lead-weighted night stick | held in my hand. | reached up and
felt for the stiff visored cap on my head, then downward, wherein thedim light | could seethat | was
wearing the dark blue uniform of a policeman.

| do not know what my reaction would have been, if | hadn't redlized that thelittle girl was till staring up
a me, puzzled, haf-amiling, but frightened. | forced my lipsto amile. | said, “It'sal right, little girl. I'm
sorry | scared you. Where does your pawork? I'll seethat you get there safely and I'll bring you home
agan.”

And| did that.

Mercifully, my emotions were exhausted, paralyzed, for the next few hours. By questioning thelittle girl
cautioudy, | found out the way to the section of the city in which my uncle's rooming house was Situated.
Afterwards | managed to return there undetected and strip off those hateful clothes, hang them in the
closat from which | had taken them.

Next morning | went to the police. | told them nothing of my dreams, my uncanny experience. | only said



that the queer assortment of objectsin the bottom dresser drawer, in conjunction with the things
mentioned in the clippings had awvakened certain ghastly suspicionsin my mind. They were unwilling to
believe, and obvioudy skeptica, but consented to aroutine investigation, which had startling and
conclusive results. Most of the objects in the bottom drawer, the silver-headed cane and the rest, were
identified as having been in the persond possession of the victims of the “ Phantom Sayer,” and ashaving
disappeared at the time of the murders. For example, the cane and briefcase had been carried by an old
man found dead under aviaduct near theriver; the toy horse had belonged to aboy murdered in an
empty lot; the tortoise-shell comb was smilar to one missing from the battered head of awoman whose
dead body was found in aresidential district; the green ribbon had come from another battered head. A
close examination of my uncle's assignments and beets completed the damning evidence by showing that
in amost every case he had been patrolling or stationed near the scene of the murder.

For many reasonsthis horrible discovery was not made public in its entirety. There had been at least eight
murders, al told. They had begun while my uncle was still on the force, and continued after hisretirement.

But apparently he had dwaysworn hisuniform to lull his victim's suspicions. The collection of newspaper
clippings was attributed to his vanity. The incriminating objects he had kept by him were explained as
“symbols’ of his crimes—ghastly mementoes. “Fetishes’ one man caled them.

* k k %

Thereisno need to describe the degree to which my nerves were shaken by this confirmation of my
dreams and my fearful deep-waking experience. Most of dl | wasterrified by the notion that some
murderoustaint in the blood of our family had been communicated to me aswell asmy uncle. | was only
dightly relieved when the passing weeks brought no further horrors.

A congderable time afterwards | related the whole matter, in strict confidence, to adoctor whom | trust.
Hedid not question my sanity, as | feared he might. He took my story at face value. But he attributed it
to the workings of my unconscious mind. He said that, during my perusd of the clippings, my
unconscious mind had realized that my uncle was amurderer, but that my conscious mind had refused to
accept theidea. Thisresulted inakind of mental turmoail, magnified by my distraught and highly
suggedtible state. The “will to murder” in my own mind was wakened without my knowing it. The dip of
paper with the address written on it somehow focused that force. In my deep | had got up, dressed
mysdlf in my unclés uniform and walked to the address. While | was degp-walking my mind imagined it
was on al sorts of wild journeys through space and into the past.

The doctor has told me of some very remarkable actions performed by other deep-walkers. And, ashe
says, | have no way of proving my uncle wasredly planning to commit that last murder.

| hope hisexplanation is correct.

LIESTILL, SNOW WHITE

| tiptoed into Vivian's bedroom and softly closed the door behind me. She was lying outside the covers,
wrapped in awhite silk kimono. She had alittle degping mask on—a narrow black ova without eye
holes, but it had sequin eyes stitched on it with black velvet pupils staring at the ceiling.

Her legs were stretched out straight and close together, her arms were at her side, her head was thrown
back on alittle sk pillow, emphasizing her cameo-perfect profile and the long swan-line of her throat.

The moon was chilly and the blue lights were al on, making the white coverlet and the kimono and
Vivian'sflesh one pae blue marble. It would only have taken adeeping wolfhound at her feet, hisback
againg their soles, to have perfected theillusion of amedieva tomb statue.



“Liedill, my darling,” | caled gently on asudden impulse. “I'll be with you in amoment. Don't say a
word. You're o beautiful just asyou are.”

| am aman of very odd impulses. But following dl faint cues from the unknown isthe only way | know of
wresting alittle beauty from life. And beaty is everything.

| have agreat ingtinct for beauty. | can see subtle possibilitiesfor it where the average intelligent person
beholds ablank. For instance, | don't think 1'd have gotten the ingpiration for this midnight rendezvousif it
hadn't been for Vivian's strange penchant for blue-tinted eectric light bulbs—a penchant which shetold
me annoyed her femde friends quite abit. Vivian has dways been most imaginative, but dy withiit.

True, bluelight is cold and does disastrous things to anormal complexion or makeup job. But it can
cover up thingstoo. By turning everything blue, it can disguise ablue skin. There are persons with blue
skin, you know. Some of them got that way by taking patent medicines containing silver nitrate. The
chemica circulates through the body and sunlight striking it breaksit up and precipitatesthe Slver asa
fine powder throughout the cellsjust under the skin. Harmless, but the person turns adate blue color if he
keepsit up. Most such blue people got that way fifty years ago, when patent medicines were
uncontrolled. There dso was dmost no sunbathing then, so | suppose such oldsters are only blue on their
faces, throats and arms, though | really don't know. But now, especialy with sunlamps, aperson can
easly beblueadl over from slver nitrate.

Then there are the ancient Britons with their woad, though you don't see any of those these days—at
least | never have.

And then there are heart conditions that give a person ablue tinge. And there are other reasons—or
perhaps I'm only thinking of extreme heart conditions.

My dear Vivian, | knew, had abluish skin, but the blue light disguised, or shall | saytempered thefact,
harmonized it with the background.

The blue light also gave an uncanny, enchanted underwater feding to the bedroom as| dowly circled
around to the bedside table. | didn't look at Vivian steadily but only stole glances a her from timetotime.
It s;emed more fun that way, more of agame, and perhaps| was il suffering alittle from my old
shyness—theterrified, guilty shynessthat dways locks me up tight as soon as | get within kissing distance
of awoman or just alone in the same room or landscape with her.

“Don't take any notice of me, dear Seeping Beauty,” | said with atender chuckle. “It'sjust me, just Arch
the Warch, the distinguished-looking but harmless gaffer who's your older friend and who talks

ing ghtful-sympathetic with you, especidly about your problems with younger men, and who takes you to
museums and parks and restaurants and theaters and does haf your office work and helps you work off
your head of imaginative steam for you—and who gets tongue-tied and involuntarily jerks back whenever
you give him that speculative smile,

“Don't let Arch disturb you. Pleasejust lie there and go on dreaming or meditating or uniting with the
cosmic dl or savoring the delights of Heaven or suffering the pains of Hell, or whatever it isyou're doing

Y ou know, it'safunny thing. | hadn't intended to say aword when | came into the bedroom, but here |
was talking and talking. | guessthat sex or the sure prospect of sex opensaman up. | decided to
experiment alittle more.

“Thetrouble with everything is sex represson,” | hadn't known | was going to say dlthat , or so loudly.
“I know thisis supposed to be an age of sexud freedom,” | continued, * but that'sabig lie. How can sex



befreeif they ill bend every effort to make you scared of it? How can it befreeif it's still surrounded
with taboos and crazy complexes and awful warnings and the dread of ridicule and disapprova and even
legal pendtiesand al sortsof other stop Sgns?

“How can sex be freeif they make as much a secret and a shame of it asthey do of desth these aseptic
days?—rating the goat-odor as vile as the corpse-odor.

“How can sex befreeif the priests il want the privilege of doling it out like medicine, happy if they
convinceyou it tastes nasty? And if the socia workers and counsglors giveit to you like awonder drug
that must only be taken under their supervision, according to their rules. Asif your sex urge didn't belong
to you, but to society—meaning whoever currently rules society.

“How can athing befreeif nine-tenths of the people are redly againgt itfor anyone el se and self-gppoint
themselves a secret police and spy constantly to make sure that nobody gets more than the legal
maximum, which isagae and uncertain minimum at best and sometimes completely unavailable. They
Say out of one sde of their mouthsthat sex is okay and beautiful, but out of the other side they say that
any red enthusaam for sex isasign of immaturity, Don Juanism, nymphomania, satyriads, and socia
irrespongbility.

“Go ahead and enjoy sex, they say, if you're willing to make everybody €se murderoudy jedous and
maybe drive them crazy and if you're willing to degrade the girl and deal with the leering motel
proprietress and the abortionist and the police. Go ahead and enjoy it, and then boast about it and
snicker and sneer at it for the dirty thing it is. (Theylie when they say it's beautiful, though not 1.) Go
ahead and enjoy it, they say, if you're willing to pay the price. But remember theresawaysaprice. My
God, the price you sometimes have to pay!"

| shut my mouth. The breath whistled through my nosefor awhile. | was standing by the bedside table
now. The drinking glass had ahaf inch of water left init and alipstick print that looked purplein the blue
light. The pillbox 1'd given Vivian that morning was sitting beside it, open and empty. | wasglad of that
because I'd been afraid al aong she might have taken only one of the two capsules and one might not
have worked so completely or so cleanly.

| let myself ook at Vivian now for severd seconds. She hadn't vomited at al or been sick in any way that
| could see. I'd somehow guessed all dong that the effects of the cyanide wouldn't be as unpleasantly
violent as the books described—they aways exaggerate those things and try to throw an extrascareinto
you, about death as well as sex!—though | had been prepared to clean Vivian up if that had been
necessary, clean her up in al tenderness and reverence.

| lightly touched the hand nearest me. It rocked alittle, asthough there were something under it liquid and
gurgling. And it wasicy cold.

Somehow the fact that her hand was cold shocked me and | quicky drew back my fingers. Naive of me,
| suppose, but redly except for her pale blue complexion, which wasjusdtified by the blue light, and the
cold of her hand, and of course the empty pillbox, there was no way of knowing she was dead.

Then, gaining in boldness, | leaned closer to her and for thefirst time | caught the sweet musky rotten
odor of corruption.

That jarred, | didn't want it, and | started for the bathroom, but before | got there | saw the dim fanciful
bottles on her dressing table. | selected alilac spray cologne and passed it back and forth a arm'slength
above her, from feet to head, several times.

Then, asthefloral acoholic mist settled, | plunged my hands through it and reverently parted the white



silk kimono above her waist and drew back alittle and looked at her breasts.

At that moment | experienced ecstasy, awe, and akind of stubborn astonishment. Why,why , isit that
two curving cones of flesh should exercise such afiendish hold on man'simagination? They must mean
something, be something; they can't be just ameaningless arbitrary target for man'sfixation. | do not buy
that theory about remembering mother's good milk and being cuddied into mother's warm protective
basom. Grown men aren't milk maniacs. Surely giving milk and pillowing asquirming brat are only
subordinate functions of awoman's breasts, the sort of work they can do when they're broken down and
good for nothing else. No, awoman's breasts must be designed for something fundamentally much more
important. They're organs for voiceless communication, dear helpless hands, lovely mouthless snouts.
They'retrying to say or do something. They're like soft-nosed velvet creatures pushing out of awoman's
body, wanting to fed and sense intensdy—maybe Shelley was getting at something deep when he
thought of awoman'’s breasts with each nipple replaced by a peering eye. Breasts are sacraments—an
outward sgn of some mysterious hidden glory. They're beautiful, beautiful, beautiful—and | don't
understand it at all.

Once | saw some pornographic movies of what | suppose are the ordinary sort—at any rate, men and
live women doing it together—and after thefirst second or so | didn't fedl any of the ususal delightful hot
excitement (such as comes to me when | have someone undress awoman in my imagination or as used to
cometo me at burlesque shows) but only a cold intense awe like watching live birth or desth might
awaken or observing some completely inorganic phenomenon on agrand scale, such asthe creep of a
glacier or the surging of the seain storm or the implacable rush and leap of aforest fire and the flight of
large animals before t, or the dow whedling of the stars.

“No, Vivian, | dont understandit at al,” | heard mysdf say, quiteloudly. It hit methat | could fregly talk
to Vivian now, talk to her about dl the thingsI'd never been ableto hint a before, talk to her about the
thingsbeyond those things—the things you couldn't even think of until you'd talked about the others
firs—why, therewas no end to it.. What'smore, | realized | wouldn't have minded if Vivian had been
ableto listen to me, yes, and answer me too, comment on what | said, show me her view of things and
maybe bring new light into my own brain that way; in fact, | even wished shewould.

It hit me hard, let metell you, it struck me dl in ahegp as our country cousins say, to redize that in one
way | was sorry now | had killed Vivian. | decided that | would have to get thisthing straightened out, |
would haveto explain myself to mysdf, before| did anything dse.

Don't get mewrong, | didn't want to go back and change what 1'd done. | was still ddlighted that | had
Vivianin astuation where | could enjoy her just as| wanted to. My gaze kept licking back every few
seconds to her naked breasts and every timeit did | re-experienced that same mixed ecstasy. But | was
securein the knowledgethat | could find fulfillment with Vivian whenever | wanted: | had dl the night
ahead of me. It wasjust that it was beginning to seem anecessary or at least adesirable part of my
fulfillment thet | explain mysdlf first. And if | talked to Vivian while doing it, that wasn't because| redlly
wanted her dive or had any superdtitious notions about alistening spirit, but just because it made the
words come out of me easier. It was for the same genera reason that | didn't take off, though 1'd been
going to, her black deeping mask with its velvet-pupiled sequin eyes staring at the ceiling. It was essier
for meto talk to her with her real eyes covered, whether they were open or closed underneath. (And the
mask did add to my excitement.)

“I had to kill you, Vivian, didn't you see?’ | began. “I've fought againgt thiswarped and cowardly urge of
mine most of my life, and | was beginning to think | had it licked, that the ddights of art and knowledge
would be enough for me as| grew older and finaly faded away. But then you came along, Vivian, and
you fascinated me so, you were so fearfully lovely and dreadfully desirable, and you had an imagination



that innocently teetered S0 closeto the verge of my dirtiest most delightful inner pits—like the night you
wondered what Persephone thought when she was stolen by Hades—that al my old dreams
reawakened and | smply had to possess you. And the only way | could possess you wasto kill you.
Each man killsthe thing he loves—agreat poet said that, Vivian, Oscar Wilde. Man has dwayskilled his
gods—the least sudy of anthropology shows you that, Vivian. The god hasto be sacrificed so that there
can bethat great release, that great fulfillment. And the sameistrue of the goddess.

“It's not altogether my fault I'm theway | am, though | do like to take alittle credit for the things| do,” |
continued. | had begun to pace now, back and forth past the foot of the bed, glancing at Vivian at the
turns. “But | have to admit that my family background and some chance circumstances were largely
responsible. | wasalondly and yearning child and pretty much unloved. | had a couple of parents who
were very severe with me and with themsalves, but who aso drank too much. Y ou know, Vivian, |
sometimesthink Americaisinhabited solely by arace of puritanica drunks—some of whom admittedly
never take adrink al their lives. | dso had asister two years older named Bestrice.

“I've told you about Bestrice, Vivian, and especidly about her tragic death from flu when | was only
thirteen, how she died while | was aonein the house with her, my mother being a coholically occupied. |
often tell that anecdote to get alittle sympathy. What | never tell wasthat Beatrice wasabig prigand a
tattletale and atease—I cdll her big because she was two years older than me. As soon as sheredlized
that I, her brother, was curious about her body, she started to make a great show of modesty and
propriety. ‘Ma, Archietried to come into the bathroom while | wastaking my bath;’ ‘Ma, Archie
climbed on the top of the porch and peeked in my bedroom’—that sort of thing. Naturaly it made my
curiogity wilder. She also deliberately created Stuations to tease and frustrate and shame me and get me
punished. One hot summer afternoon she pretended to be taking a nap—I swear she was just
pretending—and her door was open and | couldn't help mysdlf, | just had to tiptoe in and dowly, very
dowly, frightened haf to death, draw back the sheet. | was just starting to ease open the buttons of her
pyjamas when she jerked up and let off an awful scream. | said | had just been going to tickle her, but it
was no good; | got a severe whipping, an unnecessarily severe one by any standards, but then Bestrice
was just an age for my father to be deeply in love with he—unconscioudy, no doubt!'—in that
disgustingly pontifical, possessve, sentimental, self-satisfied way that hairy-chested fathers ways seem
to fed about their nubile daughters.

“After that | stayed strictly away from Bestrice and wouldn't bite on any of her traps—until the afternoon
| came home from school and found mother snoring on the floor in the living room and Besatrice dead in
bed upgtairs. | satisfied my curiosity then—oh, | knew shewas my sister and in away | sincerely loved
and respected her, and | knew what incest meant and that it was supposed to be very terrible, and | was
very frightened of death and the dead and | wasredlly scared of catching the flu, but | smply had to. Or
maybe | wasn't entirely frightened of desth. | mean, maybe | was frightened of degth in the sameway |
was of sex—because they'd both been made horror-mysteries for me—and maybe | wanted to
penetrate both mysteries at the sametime.

“Anyway, | satisfied my curiosity, and it went further than that, further than 1'd expected.

“Y ou know, sex isafunny thing, Vivian. Y ou start out just being overpoweringly curious and you end up
getting hooked. Y ou do something once and it can set a pattern forever. Why? How? | get the strangest
feding of redity-unredlity whenever | think back to that cold blesk bedroom and the smoky twilight
closing down and the burnt-linen stink of flu coming through the smell of mother'slilac toilet water—"

| got the damndest scare just then. | thought Vivian moved. | thought her body moved just alittle. But |
decided right away that it was because I'd been frightening mysdlf remembering that afternoon with
Beatrice so long ago.



“That was how | got hooked, Vivian. The fixation might have gradually faded, or it might not, but | was
dow in getting socid and gtarting to go with the girls and then about four or five yearslater there camethe
fiendish wonderful coincidence of moving to the city and discovering that my uncle there had the job of
night attendant at the morgue. He had the family weaknessfor liquor; I hung around and played up to
him. Pretty soon he took to leaving me to answer the phone while he sneaked out to get adrink. | won't
go into that much, it didn't last long, but for afew evenings | inhabited atemple of Edgar Allan Poe—Poe
had my weakness, Vivian, or at least he understood it damned well, just read ‘ Premature Burial,” ‘ The
Oblong Box,” ‘Usher,” ‘Berenice,’ and ‘Ligeia’ Yes, for abrief space| had my dark-faned shrine, my
Ulaumes and Annabel Lees. Mot of the bodies were horrible, but not all.

“It only lasted three nights. On the fourth someone came checking up. | wasn't suspected, | got things
hidden in time, but my uncle was reprimanded both for being away and for leaving mein charge, and he
was transferred to another job.

“Right then | realized | was up against abig choice. | could go into the undertaking businessand find a
spot where I'd be able to fulfill mysdf from time to time—someday even in my own parlor!'—or | could
turn my back on the whole thing for the childish disgusting obsession | sometimes knew it was. | could try
tofight it.

“| stewed around for quite awhile making my decision. | once even contemplated trying to work my way
through medical school and become adoctor, but it occurred to mein time that the temptations 1'd be
subjected to then would be too dreadful. I've never wanted to hurt society, Vivian, believe me! What
little I've done, I've been driven to by overpowering urges.

“I finally decided | would try to fight it, and for the next twenty years| must say | made a pretty good job
of the battle. | even went so far asto achieve relations of a sort with a couple of women—it wasn't so
much completely successful asdull and troublesome. It never led anywhere. | found more satisfactionin
certain aspects of art and literature and fantasies.

“I'm no dunce, Vivian. | know there are some women who are supposed to enjoy playing dead, but
neither of mine did. One of them laughed at my suggestion, the other tried but was no good at it. Or
maybe the pretense meant nothing to me, like some people can't enjoy sex with mechanica
contraceptives, or even achieveit.

“| also serioudy tried out anumber of different churches, figuring they'd help me control myself and
achieve some serenity, but | eventualy discovered that most religions put so much emphasis on desth and
on sex asan evil or dangerous thing that they contributed to my urge instead of dissipating it. | stayed
away from the church then and did a better job of keeping myself inline.

“But you know how it iswith menin their forties, Vivian—or maybe you dont—anyway, they wake up
one morning and redize that things they've dways told themsel ves they'd do some day, in some sweet
never-never land of success, are suddenly amatter of now-or-never.

“And then you came dong, Vivian dear, and you were so damnably attractive that al my old urges
awakened at abound. Y ou looked like a Poe heroine, a Pre-Raphadlite sorceress, a Bronte-Hepburn
type; your eyes were dark-circled, you were delightfully thin, so that | was aways conscious of your
lovely skeleton, asif it weretrying to burst out and join in adance of death. And you were obvioudy
neurotic, restless, eadly frightened, very nervous, habitually melancholy and depressed, so that from the
very sart | thought of you asthe Little Sster of Death. And then | finally got to know you, | found that
you were very intdligent, sendtive, charming, and compassionate, full of little insghts that hovered around
the out-skirts of my secret. Y ou liked to walk in cemeteries and romance about the old gravestones. Y ou
liked to hear about the pastel tombs of Mexico, the narrow vaults of New Orleans, the Aztec maidens



thrown in thewell, and the nunswho died in their cells afever with love of Christ. And onceyou
imagined you were Persephone, Queen of the Dead, and | stopped you quick, because | knew | couldn't
keep my secret for long if you went on like that.

“You know, Vivian, | think that if | ever could have redly loved aliving woman, it would have been you.
With you it could have happened, Vivian.

“Y ou know why it never happened, Vivian, why it never had a chance of happening? It was because
during those first months | only watched you from a distance—remember how long | wasin saying more
than two words?—and during that time | built you up into asymbol, | watched you dieand | handled
your dead body in my fantasies every night, so that by thetime | got to know you better the pattern was
set and only some impossible explosion of the mind could have changediit. | could only go on seeing as
much of you as | dared, enduring the bitterswest torture of your presence, having my fantasies get more
complex and unsatisfactory, and imperious every night, fedling the pressure build up, fighting to hold
mysef in check.

“I've dways thought you were at least partly aware of what was going on those two times | aimost killed
you on impulse. Firg, there wasthe night | dmost threw you into the lagoon in the park. | was going to
go inwith you and hold you under. Therewas afaint blue light around us from the distant boulevard
lamps, remember? Y ou dways have been my Blue Girl, Vivian, moody and pale, though now you're
painted by eectricity rather than Gainsborough. Y es, there was a blue light around us and we were
talking about suicide and there was nobody near—"

Again | thought Vivian moved! Just as though she'd shuddered and I'd caught the end of the shudder as
my eyesturned to her. | was certain that once again I'd been scaring mysdlf remembering eerie things, but
thistime | had more difficulty putting what | thought 1'd seen out of my mind. | watched her motionless
chest for several seconds before | went on.

“The second timewaswhen | amost brained you with the stone ashtray out there in the living room. Y ou
suddenly turned round and caught me holding it back over my shoulder and | had to do aridiculous
pirouette to passit off asajape. Y ou know why | checked mysdlf that time, Vivian? It was soldly
because | had thought : ‘1 don't want her al bloodied up, | don't want even the back of her skull crushed,
I'll do it abetter way.'

“Once I'd thought of that | had no choice. It was just amatter of moving efficiently with aminimum waste
of time, of stealing the cyanide from the photoengraving department and refilling the two Nembutal
capsules, of getting aduplicate set of keysto this gpartment the noon you let me come here from the
officeto fetch the homework you'd forgotten, of waiting for the time in your mood-cycle when you'd
make the big complaint about not being able to deep and, when it came this morning, taking you aside
and offering you my two yelow capsules with much ingstence that you take them both tonight and with
repeated warnings that you tell no one—because, | said, most people these days are so irrationally
critica of deeping pillsand especialy of anyone not adoctor handing them out.

“I was afraid afterwards that I'd overdoneit. Y ou know, Vivian, I've often wondered during this last
month of preparation whether you hadn't caught on, at least in some nebulous way, to what | was up to.
I've been behaving in such aflighty, abstracted way, or a least it's seemed s0 to me. I'm no actor, you
know. | never could play it cool. My repressions don't make me restrained, only tongue-tied and jumpy.
S0 I've often wondered whether you hadn't caught on asto what | had in mind and were letting me go
ahead with it because you yourself wanted it that way. Oh, not that you've asked meto kill you in so
many words, but you've liked talking about suicide and you thought the Mexican candy skull | bought
you was charming and you've told me how you keep coming back to thelinein Keats ‘ Nightinga€
about being ‘ haf in love with eassful death’ and &fter all you are my Blue Girl, my Dancing Skeleton, my



Seeping Beauty, my Snow White, my Little Sster of Degth ...

“Yes, | realy thought you knew the cyanide or some swift desth was in the capsules when you took them
from me. But if you did know that, Vivian, | wonder now if you redlly had to take them. If you were so
much in love with desth, | might have been ableto love you dive. I'm actudly beginning to think | could.
My God, Vivian, if that wasthe way you felt, why didn't you tell me? Why didn't you open my eyes
blinded by my mania-habits and my fears? Vivian, why—"

For athird time | thought that Vivian moved! Only thistimeit was | who shuddered. What if she should
get up now, | asked mysdlf, and come a me grinding her teeth and tear off the deeping mask, and open
her eyesto show just the whites and throw her arms around my neck stranglingly? I've never believed in
the supernatural, though I've had an aesthetic taste for the weird, but now in that blue-litten room the
whole impossible universe of vampires and zombies and werewolves suddenly came divefor me. What if
the dead did come back ... in the body?

No, no, | told mysdif, it was clearly an illuson born of my nervousness and sdf-dramatizing. And even if
Vivian's body actualy had twitched alittle, there were natura causes. | mustn't forget rigor mortis—my
uncle told me the ususa horrendous stories and | had done enough reading on the subject.

Beddes, indl my rather absurd oratory | had lost Sght temporarily of my chief purposein coming here
tonight. Thinking of that, | amost laughed. | moved toward the bed. Once again | caught the sweet foul
odor of corruption—upsetting but reassuring too. Once again | sprayed the lilac cologne.

And then—you know, it's hard to bdieve this, but it'strue—I discovered that | had lost my desire, or
rather the hot, maeintensty of it. Either my somewhat ridiculous spouting and melodrametic
sdf-judtification had sublimated it, or that moment of supernatural dread had chilled it. At any rate, there
was Vivian lying there, more beautiful than I've ever seen her, infinitely desirable, al ready for me, and
here | was worse than a eunuch. It was a scene for the gods to snicker at as they watched our painful
antics from their lecherous couches on Olympus.

But | wasn't going to be cheated that way, no, | told mysdlf, I'd murdered to get Vivian and | wasgoing
to have her. So | rang up the red curtain that had been closed ever sincel met Vivian, and my girlscame
out of the wings and began to put on their thousandth performance, or something like that, of Lesbian
Gang, Miss Satan's School, Sigters of the Whip, Hell's Sorority House, and the other little dramas| have
concocted over the years. | don't know why it's o exciting to imagine girlstorturing girls, but it isfor me
and | gather from pornographic books and photographs that my taste is not unique.

| must say my girls never seemed such chegp and deazy creatures asthey did tonight, even Miss Satan
hersalf and poor frightened Lovey-Dovey. Or maybe they put on a brilliant performance and it was just
me that felt cheagp, having to use them that way.

At any rate, they eventually had the desired effect on me. They aways do. | turned once moreto the
bed.

And then—oh, | didn't lose my ardor, quite the contrary, but Vivian looked so very beautiful and lovely
and loving, asif she were somehow making an effort to make hersdf nice for mein degth, that | wished
her dive with that understanding of me and | felt lonely and sad to my core, though till loving, and | knelt
down beside the bed at her feet to kiss, not her icy hand, but the deeve of her white silk kimono, begging
for forgiveness, yearning for her pardon.

Asl did so, | noticed that the white bedclothes were wet at that point, so wet that droplets were forming
at the hanging edge of the white coverlet and dripping noiselessy onto the thick carpet. Theliquid was
absolutely colorless and odorless too—I touched my nosetoit. And it was very cold.



It had to be ice water—as if arubber sheet full of ice water under the bedclothes were lesking.
| didn't move. | didn't bresthe.

Then | got the odor of corruption, stronger than ever, but clearlynot from theice water. | stooped lower
then on my knees, still holding the hem of Vivian'skimono to my lips, and looked under the bed.

Not two feet away from me was adishpan full of garbage. A purple-gray hunk of mest was the main part
of it, flanked by crescents of mold-spotted cantal oupe rind, and scattered over with gardenia blossoms.
Beyond it was alittle, gray, grill-faced microphone lying on its back with thin wires going from it toward
the head of the bed.

Still holding the hem of her kimono and kneeling and bending so that my face dmost touched the carpet, |
followed the inconspicuous wires with my eyes. They traveled around the foot of the baseboard and
disappeared under the bathroom door.

| instantly redlized exactly what had happened—there was no reasoning to it, no deduction; one moment
ten thousand facts and ideas weren't in my head, the next moment they were.

Just as1'd guessed, Vivian had suspected me dl aong. Sheld gone to the police—maybe not for the first
time—as soon as| gave her the capsules—during lunch hour, of course. The powder in the capsules had
been easily identified as cyanide, but because they only had Vivian'sword that I'd given her the capsules
and because in any case they wanted to nail me—and because policemen have as hot nasty tastes as
other men—they'd laid thislittle trap for me with Vivian's cooperation. Maybe the blue lights had helped
givethem theidea, though if the lights hadn't been blue they'd have smply turned them off.

Y es, it must have been the police who had planted this microphone, and maybe the police who had hit on
the point about the blue lights, but it must have been Vivian who had thought of concedling her eyes,
which no one can keep from blinking, with the black deeping mask. Asfor her breathing, she'd have kept
it shallow and | hadn't even looked at her five consecutive seconds.

And | was somehow certain that it was Vivian who had thought of the rubber sheet full of ice cubes and
the dishpan full of garbage. | could imagine the police chuckling enthusiagtically as she suggested those
items. The police are our guardians, but they like their pornography as much as the next chap.

Yes, | wascurioudy sure they'd enjoyed my little performance, even been thrilled by it, both Vivian and
the police—and | rather wished I'd gotten the bit about Miss Satan's School on the tape, and
Lovey-Dovey'slast torments.

Yes, Archig, | told mysdlf, Vivian will have nightmares about it, or maybe pleasant dreams, dl the rest of
her life. And those crooked-brained, blue-coated voyeurs will keep the tape in their secret black museum
and play it for kicksfor the next fifty years. But after al, you did put the cyanide in those capsules, Archie
old boy, and for killing the thing you love there's no pardon to the end of time, or at least until the end of
you.

| knew exactly what was going to happen next, but just the same | stood up and quietly started for the
door to the living room.

Before | was halfway thereit began to open. | stopped where | was.
Vivian sat up in bed with ajerk. Jll-in-the-box. The mask stared a me.

Through both doors the cops came into the bedroom. One of them switched on the big yellow celling
light. Under it, Vivian's skin was pinkly flushed.



The cops came toward me, but | stood there aloof, looking at Vivian. Now | could see her eyesthrough
the mask.

Shejerked the sheet up to her neck, but kept staring at me.

A hand grabbed my shoulder and jerked me one way, but almost immediately another hand jerked me
the other. My coat tore. It was comic. | pretended not to notice, and redlly | hardly did.

Vivian'sface was contorted with fury, but whether at me—and why—or at the cops—and why—I
couldn't tell. Maybe if sheld taken the mask off, baring all her expression, I'd have been ableto. For
ingance, was the flush merdly anger?

It was an interesting problem. | still ponder it when the bare globe turns out in the concrete ceiling
overhead and | wait for deep.

MR. BAUER AND THE ATOMS

Dr. Jacobson beamed at him through the thick glasses. “1'm happy to tell you thereisno sign whatever of

Mr. Bauer nodded thoughtfully. “Then | won't need any of those radium treatments?”

“Absolutely not.” Dr. Jacobson removed his glasses, wiped them with abit of rice paper, then mopped
his forehead with a handkerchief. Mr. Bauer lingered.

He looked at the X-ray machine bolted down by thewindow. It still looked as solid and mysterious as
when he had first glimpsed a corner of it from Myna's bedroom. He hadn't gotten any farther.

Dr. Jacobson replaced his glasses.
“It'sfunny, you know, but I've been thinking...” Mr. Bauer plunged.
“Y@l

“I guessdl thisatomic stuff got me started, but I've been thinking about al the energy that'sin the atoms
of my body. When you start to figure it out on paper—well, two hundred million eectron valts, they say,
from just splitting one atom, and that's only atiny part of it.” He grinned. “Enough energy in my body, |
guess, to blow up, maybe ... the world."

Dr. Jacobson nodded. “ Almost. But al safely locked up.”
Mr. Bauer nodded. “ They're finding out how to unlock it."
Dr. Jacobson smiled. “ Only in the case of two rare radioactive e ements.”

Mr. Bauer agreed, then gathered al his courage. *I've been wondering about that too,” he said.
“Whether a person could somehow make himsdlf ... | mean, become ... radioactive?’

Dr. Jacobson chuckled in the friendliest way. “ See that box at your elbow?’ He reached out and turned
something on it. The box ticked. Mr. Bauer jerked.

“That'sa Geiger-Mller counter,” Dr. Jacobson explained. “Notice how the ticks come every second or
s0? Each tick indicates a high-frequency wave. If you were radioactive, it would tick alot oftener.”

Mr. Bauer laughed. “Interesting.” He got up. “Waell, thanks about the cancer.”



Dr. Jacobson watched him fumble for his panamahat and duck out. So that wasit. Hed sensed all dong
something peculiar about Bauer. HeEd even fdlt it while looking over the X-ray and lab
reports—something intangibly wrong. Though he hadn't thought until now of parancia, or, for that matter,
any other mentd allment, beyond the amost norma cancer-fear of aman in hisfifties.

Frank Bauer hesitated at the corridor leading to Myna's apartment, then went on. His heart hammered
enragedly. There held gone chicken again, when he knew very well that if he could ever bring himsdlf to
gtate hisfear coldly and completely—that crazy fear that aman's thoughts could do to the atoms of his
body what the scientists had managed to do with uranium 235 and that other e ement—why, held berid
of thefear inaminute.

But aman just didn't go around admitting childish thingslike that. A human bomb exploded by thought! 1t
wastoo much like hiswife Grace and her mysticism.

Going crazy wouldn't be so bad, he thought, if only it weren't so humiliating.

* * * %

Frank Bauer lived in aworld where everything had been exploded. He scented confidence games,
hoaxes, faddish self-deception, and especialy (for it was his province) advertising copy exaggerations
behind every faintly unusua event and every intimation of the unknown. He had the American's nose for
leg-pulling, the German's contempt for the non-factua. Mention of such topics as telepathy, hypnotism,
or the occult—and his wife managed to mention them fairly often—sent him into ascoffing rage. The way
he looked at it, areal man had three legitimate interests—business, bars and blondes. Everything else
wasfor cranks, artists, and women.

But now an explosion had occurred which made al other explosions, even of the greatest fakeries, seem
like asnap of thefingers.

By the time he reached the street, he thought he was beginning to fed abit better. After al, he had told
the doctor practicaly everything, and the doctor had disposed of hisfearswith that little box. That was
that.

He swabbed his neck and thought about a drink, but decided to go back to the office. Crimina tolose a
minute these days, when everybody was fighting tooth and nail to get the jump. He'd be wanting money
pretty soon, the bigger the better. All the things that Grace would be nagging for now, and something
gpecia for Myna—and then there was a chance he and Myna could get away together for avacation,
when he'd got those campaignslined ouit.

The office was cool and dusky and pleasantly suggestive of anon-atomic solidity. Every bit of stawart
ugliness, every worn spot in the dark varnish, made him fed better. He even managed to get off ajoketo
ease Miss Minter's boredom. Then he went inside.

An hour later he rushed out. Thistime he had no joke for Miss Minter. As she looked after him, there
was something in her expression that had been in Dr. Jacobson's.

It hadn't been so bad at first when held got out paper and black pencil. After dl, any advertisng copy
had to make Atomic Ageits keynote these days. But when you sat there, and thought and thought, and
whatever you thought, you dways found afterwards that you'd written:

INSIDEYOU ... TRILLIONS OF VOLTS!

Y ou wouldn't think to look at them, that there was much resembl ance between John Jones and the atom
bomb...



UNLOCKED!
THEWORLD IN YOUR HANDS
JUST A THOUGHT—

Frank Bauer looked around at the grimy street, the windows dusty or dazzingly golden where the low sun
struck, the people wilted alittle by the baking pavement—and he saw walls turned to gray powder, their
stedl skeletons vaporized, the people became fumes, or, if they were far enough away, mere great single
blisters. But they'd haveto be very far avay.

Hewas going crazy—and it was horribly humiliating. He hurried into the bar.

After his second bourbon and water he began to think about the scientists. They should have suppressed
the thing, like that one fellow who wanted to. They shouldn't ever have told people. So long as people
didn't know, maybe it would have been dl right ... But once you'd been told...

Thought was the most powerful forcein theworld. It had discovered the atom bomb. And yet nobody
knew what thought was, how it worked inside your nerves, what it couldn't manage.

And you couldn't stop thinking. Whatever your thoughts decided to do, you couldn't stop them.

It wasinsanity, of course.

It had better be insanity!

The man beside him said, “He saw alot of those Jap suicide flyers. CRAZY asloons. Human bombs."
Human bombs! Firecrackers. He put down hisdrink.

As he hurried through the thinning crowd, retracing the course he had taken early in the afternoon, he
wondered why there should be so much deadly force locked up in such innocent-seeming, inert things.
The whole universe was abooby trap. There must be areason. Who had planned it that way, with the
planets far enough apart so they wouldn't hurt each other when they popped?

He thought he began to fed sharp pains shooting through his nerves, as the radioactivity began, and after
he had rushed up the steps the pain became so strong that he hesitated at the intersection of the corridors
before he went on to Myna's.

He closed the door and leaned back againg it, swesting. Mynawas drinking and she had her hair down.
There was a pint of bourbon on the table, and someice. She jumped up, pulling at her dressing gown.

“What's wrong? Grace?"

He shook his head, kept staring at her, a her long curling hair, at her breagts, asif inthat smal hillocky,
yelow entwined patch of redlity lay his sole hope of sdvation, hislast refuge.

“But my God, what isit!"

Hefdt the pains mercifully begin to fade, the dangerous thoughts break ranks and retreat. He began to
say to himsdlf, “It must have hit alot of people the sameway it hit me. It'sjust so staggering. That must
beit. That must beit."

Mynawastugging a him. “It'snothing,” hetold her. “I don't know. Maybe my heart. No, | don't need a
doctor."



Shewandered into the bedroom and came back with alarge waffle-creased meta egg which she held
out to him, asif it were atoy to cgolean ailing child.

“My cousinjust landed in San Francisco,” shetold him. “Look at the souvenir he smuggled infor me.”
He got up carefully and took it from her.

“Must be your dumb cousin, the one from downgtate.”

“Why?

“Because, unlessI'm very much mistaken, thisisalive hand grenade. Look, you'd just haveto pull this

pin—
“Giveittome!"
But he fended her off, grinning, holding the grenade in the air.

“Don't befrightened,” hetold her, “thisisnothing. It'sjust aflash in the pan, amatch head. Haven't you
heard of the atom bomb? That's dl that counts from now on."

He enjoyed her fear so much that he kept up histeasing for sometime, but after awhile he yielded and
laid the grenade gingerly away in the back of the closet.

* * * %

Afterwards he found he could talk to her more easily than ever before. He told her about the Atomic
Age, how they'd be driving around in an arplane with afud-tank no bigger than a peanut, how they'd
whisk to Europe and back on aglass of water. He even told her alittle about his crazy fears. Findly he
got philosophical.

“See, we dways thought everything was so solid. Money, automobiles, mines, dirt. We thought they
were s0 solid that we could handle them, hold on to them, do things with them. And now we find they're
just alot of little bits of deadly dectricity, whirling around at God knows what speed, by some miracle
frozen for amoment. But any time now—" He looked across at her and then reached for her. “ Except
you,” hesaid. “Therearen't any atlomsin you."

“Look,” he said, “there's enough energy inside you to blow up the world—well, maybe not insde you,
but insde any other person. Thiswhole city would go pouf!"

“Sopit.”
“Theonly problem s, how to touch it off. Do you know how cancer works?'
“Ohshut up.”

“The cdlsrunwild. They grow any way they want to. Now suppose your thoughts should run wild, en?
Suppose they'd decide to go to work on your body, on the atoms of your body."

“For God's sake."

“They'd start on your nervous system first, of course, because that's where they are. They'd begin to split
the atoms of your nervous system, make them, you know, radioactive. Then—"

“Frank!"



He glanced out of the window, noticed the light was il in Dr. Jacobson's office. He wasfedling
extraordinarily good, asif there were nothing he could not do. He felt an exciting rush of energy through
him. He turned and reached for Myna.

Myna screamed.

He grabbed at her.

“What's the matter?'

She pulled away and screamed again.

Hefollowed her. She huddled againgt thefar wall, ill screaming.
Thenhesaw it.

Of course, it wastoo dark in the room to see anything plainly. Flesh wasjust adim white smudge. But
thisthing beside Myna glowed greenishly. A blob of green about as high off thefloor ashishead. A green
gstak coming down from it part way. Fainter greenish filaments going off from it, especidly from near the
top and bottom of the stalk.

It was hisreflection in the mirror.

Then the pains began to come, horrible pains sweeping up and down his nerves, building afirein his
skulll.

Heran out of the bedroom. Mynafollowed him, saw him come out of the closet, bending, holding
something to his scomach. About seconds after he'd gotten through the hall door, the blast came.

Dr. Jacobson ran out of hisoffice. The corridor wasfilled with acrid fumes. He sasw awomanina
dressing gown trying to haul anaked man whose abdomen and legs were tattered and dripping red.
Together they carried him into the office and laid him down.

Dr. Jacobson recognized his patient.

“Hewent crazy,” the woman yelped at him. “He thought he was going to explode like an atom, and
something horrible happened to him, and he killed himsdf."

Dr. Jacobson, seeing the other was beyond help, started to calm her.
Then he heard it.

Histhick glasses, haf didodged during hisexertions, fell off. His red-rimmed naked eyes|ooked
purblind, terrified.

He could tell that she heard it too, although she didn't know its meaning. A sound like therattle of a
pygmy machine gun.

The Geiger-MUller counter wasticking like aclock gone mad.

IN THE X~RAY

“Do the dead come back?’ Dr. Bdlard repeated the question puzzdedly. “What's that got to do with
your ankle?'



“I didn't say that,” Nancy Sawyer answered sharply. “1 said: ‘| tried anice pack.” Y ou must have
misheard me."

“But...” Dr. Bdlard began. Then, “Of course | must have,” he said quickly. “Go on, Miss Sawyer."

Thegirl hestated. Her glance strayed to the large, gleaming window and the graying sky beyond. She
was a young woman with prominent eyes, anarrow chin, strong white teeth, reddish hair, and a beautiful,
doe-like figure which included legslong and dim—except for the ankle of the one outstretched
stockingless on the chair before her. That was encircled by ahard, white, somewhat irregular swelling.

Dr. Bdlard was aman of middle age and Size, with strong, soft-skinned hands. He looked intelligent and
as successful as his deekly-furnished office.

“Wadl, thereisn't much moretoit,” the girl said findly. “I tried theice pack but the swelling wouldn't go
down. So Marge made me call you."

“| see. Tell me, Miss Sawyer, hadn't your ankle bothered you before last night?

“No. | just woke up from anightmare, frightened because something had grabbed my foot, and | reached
down and touched my ankle—and there it was."

“Your ankledidn't fed or look any different the day before?’

“No."

“Y et when you woke up the swelling was there?"

“Judt asitisnow."

“Do you think you might have twisted your foot while you were adeep?’
“No."

“Andyou don't fed any paininit now?'

“No, except afeding of something hard clasped snugly around it and every oncein awhile squeezing a
bit tighter.”

“Ever do any degpwaking?'

“No."

“Any dlergies?'

“No."

“Can you think of anything e se—anything at al—that might have a bearing on thistrouble?’

Again Nancy looked out the window. “I have atwin sister,” she said after amoment, in adifferent voice.
“Or rather, | had. She died more than ayear ago.” Shelooked back quickly at Dr. Ballard. “But | don't
know why | should mention that,” she said hurriedly. “It couldn't possibly have any bearing on this. She
died of apoplexy.”

There was a pause.

“I suppose the X-ray will show what's the matter?” she continued.



The doctor nodded. “Well have it soon. Miss Snyder's getting it now."

Nancy started to get up, asked, “Isit dl right for me to move around?’ Dr. Ballard nodded. She went
over to thewindow, limping just alittle, and looked down.

“Y ou have aniceview, you can see hdf the city,” she said. “We havetheriver at our gpartment. | think
we're higher, though.”

“Thisisthetwentieth floor,” Dr. Bdlard said.

“Were twenty-three,” shetold him. “I like high buildings. It'salittle like being in an airplane. With the
river right under our window | canimagine I'm flying over water."

There was asoft knock at the door. Nancy looked around inquiringly. “The X-ray?” He shook his head.
He went to the door and opened it.

“It'syour friend Miss Hudson."

“Hi, Marge,” Nancy cdled. “Comeonin.”

* * * %

The stocky, sandy-haired girl hung in the doorway. “I'll stay out here,” she said. “1 thought we could go
home together though.”

“Darling, how nice of you. But I'll beabit longer, I'm afraid.”
“That'sdl right. How are you feding, Nancy?"

“Wonderful, dear. Especidly now that your doctor has taken a picture that'll show him what'sinsde this
bump of mine"

“Wadll, I'll be out here,” the other girl said and turned back into the waiting room. She passed awomanin
white who came in, shut the door, and handed the doctor alarge, brown envel ope.

Heturned to Nancy. “I'll look at this and be back right away."

“Dr. Myersison the phone,” the nurse told him as they started out. “Wants to know about tonight. Can
he come here and drive over with you?"

“How soon can he get here?’
“About haf an hour, he says."
“Tdl him thet will befine, Miss Snyder."

The door closed behind them. Nancy sat still for perhaps two minutes. Then she jerked, asif a atwinge
of pain. Shelooked at her ankle. Bending over, she clasped her hand around her good ankle and
sgueezed experimentally. She shuddered.

The door banged open. Dr. Bdlard hurried in and immediately began to reexamine the swelling, swiftly
exploring each detail of its outlineswith gentle fingers, at the sametimefiring questions.

“Areyou absolutely sure, Miss Sawyer, that you hadn't noticed anything of this swelling before last night?
Perhapsjust some dight change in shape or feding, or atendency to favor that ankle, or just a
disinclination to look at it? Cast your mind back."



Nancy hesitated uneasily, but when she spoke it waswith certainty. “No, I'm absolutely sure.”
He shook hishead. “Very well. And now, Miss Sawyer, that twin of yours. Was she identica ?*
Nancy looked a him. “Why are you interested in that? Doctor, what does the X-ray show?"

“I have avery good reason, which I'll explainto you later. I'll go into the details about the X-ray then,
t00. Y ou can set your mind at rest on one point, though, if it's been worrying you. Thisswelling isin no
sense mdignant.”

“Thank goodness, Doctor."
“But now about thetwin.”
“You redly want to know?'
“l do."

Nancy's manner and voice showed some signs of agitation. “Why, yes,” she sad, “wewereidentica.
People were dways mistaking us for each other. Welooked exactly dike, but underneath...” Her voice
trailed off. There was achange hard to define. Abruptly she continued, “Dr. Balard, I'd liketo tell you
about her, tell you thingsI've hardly told anyone else. Y ou know, it was she | was dreaming about last
night. Infact, | thought it was she who had grabbed mein my nightmare. What's the matter, Dr. Balard?'

* k *x %

It did seem that Dr. Ballard had changed color, though it was hard to tell in the failing light. What he said,
alittlejerkily, was. “Nothing, Miss Sawyer. Please go ahead.” He leaned forward alittle, resting his
elbows on the desk, and watched her.

“You know, Dr. Bdlard,” she began dowly, “most people think that twins are very affectionate. They
think stories of twins hating each other are invented by writerslooking for morbid plots.

“But in my case the morbid plot happened to be the smple truth. Beth tyrannized me, hated me, and ...
wasn't above expressing her hate in aphysica way.” She took adeep bregath.

“It started when we werelittle girls. Asfar back as| can remember, | was dwaysthe dave and she was
the migtress. And if | didn't carry out her ordersfaithfully, and sometimesif | did, therewas dwaysadap
or apinch. Not alittle-girl pinch. Beth had peculiarly strong fingers. | was very afraid of them.

“There's something terrible, Dr. Ballard, about the way one human being can intimidate another, crush
their will power, reduce to mush their ability to fight back. Y ou'd think the victim could escape so
eadly—Il ook, there are people dl around, teachers and friendsto confide in, your father and mother—but
it'sasif you were bound by invisble chains, your mouth shut by aninvisble gag. And it grows and grows,
like the horrors of aconcentration camp. A wholeinner world of pain and fright. And yet on the
surface—why, there seemsto be nothing at dl.

“For of course no one e se had the faintest idea what was going on between us. Everyone thought we
loved each other very much. Beth especially was dways being praised for her ‘sunny gaiety.” | was
supposed to be alittle “ subdued.” Oh, how she used to fuss and coo over me when there were people
around. Though even then there would be pinches on the dy—hard ones | never winced a. And more
than that, for..."

Nancy broke off. “But | really don't think | should be wasting your time with al these childhood gripes,
Dr. Bdlard. Especidly snce | know you have an engagement for thisevening.”



“That'sjust an informa dinner with afew old cronies. | havelots of time. Go right ahead. I'm interested.

* k% k %

Nancy paused, frowning alittle. “The funny thing is” she continued, “| never understood why Beth hated
me. It was asif shewere intensdly jealous. She was the successful one, the one who won the prizes and
played the leads in the school shows and got the nicest presents and all the boys. But somehow each
success made her worse. I've sometimes thought, Dr. Balard, that only cruel people can be successful,
that successisredly areward for cruelty ... to someone.”

Dr. Bdlard knit his brows, might have nodded.

“Theonly thing | ever read that helped explainit to me,” she went on, “was something in psychoanadysis.
Theideathat each of us hasan equa dose of love and hate, and that it's our business to baance them off,
to act in such away that both have expression and yet so that the hate is always under the control of the
love.

“But perhaps when the two people are very close together, asit iswith twins, the balancing works out
differently. Perhaps dl the softness and love beginsto gather in the one person and all the hardness and
hate in the other. And then the hate takes the lead, because it's an emotion of violence and power and
action—a concentrated emotion, not misty like love. And it kegps on and on, getting worse dl thetime,
until it's so strong you fed it will never stop, not even with degth.

“For it did keep on, Dr. Bdlard, and it did get worse.” Nancy looked at him closely. “Oh, | know that
what I've been telling you isn't supposed to be so unusua among children. ‘Little barbarians,” people say,
quite confident that they'll outgrow it. Quite convinced that wrist-twigting and pinching are things that will
automaticaly stop when children begin to grow up.”

Nancy smiled thinly at him. “Well, they don't stop, Dr. Balard. Y ou know, it'svery hard for most people
to associate actual cruelty with an adolescent girl, maybe because of the way girls have been glorified in
advertisng. Yet | could write you a pretty chapter on just that topic. Of course alot of it that happened in
my case was what you'd call menta cruelty. | was shy and Beth had a hundred ways of embarrassing me.
And if aboy becameinterested in me, shed dways take him away."

“I'd hardly have thought she'd have been ableto,” remarked Dr. Ballard.

“Y ou think I'm good-looking? But I'm only good-looking in an odd way, and in any case it never seemed
to count then. It'strue, though, that twice there were boys who wouldn't respond to her invitations. Then
both times she played atrick that only she could, because we wereidentica twins. She would pretend to
be me—she could aways imitate my manner and voice, even my reactions, precisaly, though | couldn't
possibly have imitated her—and then she would ... do something that would make the boy drop me
cold.”

“Do something?'

Nancy looked down. “ Oh, insult the boy crudly, pretending to be me. Or else make some foul, boastful
confession, pretending it was mine. If you knew how those boys loathed me afterwards. ...

“But as| sad, it wasn't only menta crudlty or indecent tricks. | remember nightswhen 1'd done
something to displease her and I'd gone to bed before her and sheld come in and I'd pretend to be adeep
and after awhile sheld say—oh, | know, Dr. Ballard, it sounds like something asilly little girl would say,
but it didn't sound like that then, with my head under the sheet, pressed into the pillow, and her footsteps
moving dowly around the bed—shed say: ‘I'm thinking of how to punish you.” And then theréd bea
long wait, while | till pretended to be adleep, and then the touch ... oh, Dr. Ballard, her hands! | was so



afraid of her hands! But ... what it is, Dr. Balard?'
“Nothing. Goon."

“There's nothing much moreto say. Except that Beth's cruelty and my fear went on until ayear ago, when
she died suddenly—I suppose you'd say tragically—of ablood clot on the brain. I've often wondered
since then whether her hatred of me, so long and cleverly concedled, mightn't have had something to do
with it. Apoplexy'swhat haters die of, isn't it, doctor?"

* * * %

“I remember leaning over her bed the day shedied, lying there paralyzed, with her beautiful face white
and giff asafish'sand one eye bigger than the other. | felt pity for her (you realize, doctor, don't you,
that | dwaysloved her?) but just then her hand flopped alittle way across the blanket and touched mine,
athough they said she was completely paralyzed, and her big eye twitched around alittle until it was
looking dmost at me and her lipsmoved and | thought | heard her say: ‘I'll come back and punish you for
this’ and then | fdt her fingersmoving, just alittle, on my skin, asif they weretrying to close on my wrigt,
and | jerked back with acry.

“Mother was very angry with mefor that. Shethought | wasjust alittle selfish, thoughtless girl, afraid of
death and unable to repress my fear even for my dying sster's sake. Of course | could never tell her the
real reason. I've never redlly told that to anyone, except you. And now that I'vetold you | hardly know
why I've doneit.”

She amiled nervoudy, quite unhumoroudy.
“Waan't there something about adream you had last night?’ Dr. Ballard asked softly.

“Ohyed” The listlessness snapped out of her. “1 dreamed | waswalking in an old graveyard with gnarly
grey trees, and overhead the sky was grey and low and threatening, and everything wasweird and
dreadful. But somehow | was very happy. But then | felt afaint movement under my feet and | looked
down at the grave | was passing and | saw the earth falling away into it. Just alittle cone-shaped pit at
firgt, with the dark sandy earth diding down its Sdes, and asmall black hole at the bottom. | knew | must
run away quickly, but I couldn't move an inch. Then the pit grew larger and the earth tumbled down its
sdesin chunks and the black hole grew. And still | was rooted there. | looked &t the gravestone beyond
and it said ‘ Elizabeth Sawyer, 1926-48." Then out of the hole came ahand and arm, only there were just
shreds of dark flesh clinging to the bone, and it began to fed around with an awful, snatching swiftness.
Then suddenly the earth heaved and opened, and afigure came swiftly hitching itself up out of the hole,
And dthough the flesh was green and shrunken and eaten and the eyesjust holes, | recognized
Beth—there was till the beautiful reddish hair. And then the ragged hand touched my ankle and instantly
closed on it and the other hand came groping upward, higher, higher, and | screamed ... and then | woke
up.”

* * * %

Nancy was leaning forward, her eyesfixed on the doctor. Suddenly her hair seemed to bush out, just a
trifle. Perhapsit had ‘stood onend.” At any rate, she said, “Dr. Bdlard, I'm frightened.”

“I'm sorry if I've made you distress yoursdlf,” he said. The words were more reassuring than the tone of
voice. He suddenly took her hand in hisand for afew momentsthey sat there silently. Then she smiled
and moved alittle and said, “It's gone now. I've been very silly. | don't know why | told you dl | did
about Beth. It couldn't help you with my ankle."

“No, of coursenot,” he said after amoment.



“Why did you ask if shewasidentica?”

He leaned back. Hisvoice became brisker again. “I'll tell you about that right now—and about what the
X-ray shows. | think there's a connection. Asyou probably know, Miss Sawyer, identical twins ook so
nearly alike because they come from the same gene cell. Before it startsto develop, it splitsin two.
Instead of oneindividual, two develop. That was what happened in the case of you and your siter.” He
paused. “But,” he continued, “ sometimes, especidly if thereé's astrong tendency to twin birthsin the
family, the splitting doesn't stop there. One of the two cells splits again. The result—triplets. | believe that
a so happened in your case.”

Nancy looked at him puzzledly. “But, then what happened to the third child?!

“Thethird agter,” heamplified. “There can't beidentical boy-and-girl twinsor triplets, you know, snce
sex isdetermined in the original gene cell. There, Miss Sawyer, we come to my second point. Not all
twins develop and are actualy born. Some start to develop and then stop.”

“What happensto them?'

“Sometimeswhat thereis of them isengulfed in the child that does develop completey—Ilittle fragments
of abody, hits of thisand that, al buried in the flesh of the child that isactualy born. | think that
happened in your case."

Nancy looked at him oddly. “Y ou mean | havein me bits of another twin sster, atriplet sister, who didn't
develop?'

“Exactly."

“And that dl thisis connected with my ankle?"
“yYes"

“But then how—7?"

“ Sometimes nothing happensto the engulfed fragments. But sometimes, perhaps many years later, they
begin to grow—in anaturd way rather than malignantly. There are well-authenticated cases of this
happening—as recently as 1890 a Mexican boy in thisway ‘gave birth’ to his own twin brother,
completely devel oped though of course dead. There's nothing nearly as extensive asthat in your case, but
I'm sure thereis apocket of engulfed materias around your ankle and that it recently started to grow, so
gradualy that you didn't notice it until the growth became so extensve asto beirritating.”

Nancy eyed him closdly. “What sort of materias? | mean the engulfed fragments.”

* * * %

He hesitated. “I'm not quite sure,” he said. “ The X-ray was ... oh, such things are apt to be odd, though
harmless stuff—teeth, hair, nails, you never cantell. Well know better later."

“Could | seethe X-ray?'

He heditated again. “I'm afraid it couldn't mean anything to you. Just alot of shadows."
“Could there be ... other pockets of fragments?'

“It'snot likey. And if there are, it'simprobable they'll ever bother you.”

There was a pause.



Nancy sad, “I dont likeit."
“I don't likeit,” she repeated. “It's asif Beth had come back. Insde me."

“The fragments have no connection with your dead sister,” Dr. Balard assured her. “They're not part of
Beth, but of athird sgter, if you can cdl such fragmentsa person.”

“But those fragments only began to grow after Beth died. Asif Beth'ssoul ... and wasit my origina cdll
that split a second time?—or wasit Beth's?>—so that it was the fragments of half her cell that | absorbed,
sothat...” She stopped. “I'm afraid I'm being slly again.”

Helooked at her for awhile, then, with the air of someone snapping to attention, quickly nodded.
“But doctor,” she said, also like someone snatching at practicdity, “what's to happen now?"

“Wdl,” hereplied, “in order to get rid of this disfigurement to your ankle, areatively minor operation will
be necessary. Y ou see, this sort of foreign body can't be reduced in size by heat or X-ray or injections.
Surgery is needed, though probably only under loca anaesthetic. Could you arrange to enter ahospital
tomorrow? Then | could operate the next morning. Y ou'd have to stay about four days.”

She thought for amoment, then said, “Yes, | think | could manage that.” Shelooked distastefully at her
ankle. “Infact, I'd liketo do it as soon as possible.”

“Good. Well ask Miss Snyder to arrange things.”
When the nurse entered, she said, “Dr. Myersisoutside.”

“Tel him I'll beright dong,” Dr. Balard said. “And then I'd like you to call Central Hospitdl. Miss
Sawyer will take the reservation we got for Mrs. Phipps and were about to cancel.” And they discussed
detailswhile Nancy pulled on stocking and shoe.

Nancy said goodbye and started for the waiting room, favoring her bad leg. Dr. Balard watched her.
The nurse opened the door. Beyond, Nancy's friend got up with asmile. There was now, besides her, a
dark, oldish man in the waiting room.

Asthe nurse was about to close the door, Dr. Bdlard said, “Miss Sawyer."
Sheturned. “Yes?'

“If your ankle should start to trouble you tonight—or anything ese—please cdl me.”
“Thank you, doctor, | will."

Dr. Bdlard nodded. Then he called to hisfriend, “Be right with you.” The dark, oldish man flapped an
amat him.

The door closed. Dr. Ballard went to his desk, took the X-ray photograph out of its brown envelope,
switched on the light, and studied the photograph increduloudly.

He put it back inits envelope and on the desk. He got his hat and overcoat from the closet. He turned
out the light. Then suddenly he went back and got the envelope, stuffed it in his pocket, and went out.

* * * %

The dinner with Dr. Myers and three other professiond friends proved if anything more enjoyable than
Dr. Bdlard had anticipated. It led to relaxation, gossip, aleisurely evening stroll, adrink together, afew



find yarns. At one point Dr. Ballard felt afleeting impulse to get the X-ray out of his overcoat pocket and
show it to them and tell hislittle yarn about it, but something made him hesitate, and he forgot the idea.
Hefdt very easy in hismind as he drove home about midnight. He even hummed alittle. This mood was
not disturbed until he saw the face of Miss Willis, hisresident secretary.

“What isit?’ he asked crigoly.

“Miss Nancy Sawyer. She...” For once the imperturbable, greying blonde seemed to have difficulty
gpesking.

-
“She cdled up first a@out an hour and ahdf ago.”

“Her ankle had begun to pain her?’

“She didn't say anything about her ankle. She said she was getting a sore throat.”
“What!"

“It seemed unimportant to me, too, though of course | told her I'd inform you when you got in. But she
seemed rather frightened, kept complaining of thistightness shefdt in her throat..."

“Yes?Yes?'

“So | agreed to get in touch with you immediately. She hung up. | caled the restaurant, but you'd just | ft.
Then | cdled Dr. Myers home, but didn't get any answer. | told the operator to keep trying.

“About ahaf hour ago Miss Sawyer'sfriend, aMarge Hudson, caled. She said Miss Sawyer had gone
to bed and was apparently adeep, but she didn't like the way she wastossing around, asif she were
having a particularly bad dream, and especially she didn't like the noises she was making in her throat, as
if shewere having difficulty bresthing. She said she had looked closdly at Miss Sawyer'sthroat as shelay
degping, and it seemed swallen. | told her | was making every effort to get in touch with you and we left
it a that."

“Thet wasnt al?'

“No.” MissWillis agitation returned. “ Just two minutes before you arrived, the phonerang again. At first
the line seemed to be dead. | was about to hang up. Then | began to hear aclicking, gargling sound. Low
at firgt, but then it grew louder. Then suddenly it broke free and whooped out in what | think was Miss
Sawyer'svoice. Therewere only two words, | think, but | couldn't catch them because they were so
loud they stopped the phone. After that, nothing, athough | listened and listened and kept saying ‘ hello’
over and over. But, Dr. Bdlard, that gargling sound! It was asif | were listening to someone being
drangled, very dowly, very, very..."

Dr. Bdlard had grabbed his surgica bag and was racing for his car. He drove rather well for a doctor
and, tonight, very fast. He was about three blocks from the river when he heard asiren, ahead of him.

* * * %

Nancy Sawyer's apartment hotel was at the end of a short street terminated by a high concrete curb and
metd fence and, directly below, theriver. Now there was afire engine drawn up to the fence and playing
asearchlight down over the edge through thefaintly misty air. Dr. Balard could see acouple of figuresin
shiny black coats beside the searchlight. As he jumped out of his car he could hear shouts and what
sounded like the motor of alaunch. He hesitated for amoment, then ran into the hotel.



The lobby was empty. There was no one behind the counter. He ran to the open elevator. It was an
automatic. He punched the twenty-three button.

On that floor there was one open door in the short corridor. Marge Hudson met him insdeit.

“Shejumped?!
Thegirl nodded. “They're hunting for her body. I've been watching. Come on.”

Sheled him to adark bedroom. There was a studio couch, its covers disordered, and beside it a phone.
River air was pouring in through alarge, hinged window, open wide. They went to it and looked down.
The circling launch looked like atoy boat. Its searchlight and that from the fire engine roved acrossthe
dark water. Shouts and chugging came up faintly.

“How did it happen?’ he asked the girl a the window.
“| waswatching her as shelay in bed,” Marge Hudson answered without |ooking around.

“ About twenty minutes after | called your home, she seemed to be getting worse. She had more trouble
breathing. | tried to wake her, but couldn't. | went to the kitchen to make an ice pack. It took longer than
I'd thought. | heard anoisethat at first | didn't connect with Nancy. Then | redlized that she was
grangling. | rushed back. Just then she screamed out horribly. | heard something fall—I think it wasthe
phone—and footsteps and the window opening. When | camein she was standing on the sill in her
nightdress, clawing at her throat. Before | could get to her, she jumped.”

“Earlier in the evening shed complained of a sore throat?"

“Yes. Shesad, jokingly, that the trouble with her ankle must be spreading to her throat. After she called
your home and couldn't get you, she took some aspirin and went to bed."

Dr. Bdlard switched on the lamp by the bed. He pulled the brown envelope from his coat pocket, took
out the X-ray and held it up againgt the light.

“You say she screamed at theend,” he said in anot very steady voice. “Were there any definite words?”

Thegirl a thewindow hesitated. “I'm not sure,” she said dowly. “They were suddenly choked off,
exactly asif ahand had tightened around her throat. But | think there were two words. ‘Hand’ and
‘ Bah.i ”

Dr. Bdlard's gaze flickered toward the mocking face in the photograph on the chest of drawers, then
back to the ghostly black and whites of the onein his hands. His arms were shaking.

“They haven't found her yet,” Marge said, il looking down at theriver and the circling launch.

Dr. Bdlard was staring increduloudly at the X-ray, asif by staring he could make what he saw go away.
But that wasimpossible. It was a perfectly defined and unambiguous exposure.

There, in the X-ray's black and greys, he could see the bones of Nancy Sawyer's ankle and, tightly
clenched around them, deep under the skin and flesh, the dender bones of a human hand.

SPIDER MANSION

A tremendous splash of lightning gave us our first glimpse of the pillared front of the Old Orne House—a
pae Colonid mask framed by wildly whipping leaves. Then, even before the lightning faded, it was
blotted out by a solid sheet of muddy water doshing up against the windshield.



“But | ill don't like midgets,” Helen said for the third time, “ and besides—" Close thunder, like thick
metd ripping drowned out the rest.

“It's gotten beyond aquestion of your or my persond tastein heights,” | argued, squinting for asight of
the road between mud splashes. “ Sure Macolm Orne's amidget, but you don't know how dippery the
road is ahead or how deep those Jersey sdlt marshes are on either side of it. And no garages or even
houses for miles. Too risky, in thisstorm. Anyway, we figured dl dong we might vist him on theway.
That's why we took thisroad.”

“Yes, thislonely, god-forsaken road.” Helen's voice was as strained and uneasy as her face, pdlidly
reveded by another lightning flash. “Oh, | know it'ssilly of me, but | till fed that—"

Again cracking thunder blanketed her words. Our coupe was progressing by heaves, asif through a
gelatinous sea. | spotted the high white posts alittle ahead, and swung out for the turn-in.

“Still redlly want to go on?’ | asked.

Maybe it wasthe third blast of thunder, loudest of thelot, that decided her against further argument. She
gavemea“Youwin” look, and even grinned alittle, being amuch better sport that | probably deserved
for awife.

The coupe dithered between the posts, lurched around squishily on asharp dippery rise, madeit onthe
last gasp, and lunged toward the house through aflail of lasting, untrimmed branches.

Thewindowsin front were dark and those to the right were tightly shuttered, but light flickered faintly
through the antique white fanlight above the six-paneled Colonia door. Helen hugged my arm tight aswe
ducked through the drenching rain up onto the huge porch, with itstwo-gtory pillars. | reached for the
knocker.

Judt at that moment there came one of those brief hushesin the sorm. The lightning held off, and the wind
stopped. | felt Helen jump at the ugly rustling, scraping sound of abranch which, released from thewind's
pressure, brushed againgt apillar asit swung back into place. | remembered noting that the paint was
half-peded away from the pillar.

Then things happened fast. Groping for the knocker, | felt the door give inward. There was a deafening
blast frominside the house. A ragged semi-circle of wood disappeared from the jamb about afoot from
the ground. Splintersflew from apoint in the floor eight inches from my shoe. The door continued to
swing dowly open from thefirst push | had given it, reveding aNegro with grizzled hair and fear-wide
eyes, clad in the threadbare black of an out-dated servant's costume. Despite his dlouching posture he
gl topped sx feet. Smoke wreathed from the muzzle of the shotgun held loosdly in his huge pink-pamed
hands.

“Oh, Lordy,” he breathed in quaking tones. “Dat rustlin’ soun’'—I t'ought it was—"

Something, then, checked my angry retort and the lunge | was about to make forward for the wegpon. It
was the gppearance of another face—a white man's—over the Negro's shoulder. A saturnine face with
aristocratic features and bulging forehead. Judging from the way he towered over the gigantic Negro, the
second man could hardly be more than afew inches short of seven feet. But that wasn't what froze me
dead in my tracks. It wasthat the face was unmistakably that of Macolm Orne, the midget.

The Negro was grasped and swung aside asif he were apiece of furniture. The gun waslifted from his
nervelessfingersasif it were achild'stoy. Then the giant bowed low and said, “ A thousand pardons!
Welcome to Orne House!"



Helen's scream, long delayed, turned to hysterica laughter. Then the storm, recommencing with
redoubled fury, shattered the hush and sent us hurrying into the hall.

The giant'steeth flashed in asmile. “One moment, please,” he murmured to us, then turned and seized the
cowering Negro by the dack of the coat, dapped hisface twice, hard.

“Y ou are never to touch that gun, Buford!” Again the Negro's head was buffeted by asolid blow. “You
amog killed my guests. They would be well within their rightsif they demanded your arrest.”

But what caught my attention was the fact that the Negro hardly seemed to notice elther the words or the
ginging blows. Hiseyeswerefixed in apeculiarly terrified way on the open door, seemingly staring & a
point about afoot from the floor. Only when a back-draft dammed it shut, did he begin to grovel and
whine

Thegiant cut him short with acurt, “ Send Milly to show my gueststheir room. Then stay in the kitchen.”
The Negro hurriedly shambled off without a backward glance.

The giant turned to us again. He looked very much in place in this darkly wainscoted hall. On thewall
behind him were a pair of crossed sabers of Civil War vintage.

“Ah, Mrs. Egan, | am glad to see that you are taking this deplorable affair so calmly.” Hissmileflashed at
Helen. “And | am delighted to make your acquaintance, though just now you have every reason to be
angry with me.” Hetook her hand with a courtly gesture. Hisface grew grave. “ Almost—ahideous
accident occurred. | can explain, though not excuse it. Poor Buford livesin abnormal terror of alarge
madtiff | kegp chained outsde—an anima quite harmlessto mysdf or my guests, | hastento add. A little
while ago it broke loose. Evidently Buford thought it was attempting to forceitsway in. Hisfear is
irrationa and without bounds—though otherwise he is a perfect servant. | only hope you will let my

hospitality serve as an gpology.”
Heturned to me. “Y our wifeischarming,” hesaid. “Y ou're avery lucky man, Tom."

Then he seemed to become aware of my dumbfounded ook, and the way my gaze was stupidly traveling
up and down his tremendous though well-proportioned form. A note of secret amusement was added to
hisamile

Heen broke the silence with alittle laugh, puzzled but not unpleased.
“But, excuse me, who areyou? ” she asked.

The wavering candlelight made queer highlights, emphasizing the massive forehead and the saturnine
features.

“Macolm Orne, Madam!” he answered with alittle bow.

“But | thought,” said Helen, “that Macolm Ornewas...” Aninvoluntary expression of disgust crossed her
face.

“A midget?’ Hisvoicewasslky. “Ah, yes. | can understand your distaste.” Then heturned dowly
toward me. “I know what's bothering you, Tom,” he said. “Butthat isalong and very strange story,
which can best wait until after dinner. Milly will take you up to your room. Y our luggage will be brought
up. Dinner in about three-quarters of an hour? Good!"

Animpassive-faced Negress had appeared silently from the back of the hall, bearing in her ebony hands
abranched candlestick. There were adozen questions hammering a my brain, but instead of asking them



| found myself following the Negress up the curving stairs, Helen a my side, watching the fantastic
shadows cast by the candles.

* * * %

As soon as we were alone, Helen bombarded me with a dozen incredul ous questions of her own. | did
my best to convince her that the giant downgtairs was redly Macolm Orne—there was the birthmark
below hisleft ear and curious thin scar on his forehead to back up the rest of the evidence—and that
Malcolm Orne had been, when | last saw him, amidget who missed four feet by severa inches.

| wasn't very successful and no wonder, since | could hardly believe it myself. Helen seemed to think |
was mixing him up with someonedse.

“Y ou mentioned abrother—"' she said.

| shook my head doggedly. “No possibility there,” | told her. “Malcolm Orne did have an eder brother,
but he died ayear ago.”

“Andyou'resureit'sonly ayear and ahaf sinceyou last saw Macolm?’ she persisted. “What was the
brother like?"

“He was short, though no midget. About five feet. So don't go getting any wild theories of murder and
impersonation. Marvin Orne was hisname. A doctor. Made quite areputation in New Y ork, then came
down hereto start a country clinic in connection with research he was doing. Some of hiswork was
supposed to be very important. Embryology. Cellular development. Hormones. Obscure vitamin factors.
Growth processes.”

There | stopped, suddenly redlizing the implications of what | was saying. It was farfetched, of course,
but—

“Go on, dear!” Helen prodded. “Y ou've thought of something! Don't keep mein suspense.” Shelooked
interested and eager now, her uneasiness completely departed.

“I know it sounds awfully pseudo-scientific,” | began cautioudy, “but | supposeit's bardly possible that,
before his death, Marvin Orne discovered some serum or extract or whatever you cal it, something to
gtimulate growth, and used it on—"

“Wonderful!” Helen interrupted, catching my idea. “ That'sthe first sensble thing you've said tonight. |
could believethat."

“It'sonly awild theory,” | hedged quickly. “Thekind | warned you againgt. Better wait. Remember he
hinted held tell us about it after dinner.”

“Oh, but what awonderful theory!” Helen cut in. “ Just think what it would mean to aman to be changed
from apygmy into agiant dmost overnight. The psychological implications—why, it opensup al sorts of
vigas. He seemsto be avery charming man, you know."

The last remark had atrace of impishnessiniit. | nodded though | didn't quite agree.

When we went down to dinner, she was gtill flushed with excitement, and | redlized for the thousandth
time what athoroughly charming woman | had married. Asif in response to a chalenge emanating from
the high courtly hals and rich though dusty woodwork, she wore her forma black evening gown with
slver trimmings. And of course she had wheedled meinto putting on a somewhet travel-crumpled dinner
jacket.



There was no onein the hal, so we waited at the bottom of the stairs. The storm had died away and it
was very quiet. | tried the high double doors to what was surely the living room, but they were stuck or
locked. A faint but sharply nauseous stench rose to my nogtrils. | noticed that Helen wrinkled her nose,
and | took the opportunity to whisper, “ There are some drawbacks, it seemsto ancient grandevur.
Ancient plumbing, for one."

Then we became aware of the Negro Buford standing unessily at the very far end of the hall. Assoon as
he saw that we were looking at him, he bowed and motioned to us, then quickly turned and went out.
Wefollowed after. There was something very ridiculous about hislong-distance courtesy. “| suppose
he's embarrassed because of what happened, and afraid we're fill going to have him arrested,” Helen
speculated lightly. “ The poor superdtitious savage.”

“Just the same, it was anarrow squeek,” | reminded her. “But if Macolm keeps the firearms safely
locked up heregfter, I'll forgivethevillan.”

The dining room, where antique cut glass chanddiers glittered softly with candle-light, held another
urprise.

“Tom ... and Mrs. Egan,” said our hogt, “1 wish to present my wife, Cynthia.”

Shewasliteradly one of the most lavishly beautiful women | have ever seen. Redlly creamy skin. Masses
of warmly golden hair. A Classic face, but with the Classic angularity dluringly softened and the Classc
strength missing. The strapless evening gown of red velvet emphasized anarrow wais, arichly molded
bosom and perfectly rounded, amost plump shoulders. Lavish wasthe only word for her. Morelike one
of Titian's or Renoir's models than amodern or a Greek. She was Venusto Helen'sdim Diana. There
was agleam of old gold from her hands and the pendant a her neck. Like a picture on exhibition.

She seemed asingularly reserved woman for one so gorgeous, acknowledging the introduction with a
smileand alittle nod. Helen too for some reason did not bregk into the lively if artificia feminine chatter
one expects at dinner parties, and the meal began in silence, with Buford pouring the white wine and
sarving the seafood in crystal hemispheres set in sllver. The seafood was not iced, however, and asthe
meal progressed other deficiencies became apparent. The grizzled Negro avoided looking at Helen or
myself, as he moved softly around the table.

While the seafood was being replaced by a thick meaty soup, Macolm Orne leaned back sipping his
wine, and said to me, “Quite asurpriseto find that | was married? Well, there was atime when we too
would have found it surprising, eh, dear?’ Thelast remark was directed at hiswife. She smiled and
nodded quickly. | thought her throat moved asif she swalowed hard. His gaze lingered on her, hisown
smile becoming more expansive. “Y et things have away of changing, or being changed, eh dear? But
that's part of the mystery which must wait until coffee.”

From then on conversation picked up, though one peculiar festure of it soon became obvious. Cynthia
Ornedid not joinin at al, except for the most voiceless of polite murmurings—more gesture than word.
Moreover, Macolm Orne deliberately answered any questions directed at her. He did it with acasud
cleverness, but it was none the less apparent. For awhile what was dmost averbal due devel oped
between Helen and him, she directing one remark after another at our hostess, he deftly or bluntly
interposing. Helen was responding with mounting excitement to the atmaosphere of mystery and tension.

After the soup the culinary pretensions of Buford and Milly rapidly collapsed. Therefollowed a peppery
stew, float—with fat, which sought to make up in quantity what it lacked in qudity. It made a
disagreeable contrast with the thick silver service and rich damask. And then | began to notice the other
fase notes; the great blotches of damp on the celling, the peeling wall-paper, the thumb-marks on the



crysta, the not-quite-eradicated stains on the thick, hand-embroidered linen.

With the stew was served—inappropriately enough—a sugary port wine. Helen and |, our appetites
satisfied, toyed with the meat. Cynthia Orne hardly touched athing; sheld grow thin soon enough on this
diet, | thought. But Malcolm ate enormoudly, voracioudy, knife and fork moving with a perfectly correct
yet machindike rapidity.

Gradudly | found mysdlf loathing the man. | think his attitude toward hiswife was chiefly responsible, at
first. He so obvioudy gloated in possessing her and dominating her, so that she dared not spesk aword
for hersdlf. He was showing her off, drinking in our admiration. And he gloated in his mystification of us,
too; hisvelled referencesto coming revelaions, his unwillingnessto discuss even the lesser mystery of
Buford and the magtiff. Oh, | was il devilishly curiousto know the explanation of the baffling
phenomenon with which we were faced—a phenomenon which had changed amidget into a giant—but
my curiosity wasdulled, and | felt that the solution would somehow be sickening. Again and again|
sudied hisface, racking my memory for the exact appearance of Ma colm Orne the midget, comparing,
contrasting. Even the head seemed larger, the forehead more swollen, though these features had been
characteristic of the midget too. | tried hard to pretend that thiswas adifferent man—and | failed. The
identity was too apparent. | went over in my mind the manner of Macolm Orne the midget. Sardonic he
had been, | recdled, and at times overly in love with hisown cleverness.

A not very pleasant or kindly person. One expects such behavior in an individua seeking to compensate
for marked physical deficiencies. Macolm Orne the giant retained dl these qualities, but there was added
to them supreme salf-satisfaction along with awanton ddlight in exercising power. His sense of inferiority

, which had been the balance whedl in his nature, was now gone, and the result was not very nice. And
beyond dl this| sensed something €l se—some unguessed, amost inhuman power or some equaly
unguessed, equaly inhuman striving. Unwholesome force emanated from him. | recdled Helen'swords:
“...changed from apygmy into agiant amost overnight. The psychological implications... why it opensus
al sort of vistas.” | did not like the look of those vidas.

Buford splashed stew, agreat puddle of it, on the tablecloth. | looked at him. His face was muddy with
fear. It was the sound from outside that was affecting him—an excited growling and yapping, growing
louder every moment. Macolm Orne, frowning, half rose. | expected him to strike Buford, but he did
not. He was listening too.

“Sounds asif your mastiff's caught something,” | remarked. Macolm Orne impatiently motioned meto be
glent.

Suddenly the sound changed in character, became awail of terror, one vast horrid squed that rose and
fell without ever ceasing, like asiren. Moving with startling rgpidity for so tal aman, Macolm Orne
darted toward the door. | rose to follow. He turned and rapped out a peremptory command, “ None of
you areto leave thisroom until | return.” Then, seeing my angry look, he added with obvious effort, “If
you please, Tom. | can best handlethisadone.” The door dammed behind him.

Thewailing decreased in volume, though becoming more pitifully agonized. With ashrug | sat down. The
Negress Milly had come in from the kitchen, and she and Buford were clinging together in abject terror,
though heif anything seemed the more frightened.

“Caught another dog, | suppose—" ventured Helen. Her voice trailed off.

“Very likely,” | replied. But | wasthinking that if there were a second dog involved he had avery smilar
voice.

“Wadl, I'm sure your husband knows just how to handle him, Mrs. Orne,” Helen remarked with an



attempt at reassurance.

Mrs. Ornedid not reply. | looked at her more closely. Her lips were moving wordlesdy, as though she
were seeking to reply and unable to. Beads of sweat stood out on her white forehead, and trickled from
theline of her golden hair. Her whole body was trembling, so dightly that you hardly noticed it at first, but
continuoudy. Gradually it was bornein on methat thiswas no mere anxiety for her husband. Shewasin
the grip of ultimate panic.

Thewailing sank to a coughing moan, then mercifully ceased. And now we heard the voice of Macolm
Orne, in sharp accents of command.

Again Mrs. Orne seemed to be attempting unsuccessfully to speak. Her eyeswere fixed on Helen's
beseechingly. Then, with rapid nervous movements, she spread out her tiny handkerchief on the
tablecloth and began to write something on it in lipstick with shaking hand. We watched her, fascinated.
There came the sound of damming doors, and then, during one moment of gtillness, arustling, so very
faint that | could hardly be sure| had heard, yet it wrung from Buford a pitiful groan of horror. | recaled
the first words we had heard him speak, “ Dat rustlin’ soun—" Hardly anoise that one would associate
with amadtiff.

Another door dammed. There were footstepsin the hall. In frantic haste, Mrs. Orne wadded up the
handkerchief and held it out to Helen, who quickly tucked it in the bosom of her dress. Then the door
opened, and Ma colm Orne stood regarding us. His shoes and trouser legs were muddied.

“A dangerous beast—to outsders,” heremarked, breathing alittle heavily. “ A stray hound wandered in,
and hetoreit to ribbons before | could interfere.” Helooked around asif challenging usto say that what
we had heard hadn't sounded like adog-fight.

“| shouldn't think you'd want to have such a brute around,” said Helen rapidly.

He seemed about to reply when his gaze lighted on Buford and Milly. “What do you mean coming in
here?” he snarled at the Negress. “Get out! Buford, we will take coffee now."

His urbane manner returned when he had settled himself again at the table. “ Sorry | can't offer you coffee
intheliving room. But I've shut it up. It'sagreat barn of aplace two stories high, very hard to hest.
Besides, before his desth, my brother had begun to use it asasort of |aboratory, for his experiments.”
Again the gloating, secretive smile,

Night-black coffee, in fragile eggshell china, was something | welcomed. Ma colm Orne drained his cup,
refilled it and began abruptly to speak.

“I'm hardly theright oneto tell this story, Since I'm no scientist. But I'm the only onewho knowsit al. So
bear with meif | fumble for words.” His manner belied what he said. He was obvioudy supremely
sdf-confident, savoring the dramatic qudity of hisintroduction. “Well, you may have heard something of
my brother'swork on growth processes. His early investigating created quite atir. But first | should try
to explain something.

“Growth, as| understand it, is not a process that has any absolutely fixed stopping point. It may stop
early in theteens, or continue on well into the twenties. It may seem to stop, and then start again.
Moreover, there are well authenticated cases of growth during middle age. Though usualy in such cases
the growth is of an unbaanced or localized sort, asin acromegaly, where the bones of the hands or jaw
become abnormally enlarged. Factors of heredity, diet, and climate are dl of importance. Scientists today
are of course able to exert some control over growth by influencing glandular secretions. If they knew
enough, their control would become complete. They would know how to start growth when it had



seemed to stop forever.

“Perhaps my being amidget turned my brother's mind to this problem. But once he had begun, he
pursued it with asingle-mindedness that crowded out all other interests. Not that he had anarrow range
of thought—he was a geniusl—but he saw in every phenomenon some aspect of the process of growth.
His country clinic here was a part of it—he made extensve satistica studies of the Szes and growth rates
of country and city people.

“Growth Factor One—that was what he called the thing he was |ooking for. The hormone or sub-vitamin
that influenced dl others. The ultimate physiologica catalyst. The master-switch to turn on or shut off the
whole process of growth."”

Helen and | were leaning forward now, hanging on hiswords. He waited for amoment, relishing the
suspense, then said lazily, “Wdll, that's about dl thereisto the story. Except that eventualy hefound it.
Found Growth Factor One.” Herolled the words on histongue.

“What wasit, you ask? That's something I'd like to know too, now. But I'm no scienti<t. It was...
something that wasinjected. That much | know, since after the preliminary experiments on animals and
insects, | indsted on being hisfirst human subject. Y ou can readily guesswhy.”

Hisgloating smile and hisair of utter superiority were fast becoming insufferable, but you just had to
ligen.

“Yes,” herepested. “| think you can dl readily imagine why amidget should want to grow. No one loves
amidget, eh dear?’ Hiswords caressed hiswife crudly, like awhip dragged dowly across the naked
skin. “And amidget lovesno one. Or at least that midget didn't.”

He seemed then to becomelogt in reverie, but | felt sure he was only taking timeto let hiswordssink in,
and to absorb our unwilling interest. Helen gripped my hand under thetable and | could fedl her shivering.

Then, staring past us, he continued in alow dreamy voice, “ An interesting thing, the way this Growth
Factor One works. It doesn't merely increase the size of and number of body cells aready existing. After
the fashion of true growth, it develops newkinds of cells. | have, for example, in my brain, neurons of a
sort that probably have never existed before. Very likely they have—new powers. The same holds for
muscular cells. | could demonstrate. But it would be rather melodramatic, wouldn't it, if | crumpled this
coffee urn in one hand? Incidentally, the growth process would work in the same way with animals. By
careful use of Growth Factor One you might make an animd, asintelligent, dmost, asaman.”

He broke off and looked around at us, patronizingly. “Well, now you've heard it. A year ago my brother
died. Hiswork was turned over to agroup of distinguished scientists. But his notes were inadequate and
very confusing. | don't think they'll ever be ableto learn much from them. | remain the sole product of his
labors. The other creatures he experimented with were al destroyed.”

Helen gave alittle squed of fright and jerked away from the table. A tiny black spider was scuttling
among the slverware. Ma colm Orne camly reached out the gravy ladle | eft from the stew, and crashed it
with alittle thwack. Then, as Helen began to apologize for being so startled, we noticed that Cynthia
Orne had fainted.

Her husband made no movement. For amoment | stared at him, then hurried around and did what |
could to revive her, chafing her temples with awet nagpkin, lowering her head to bring the blood back.
Findly her lipstwitched and her eyes shuddered open. Leaning over her, closeto her face, | seemed to
hear her murmur over and over again apeculiar phrase: “Not the web again. Not the web.”
Mechanically, amost inaudibly, but with an accent of extreme fear. Then she redized where shewas and



quickly sat up. She seemed embarrassed by my attemptsto help her.

Malcolm Orne sipped the last of his coffee, and stood up. “It'stime weweredl in bed,” he remarked.
“Our guests must betired from their trip. Come, dear.”

She struggled to her feet, swaying alittle, and took hisarm. Helen and | followed silently, though angry
words were on thetip of my tongue.

Right then and there | suppose | ought to have had it out with him, but after al it was hishouse, so | held
mysdfin.

In the hall the unpleasant odor that | had ascribed to defective plumbing was more noticeable, and aswe
passed the high double doors of the living room | fancied | heard afaint sbilant rustling. Up the gairswe
followed them, Cynthia Orne leaning heavily on her husband's arm. He did not ook down at her. At the
first door at the head of the stairs he paused, “ Good night, dear. I'll be coming considerably later,” he
said. Sheunlinked her arm from his, nodded a us with the specter of asmile, and went in.

At the door of our bedroom he said good night, adding, “If you want anything, there's the bell-pull.
Please don't consider firring out of thisroom. The servantsor | can attend to dl your wants."

The door closed and his footsteps moved away. Helen drew out Cynthia Orne's handkerchief, spread it
out on thetable. Weread it together. Thelipstick had smudged, and the printing was hurried, but there
was no question as to what the words were.

“Get out. For your lives."

Half an hour later | wastiptoeing in my stockinged feet down the amost pitch-black hall toward Cynthia
Ornesbedroom. | felt dightly ridiculous and not atogether sure of mysdf. Meddling with the affairs of a
married coupleis undiplomatic to say the least. But Helen and | had decided there was nothing else we
could do. Macolm Orne certainly gave the impression of being vindictive, crud, and dangerous. For her
own sake aswell asour own, it seemed imperative that one of ustalk with her alone and find out what it
wasall about.

| had successfully negotiated the turn in the hall and was approaching the head of the stairs when the
noise of talking from below brought meto astop. It sounded like Ma colm Orne. After afew moments|
inched forward past the bedroom door and peered over the ornately carved ba ustrade down the well of
the sairs. There were no candles below, but the storm had blown over and moonlight shone through the
fanlight—enough to illuminate vaguely the face of our host. An oblong of darkness showed methét the
door of the living room was open, and there mounted to my nogtrils that now-familiar stench, stronger
than before. Somehow that odor, more than anything el se, cut through my conscious mind to the hidden
levelsof fear below.

Ornewaslooking in that open doorway. At first | thought he was talking to someone, but afterward |
became certain that he was conducting awild moody monologue. At least, one does not expect asane
man to talk with the dead.

“Youll rot forever, eterndly embamed in hell,” were the first words | heard. He intoned them like a
malign indignation. “Y es, dear brother, you're well taken care of. Y ou who dwaysfelt so ‘sorry’ for me
and wanted to make a‘real’ man out of me, yet were so contemptuous of my intelligence that you treated
me asachild. Y ou with your babbling about * humanity’ and your mordizing lectures. Well, you
succeeded dl right. Y ou made a man—or perhaps more than aman—out of me. But you found out too
late what the consequences are. | wish you comfort, dear brother. | hope you like my wife's company.
She's not been behaving well of late. Again good night, brother.”



A mocking laugh ended this murderous confession. Then he whistled and snapped hisfingersimpatiently,
asif caling adog, and moved off toward the dining room.

It isnot pleasant to confessthat one has ever been literaly pardyzed by fear, but what happened then did
just that to me. I saw nothing. The moonlight struck too high to illuminate what issued from the living room
and hurried down the hal after him. But there was arustling, clicking sound—Merciful heavens, how |
tried to convince mysdlf adog might make such asound!'—and it carried an indescribable impression of
swift scurrying movement. With it came asharp increasein the fetid stench.

| am not certain how long | crouched there with the cold sweat of terror breaking out from my forehead.
Hardly aminute probably. Then my mind began to work again, returning automatically to the problem
with which it had previoudy been engaged—the urgent need of conferring with CynthiaOrne,

Cautious rapping at her door brought no response. | tried it and found it locked. Then | risked alittle
louder rapping, and, with my lips close to the keyhole, softly caled her name. Still no response. Memory
of Orne'sfantastic words rose in my numbed mind, “I hope you like my wife's company.” And with those
wordsthe chilling possibility of murder rosein my mind.

Then, as| stepped back from the door, | heard again that abominable rustling, but thistime behind me, in
the direction of our bedroom. And then | heard Helen scream. That stung me into instant action. But in
my reckless haste | migudged the turn in the corridor and crashed against thewall. Half stunned, |
staggered onward and wrenched open the bedroom door. The flickering light from the branched
candelabrum revealed an undisturbed empty room. Helen was gone.

My first move was toward the open window. Below, rapidly crossing the moon-silvered unkempt lawn, |
saw two figures. But they were not the ones | expected. Burdened with an ancient carpetbag and severa
ragged bundles, Buford and Milly were hurrying away from Orne House.

My next move, after quickly rummaging in my suitcase for the flashlight, was back toward the sair. | had
remembered the crossed sabers on thewall in the hall below, and it seemed to me essentid that | procure
aweagpon of some sort before | start my search. But | was stopped short at the head of the tairs, for
again Macolm Orne was standing at the library door. Only thistime the front door was open too and this
time hiswordswere brief.

“After ‘em boy. Get ‘em boy,” he called, snapping his fingers and then pointing outside. Therewasa
momentary pause. Then something scuttled like a shadow across the path of moonlight, moving with such
rapidity that | could make out nothing of its shape except that it was squat but not small. Macolm Orne
gave alow laugh and followed it, closing the door behind him. With asickening heart | redlized that the
desperately fleeing figures | had seen crossing the lawn were to be hunted down.

But at least | was momentarily safe to pursue my search. | switched on theflashlight, hurried down the
gtairsand lifted one of the sabersfrom the wall. It was aheavy yet well-balanced weapon. Then |
entered the living room.

The stench was nauseoudly thick here, the very air asea of decay. My flashlight, directed at random, fell
twice on moldering tapestries and then on something so incrediblethat | believed | must be going mad.
Suspended inmidair at the far end of the room, still clad in that red velvet evening gown, was the body of
CynthiaOrne.

The head, its golden hair disarranged, |olled backward. The arms stretched taut to either Side. Then |
began to see the thin opa escently grayish strands that twined around her wrists and arms, and wrapped
around her skirt, drawing it tight againgt her legs. The strands seemed to rediate off in dl directions. My
flashlight roved outward across the glimmering net-work. Horror and revulsion rooted me to the spot



where| stood. The thing was a gigantic spiderweb.

| saw that there were other victims. Here and there, thickest at the corners of the web, were forms
suggestive of smadl animals, each wrapped in a shimmering cocoon. Shudderingly | recaled the eating
habits of spiders, how they preservether prey for the future. In the lower right hand corner wasthe
shape of alarge dog, his silken wrappings only haf completed. This, | told myself, must be the mastiff
which had howled so horribly in the night.

And then | saw the man. He was suspended close to the wall; adrab fearfully emaciated thing whose
shrunken face awoke groping, incredul ous thoughtsin my mind.

Filled with amad desire to destroy that loathsome web, | stepped forward with upraised sword.

And then my staggered sensesregled at another blow directed at the seat of sanity itself. For the man,
whom | thought could be nothing else but dead, spoke. His voice was athin cracked whisper, but it
carried anote of terrible urgency.

“Back, for your life! One touch of these strands, and you would be trapped forever, like afly. Your
sword would be entangled by the very strandsit cut. Get that can of heavy grease behind you. There, by
thetable! Smear your hands and the swordblade with it. And bring the hooked pole that standsin the
corner, and those things that ook like fire tongs. Smear them with grease too."

| do not liketo think of the next half hour. | have never done work one-tenth as ugly and revolting—and
aways behind me the threet of the creature's return. Choking on the fetid air and with that fiendish
webwork often only afew inches from my body, | hooked and diced, dodged the flicking ends of cut
srands, like adamned soul performing some endlesstask in hell. | think it was the voice of the man that
kept me sane, directing me, warning me, sometimes rambling off, but never ceasing, likethe voice of a

hypnotist.

“Firgt cut the strands above her head—theinside of the hook is sharp asasickle. That will bring her
down agood three feet. Now the strands bel ow, and then those to either side, one by one. Carefully,
man! And watch that loose one swinging by your neck. Flip it to one Side so it catches! That'sright. Oh, |
know how to do thisthing backward. A dozen times I've watched him and the beast hang her up there
and then hours later, take her down. It's hisway of punishing her because she once laughed when

Ma colm Orne the midget asked her to marry him. Her mistake wasthat shefdl in love with him after he
grew tall, and let him marry her. Through her, he seeksto revenge himsdlf on all womankind. | tell you, to
watch that man and beast work together isthe most hideous sight in existence. He hasn't let it poison her
yet. That digtinction isreserved for me. A dight bite produces paralyss—you know the habits of spiders?
How they preservetheir prey?| waslast bitten amonth ago. The creature was loose for awhile tonight,
killed the dog. But heletsit range around pretty freely. Boasts of his power over it.

“Gently now! Mind those strands to the lft. There, that's doneit. Now pull her away fromit. Don't try to
lift her. Sowly. Sowly."

| turned to the task of releasing the man, hisvoice still directing me. But now it rambled more often onto
Sdetracks.

“It must be ayear I've hung here. And al because | wasfool enough to change him from amidget into a
giant—and adevil. He'sliterdly no longer human. His schemes are those of amad malign god. Do you
know what he wants to make me do, besides tell him the secret of growth? He wantsto force meto
search for aNegative Growth Factor One, a degenerative hormone, something that will makeliving
thingsdecrease evenly in size o that he can infect dl mankind with it, in order that he may ultimately rule
over arace of pygmies. But | wont! | tel you | won't!” Hisvoicerosein athin scream of defiance. But



his next words were sane again. “More grease on your sword. It's sticking. And now sever that strand to
theleft, so | swing away from the main web."

Findly I got him down. Hetried to stand, but hiswasted limbswould not support him, and with agroan
he sank to hisknees. | saw that Cynthia Orne had recovered consciousness, and was pushing hersdlf up
from the floor. My mind, gradudly emerging from the haf-hour nightmare of frantic action, was beginning
to function under its own power. | realized the danger that remained, and | remembered that Helen was
gtill to be found. Perhaps she had been confined somewhere at the back of the house. | started for the
door.

But through that door strode the towering form of Macolm Orne. In hisright hand was aflickering
candelabrum. Sung effortlesdy over hisleft arm like abundle of cloth wasalimp form—Helen's. Acting
inginctively, | directed the flashlight at hisface. It seemed hardly to artle him.

“So thefly has obligingly walked into the spider's parlor,” he murmured, with alaugh. “Most convenient.
First the charming Mrs. Egan, who does not like midgets, brought to join my dear brother and wife. Then
those black foolsfinished off for good. And last but not least my dear friend Tom, who used to pity me
so muchinthe old days.”

But now his eyes, despite the dazzling beam of the flashlight, percaeived that something waswrong with
the web. Helen dipped from hisarm as he placed the candel abrum on the table and called perempitorily,

“Boy! Boy!"

Inthat ingtant | flung the tongs. They struck him full acrossthe forehead, and he swayed like agrest tree
and crashed headlong to thefloor. | snatched up the sword and directed the flashlight at the open door.
Then, before | could moveto closeit, there came arustling and scurrying, and the horror was upon us.

Big asthedog it had killed, it regarded us from the doorway, its eight reddish eyes glowing evilly. | could
see the swollen black abdomen and the black poison-dripping chelicerae, fangs that projected inches
forward from itsugly little mouth. Then it struck with arush, one spring sufficing to carry it across Helen's
supine slk-clad form. With ingtinctive cunning it had chosen me as the most active opponent and
therefore the onefirst to dispose of. Blindly | thrust out my sword, and, asit sverved away from the
point, dashed out toward it. The wound it received was only dight, but it scuttled away to the shadows.

Someone was standing beside me. It was Cynthia Orne. Without aword she took the flashlight from me.
| never expected such courage from her, but during dl that hideous duel she kept the light fixed on the
creature, leaving me free to wield the sword alone. The beam never once wavered, nor did the creature
manage to escgpe from the circle of light.

And then | noted that Marvin Orne was painfully crawling straight toward his progtrate brother, unmindful
of the scuttling mongter. Death wasin Marvin Orne's sere face!

When my sword found its black body for a second time, the spider changed itstactics, ran with
incredible rapidity up the tapestry, and launched itsdf down at me. | Sidestepped. It only missed my
sword by aninch!

And Macolm Orne had risen dizzily to his knees, but smultaneoudy his brother was upon him, clawing at
histhroat. It was an unequal contest, but for amoment Marvin Orne had the advantage. They rolled
againg the table, knocking off the candelabrum, whose flames began to lick at the bone-dry tapestry.

The glance | spared on this other conflict nearly cost memy life. A sticky strand whipped around the hilt
of my sword, dmaost wrenching it from my hand.



| tore at the sword to freeit. Malcolm Orne, | saw, had warded off his brother's feeble attack. And now
for thefirst time| redized the full strength of the giant. Hisfist rose and fdll, again and again, smashing in
the skull of Marvin Orne asif it were an eggshell. Flame was roaring up the tapestry now, and the whole
room was illuminated by awild reddish glow.

The monster swooped down a melike anightmare. | threw mysalf down, thrusting upward with the
sword. Thistimeit went home, thick blood oozing from the wound. | scrambled to my feet, raisng my
weapon for asecond blow. But the monster, badly hurt, was moving away from me now toward
Malcolm Orne. What the giant saw in those eight evil eyes| do not know—perhaps some long-nurtured
hate for its master—but he threw up his hands and screamed horribly. The dying monster ran up his
body. | followed it thrusting again at the black abdomen. But the chelicerae had done their work.

Ma colm Orne screamed once again, atortured bellow of anguish. Then Cynthia Orne was pulling me
backward, out of the path of the falling tapestries, which collapsed with aroar, wrapping the monster and
its master—and the dead body of Marvin Orne—in aflaming shroud.

It missed Helen by inches. But before the flames could reach out across the carpet, | had dragged her
adde. Asl raised herinmy arms| saw her eyes blinking wonderingly open, and felt her hand tighten on
my shoulder.

Then, like lost souls escaping from some hell, we fled from that house of monstrous growth and forbidden
secrets, lost to science. As | sent the coupe roaring down the drive, | spared time for one glance over my
shoulder. Flames were already edting through the shutters below the pillared facade. Soon, | knew, the
whole white mask of Orne House would be one roaring holocaust.

THE SECRET SONGS

Promptly after supper, before Gwen had cleared away the dishes, Donnie began the Sleep Ritua. He got
acan of beer from the refrigerator, selected a science-fiction magazine, and shut off the TV sound.

“Thepicturetoo?’ he asked, “Might aswell.”

Gwen smiled at him as she shook her head. With the gesture of one who eats peanuts she threw her right
hand to her mouth swallowed, then dropped her hand with thetiny bottle it held back to the pocket of
her smock.

Donnie sighed, shrugged his shoulders, settled himself in the easy chair, opened his magazine, and began
toread and sip rapidly.

Gwen, who had been ignoring the TV, now began to study the screen. A kindly old rancher and atall
young cowpoke, father and son, were gazing out across broad acres framed by distant mountains. Gwen
turned her ears and after abit she could faintly hear what they were saying.

THE OLD RANCHER:Aimto plant her to hemp and opium poppy, Son, with benzedrine bushes
between the rows.

THE YOUNG COWPOKE: Yeah, but what legd crop you fixin' to raise, Dad ?

THE OLD RANCHER: (smiling like God) Gonna raise babies, Son .

Gwen looked away quickly from the screen. It never paid to try to hear too much too soon.
Donnie was studying her with ateasing grin.

“I bet youimagineal sortsof crazy thingswhile you watchit,” he said. “ Those terrible bennies get your



mind al roiled up."

Gwen shrugged. “Y ou won't dlow any noise while you're putting yoursdlf to deep. | haveto have
something,” she said reasonably. “Besides,” she added, “you're having orgies out in space with those girls
in fluorescent bikinis™

“That shows how little you know about sciencefiction,” Donnie said. “ They dropped the sex angle years
ago. Now it'sal philosophy and stuff. Seethisold guy?*

He held up the magazine, keegping his place with hisforefinger. On the cover wasanicely drawn picture
of asmiling intelligent-looking young man in aformHfitting futurigtic uniform and standing beside him,
topping him by along head, alean green-scaed monster with alarge silver purse dung over his crested
shoulder. The monster had a tentacle resting in comradely fashion across the young man's back and
curling lightly past hisfeather epaulet.

“Y ou mean that walking crocodile?” Gwen asked.

Donnie sniffed. “ That walking crocodile,” he said, “happensto be avery wise member of acivilization
that's far advanced beyond man's.” Helifted his other hand with two fingers pressed together. “Him and
me arelikethat. Hetdlsmedl sortsof things. He even tdls me things about you.”

“Sciencefiction doesn't interest me,” Gwen said lightly, looking back to the TV. There was acommercia
on now, firg awhite-on-black diagram of the human body with explosions of bubbles occurring in
sequence at various points, then abeautiful princessin avast bathroom, then ahandsome policeman.
Gwen expertly retuned her ears.

VOICE OF MEDICAL EXPERT:Benzedrine strikes at hidden deepiness! Tones muscles!
Srengthens the heart! Activates sluggish wake centers... One ... Two ... Three!

THE BEAUTIFUL PRINCESS: (looking depressed) Yesterday | was overweight, listless, intensely
unhappy. Mother called me The Ugly Dumpling. Now (becoming radiant)| build beauty with
benzedrine!

THE HANDSOME POLICEMAN: (flashing badge with huge “N” for Narcotic Squad) You're all under
arrest! Grrr ... aarrarrgghhh!

Gwen quickly looked away. It was the only thing you could do when you got static or the wrong voice
channel. She began to carry the supper dishesto the sink.

Donnie winced violently without putting down his beer can or looking up from his page. “ Don't clank
them,” he said. Gwen removed her shoes and began to do the dishes asif shewere adiver inthe silent
world under the surface of the sea, ghosting between table, sink and cupboard.

Shewasdill lost in thisrather fascinating operation and even beginning to embroider it with little
arabesgues when Donnie continued the Sleep Ritual by opening his second can of beer, thistime awarm
one by choice. Before taking the first sip he swalowed a blue capsule of amytal. At the kerzing! of the
opener Gwen stopped to watch him. She carefully dried the suds off her right hand, popped onto her
tongue another benzedrine tablet from the bottle in her smock pocket, and gtill watching him thoughtfully,
rinsed aglass, ran aninch of water into it and drank it.

If Donnie had his Seep Ritud, shetold hersdf in not exactly those words, she had her Vigil.
Donnie stood shaking her head at her.



“I suppose now you'l bewandering around al night,” he said, “making al sorts of noise and disturbing
r],E.ll

“I don't make any more noise than asnowflake,” Gwen countered. “Not one-tenth as much asthe autos
and dreetcars and planes. Almost every night the people next door havetheir TV on high.”

“Yes, but those noises are outside,” Donnie said. “It's your noisesthat bother me—the insde noises.” He
looked at Gwen speculatively. “Why don't you try adeeping pill just for once?’ he said with insdious
appedl.

“No,” Gwen answered ingtantly.

“A three-grain amytal,” Donnie persisted, “would cancel those bennies and till have enough left over to
make you nice and dozy. Wed go to deep together and | wouldn't worry about noises.”

“Y ou don't want to go to deep until you know everyone eseisadeep,” Gwen said. “ Just like my mother.
If I took one of your pills, you'd watch me deep and you'd gloat.”

“Wadll, isn't that what you do to me?"
“No, | do other things. By mysdlf.”
Donnie shrugged resignedly and went back to his chair and magazine.

Gwen wiped theitchy suds off her left hand, and leaving the rest of the dishes soaking, sat down opposite
the TV. A curly-haired disk jockey was looking out thoughtfully across arecord he was holding:

THE DISK JOCKEY:Some might think it strange that with such divergent tastes in drugs Donnie
and Gwen Martin should seek happiness together and in their fashion find it ... but life holds many
mysteries, my friends. | could mention Jack Sprat and wife. We'll all hope the Hubbard ... oops! ...
Martin medicine cupboard is never bare. And now we will hear, by the joint request of Mr. and
Mrs. Martin—are you out there, Don and Gwennie?—that popular old favorite (glancing down at
record) The Insane Asylum Blues!

The music wasred gone.

Donnie leaned back from his magazine and looked up at the ceiling. Gwen wondered if he were watching
one of the glittering stars he/d named and pointed out to her on one of the rare Saturday nights they got
outdoors. But after awhile he said, “Benzedrine is an utterly evil drug, worse than coffee. Other drugs
soothe and hedl, but benzedrine only creates tenson and confusion. I'll bet if | ask the Wise Old
Crocodile hell tell methe Devil invented it."

Gwen said, “If we ever went out nights and did anything, maybe | wouldn't need so much benzedrine.
Besides, you have your deeping pillsand things.”

“Y ou don't need | ess benzedrine when you go out, you need more,” Donnie asserted undterably. “And if
| ever went out on week nights, I'd get excited and start to drink and you know what would happen.
How often do | haveto tell you, Woman, that the only reason | take my barbiturates and *things asyou
cal them, isto keep calm and get enough deep. If | didn't get enough deep, | wouldn't be able to stand
my job. If | couldn't stand my job, I'd start to drink. And if | started to drink, I'd be back in the Booby
Hatch. And since the only reason you're outside is that I'm outside, holding ajob, why you'd be back in
the Booby Hatch too and they'd put you on tranquilizers and you wouldn't likeit at al. So don't criticize
my deeping medicines, Woman. They're amater of pure necessity whatever the doctors and
psychologists say. Whereas your bennies and dexies—"



“Weve been through dl thisbefore,” Gwen interrupted without rancor.
Donnie nodded owlishly. “ Show me hdf,” he agreed, hiswords blurring for thefirst time.
“Beddes,” Gwen sad, “you're behind schedule.”

Donnie squinted at the clock and snapped hisfingers. The sound was dull but there was no unsteadiness
in hiswak as he went to the refrigerator and poured himsalf two fingers of grape juice. Then hereached
down from the top shelf of the cupboard the bottle of paraldehyde and poured himsdf aglistening
tablespoonful. Swift dmogt as though the intense odor, midway between gasoline and banana oil, legped
to the corners of the half-merged living room and kitchen. Gwen momentarily wrinkled her nose,

Donnie mixed the para dehyde with the grape juice and licked the spoon. “Heresto the druggists and the
one understanding doctor in ten,” he said and took a sip.

Gwen nodded solemnly and swallowed another benzedrine tablet.

Donnie transported his cocktail back to the armchair with great care and did not take his eye off the
purple drink until hefdt himsdf firmly anchored. Hefound his place in the science-fiction lead novelette,
but the print began to dip sdeways and so as he sipped his stinging drink, he began to imagine the
secrets the Wise Old Crock might tell him if he were the young man on the cover.

THE WISE OLD CROCK:Got a hot tip shaping for tonight, son. Three new novas flaring in the
next galaxy southeast-by-up and dust cloud billowing out of Andromeda like black lace
underwear. (Dipsin hispurse)Drop this silver spherein your pocket, son. It'sa universal TV
pickup on the old crystal-ball principle. It lets you tune in on any scene in the universe. Use it
wisely, son, for character building aswell as delight. Don't use it to spy on your wife. (Dipsagain.)
Now | want to give you this small black cylinder. Keep it always on your person. It's a psychic
whistle by which you can summon me at all times. All you have to do is concentrate on me, son.
Concentrate...

There was a courtroom scene on the TV screen. A lawyer with friendly eyes but a serious brow was
talking quietly to thejury, resting his hand on therail of the box. Gwen had her earsfine-tuned by now
and his voice synchronized perfectly with the movements of hislips.

THE FRIENDLY LAWYER:I have no wish to conceal the circumstance that my client met her
husband-to-be while they were both patientsin a mental hospital. Believe me, folks, some of life's
sweetest romances begin in the nut house. Gwen's affection inspired Don to win his release, obtain
employment as a precision machinist, offer my client marriage upon her release, and shower her
with love and the yellow health-tablets, so necessary to her existence, which you have watched

her consume during these weary days in court. Needless to remark, this was before Don Martin
began traveling in space, where he came under the influence of (sudden scowls)a certain green
crocodile, who shall be referred to hereinafter as Exhibit A. Enter it, clerk.

Donnierose up dowly from the armchair. His drink wasfinished. Hewasglaring at the TV.

“The Old Crock wouldn't be seen dead looking at junk like that,” he cried thickly. “He'swired for
red-life experience.”

Donniewas hdf of amind to kick in the picture tube when he looked toward the bedroom doorway and
saw the Wise Old Crocodile standing in it, stooping low, hissilver purse swinging asit dangled from his
crested shoulder. Donnie knew it wasn't an halucination, only afriendly faint green film on the darkness.



Fixing his huge kindly eyes on Donnie, the Wise Old Crock impatiently uncurled along tentacle toward
the darkness beyond him, asif to say, “Away! Away!” and then faded into it. Donniefollowed himina
dow motion like Gwen's underwater ballet, shedding his shoes and shirt on theway. Hewas pulling his
belt from the trouser loopswith the air of drawing asword as he closed the door behind him.

Gwen gave asigh of purejoy and for amoment even closed her eyes. Thiswasthe lovdiest time of dl
the night, the time of the Safe Freedom, the time of the Vigil. She started to roam.

Firgt she thought she'd brush the bread crumbs from the supper table, but she got to studying their pattern
and ended by picking them up one by one—she thought of it as a problem in subtraction. The pattern of
the crumbs had been like that of the stars Donnie had showed her, she decided afterwards, and she was
rather sorry she'd disturbed them. She carried them tenderly to the sink and delicately dusted them onto
the cold gray dishwater, around which afew suds il lifted stubbornly, like old foam on an ocean beach.
She saw the water glass and it reminded her to take another benzedrine tablet.

Four bright spoons caught her eye. Shelifted them one by one, turning them over dowly to find dl the
highlights. Then she looked through the calendar on the wall, studying the months ahead and dl the
numbers of the days.

Every least thing was enormoudly fascinating! She could lose hersdlf in one object for minutesor let her
interest dart about and effortlesdy follow it.

And it was easy to think good thoughts. She could think of every person she knew and wish them each
well and do dl kinds of wonderful things for them in her mind. A kind of girl Jesus, that'swhat | am, she
told hersdf withasmile,

Shedrifted back into the living room. On the TV abright blonde housewife was leading adull brunette
housewife over to along couch. Gwen gave asmal cry of pleasure and sat down on the floor. This show
was always good.

THE BRIGHT BLONDE:What do you feed your husband when he comes home miserable?
THE DULL BRUNETTE: Poison.

THE BRIGHT BLONDE: What do you feed your self?

THEDULL BRUNETTE: Sorrow.

THE BRIGHT BLONDE: | keep my spirits bright with benzedrine. Oh happy junior high!
THE DULL BRUNETTE:What was happy about it? | had acne.

THE BRIGHT BLONDE: (bouncing asthey st on the couch) You mean to say | never told you how |
got started on benzedrine? | wasin junior high and unhappy. My mother sent me to the doctor
because | was fat and at the foot of my class. He gave me some cute little pills and zowiel—I was
getting slim, smart and giddy. But pretty soon they found | was going back for an extra refill
between refills. They cut me off. | struck. Uh-huh, little old me called a lie-down strike. No more
school, | said, unless | had my pills. If the doctor wouldn't give themto me, 1'd forage for
them—and | did. Two yearslater my mother had me committed. If | hadn't becomea TV start I'd
still bein the Loony Bin.

THE DULL BRUNETTE:Did they give you e ectroshock?
THE BRIGHT BLONDE: Think happy thoughts. What do you do for kicks? Are you on bennies



too?
THE DULL BRUNETTE:No. (Her face grows dack and subtly ugly.)l practice witchcraft.

Gwen switched off her ears and |ooked away from the screen. She did not like the thought that had come
to her: that she had somehow planted that idea about witcheraft in the brunettes mind. It was months
since Gwen had let hersdlf think about witcheraft, either white or black.

There came along low groan from the bedroom, adding to Gwen's troubled fedling because it seemed
too much of a coincidence that it should have come just after the word witchceraft had been spoken.

DONNIE was twisting on the bed, going through hell in his dreams. The Wise Old Crock had
abandoned himin acluster of dead stars and cosmic dust on the far Sde of the Andromeda Galaxy, first
blindfolding him, turning him around three times, and giving him amighty shove that had sent him out of
sght of whatever asteroid they had been standing on. Floating in space, Donnie went through his pockets
and found only a Scout knife and asmall silver sphere and black cylinder, the purpose of which he had
forgotten. A cameo-smal image of Gwen'sface smiled at him from the sphere. He looked up. Worms
twenty feet long and glowing dull red were undulating toward him through the dusty dark. He had an
intense sensation of the vast distance of the Earth. He made swimming movements only to discover that a
cold paralysis was cregping through hislimbs. Eternities passed.

GWEN had got out her glue and glitter and sequins and had spread newspapers on the table and was
making a design on a soup plate that she hoped would catch something of the remembered pattern of the
bread crumbs. Theideawasto paint with glue the design for one color of glitter and then sprinkle the
glitter on it, knocking off the excess by tapping the edge of the plate on the table. Sprinkling the glitter
was fun, but the design was not developing quite the way she wanted it to. Besides she had just
discovered that she didn't have any red or gold dlitter, though there were three bottles of green. Some of
the green glitter stuck to the back of her finger where she had got glue oniit.

She stole alook over her shoulder at the TV. The two women had been replaced by alarge map of the
United States and arugged young man wearing glasses and holding a pointer. The first word she heard
told her shewasn't going to like t, but she hitched her chair around just the same, deciding that in the long
run it would be best to know the worgt.

THE THINGS FORECASTER: A witchcraft high is moving down from Western Canada. Werewol f
warnings have been posted in three states. Government planes are battling the black front with
white radio rays, but they're being forced back. Old folks who ought to know say it's the end of
the world. (Scans sheet handed him by page girl.)Flash from outer space! Don Martin, famed
astronaut, is facing nameless perilsin the Lesser Magellanic Cloud!

DONNIE had just blown the psychic whistle, having remembered its use only asthe red worms began to
spird inaround him, and the Wise Old Crock had appeared at once, putting the wormsto flight with a
shower of green sparksflicked from thetip of his right-hand tentacle.

THE WISE OLD CROCK: You passed the test, son but don't pride yourself on it. Some night we're
going to give it to you without paraldehyde. Now it's time you returned to Terra. Think of your
home planet, son, think of the Earth. Concentrate ... (They are suddenly in orbit athousand miles
above North America. Thelarger cities gleam dully, the moon isreflected in the Great Lakes. Donnie has
become a green-scaed being a head shorter than the Wise Old Crock, who weaves atentacle
maesticaly downward.) Observe the cities of men, my Son. Think of the millions sleeping and
dreaming there, lonely as death in their apartment dwellings and all hating their jobs. The
outward appearance of these men-beings may horrify you a little at first, but you have my word



that they're not fiends, only creatures like you and me, trying to control themselves with drugs,
dreads, incantations, ideals, self hypnosis and surrender, so that they may lead happy lives and
show forth beauty.

GWEN was looking intently in the living-room mirror, painting evenly-spaced bands of glue on her face.
The bands curved under her eyes and outward, following the line of her jaw. She painted another band
down the middle of her forehead and continued it straight down her nose. Then she closed her eyes, held
her bregth, lifted her face and shook green glitter oniit for along time. At last shelowered her face with a
jerk, shook it from side to side, puffed out through her nostrils what breath she had left, and inhaled very
dowly. Then shelooked a hersdf again in the mirror and smiled. The green glitter clung to her face just
asit had to her finger.

A feding of deadly fatigue struck her then, thefirgt of the night, and the room momentarily svam. When it
cameto rest shewaslooking at aflashing-eyed priest in agorgeous cloak who was weaving acrossthe
TV screen.

THE GORGEOUS PRIEST: The psychol ogy of Donnie and Gwen must be clear to you by now.
Each wants the other to sleep so that he may stand guard over her, or she over him, while yet
adventuring alone. They have found a formula for this. But what of the future? What of their
souls? Drugs are no permanent solution, | can assure them. What if the bars of the Safe Freedom
should blow away? What if one night one of them should go out and never come in?

DONNIE and the Wise Old Crock were hovering just outside the bedroom window three stories up.
Friendly trees shaded them from the street lights below.

THE WISE OLD CROCK:Goodby, my Son, for another night. Use your Earthly tenement well.
Do not abuse your powers. And go easy on the barbiturates.

DONNIE:I will, Father, believe me.

THE WISE OLD CROCK:Hold. Thereis one further secret of great consequence that | must
impart to you tonight. It concerns your wife.

DONNIE: Yes, Father?
THE WISE OLD CROCK:Sheis one of us!

DONNIE flowed through the four-inch gap at the bottom of the bedroom window. He saw his body
lying on its back on the bed and he surged toward it through the air, paddling gently with histentacletips.
His body opened from crotch to chin like a purse and he flowed inside and the lips of the purse closed
over hisback with asoftclick . Then he squirmed around gently, asif in adeeping bag, and looked
through the two holesin thefront of his head and thrust his tentacles down into hisarms and lifted his
hands above his eyes and wriggled hisfingers. It fdt very strange to have finger-tipped arms with bones
inthem ingtead of tentacles. Just then he heard laughter from the living room.

GWEN was laughing admiringly at the reflection of her breasts. She had taken off her smock and
brassiere and painted circles of glue around the nipples and sprinkled on more green glitter.

Although her ears were switched off, she thought she heard the priest call from behind her, “ Gwen
Martin, you ought to be ashamed of yoursdf!” and she called back to the TV, *Y ou shouldn't peek,
Father!” and she turned around, haughtily shielding her breasts with aforearm held crosswise.

The bedroom door was open and Donnie was standing in it, swaying and staring. Gwen felt another



surge of deadly fatigue but she steadied herself and stared back at her husband.
Woman, the Cave Keeper, the Weaver of Words, faced Man, the Bread Winner, the Far Ranger.

They moved together dowly, dragging their feet, until they were leaning againgt each other. Then more
dowly, dtill, asif they were supporting each other through quicksands, they moved toward the bedroom.

“Do you like me, Donnie?’ Gwen asked.

Donni€e's gaze brushed across her glittering green-striped face and breasts. His hand tightened on her
shoulder and he nodded.

“You'reoneof us,” hesad.

THE MAN WHO MADE FRIENDSWITH ELECTRICITY

When Mr. Scott showed Peak House to Mr. Leverett, he hoped he wouldn't notice the high-tension pole
outside the bedroom window, because it had twice before queered promising rentals—so many elderly
people were foolishly nervous about electricity. There was nothing to be done about the pole except try
to draw prospective tenants' attention away from it—electricity followsthe hilltops and these lines
supplied more than haf of the juice used in Pacific Knolls.

But Mr. Scott's prayers and suave misdirections were in vain—Mr. Leverett's sharp eyeslit onthe
“negative feature’ that instant they stepped out on the patio. The old New Englander studied the rather
short thick wooden column, the 18-inch ridged glassinsulators, the black transformer box that stepped
down voltage for this house and afew otherslower on the dope. His gaze next followed the heavy wires
swinging off rhythmicaly four abreast across the empty gray-green hills. Then he cocked hishead ashis
ears caught the low but steady frying sound, varying from a crackle to abuzz, of eectronsleaking off the
wiresthrough the air.

“Ligentothat!” Mr. Levereit said, hisdry voice betraying excitement for thefirst timein thetour. “Fifty
thousand voltsif theresfivel A power of power!"

“Must be unusual atmospheric conditions today—normally you can't hear athing,” Mr. Scott responded
lightly, twidting thetruth alittle.

“You don't say?’ Mr. Leverett commented, hisvoice dry again, but Mr. Scott knew better than to
encourage conversation about a negative feature. “| want you to noticethislawn,” he launched out
heartily. “When the Pacific Knolls Golf Course was subdivided, the origina owner of Peak House bought
the entire eighteenth green and—"

For the rest of the tour Mr. Scott did his state-certified real estate broker's best, which in Southern
Cdliforniais no mean performance, but Mr. Leverett ssemed a shade perfunctory in the attention he
accorded it. Inwardly Mr. Scott chalked up another defeat by the damn pole.

On the quick retrace, however, Mr. Leverett ingsted on their lingering on the patio. “ Still holding out,” he
remarked about the buzz with an odd satisfaction. “Y ou know, Mr. Scott, that's arestful sound to me. |
hate the clatter of machinery—that's theother reason | left New England—Dbut thisislike the sound of
nature. Downright soothing. But you say it comes sedom?”

Mr. Scott was flexible—it was one of hisgreet virtues as a sdlesman.

“Mr. Leverett,” he confessed smply, “I've never stood on this patio when | didn't hear that sound.
Sometimesiit's softer, sometimes louder, but it'sawaysthere. | play it down, though, because most



people don't carefor it.”

“Don't blameyou,” Mr. Leverett said. “Most people are apack of fools or worse. Mr. Scott, are any of
the people in the neighboring houses Communigts to your knowledge?!

“No, Sir!” Mr. Scott responded without an ingtant's hesitation. “ There's not a Communist in Pacific
Knalls. And that's something, believe me, 1'd never shade the truth on.”

“Believeyou,” Mr. Leverett said. “ The east's packed with Communists. Seem scarcer out here. Mr.
Scott, you've made yoursdlf aded. I'm taking ayear's lease on Peak House as furnished and at the figure
we last mentioned.”

“Shakeonit!” Mr. Scott boomed. “Mr. Leverett, you're the kind of person Pacific Knolls wants.”

They shook. Mr. Leverett rocked on his hedls, smiling up at the softly crackling wires with asatisfaction
that was aready a shade possessive.

“Fascinating thing, eectricity,” he said. “No end to the tricksit can do or you can do with it. For instance,
if aman wanted to take off for elsewhere in an eegant flash, hed only have to wet down the lawn good
and take twenty-five foot of heavy copper wirein histwo bare hands and whip the other end of it over
those lines. Whango! Every bit as good as Sing Sing and alot more satisfying to aman'sinner needs.”

Mr. Scott experienced a severe though momentary sinking of heart and even for onewildly frivolous
moment cons dered welshing on the verba agreement held just made. He remembered the red-haired
lady who'd rented an gpartment from him solely to have aquiet place in which to take an overdose of
barbiturates. Then he reminded himsdlf that Southern Cdiforniais, according to awise old saw, the home
(actua or aimed-at) of the peach, the nut and the prune; and while hed had few dealingswith real or
would-be starlets, he'd had enough with crackpots and retired grouches. Even if you piled fanciful degth
wishes and apassion for eectricity atop rabid anti-communist and anti-machine manias, Mr. Leverett's
personality was no more than par for the S. Cal. course.

Mr. Leverett said shrewdly, “Y ou're worrying now, aren't you, | might be asuicider? Don't. Just liketo
think my thoughts. Speak them out too, however peculiar.”

Mr. Scott's last fears melted and he became once more his pushingly congenia sdf asheinvited Mr.
Leverett down to the office to Sgn the papers.

Three days later he dropped by to see how the new tenant was making out and found him in the patio
ensconced under the buzzing pole in the old rocker.

“Takeachar and git,” Mr. Leverett said, indicating one of the tubular modern pieces. “Mr. Scott, | want
totdl you I'm finding Pesk House every hit asrestful as| hoped. | listen to the dectricity and let my
thoughts roam. Sometimes | hear voicesin the dectricity—the wirestaking, asthey say. Y ou've heard of
people who hear voicesin the wind?'

“Yes, | have,” Mr. Scott admitted abit uncomfortably and then, recaling that Mr. Leverett's check for
thefirst quarter's rent was safely cleared, was emboldened to speak his own thoughts. “But wind isa
sound that variesalot. That buzz is pretty monotonousto hear voicesin.”

“Pshaw,” Mr. Leverett said with alittle grin that madeit impossible to tell how serioudy he meant to be
taken. “Beesare highly intelligent insects, entomol ogists say they even have alanguage, yet they do
nothing but buzz. | hear voicesin the eectricity.”

Herocked silently for awhile after that and Mr. Scott sat.



“Yep, | hear voicesinthe dectricity,” Mr. Leverett said dreamily. “Electricity tellsme how it roamsthe
forty-eight states—even the forty-ninth by way of Canadian power lines. It's sort of pioneer-like: the
power wires areitstrails, the hydro-stations are its water holes. Electricity goes everywhere today—into
our homes, every room of them, into our offices, into government buildings and military posts. And what
it doesn't learn that way it overhears by the trace of it that trickles through our phone lines and over our
ar waves. Phone dectricity'sthe little sster of power ectricity, you might say, and little pitchers have big
ears. Y ep, eectricity knows everything about us, our every last secret. Only it wouldn't think of telling
most people what it knows, because they believe eectricity isacold mechanicd force. It isnt—it'swarm
and pulsing and sensitive and friendly underneeth, like any other livething.”

Mr. Scott, feding abit dreamy himself now, thought what good advertising copy that would
make—imaginative Suff, folksy but poetic.

“And electricity's got amite of viciousnesstoo,” Mr. Leverett continued. “Y ou got to tame it. Know its
ways, speek it fair, show no fear—make friendswith it. Well now, Mr. Scott,” he said in abrisker voice,
standing up, “1 know you've come here to check up on how I'm caring for Peak House. So let me give
you thetour.”

And in spite of Mr. Scott's protests that he had no such inquisitive intention, Mr. Leverett did just that.

Once he paused for an explanation: “I've put away the eectric blanket and the toaster. Don't fedl right
about using dectricity for menid jobs."

Asfar as Mr. Scott could see, he had added nothing to the furnishings of Peak House beyond the
rocking chair and alarge collection of Indian arrow heads.

Mr. Scott must have talked about the latter when he got home, for aweek later his 9-year-old son said
to him, “Hey, Dad, you know that old guy you unloaded Peak House onto?"

“Rented isthe proper expression, Bobby."
“Well, | went up to see hisarrow heads. Dad, it turns out he's a snake-charmer!™

Dear God,thought Mr. Scott,| knew there was going to be something really impossible about
Leverett. Probably likes hilltops because they draw snakes in hot weather.

“Hedidn't charm aredl snake, though, Dad, just an old extension cord. He squatted down on the
floor—this was after he showed me those crumby arrow heads—and waved his hands back and forth
over it and pretty soon the end with the little box on it started to move around on the floor and all of a
sudden it lifted up, like a cobra out of abasket. It was real spooky!"

“I've seen that sort of trick,” Mr. Scott told Bobby. “There was afine thread attached to the end of the
cord pulling it up.”

“1'd have seen athread, Dad."

“Not if it were the same color as the background,” Mr. Scott explained. Then he had athought. “By the
way, Bobby, was the other end of the cord plugged in?'

“Ohit was, Dad! He said he couldn't work the trick unless there was eectricity in the cord. Because you
see, Dad, he'sreally an eectricity-charmer. | just said snake-charmer to make it more exciting.
Afterwards we went outside and he charmed dectricity down out of the wires and madeit crawl all over
hisbody. Y ou could seeit crawl from part to part.”



“But how could you seethat?” Mr. Scott demanded, struggling to keep hisvoice casud. He had avison
of Mr. Leverett standing dry and sedate, entwined by glimmering blue serpents with flashing diamond
eyes and fangs that sparked.

“By theway it would make his hair stand on end, Dad. First on one side of his head, then on the other.
Then he said, * Electricity, crawl down my chest,;” and asilk handkerchief hanging out of histop pocket
stood out tiff and sharp. Dad, it was dmost as good as the Museum of Science and Industry!™

Next day Mr. Scott dropped by Peak House, but he got no chance to ask his carefully thought-out
questions, for Mr. Leverett greeted him with, “Reckon your boy told you about the little magic show |
put on for him yesterday. | like children, Mr. Scott. Good Republican children like yours, thet is."

“Why yes, hedid,” Mr. Scott admitted, disarmed and a bit flustered by the other's openness.
“I only showed him the smplest tricks, of course. Kid stuff.”

“Of course,” Mr. Scott echoed. “1 guess you must have used afine thread to make the extension cord
dance."

“Reckon you know dl the answers, Mr. Scott,” the other said, his eyes flashing. “ But come acrossto the
patio and St for awhile.”

The buzzing was quite loud that day, yet after abit Mr. Scott had to admit to himsdlf that itwas arestful
sound. And it had more variety than held realized—mounting crackles, fading sSzzles, hisses, hums, clicks,
sghs. If you listened to it long enough, you probably would begin to hear voices.

Mr. Leverett, slently rocking, said, “ Electricity tellsme about al the work it doesand al thefun it
has—dances, singing, big crackling band concerts, trips to the stars, foot races that make rockets seem
like snails. Worries, too. Y ou know that eectric breakdown they had in New Y ork? Electricity told me
why. Some of itsfolks went crazy—overwork, | guess—and just froze. It was awhile before they could
send othersin from outside New Y ork and heal the crazy ones and start them moving again through the
big copper web. Electricity tels meitsfearful the same thing's going to happen in Chicago and San
Francisco. Too much pressure.

“Electricity doesntmind working for us. It's generous-hearted and it lovesitsjob. But it would be grateful
for alittle more congderation—alittle more recognition of its specid problems.

“It's got its savage brothers to contend with, you see—the wild eectricity that ragesin ssorms and haunts
the mountaintops and comes down to hunt and kill. Not civilized like the dectricity in the wires, though it
will be someday.

“For civilized dectricity'sagreat teacher. Shows us how to live clean and in unity and brother-love.
Power fails one place, dectricity'srushing in from everywhereto fill the gap. Serves Georgiasame as
Vermont, Los Angeles same as Boston. Patriotic too—only revealed its greatest secretsto true-blue
Americanslike Edison and Franklin. Did you know it killed a Swede when he tried that kite trick? Y ep,
electricity'sthe greatest power for good in dl the U.S.A."

Mr. Scott thought deepily of what anest little eectricity cult Mr. Leverett could set up, every bit asgood
as Mind Science or the swami that got blown up with dynamite. He could imagine the patio full of earnest
seekers while Krishna L everett—or maybe High Electro L everett—dispensed wisdom from hisrocker,
interpreting the words of the humming wires. Better not suggest it, though—in Southern Californiasuch
things sometimes had away of coming true.



Mr. Scott felt quite easy at heart as he went down the hill, though he did make a point of telling Bobby
not to bother Mr. Leverett any more. The old man seemed harmless enough, till...

But the prohibition didn't gpply to himsdlf. During the next months Mr. Scott made apoint of droppingin
at Peak House from time to time for adose of “éeectric wisdom.” He came to look forward to these
restful, amusingly screwy breaksin the hectic round. Mr. Leverett appeared to do nothing whatever
except gt in hisrocker inthe patio, yet stayed happy and serene. There was alesson for anybody in that,
if you thought about it.

Occasiondly Mr. Scott spotted amusing side effects of Mr. Leverett's eccentricity. For instance, athough
he sometimes et the gas and water bills go, he always paid up phone and e ectricity on the dot.

And the newspapers eventualy did report short but severe eectric breakdownsin Chicago and San
Francisco. Smiling alittle frowningly at the coincidences, Mr. Scott decided he could add fortune-telling
to the dectricity cult hed imaged for Mr. Leverett. “Y our lifé's sory foretold in the wiresl”—more nove,
anyway than crystdl balsor Taking with God.

Only once did the touch of the gruesome, that had troubled Mr. Scott in hisfirst conversation with Mr.
Leverett, come briefly back, when the old man chuckled and observed, “ Recall what | told you about
whipping acopper wire up there? I've thought of asimpler way, just squirt the hose a those H-T linesin
ahard stream, gripping the metal nozzle. Might be best to use the hot water and throw abox of sdt inthe
heater first.” When Mr. Scott heard that he was glad that he'd warned Bobby against coming around.

But for the most part Mr. Leverett maintained hismood of happy serenity.

When the break in that mood came, it was suddenly, though afterwards Mr. Scott redlized there had
been one warning note sounded when Mr. Leverett had added onto arambling discourse, “By the way,
I've learned that U.S. power dectricity goesal over theworld, just like the ghost électricity in radios and
phones. It travelsto foreign shoresin batteries and condensers. Roamsthe linesin Europe and Asia
Some of it even dipsover into Soviet territory. Wants to keep tab on the Communists, | guess. Electric
freedom-fighters.”

On hisnext visit Mr. Scott found agreat change. Mr. Leverett had deserted hisrocking chair to pace the
patio on the side away from the pole, though every now and then he would give aquick funny look up
over hisshoulder at the dark muttering wires.

“Glad to see you, Mr. Scott. I'm red shook up. Reckon | better tell someone about it so if something
happensto methey'll be ableto tell the FBI. Though | don't know whatthey'll be able to do.

“Electricity just told me thismorning it's got aworld government—it had the nerveto cdl it that—and that
there's Russian eectricity in our wires and American dectricity in the Soviet's—it shiftsback and forth
with never aquiver of shame. It doesn't have a spark of feding for the U.S.A.or for Russa It thinksonly
of itsdf.

“When | heard that you could have knocked me down with a paper dart.

“What's more, electricity's determined to stop any big war that may come, no matter how rightful that
war be or how much in defense of America. It doesn't care a snap about us—it just doesn't want its
webs and water holes destroyed. If the buttons are pushed for the atomic missiles—hereor in
Russa—it'll flash out and kill anybody who triesto set them of another way.

“I pleaded with ectricity, | told it I'd dways thought of it as American and true—reminded it of Franklin
and Edison—findly | commanded it to change its ways and behave decent, but it just chuckled.



“Then it threatened me back! It told meif | tried to Stopit, if | revealed its plans, it would summon down
its savage brothers from the mountains and with their help it would seek me out and kill me! Mr. Scott,
I'm &l aone up here with dectricity on my window sill. What am | going to do?"

Mr. Scott had considerable difficulty soothing Mr. Leverett enough to make his escape. Intheend he
had to promise to come back in the morning bright and early—slently vowing to himsdlf that hed be
damned if hewould.

Histask was not made easier when the ectricity overhead, which had been especially noisy thisday,
roseinagrowl and Mr. Leverett turned and said harshly, “Yes, | hear!”

That night the Los Angeles area had one of its rare thunderstorms, accompanied by gales of wind and
torrents of rain. PAms and pines and eucalyptus were torn down, earth cliffs crumbled and doshed, and
the great square concrete spill-ways ran brimful from the hillsto the sea

The lightning was especidly fierce. Severa score Angelinos, to whom such adisplay was anovelty,
phoned civil defense numbersto report or inquire fearfully about atomic attacks.

Numerous freak accidents occurred. To the scene of one of these Mr. Scott was summoned next
morning bright and early by the police, because it had occurred on a property he rented and because he
was the only person known to be acquainted with the deceased.

The previous night Mr. Scott had awakened at the height of the storm when the lightning had been
blinding as a photoflash and the thunder had cracked like amile long whip just above the roof. At that
time he had remembered vividly what Mr. Leverett had said about eectricity threatening to summon its
wild giant brothers from the hills. But now, in the bright morning, he decided not to tell the police about
that or say anything to them at dl about Mr. Leverett's dectricity mania—it would only complicate things
to no purpose and perhaps make the fear at his heart more crazily redl.

Mr. Scott saw the scene of the freak accident before anything was moved, even the body—except there
was now, of course, no power in the heavy corroded wire wrapped tight as a bullwhip around the skinny
shanks with only the browned and blackened fabric of cotton pgjamas between.

The police and the power-and-light men reconstructed the accident thisway: At the height of the sorm
one of the high-tension lines had snapped a hundred feet away from the house and the near end, whipped
by thewind and its own tension, had struck back freakishly through the open bedroom window of Peak
House and curled once around the legs of Mr. Leverett, who had likely been on hisfeet at thetime. He
had been killed ingtantly.

One had to strain that reconstruction, though, to explain the additiond freskish e ementsin the
accident—the fact that the high-tension wire had struck not only through the bedroom window, but then
through the bedroom door to catch the old man in the hall, and that the black shiny cord of the phone
was wrapped like avine twice around the old man'sright arm, asif to hold him back from escaping until
the big wire had struck.

THE DEAD MAN

Professor Max Redford opened the frosted glass door of the reception room and beckoned to me. |
followed him eagerly. When the most newsworthy doctor at one of Americas foremost medica schools
phones a popul ar-science writer and asks him to drop over, but won't tell him why, thereis cause for
excitement. Especidly when that doctor's researches, though aways well-founded, have tended towards
the sensational. | remembered the rabbits so alergic to light that an open shade raised blisters on their
shaved skins, the hypnotized heart patient whose blood-pressure dowly changed, the mold that fed on



blood clotsin aliving animd's brain. Fully half my best articleswith amedica dant camefrom Max. We
had been close friendsfor severd years.

Aswe hurried along the hushed corridor, he suddenly asked me, “What is death?"

That wasn't the sort of question | was expecting. | gave him aquick look. His bullet-shaped head, with its
shock of close-cropped grizzled hair, was hunched forward. The eyes behind the thick lenses were
bright, dmost mischievous. He was amiling.

| shrugged.

“I have something to show you,” he said.

“What, Max?'

“Youll s

“A gory?'

He shook his head. “ At present | don't want aword released to the public or the profession.”
“But some day—?’ | suggested.

“Maybe one of the biggest.”

We entered his office. On the examination table lay aman, the lower haf of hisbody covered by awhite
sheet. He seemed to be asleep.

Right there | got ashock. For athough | hadn't the faintest ideawho the man was, | did recognize him. |
was certain that | had seen that handsome face once before—through the French windows of theliving
room of Max's home, some weeks ago. It had been pressed passionately to the face of Velda, Max's
attractive young wife, and those arms had been cradling her back. Max and | had just arrived at his
lonely suburban place after along evening session at the laboratory, and he had been locking the car
when | glanced through the window. When we had got inside, the man had been gone, and Max had
greeted Ve dawith his usua tenderness. | had been bothered by the incident, but of course there had
been nothing | could do abot it.

| turned from the examination table, trying to hide my surprise. Max sat down at his desk and began to
rap on it with apencil. Nervous excitement, | supposed.

From the man on the examination table, now behind me, came adry, hacking cough.

“Takealook at him,” said Max, “and tel me what disease he's suffering from."”

“I'm no doctor,” | protested.

“I' know that, but there are some symptoms that should have an obvious meaning even to alayman.”
“But | didn't even notice hewasill,” | said.

Max goggled hiseyesat me, “You didn't?"

Shrugging my shoulders, | turned—and wondered how in theworld | could have missed it at the first
glance. | supposed | had been so flustered at recognizing the man that | hadn't noticed anything about
him—I had been seeing the memory image more than the actual person. For Max was right. Anyone



could have hazarded a diagnosis of this case. The genera pallor, the hectic spots of color over the cheek
bones, the emaciated wridts, the prominent ribs, the deep depressions around the collar bones, and
above dl the continued racking cough that even as | watched brought a bit of blood specked mucousto
thelips—all pointed a an advanced stage of chronic tuberculoss. | told Max so.

Max stared at me thoughtfully, rapping again on the table. | wondered if he sensed what | wastrying to
hide from him. Certainly | felt very uncomfortable. The presence of that man, presumably Veldaslover,
in Max's office, unconscious and suffering from adeadly disease, and Max so sardonic-seeming and full
of suppressed excitement, and then that queer question he had asked me about death—taken all
together, they made a peculiarly nasty picture.

What Max said next didn't help either.
“Y ou're quite sureit'stuberculoss?!

“Naturdly | could bewrong,” | admitted uneasily. “It might be some other disease with the same
symptoms or—" | had been about to say “ or the effects of some poison,” but | checked myself. “But the
symptoms are there, unmistakably,” | finished.

“You're positive?’ He seemed to enjoy drawing it out.
“Of coursal”
He smiled. “ Take another look."

“| don't needto,” | protested. For the first timein our relaionship | waswondering if there wasn't
something extremely unpleasant about Max.

“Take one, just the same.”
Unwillingly | turned—and for savera moments there was room in my mind for nothing but astonishment.
“What kind of trick isthis?’ | finally asked Max, shakily.

For the man on the examination table had changed. Unmistakably the same man, though for amoment |
questioned even that, for now instead of the cadaverous spectre of tuberculos's, atotaly different picture
presented itsdlf. Thewrigt, so thin aminute ago, was now swollen, the chest had become so unhedthily
puffy that the ribs and collar bones were logt to view, the skin had abluish tinge, and from between the
sagging lips came alabored, wheeze bresthing.

| still had asense of horror, but now it was overlaid with an emotion that can be even stronger, an
emotion that can outweigh al considerations of human persondity and morals: the excitement of scientific
discovery. Whoever this man was, whatever Max's motives might be, whatever unsuspected strain of evil
there might exist deep in his nature, he hadhit on something here, something revolutionary. | didn't know
what it was, but my heart pounded and little chills of excitement chased over my skin.

Max refused to answer any of the questions | bombarded him with. All hewould do was st back and
gmileat me and say, “And now, after your second look, what do you think's wrong with him?”

Hefindly badgered meinto making a statement.

“Wadl of coursethere's something fishy about it, but if you insst, hereésmy idea: Heart disease, perhaps
caused by kidney trouble. In any case, something badly out of order with his pump.”



Max'ssmilewasinfuriatingly bland. Again he rapped with his pencil, like some supercilious teacher.
“You're sure of that?” he prodded.

“Just assure as| wasthefirst timethat it was tuberculoss.”

“Wall, take another look ... and meet John Fearing.”

| turned, and amost before | redized it, my hand had been firmly clasped and was being vigoroudy
shaken by that of one of the finest physical specimens| have ever seen. | remember thinking dazedly,
“Yes, he'sasincredibly handsome and beautifully built as he seemed to mewhen | glimpsed him kissing
Velda And aong with it astrange sort of smoothness, like you fdlt in Rudolf Vaentino. No wonder a
woman might find himirresgtible”

“I could have introduced you to John long ago,” Max was saying. “Helives right near us, with his mother
and often drops over. But, well...” he chuckled, “...I've been alittle jed ous about John. | haven't
introduced him to anyone connected with the profession. I've wanted to keep him to mysdlf until we got a
little further dong with our experiments.

“And John,” Max went on, “thisis Fred Alexander, the writer. HE's one science popul arizer who never
strays a hairs-breadth into sensationaism and who takes infinite pains to make his reporting accurate. We
can trust him not to breathe aword about our experiments until wetell him to. I've been thinking for some
time now that we ought to let athird person in on our work, and | didn't want it to be ascientist or yet an
ordinary layman. Fred here struck me as having just the right sort of general knowledge and sympathetic
gpproach. So | rang him up—and | believe weve succeeded in giving him quite asurprise.”

“You cetainly have,” | agreed fervently.

John Fearing dropped my hand and stepped back. | was still running my eyes over hismarveloudy
proportioned athletic body. | couldn't spot atrace of the symptoms of the two dreadful diseases that had
seemed to be wracking it minutes ago, or of any other sort of ill health. As he stood there so cooly, with
the sheet loosaly caught around hiswaist and faling in easy folds, it seemed to me that he might well be
the model for one of the greet classica Greek statues. His eyes had something of the same tranquil,
ox-like“dl-body” look.

Turning towards Max, | was conscious of aminor shock. | had never thought of Max asugly. If I'd ever
thought of him at al in regard to looks, it had been as aman rather youthful for hismiddle age, sawart,
and with pleasingly rugged features.

Now, compared to Fearing, Max seemed a humped and dark-browned dwarf.
But thisfeding of minewasimmediatdy swalowed up in my excited curiogity.
Fearing looked at Max. “What diseases did | do thistime?’ he asked casudly.

“Tuberculoss and nephritis,” Max told him. They both acted pleased. In fact, mutud trust and affection
showed s0 plainly in their manner toward each other that | wasinclined to dismiss my suspicions of some
gniger underlying hatred.

After dl, I told mysdlf, the embrace | had witnessed might have been merdy momentary physica
intoxication on the part of the two young and lovely people, if it had been even that much. Certainly what
Max had said about his desire to keep Fearing a secret from his friends and colleagues might very well
explain why Fearing had disappeared that night. On the other hand, if adegper and lessfleeting feding
did exist between Max's pretty wife and protege, Max might very well be aware of it and inclined to



condoneit. | knew him to be aremarkably tolerant man in some respects. In any case, | had probably
exaggerated the importance of the matter.

And | certainly didn't want any such speculations distracting my thoughts now, when | was bending al my
menta effortsto comprehend the amazing experiment that had just been conducted before my eyes.

Suddenly | got aglimmer of part of it.
“Hypnotism?’ | asked Max.
He nodded, beaming.

“And the pencil-rappings were ‘ cues? | mean, sgnadsfor himto carry out ingtructionsgivento himin an
earlier sage of the trance?"

“Thet'sright."

“I seemto recall now,” | said, “that the raps were different in each case. | suppose each combination of
raps was hooked up with aspecia set of ingtructionsyou'd given him."

“Exactly,” sad Max. “John won't respond until he getsthe right signal. It seems arather complicated way
of going about it, but it isn't redlly. Y ou know how a sergeant will give hismen aset of orders and then
bark out ‘ March!'? Well, the raps are John's marching signals. It works out better than giving him the
ingtructions at the same time he's supposed to be carrying them out. Besides,” and he looked at me
roguishly, “itsalot more dramatic."

“I'll say itidl” | assured him. “Max, let's get to the important point. How in the world did John fake those
symptoms?'

Max raised hishands. “I'll explain everything. | didn't cal you in just to mystify you. Sit down.”

| hurriedly complied. Fearing effortlesdy lifted himself onto the edge of the examination table and sat
there placidly attentive, forearmsloosdly dropped adong histhighs.

“Asyou know,” Max began, “it's awell-established fact that the human mind can create dl sorts of
tangible symptoms of disease, without the disease itself being present in any way. Statistics show that
about haf the people who consult doctors are suffering from such imaginary allments.”

“Yes” | protested, “but the symptoms are never so extreme, or created with such swiftness. Why, there
was even blood in the mucus. And those swollen wrists—"

Again Max raised hishands. “The differenceis only one of degree. Please hear me out.”

“Now John here,” he continued, “isavery well adjusted, hedthy-minded person, but afew years ago he
was anything but that.” He looked at Fearing, who nodded his agreement. “No, our John was aregular
bad boy of the hospitals. Rather his subconscious mind was, for of course thereis no question of faking
in these matters, theindividua sincerely believesthat heissick. At al events, our John seemed to go
through an unbelievable series of dangerousillnessesthat frightened his mother to distraction and baffled
hisdoctors, until it was realized that the ilinesses were of emotiond origin. That discovery wasn't made
for along time because of the very reason you mentioned—the unusua severity of the symptoms.

“However in the end it was the extraordinary power of John's subconsciousto fake symptomsthat gave
the show away. It began to fake the symptoms of too many diseases, the onsets and recoveries were too
fadt, it jJumped around too much. And then it made the mistake of faking the symptoms of germ diseases,



when |aboratory tests showed that the germsin question weren't present.

“The truth having been recognized, John was put in the hands of acompetent psychiatrist, who eventudly
succeeded in graightening out the persondity difficulties that had caused him to seek refuge in Sickness.
They turned out to be quite s mple ones—an overprotective and emotionaly demanding mother and a
jealous and unaffectionate father, whose death afew years back had burdened John with guilt fedings.

“It was at that time—just after the brilliant success of the psychiatrist's trestment—that | ran acrossthe
case. It happened through Velda. She became friends with the Fearings, mother and son, when they
moved into our neighborhood, and she visited withthem alot.”

Ashesadthat, | couldn't resst shooting aquick glance at Fearing, but | couldn't see any signs of
uneasiness or smugness. | fet rather abashed.

“One evening when John was over &t our place, he mentioned his amazing history of imaginary illnesses,
and pretty soon | wormed the whole story out of him. | wasimmediately struck with something about his
case that the other doctors had missed. Or if they had noticed it, they hadn't seen the implications—or
the possilities.

“Here was a person whose body was fantastically obedient to the dictates of his subconscious mind. All
people are to some degree psychosomatic, to give it itstechnica name— you know, psyche andsoma ,
mind and body. But our John was psychosomatic to avastly greater degree. Onein amillion. Perhaps
unique.

“Very likely somerare hereditary strain was respongible for this. | don't believe John will be angry with
meif | tel you that his mother used to be—sheé'sredlly changed hersdf agreat ded under the
psychiatrist's guidance—but that she used to be an excessively hysterical and emotiondly tempestuous
person, with al sorts of imaginary ailments hersdlf, though not as extreme as John's, of course. And his
father was dmogt exactly the same type.”

“That's quiteright, Dr. Redford,” Fearing said earnestly.

Max nodded. “ Apparently the combination of these two hereditary strainsin John produced far more
than adoubling of his parents sengtivities.

“Jugt as the chameeon inherits a color-changing ability that other animals lack, so John had inherited a
degree of psychosomatic control that is not apparent in other people—at least not without some kind of
psychologica training of which at present | have only aglimmering.

“All thiswas bornein on me as| absorbed John's story, hanging on every word. Y ou know, | think both
John and Veldawere quite startled at the intensity of my interest.” Max chuckled. “But they didn't redize
that | was on to something. Here, right in my hands, was a person with, to put it popularly, only the most
tenuous of boundaries between his mentd and materid atoms—for of course, as you know, both mind
and matter are ultimately eectrical in nature. Our John's subconscious mind had perfect control of his
heartbeat and circulatory system. It could flood histissue with fluids, producing instant swellings, or
dehydrate them, giving the effect of emaciation. It could play on hisinterna organs and ductless glandsas
if they were musicd instruments, cresting any life-timeit wanted. It could produce horrible discords, turn
Johninto anidiot, say, or aninvalid, asit tried to do, or perhaps an acromegalic mongter, with gigantic
hands and head, by stimulating bone-growth after maturity.

“Or his subconscious mind could keep dl hisorgansin perfect tune, making him the magnificently healthy
Creature you see today.”



| looked at John Fearing and redlized that my earlier impression of the excellence of his physique had, if
anything, falen short of the mark. It wasn't just that he was a clear-eyed, unblemished, athletically-built
young man. There was moreto it than that—something intangible. It occurred to methat if any man could
be said to radiate hedlth, in the literal meaning of that ridiculous cliche, it was John Fearing. | knew it was
just my imagination, but | seemed to see a pulsating, faintly golden aura about him.

And hismind appeared to be in as perfect balance as his body. He was wonderfully poised as he sat
there with just the sheet pulled around him.. Not the faintest suggestion of nerves. Completely dive, yetin
asense completely impassive.

It was only too easy to imagine such a man making love successfully, with complete naturdness and
confidence, without any of the little haltings and clumsiness, the jarrings of rhythm, the cowardices of
body, the treacheries of mind that betray the average neurotic—which isto say, the average person.
Suddenly it hit me, right between the eyes asthey say, that Veldamust Iove John, that no woman could
avoid becoming infatuated with such aman. Not just afootbal | star or amuscle maniac, but a creature
infinitely subtler.

And yet, in spite of dl this, | was conscious of something a shade repel lent about Fearing. Perhapsit was
that he seemed too wdll-baanced, too smooth-running, like a gleaming dynamo say, or a beautiful
painting without thet little touch of ugliness or clashing contrast which createsindividuaity. In most
people, too, one senses the eternd conflict between the weak and indecisive tyrant Mind and the
stubborn and rebellious dave Body, but in Fearing the conflict ssemed completely absent, which struck
me as unpleasant. There was akind of deep-seated toughness about him, asuggestion of indestructibility.
One might have said, “He'd make anasty ghost.”

Of course dl this may just have been envy on my part for Fearing's poise and physique, or some sort of
jedlousy | fet on Max's account.

But whatever the sources of my feding of revulsion, | now began to believe that Max shared it. Not that
Max had dackened in hisgenid, affectionate, most fatherly manner toward John, but that he was so
effortful about it. Those dephantine“our Johns,” for example. | didn't get the feding that he was
conceding ajedous hatred, however, but that he was earnestly fighting an irrationd inward aversion.

Asfor Fearing, he ssemed completely unaware of any hostile feeing on Max's part. His manner was
completely open and amiable.

For that matter, | wondered if Max himsalf were aware of hisown feding. All these thoughts didn't take
much time. | wasintent on Max's story.

* * * %

Max leaned across the desk. He was blinking excitedly, which, with his glasses, gave an odd effect of
flashing eyes.

“My imagination was gtirred,” he went on. “ There was no end to the things that might be learned from
such a super-psychosomatic individual . We could study disease symptoms under perfect conditions, by
producing them in controlled amountsin a hedthy individud. All sorts of physiological mysteries could be
explored. We could trace out the exact patterns of al the nervous processes that are normally beyond
the mind'sreach. Then if we could learn to impart John's ability to other people—but that's getting a bit
ahead of my story.

“| talked to John. He saw my point, realized the service he might render mankind, and gladly agreed to
undergo some experiments.



“But at the first attempt a snag appeared. John could not produce any symptoms by a conscious effort,
no matter how hard hetried. As| said before, you can't conscioudy fake a psychosomeatic illness, and
that waswhat | was asking John to do. And since held undergone psychiatric treatment his subconscious
mind was so well behaved that it wouldn't yield to any ordinary blandishments.

“At that point we almost gave up the project. But then | thought of away we might be able to get around
the snag: suggestions given directly to the subconscious mind through hypnotism.

“John proved a good hypnotic subject. Wetried it—and it worked!"
Max's eyes looked bright as stars as he said that.

“That's about how matters stand today,” he finished off, sinking back in hischair. “Weve sarted alittle
specia work on arterid tension, the lymphatic glands and their nerve supply, one or two other things. But
mainly we've been perfecting our setup, getting used to the hypnotic relationship. Theimportant work il
liesahead.”

| exhaled appreciatively. Then an unpleasant thought struck me. | wasn't going to voiceit, but Max
asked, “What isit, Fred?’ and | couldn't think of anything elseto say, and after dl it was athought that
would have occurred to anyone.

“Wadll, with dl this creation of extreme symptoms,” | began, “isn't there a certain amount of—"
Max supplied theword. “Danger?’ He shook his head. “We are dways very careful "

“Andinany case,” Fearing's bdl-like voice brokein, “the possbilities being whet they are, | would
consider dmost any risksworth running.” He smiled chearfully.

The double meaning | momentarily fancied in hiswords nettled me. | went on impulsively, “But surely
some people would be apt to consider it extremely dangerous. Y our mother, for instance, or Velda.™

Max looked a me sharply.

“Neither my mother nor Mrs. Redford know anything of the extent of our experiments,” Fearing assured
me

There was a pause. Unexpectedly, Max grinned at me, stretched, and said to Fearing, “How do you fed
now?'

“Perfectly fit."

“Fed up to another little demondration?"

“Certanly.”

“That reminds me, Max,” | said abruptly, “out in the corridor you mentioned something about—"
He shot me awarning glance.

“WEell go into that some other time,” he said.

“What disease are you going to have me do thistime?’ Fearing queried.

Max wagged hisfinger. “Y ou know you're never told that. Can't have your conscious mind messing
things up. Well have some new signds, though. And, Fred, | hope you won't mind waiting outsde whilel



put John under and give him hisingtructions—acquaint him with the new sgnas. I'm afraid we gtill havent
gotten far dong enough to risk the possibly disturbing presence of athird person during the early stages
of an experiment. One or two more sessions and it should be dl right, though. Understand, Fred, thisis
just thefirgt of alarge number of experiments | want you to witness. I'm asking agreat dedl of you, you
see. The only tangible compensation | can offer you is exclusive rights to break the story to the public
when wefed thetimeisripe.”

“Believeme, | congder it agreat honor,” | assured him sincerdly as | went out.

Inthe corridor | lit acigarette, puffed it amoment, and then the tremendous implications of Max's
experimentsredly hit me.

Suppose, as Max had hinted, that it proved possible to impart Fearing's ability to other people?

The benefitswould be incal culable. People would be able to help their bodiesin the fight against disease
and degenerative processes. For instance, they could cut down the flow of blood from awound, or even
stop it completely. They could marshd al the body's resourcesto fight loca infections and stop disease
germs before they ever got started. Conceivably, they could heal sick organs, get them working in the
right rhythm, unharden arteries, avert or stifle cancers.

It might be possible to prevent disease, even aging, dtogether.
We might look forward to arace of immortas, immune to time and decay.

A happy race, untroubled by those conflicts of body and mind, of ingtinct and conscience, that sap
Mankind's best energies and are at the root of al discords and wars.

Therewasliterdly no limit to the possibilities.

| hardly felt I'd been in the corridor aminute, my mind was soaring so, when Max softly opened the door
and beckoned to me.

Again Fearing lay stretched on the table. His eyeswere closed, but he still looked every whit as vibrantly
hedlthy asbefore. His chest rose and fdll rhythmically with hisbreathing. | amost fancied | could seethe
blood coursing under the fair skin.

| was aware of atremendous suppressed excitement in Max.
“We can talk, of course” he said. “Best keep it low, though.”
“He'shypnotized?’ | asked.

“yYes"

“And youve given him theingructions?'

“Yes Watch."

“What arethey thistime, Max?"

Max'slipsjerked oddly.

“Just wetch."

He rapped with the pencil.



| watched. For five, ten seconds nothing seemed to happen.
Fearing's chest stopped moving.
His skin was growing pae.

Therewas awesk convulsive shudder. His eyelidsfell open, showing only the whites. Then there was no
further movement whatever.

“Approach him,” Max ordered, hisvoicethick. “Take his pulse.”

Almost shaking with excitement, | complied.

Tomy fumbling fingers, Fearing'swrist felt cold. | could not find apulse.

“Fetch that mirror,” Max'sfinger stabbed at anearby shelf. “Hold it to hislips and nostrils.”
The polished surface remained unclouded.

| backed away. Wonder gave placeto fear. All my worst suspicions returned intensified. Once again |
seemed to sense astrain of submerged evil in my friend.

“I told you | would show you something with a bearing on the question, *What is death?” Max was
saying huskily. “Here you see deeth perfectly counterfeited—death-in-life. | would defy any doctor in the
world to prove thisman dive.” Therewasanote of triumphin hisvoice.

My own was uneven with horror. “Y ou instructed him to be dead?"
“yYes"

“And he didn't know it ahead of time?"'

“Of coursenot.”

For an interminable period—perhaps three or four seconds—I stared at the blanched form of Fearing.
Then | turned to Max.

“] don't likethis” | said. “Get him out of it."

There was something sneering about the smile he gave me.

“Watch!” He commanded fiercely, and rapped again.

It was only some changein the light, | told myself, that was giving Fearing'sflesh agreenish tinge.
Then | saw the limp arms and legs stiffen and the face tighten into a sardonic mask.

“Touchhim!"

Unwillingly, only to get the thing over with as swiftly aspossible, | obeyed. Fearingsarm felt as fiff asa
board and, if anything, colder than before.

Rigor mortis.

But that faint odor of putrescence—I knew that could only be my imagination.



“For God's sake, Max,” | pleaded, “you've got to get him out of it.” Then, throwing aside reserve, “I
don't know what you're trying to do, but you can't. Velda—"

Max jerked as| spoke the name. Ingtantly the terrifying shell that had gathered around him seemed to
drop away. It was asif that one word had roused him from adream. “ Of course,” he said, in his natural
voice. He smiled reassuringly and rapped.

Eagerly | watched Fearing.

Max rapped again: three—one.

It takestime, | told myself. Now the muscles were beginning to relax, weren't they?
But Max wasrapping again. The signd printed itsdlf indelibly on my brain: three—one.
And yet again. Three—one. Three—one. THREE—ONE.

| looked a Max. In histortured expression | read aghastly certainty.

| wouldn't ever want to relive the next few hours. | imaginethat in al history there was never atrick
conceived for reviving the dying that Max didn't employ, dong with al the modern methods—injections,
eveninto the heart itsdlf, dectrical stimulation, use of anew lightweight plastic verson of theiron lung,
aurgica entry into the chest and direct massage of the heart.

Whatever suspicions | had of Max vanished utterly during those hours. The frantic genuineness and
inspired ingenuity of his effortsto revive Fearing couldn't possibly have been faked. No more could his
tragic, rigidly suppressed grief have been smulated. | saw Max's emotions stripped to the raw during
those hours, and they were al good.

One of thefirst thingshe did was call in severd of the other faculty doctors. They helped him, though |
could tell that from the first they looked upon the case as hopeless, and would have considered the whole
business definitdly irregular, if it hadn't been for their extreme loyalty to Max, far beyond any
consderation of professond solidarity. Their attitude showed me, as nothing else ever had, Max's Stature
asamedica man.

Max was completely frank with them and everyone else. He made no effort whatsoever to suppressthe
dightest detall of the eventsleading up to the tragedy. He was bitter in his self-accusations, ingsting that
hisjudgment had been unforgivably at fault in the final experiment. He would have gone even further than
that if it hadn't been for his colleagues. It was they who dissuaded him from resigning from the faculty and
describing his experimentsin such inaccurately harsh termsasto invite crimina prosecution.

And then there was Max's praisaworthy behavior toward Fearing's mother. While they were still working
on Fearing, though without any red hope, she burst in. Whatever reformsthe psychiatrist may have
achieved in her persondity, were washed out now. | till can close my eyes and visuaize that hateful,
overdressed woman stamping around like an angry parrot, screaming the vilest accusations at Max at the
top of her voice and talking about her son and herself in the most disgusting terms. But although he was
near the breaking point, Max was never anything but compassionate toward her, accepting al the blame
she hegped on his head.

A littlelater Veldajoined Ma. If I'd il had any of my early suspicions, her manner would have
disspated them. She was completely practical and self-possessed, betraying no persond concern
whatsoever in Fearing's death. If anything, she wastoo cool and unmoved. But that may have been what
Max needed at thetime.



The next days were understandably difficult. While most of the newspapers were admirably reserved and
judicious in reporting the case, one of the tabloids played up Max as*“ The Doctor Who Ordered aMan
to Die” featuring an exclusveinterview with Fearing's mother.

The chorus of wild bleats from various anti-science cults was of courseto be expected. It ledto a
number of storiesthat crept into the fringe of print and would have been more unpleasant if they hadn't
been so ridiculous. One man, evidently drawing on Poe's story “ The Factsin the Case of M. Vaddemar,”
demanded that a*“death watch” be maintained on Fearing and, on the morning of the funerd, hinted
darkly that they were interring a man who was somehow dill dive.

Even the medicd profession was by no meanswholly behind Max. A number of loca doctors,
unconnected with the medica school, were severein their criticisms of him. Such sensationa experiments
reflected on the profession, were of doubtful value in any case, and so forth. Though none of these
criticisms were released to the public.

The funeral washeld on thethird day. | attended it out of friendship for Max, who fdt it hisduty to be
present. Fearing's mother was there, of course, dressed in ablack outfit that somehow managed to look
loud and common. Since the tabloid interview there had been a complete break between her and our
group, so that her wailing tirades and nauseous sobbing endearments could only be directed at the empty
ar and the bronze-fitted casket.

Max looked old. Ve da stood beside him, holding hisarm. She was asimpassive as on the day of
Fearing's death.

Therewas only one odd thing about her behavior. Sheingsted that we remain at the cemetery until the
casket had been placed in the tomb and the workman had fixed in place the marble dab that closed it.
She watched the whole process with a dispassionate intentness.

| thought that perhaps she did it on Max's account, to impress on him that the whole affair was over and
donewith. Or she may conceivably have feared some unlikely fina demonstration or foray on the part of
the wilder anti-science groups and felt that the presence of afew intelligent witnesses was advisable to
prevent somefind garish newsitem from erupting into print.

And there may actualy have been justification for such afear. Despite the efforts of the cemetery
authorities, anumber of the morbidly curious managed to view the interment and as| accompanied Max
and Ve dathefew blocksto their home, there were atogether too many people roaming the quiet, rather
ill-kempt streets of the scantily populated suburb. Undoubtedly we were being followed and pointed at.
When with fedlings of considerable rdief, wefindly got ingde, there was a sharp, loud knock on the door
we had just closed.

Someone had thrown a stone at the house.

For the next sx months | saw nothing of Max. Actudly thiswas as much due to my friendship for him as
to the press of my work, which did keep me unusudly busy at thetime. | felt that Max didn't want to be
reminded in any way, even by the presence of afriend, of the tragic accident that had clouded hislife.

| think, you see, that only |, and perhaps afew of Max's most imaginative colleagues, had any inkling of
how hard Max had been hit by the experience and, especialy,why it had hit him so hard. It wasn't so
much that he had caused the death of aman through a perhapsinjudicious experiment. That wasthe
smdler part. It wasthat, in so doing, he had wrecked aline of research that promised tremendous
benefits to mankind. Fearing, you see, wasirreplaceable. As Max had said, he was probably unique.
And their work had been barely begun. Max had obtained amost no results of ameasured scientific
nature and he hadn't as yet any ideas whatever of the crucid thing: how to impart Fearing's ability to other



people, if that were possible. Max wasaredist. To hisclear, unsuperstitious mind, the death of one man
was not nearly so important as the loss of possible benefitsto millions. That he had played fast and loose
with humanity's future—yes, he'd have put it that way—was, | knew, what hurt him most. It would bea

long time before he regained his old enthusiasm.

Onemorning | ran across anews item stating that Fearing's mother had sold her house and gonefor a
European tour.

Of Vddal had no information.

Naturally | recaled the affair from timeto time, turning it over in my mind. | reviewed the suspicions1'd
had at the time, seeking some clue that might have escaped me, but dways coming to the conclusion that
the suspicions were more than wiped out my Max'stragic sincerity and Veldas composure after the
event.

| tried to visualize the weird and miraculous transformations | had witnessed in Max's office. Somehow,
try as| might, they began to seem more and more unreal. | had beeen excited that morning, | told mysdif,
and my mind had exaggerated what | had seen. Thisunwillingnessto trust my own memory filled me a
timeswith a strange poignant grief, perhaps smilar to what Max must have felt a the breakdown of his
research, asif some marvelousimaginative vison had faded from the world.

And occasiondly | pictured Fearing as I'd seen him that morning, so radiantly hedlthy, his mind and body
so unshakably knit. It was very hard to think of aman like that being dead.

Then, after Sx months, | received abrief message from Max. If | werefree, would | visit him at hishome
that evening? Nothing more.

| felt athrill of elation. Perhaps the period of thralldom to the past was over and the brilliant old mind was
getting to work again. | had to break an engagement, but of course | went.

It had just stopped raining when | swung down from the interurban. Remnants of daylight showed a
panorama of dripping trees, weed-bordered sidewaks, and gloom-infested houses. Max had happened
to build in one of those sub-divisions that doesn't quite make the grade, while the unpredictable pulse of
suburban life beginsto beat more strongly farther out.

| passed the cemetery in which Fearing had been interred. The branches of unpruned trees brushed the
wall, making sections of the sdewak alesafy tunndl. | wasglad | had aflashlight in my pocket for the
walk back. It occurred to me that it was unfortunate Max had this unnecessary reminder amost on his
doorstep.

| walked rapidly past houses that were more and more frequently separated by empty lots, and dong a
sdewalk that became progressively more cracked and weed-grown. There popped into my mind a
conversation | had with Max a couple of yearsago. | had asked himif Veldadidn't find it londly out here,
and he had laughingly assured me that both he and Velda had a passion for being alone and liketo be as
far away as possible from spying neighbors.

| wondered if one of the houses | had passed had been that belonging to the Fearings.

Eventudly | arrived a Max's place, acompact two-story dwelling. There were only afew more houses
beyond it on the street. Beyond those, | knew, the weeds reigned supreme, the once hopeful sidewalks
were completdly silted and grown over, and the lamp-poles rusted lightlesdy. Unsuccessful subdivisions
aredisma spots.



In my nogtrils, dl theway had been the smdll of wet cold earth and stone.

The living room lightswere on, but | saw no one through the French window where | had once glimpsed
Veldaand Fearing. The hall was dark. | rapped on the door. It opened ingtantly. | faced Velda

| haven't described Velda. She was one of those very beautiful, dignified, amost forbidding, yet quite
sexy girlsthat a successful, cultured manisapt to marry if hewaitsuntil heés middie-aged. Tal. Sim.
Small head. Blonde hair drawn tightly acrossit. Blue eyes. Compact, distinguished features. Soping
shoulders, and then abody that acynic would cal the main attraction. And perhaps with partial
inaccuracy, because an dert, well-informed, quite courageous mind went with it. Exquisite manners, but
not much apparent warmth.

That wasVedaas | remembered her.

TheVedal faced now was different. She waswearing agray sk dressng gown. In thedim light from
the street lamp behind me, the tight-drawn hair looked, not gray, but brittle. Thetall beautiful body
somehow seemed sterile, weed-like. She crouched like an old woman. The distinguished featuresin the
face she lifted toward mine were pinched. The blue eyes, white circled, were much too staring.

She touched afinger to her thinned lips, and with the other hand timidly took hold of the lapel of my coat,
asif to draw me away to some place where we could talk secretly.

Max stepped out of the darkness behind her and put his hand on her shoulders. She didn't stiffen. In fact,
she hardly reacted except to softly drop her hand from my coat. She may have winked at me, asif to
say, “Later, perhaps,” but | can't be sure.

“Y ou'd better be getting upgtairs, dear,” he said gently. “It'stime you took alittle rest.”

At thefoot of the stairs he switched on the light. We watched her as she went up, dowly holding on to
theral.

When she was out of sight Max shook his head and said rather lightly, “ Too bad about Velda. I'm afraid
that in alittle while—However, | didn't ask you out hereto talk about that."

| was shocked at his seeming callousness. A moment later, however, he said something which gave mea
hint of the philosophy that underlay it.

“We're so mysterioudy fragile, Fred. Some dight changein agland's function, some faint shadow falling
on aknot of nerve tissue, and—ypouf. And there's nothing we can do about it, because we don't know,
Fred, we smply don't know. If we could trace the thoughtsin their courses, if we could set their hedling
magic radiating through the brain—but that's not to be for awhile yet. Meanwhile, theré's nothing we can
do about it, except to face it cheerfully. Though it is hard when the person whose mind goes develops a
murderous hatred of you at the same time. However, as| said, | don't want to talk about that, and you'll
please meif you dont either.”

Wewere gill standing at the bottom of the stairs. Abruptly he changed his manner, clapped me on the
shoulder, steered meinto theliving room, inssted that | have adrink, and bused himsdlf garting afirein
the open grate, dl the while chatting loudly about recent doings at the medica school and pressing mefor
detalsof my latest articles.

Then, giving me no time whatever to think, he settled himself in the opposite chair, the fire blazing
between us, and launched into a description of anew research project he was getting started on. It
concerned the enzymes and the mechanisms of temperature-control of insects, and seemed to have



far-reaching implicationsin fields as diverse asinsecticide manufacture and the glandular physiology of
human beings.

There were times when he got so caught up in his subject that it dmost seemed to me it wasthe old Max
before me, asif dl the events of the past year had been abad dream.

Once he broke off momentarily, to lay his hand on abulky typescript on the table beside him.

“Thisiswhat I've been keeping mysdf busy with these last few months, Fred,” he said quickly. “A
complete account of my experiments with Fearing, dong with the underlying theories, aswell as| can
present them, and al pertinent materia from other fields. | can't touch the thing again, of course, buit |
hope someone ese will, and | want him to have the benefit of my mistakes. I'm rather doubtful if any of
the journalswill accept it, but if they don't I'll publish it at my own expense.”

It really gave me apang to think of how much he must have suffered pounding out that typescript,
meticuloudy, of course, knowing that it was the account of afailure and apersona tragedy, knowing that
it wouldn't beat all well received by his profession, but feding duty-bound to pass on information that
might some day kindle another mind and prove scientific vaue to mankind.

And then the tragedy of Velda, which | hadn't yet been able to properly assimilate, with itsfaint,
last-twist-of -the-screw suggestion that if Max had continued his research with Fearing, he might
conceivably have learned enough to be able to avert the cloud shadowing her mind.

Yes, | thought then, and | il think, that Max's behavior that night, especidly his enthusiasm about his
new research project, into which held obvioudy thrown himsdf wholeheartedly, was an inspiring and at
the same time heartrending example of the sort of unsentimental courage you find in the best scientists.

Y et a the sametime| had thefeding that his new project wasn't thereal reason for his summoning me.
He had something very different on hismind, | felt, and as an unhappy person will, was taking himsdf out
on other subjects asapreiminary to getting around to it. After awhile hedid.

Thefire had died down somewhat. We had temporarily exhausted the topic of hisnew project. | was
conscious of having smoked too many cigarettes. | asked Max some inconsequentia question about a
new advancein aviation medicine.

Hefrowned a the crawling flames, asif he were carefully weighing his answer. Then aoruptly he said,
without looking towards me, “ Fred, theré's something | want to tell you, something | felt | must tell you,
but something | haven't been able to bring mysdf to tell you until now. | hated John Fearing, because |
knew hewas having alove afar with my wife."

| looked down at my hands. After amoment | heard Max'svoice again. It wasn't loud, but it was rough
with emotion.

“Oh come on, Fred, don't pretend you didn't know. Y ou saw them through the window that night. Y ou'll
be surprised to know, Fred, how hard it was for me not to avoid you, or pick some quarrdl with you,
after that happened. Just the thought that you knew..."

“That'sdl | did see or know,” | assured him. “ Just that one glimpse.” | turned and looked at him. His
eyeswere bright with tears.

“And yet you know, Fred,” hewent on, “that'sthe real reason | picked you to St in on our experiments. |
felt that knowing what you did, you would be better able than anyone € se to check on my relationship
with John."



Therewas onething | had to say. “Y ou are quite certain, Max, that your suspicions of Veldaand Fearing
werejudtified?’

Onelook at hisfacetold me | needn't pressthat line of questioning any further. Max sat for awhile with
his head bowed. It was very quiet. The wind had died which earlier had splattered afew dropsfrom
nearby branches againgt the windowpanes.

Findly he said, “ Y ou know, Fred, it's very difficult to recapture lost emotions, either jealousy or scientific
zedl. And yet those were the two main onesin thisdrama. For of course it wasn't until | had begun my
experiments with Fearing that | found out about him and Velda.” He paused, then went on with difficulty.
“I'm afraid I'm not avery broad-minded man, Fred, when it comesto sex and possession. | think that if
John had been some ordinary person, or if | had found out earlier, | would have behaved differently.
Rather brutally, perhaps, | don't know. But the fact that our experiments had begun, and that they
promised so much, changed everything.

“You know, | redly try to be ascientist, Fred,” he went on with the ghost, or cadaver rather, of arueful
smile. “And asascientist, or just asarationa man, | had to admit that the possible benefits of our
experimentsinfinitely out-weighed any hurt to my vanity or manhood. It may sound grotesque, but asa
scientist | even had to consider whether thislove affair wasn't necessary to keep my subject cooperative
and in aproper state of mind, and whether | shouldn't go out of my way to further it. Asit was, | didn't
have to vary my routinein order to give them plenty of opportunities, though I think that if that had been
necessary, | might even have doneit.”

He clenched hisfigt. “'Y ou see, so very much depended on those experiments of ours. Though it's awfully
hard for me to remember that now. Thefeding'sal gone ... The tremendousvision ... thistypescript here
isjust dead Stuff ... an obligation...

“| fed differently about alot of things now. About Ve daand John, too. Vedawasn't exactly thegirl |
thought | was marrying. I've redlized lately that she had atremendous need to be adored, akind of cold
lust for beauty and ecstacy, like some pagan priestess. And | cooped her up here—the old story—and
tried to feed her on my enthusiasms. Not exactly theright diet. And yet, you know, Fred, my liféswork
was inspired by Veldato an extent that you might find hard to believe. Even before I'd met Velda. The
expectancy of her.

“And John?1 don't think anyone will ever know the truth about John. 1 was only beginning to understand
him, and there were Sides to hisnature | couldn't touch. A remarkable creature. In one sense, atrue
superman. In another, amindless animal. Astonishing wesknesses, or blind spots. Theinfluence of his
mother. And then theway hisinstincts and conscience went hand in hand. | fed that John may have been
completely sincere both about hisdesire for Veldaand his desire to help me aid mankind. It may never
have occurred to him that the two desires didn't exactly go together. 1t's quite possible he felt that he was
being very niceto both of us.

“Yes, and if John and Velda's affair were something that could happen now, | think | would fed very
differently about it.

“But then—? God, Fred, it's so hard to think truthfully aboutthem! Then there existed in me, sSide by side,
every moment of the day and night, the highest pinnacles of scientific excitement and the degpest pits of
jedousrage. The one drictly subordinated!” A note of passionate anger came into hisvoice. “For don't
think 1 wasweak, Fred. Don't think | ever deviated so much as a hair's-breadth from the course that was
scientificaly and humanigticdly right. | kept my hatred for John in absolute check. And when | say that, |
mean that. I'm no ignoramus, Fred. | know that when one tries to suppress fedlings, they have away of
bursting out through unsuspected channels, due to the trickery of the subconscious mind. Well, | wason



the watch for that. | provided every concelvable safeguard. | was fantastically cautious about each
experiment. | know it may not have looked that way to you, but even that last one—heavens, we had
often done experiments twice as dangerous, or as seemingly dangerous, testing every step of the way.
Why, Soviet scientists have had people technically dead for over five minutes. With John it couldn't have
been one!

“Andyet ..

“That's what tormented me so, don't you see, Fred, when | couldn't revive him. The thought that my
unconscious mind had somehow tricked me and opened a channd for my al-too-conscious hatred,
found achink in thewall that 1'd neglected to stop up, adoorway unguarded for a second. As helay
there dead before my eyes, | wastortured by the conviction that there was somelittle thing that would
revive him at onceif only | could remember what it was.

“Some little mistake or omission I'd made, which only had to be thought of to be corrected, but which my
subconscious mind wouldn't et me remember. | fdlt that if only | could have relaxed my mind
completely—but of course that was the one thing | couldn't do.

“| tried every way | knew to revive John, | reviewed every step I'd taken without finding aflaw, and yet
that feding of guilt perasted.

“Everything seemed to intensify it. Veldas frozen, suicidal cam, worse than the bitterest and most
tempestuous accusations. The most childish things—even that silly occultist with histalk of adesthwatch
on John.

“How John must hate me, 1'd tell myself irrationaly. Commanded to be dead, tricked into dying, not
given thefaintest hint of what wasintended.

“And Veda. Never areproachful word to me. Just freezing up, more and more, until her mind began to
whither.

“And John. That miraculous body rotting in the tomb. Those magnificently knit muscles and nerves, fdling
aoart cdl by cdl.”

Max dumped in his chair exhausted. Thelast flamein the grate flickered out and the embers began to
smoke. The sllence was deadly.

And then | began to talk. Quietly. Nothing brilliant. | merely reviewed what | knew and what Max had
told me. Pointed out how, being the scientist he was, he couldn't have done anything but what he did.
Reminded him of how he'd checked and double-checked his every action. Showed him that he hadn't the
ghred of reason for fedling guilty any longer.

And finaly my talk began to take effect, though, asMax said, “1 don't think it'sanything you've sad. I've
been dl over that. It'sthat at last I've unburdened mysalf to someone. But | do fed better.”

And I'm sure he did. For thefirst time truly sensed the old Max in him. Battered and exhausted of
course, and deeply seared by a new wisdom, but something of the old Max, nevertheless.

“You know,” he said, snking back in hischair, “I think | can redly relax now for thefirs timein six
months"

Immediately the silence settled down again. | remember thinking, queerly, that it was dreadful that a place
could be so Silent.



The fire had stopped smoking. Its odor had been replaced by that seeping in from the outside—the smell
of cold wet earth and stone.

My taut muscles jerked spasmodicaly at the sudden grating of Max's chair againgt the floor. Hisface was
ghagtly. Hislipsformed words, but only choking sounds came out. Then he managed to get control of his
voice.

“The cue! Thecuefor himtocomediveagan! | forgot | changed the signds. | thought it was gtill—"
Hetore apencil from his pocket and rapped on the arm of the chair: three—one.

“But it should have been—" and he rapped: three—two.

It ishard for me to describe the feeling that went through me as he rapped that second signd.

Theintense quiet had something to do with it. | remember wishing that some other sound would break
in—the patter of raindrops, the creaking of abeam, the hollow surge of the interurban.

Just fivelittle raps, unevenly spaced, but imbued with aqudity, force, and rhythm that was Max's and
nobody ese'sin the world—asindividua as hisfingerprint, asinimitable as hissgnature.

Just fivelittle reps—you'd think they'd be lost in the walls, gone in a second. But they say that no sound,
however faint, ever dies. It becomes weaker and wesker asit disspates, the agitations of the molecules
lessand less, but till it goes on to the end of the world and back, to the end of eternity.

| pictured that sound struggling through thewalls, bursting into the night air with an eager upward sweep,
like ablack insect, darting through the wet tangled leaves, soaring crazily into the moist tattered clouds,
perhaps dipping inquisitively to circle one of the rusted lamppoles, before it streaked purposefully of f
along the dark street, up, up, over the trees, over the wall, and then swooped down toward wet cold
earth and stone.

And | thought of Fearing, not yet quite rotted in histomb.
Max and | looked at each other.
There came a piercing, blood-chilling scream from over our heads.

A moment of parayzed silence. Then the wild clatter of footsteps down the stairsin the hdl. Aswe
sprang up together, the outside door dammed.

Wedidn't exchange aword. | stopped in the hdl to snatch up my flashlight.

When we got outside we couldn't see Velda. But we didn't ask each other any questions asto which
direction she'd taken.

We dtarted to run. | caught sight of Veldaamost ablock ahead.

I'm not in too bad physical condition. | dowly drew ahead of Max asweran. But | couldn't lessen the
distance between mysdf and Velda. | could see her quite plainly as she passed through the pools of light
cast by the street lamps. With the gray silk dressing gown flying out behind her, she sometimes|ooked
likeaskimming bat.

| kept repeating to mysdlf, “But she couldn't have heard what we were saying. She couldn't have heard
those raps.”



Or could she?

| reached the cemetery. | shone my flashlight down the dark, leafy tunndl. There was no onein sight, but
amost hafway down the block | noticed branches shaking where they dipped to the wall.

| ran to that point. The wall wasn't very high. | could lay my hand onitstop. But | felt broken glass. |
stripped off my coat, laid it over the top, and pulled myself up.

My flashlight showed arag of gray silk snagged on awicked barb of glass near my coat.

Max came up gasping. | helped him up the wall. We both dropped down inside. The grasswas very wet.
My flashlight wandered over wet, pale stones. | tried to remember where Fearing's tomb was. It couldn't.

We dtarted to hunt. Max beganto cdll, “Veda Velda"

| suddenly thought | remembered the layout of the place. | pushed on hurriedly. Max lagged behind,
cdling.

There was amuffled crash. It sounded some distance away. | couldn't tell the direction. | looked around
uncertainly.

| saw that Max had turned back and was running. He vanished around atomb.
| hurried after him asfast as| could, but | must have taken the wrong turning. | lost him.

| raced futilely up and down two aides of tombstones and tomb. | kept flashing my light around, now
near, now far. It showed pae stone, dark trees, wet grass, graved path.

| heard ahorrible, deep, gasping screan—Max's.

| ranwildly. | tripped over a headstone and sprawled flat on my face.
| heard another scresm—Veldas. It went on and on.

| raced down another aide.

| thought | would go on for ever, and forever hearing that scream, which hardly seemed to pausefor
inhaation.

Then | came around atangled clump of trees and saw them.
My flashlight wavered back and forth across the scene twice before | dropped it.
They werethere, dl three of them.

| know that the police have a very reasonable explanation for what | saw, and | know that explanation
must beright, if thereisany truth in what we have been taught to believe about mind and body and desth.
Of course there are always those who will not quite believe, who will advance other theories. Like Max,
with hisexperiments.

The only thing the police can't decide for certain iswhether VVelda managed to break into the tomb and
open the casket unaided—they did find arusty old screwdriver nearby—or whether tomb and casket
hadn't been broken into at an earlier date by some sort of cultists or, more likely, prankstersinspired by
cultists. They have managed to explain away almost completely, al evidence that tomb and casket were
burg from theinside.



Vedacan't tell them. Her mind is beyond reach.

The police have no doubts whatsoever about Velda's ability to strangle Max to death. After dl, it took
three strong men to get her out of the cemetery. And it isfrom my own testimony that the police picked
up Max's statement that \V elda hated him murderoudy.

The odd position of Fearing's remains they attribute to some insane whim on Velda's part.

And of course, as| say, the police must be right. The only thing against their theory istheraps. And of
course | can't make them understand just how tremendoudy significant those raps of Max's, that diabolic
three—two, seemed to me at the time.

| can only tell what | saw, in the flashlight's wavering gleam.
The marble dab closing Fearing's tomb had fallen forward. The tomb was open.

Veldawas backed againgt the tombstone opposite it. Her gray silk dressing gown was wet and torn to
ribbons. Blood dribbled from a gash above her knee. Her blond hair streamed down tangledly. Her
features were contorted. She was staring down at the space between herself and Fearing'stomb. She
was dill screaming.

There before her, in the wet grass, Max lay on his back. His head was twisted backward.

And acrossthe lower part of Max's body, the half-fleshed fingers stretching toward histhroat, the
graveclothes clinging in tatters to the blackened, shrunken body, was dl that was | eft of Fearing.

THE THIRTEENTH STEP

Theleader cut short thelast chuckles of laughter by measuredly spanking the rostrum with the flat of his
hand. He grinned broadly at the forty-or-so people occupying, along with their ashtrays and coffee cups,
the haf dozen rows of folding chairsfacing him.

Hesad, “If anyone came here tonight thinking that the life story of an acoholic couldn't be hilarioudy
funny aswell as heart-breakingly tragic, | imagine he changed his mind after the pitch we just heard. Any
way you diceit, it'saHappy Program—sometimes even 9 aphappy.”

Hisface grew serious. He said, “ Our last speaker isagd. She's surprisingly young, just out of her teens.
Some of the old timers used to think you couldn't make the Program until you'd drunk your way through
adozen jobs and four or five wives and light housekeepers—or husbandsl—but they've had to change
their mindsin recent years. This gd's only been on the Program a short time—two months—but | heard
her make agreat pitch at the open mesetingslast week. Sheld so new she still getsalittle emotionally
disturbed from timeto time—" (He paused for abrief warning frown, hiseyesroving) “but | asked her
about it and shetold me that aslong as she knowswere dl pulling for her everythingll bedl right. So
without more ado—"

A pucker-mouthed woman with hennaed hair in the second row whispered loudly to her neighbor, “If
she'sthat disturbed, she ought to bein amenta hospital, not an A.A. meeting.”

Facesturned. The room grew very dill. The leader glared steadily at the woman with the hennaed hair.
Shetilted her chin a him and said loudly, “I was speaking of someone else.” He frowned at her
skeptically, nodded once more, then put on the big grin and said, “ So without more ado I'll turn the
meeting over to Sue! I'm sure she's got agreat message for us. Let'sgive her abig hand.”

Forty-or-so people pounded their palms together—some enthusiagtically, some dutifully, but only the



woman with hennaed hair abstaining completely—as athin ash-blondein adark green dressrose from
the last row and made her way to the rostrum with the abstracted deliberateness of adeepwalker. Asthe
leader stepped back and aside for her, he smultaneoudy smiled warmly, sketched abow and gave her
elbow areassuring squeeze. She nodded her thanks without looking at him. He seated himsdlf in an
empty chair a the end of the front row, switching around enough so that he had the hennaed woman
withinview.

Looking straight in front of her, just over the heads of her audience, the ash-blonde said in alow but
somewhat harsh voice, “My nameis Sue and I'm an acohalic.”

“Hi, Sue,” ascore-or-so voices responded, some brightly, some dully.

Suedid not immediately start her pitch. Instead she dowly swung her face from sdeto Side, her gaze ill
just brushing the tops of her audience's heads with the suggestion of a heavy machine gun ranging over an
enemy crouched in foxholes. Never smiling, she looked back and forth—from the inappropriate “ Come
Dressed as Beatniks’ party poster of some other organization on the right hand wall acrossthe leader's
and the other assorted heads to the left hand wall where arow of open doors et in the balmy night and
the occasiona low growl of apassing car beyond the wide lawn and shrubbery. Then just as the pause
was becoming unbearable—

“| accepted you people and your Twelve Steps only because | was frightened to death,” Sue said with
measured, amost mannered intendity. “ Every day | dwelt with fear. Every hour | knew terror. Every night
| dept—Dhlacked out, that is—with horror! Believe me| know what it meansto drink with desperation
because the Fifth Horseman is waiting outside for mein the big black car with the two faceless drivers.”

“Oh, one of those,” the hennaed woman could be heard to say. She tossed her head asthe leader
scowled at her sharply from his seet by the inner wall.

Sue did not react except that the knuckles of her hands grasping the side of the rostrum grew white. She
continued, “1 had my first snort of hard liquor at the age of seven—~brandy for atoothache. | liked it. |
liked what it did for me. From that day on | snitched liquor whenever and wherever | could get it. The
way was made easy for me because both of my parents were practicing alcoholics. By the age of thirteen
| had passed over theinvisbleline and | was a confirmed acoholic mysdlf, shakes, morning drink,
blackouts, hidden bottles, deeping pillsand al.”

A gaunt-faced man in the third row folded his arms across his chest, creaked hismetal chair and snorted
skepticaly. The hennaed woman quickly looked back to him with an emphatic triple nod, then smiled
triumphantly at the anxious-eyed |eader as she faced front again.

Sue did not take direct note of either of her hecklers, but she sent her next remarks skimming just above
the slvery thatch of the gaunt-faced man.

“Why isit that even you people find difficulty in accepting the child dcoholic?’ shesaid. * Children can do
everything bad that adults can do. Children can formulate dark evil plots. Children can suffer obsessions
and compulsions. Children can go insane. Children can commit suicide. Children can torture. Children
can commiit ... yes! my dear friends ... murder!"

“—adf-dramatizing little ... hersdlf."

Ignoring the mostly indistinct whisper, Suetook adow deep breath and continued, “1 emphasize murder
because soon after my thirteenth year | was to be subjected, again and again, to that hideous temptation.
Y ou see, by thetime | wasfifteen the big black car had begun to draw up and park in front of my home
every afternoon at four thirty—or so soon as| had managed to snitch my first four or five drinks of the



.

“—just can't stand the scare-you-to-death school!” Thelast part of the hennaed woman's whisper to her
neighbor came across very clearly. The neighbor, awhite-haired woman with rimless glasses, went so far
asto nod briefly and cover the other's hand reassuringly yet warningly.

The knuckles of Sue's hands grasping the sides of the rostrum grew white again. She went on, “1 knew
who waswaiting in that car, invisible between the two faceless drivers. Y ou people often speak of the
Four Horsemen of Fear, Frudtration, Dislllusonment, and Despair. Y ou s8ldom mention the Fifth
Horseman, but you know that he's dwaysthere.”

“—can't ¢and the let's-share-my-aberration school either!”

“And | knew whom hewas waiting for! | knew that some afternoon, or some evening, or very late some
night—for the big black car stayed there at the curb until thefirst gray ray of morning—I knew that |
would have to walk out to it and get insde and drive away with him to hisdark land. But | dso knew that
it would not be that easy for me, not nearly that easy."

For thefirst time Sue smiled a her audience—alingering half-tranced smile. “Y ou see, my dear friends, |
knew that if | ever went out to the car, before we could drive away | would first have to bringhim and
the two faceless drivers back into the house and take away with us my mother, my father, my brothers,
my sister and whomever el se happened to be insde on however innocent a pretext.”

“Look, | cameheretoan A. A. mesting, not to listen to ghost stories.” All of the hennaed woman's
whisper was quite audible thistime. There was agenerd disapproving murmur, possibly shot here and
there with gpproval.

Sue seemed to have difficulty going on. She took three deep, heaving bregths, not quite looking at the
hennaed woman. The leader started to get up, but just then —

“Thatiswhy | had to drink,” Sue resumed strongly. “That iswhy | had to keep my brain numbed with
alcohoal, day after day, month after month. Y et that isalso why | feared to drink, for if | blacked out at
the wrong time | might walk out to the car unknowing. That iswhy | drank, fearing to!

“Let metdl you, my friends, that big black car became the realest thing in my life. Hour after hour I'd Sit
a the window, watching it, getting up only to sneak adrink. Sometimesit would change into abig black
tiger with glossy fur lying by the curb with hisjaw on hisfolded paws, occupying al the space aparked
car would and alittle more, looking amost like ablack Continental except that every hour or so hed
swing his great green eyes up toward me. At those times the two faceless drivers would turn black as
ebony, with slver turbans and slver loin-cloths—"

“Purple, if you ask mel™

“But whether | saw it asablack tiger or ablack car, it regularly drew up a my curb every evening or
night. It got so that by thetime | was seventeen, it came even on the rare dayswhen | couldn't get adrink
or hold one down."

Just a that moment a passing car, growling more softly than others, became silent, asif its motor had
been switched off, followed by the faintest dying whisper of rubber on asphdlt, asif it had parked just
outside, beyond the dark lawn and shrubs.

“She's got confederates!” the hennaed woman whispered with aflash of sour humor. Two or three
people giggled nervoudy.



At last Sue looked straight into her adversary's eyes. “I prayed to agod | didn't believein thatl wouldn't
become a confederatel —thathe wouldn't trick meinto leading him and the two facdlessdriversinsde.”
Her gaze left the hennaed woman and ranged just over their heads again. “ The Fifth Horseman istricky,
you know, he'sendlessly subtle. | talked with him in my mind for hoursat atime as| sat at the window
watching himinvisbleinthe car. When | first learned to tell time and found there was twelve hours, he
told me he was the thirteenth. Later, when | learned that some people count twenty-four hours, he told
me he was the twenty-fifth. When they instructed me at church that there were three personsin the
godhead, he told me he was the fourth—"

“I don't think | can stand much more of this. And flouting rdigion—" The hennaed woman half rose from
her chair, her neighbor clinging to her arm, trying to draw her down again.

Three more heaving breaths and Sue continued, though seeming to speak with the greatest difficulty, “The
Ffth Horsemandtill talksto me. Y ou know our Twelve Steps, from the First where we admit we are
powerless over acohal, to the Twelfth, where we try to carry the Message to others. We sometimes
joke about a Thirteenth Step—where we carry the M essage to someone because we've got a crush on
them, or for some other illegitimate reason—~buthe tells me thathe is the Thirteenth Step, which | will
someday be forced to take no matter how earnestly | try to avoid it!™

“No, | cannot stand any more of thig! | refuseto!” The hennaed woman spoke out loud at last, shaking
off her neighbor's hand and standing up straight. She made no moveto leave, just faced the rostrum.

The leader stood up too, angry-browed, and started toward her, but just then—

“I'msorry,” Sue said quickly, looking at them al, 1 redly am,” and she walked rapidly to the door
opposite the rostrum and into the night.

For three or four seconds nobody did athing. Then the leader Sarted after her past the rostrum, taking
long strides, but when he got afew feet short of the open doors, he suddenly checked and turned
around.

“Where's her sponsor?’ he called toward the back of the room. “ She said her sponsor was bringing her
to the meeting. It would be alot better if her sponsor went out and talked to her now, rather than me.”

No one stepped forward. The hennaed woman chuckled knowingly, “ lwouldn't admit to being her
sponsor afterthat performance. If you ask me, it'll be alot better if shejust kegps on waking until the
police pick her up and throw her in the psycho ward!"

“Nobody's asking you!” the leader rasped. “L ook, everybody, | suppose the next best thing would be if
acouple of you ladieswould go out after her and quietly talk to her..."

The haf dozen or so other women in the room looked around at each other, but none of them moved.
“If youre... wel ... nervous,” the leader said, “I suppose a couple of the guys could go out with you..."
The thirty-odd men in the room looked at each other. None of them moved either.

“Ohmy God,” the leader said disgustedly and himself started to turn, though somewhat dowly, toward
the huge rectangle of darknessjust behind him.

“Youll just be making abig fool of yoursdf, Charlie Fierce,” the hennaed woman said stingingly.

“Look here,” heretorted angrily, whirling back toward her abit eagerly, “you're the one who's been
making fools and worse of usdl and of the Program. Y ou're—"



He got no further. The hennaed woman, staring mad-eyed and mouth a-grimace over his shoulder, had
gtarted to scream. The othersin the room, following her gaze, took it up.

The leader looked around.

Then he screamed too.

THE REPAIR PEOPLE

Ann looked at the mutilated big gray clay figure bedded in pale ydlow excelsor in the coffin-size shipping
crate that came jerking in and bumped to a stop before Jack and her. Its crude man-shape, its tortured
muteness, and in particular the signs stenciled on its partly-dismembered sections—FOOT, KNEE,
GENITALS, BELLY—squeezed tearsfrom her eyes.

“The poor guy, what he must have been through,” she managed to get out.
Jack kicked the crate.

He sad, “Whatever shape he'sin, he brought it on himself. First lesson for gpprentices down here: you
can't be sympathetic.”

Ann fought back outrage. Jack didn't seem to have just the professiona unfeding of ajourneyman, but
persond vindictiveness too. She wished she's never seen that ad: HELP THE POOR BLOBS, THEY
NEED YOU, BECOME A REPAIR PERSON. Shewished sheld strangled the surge of idealism it had
roused in her. Besides, the remembered advertisement kept blurring and changing words and spdllingsin
her mind.

“Those stencils now,” Jack was saying, “they just show what the guy was thinking of when hefouled up.
I'll giveyou aclue: it wasn't other people.”

He sguatted by the hacked gray shoulders and ran his eye from end to clay end.

“God hasit easy, He only hasto create ‘em.” Helooked sideways down the line of crates. “ Gotta get
Sarted!”

Stiffening two fingers and bracing them with athumb, he suddenly drove them down in an obscene karate
blow knuckle-deep in the clay forehead two inches above the blind eyes. Wet grayness splashed like
mud. He swiftly jerked hisfingers out.

“Stung me,” he mumbled, sucking thetips. He eyed Ann. “That'sagood sign.”

The clay head vibrated. Something small and dark and round and heavy-looking like amusket ball came
buzzing out of the hole and hovered like ahorsefly. Ann shrank away. Barely glancing at its zig-zag path,
Jack snatched up aclose-meshed butterfly net and snagged it at arm's stretch, instantly flipping the metal
hoop to confineit. Then helaid the net down beside him. From time to time the dark thing hummed
enraged and humped the netting as it tunneled about under the net, seeking escape.

“The psyche? The consciousness?’ Ann quavered. Then, more softly ill, “Hissoul? A bit of God?"
“You nameit, kid,” Jack quipped. “Here, smooth these out.”

He was handing her swiftly, one by one, brightly colored gossamer films he was drawing out of the
widening holein the clay heed, like a stage magician taking silk handkerchiefs out of afishbowl.

They rippled and tugged irrationdly as she smoothed and tried to flatten them—a mischievous spectrum,



blue as Heaven, red asHell, dl colors. As she spread them out on the surgically gleaming table, she got
the impression that there were fantadtically detailed pictureslined on them, but she was unable to study
them, it was al she could do to keep up with Jack. (Straighten out there! Lie down, damn you!)
Journeymen seemed to have one working speed, apprentices another. Soon there were enough square
filmsfor arainbow chessboard.

“Dreams,” Jack told her. “ Crumpled spectra planesinside the skull. Angel dreams. Devil dreams.
Wrapping the core—" he touched with his ebow the bump in the buzzing net—"to soothe it. Comfiest
blanketing. No wonder when it got away from them and snagged in the black unconsciousnessit
bezerked!” He shoved hishand wrist-degp in the clay, swivelled hisfingers around al the way, paused,
then withdrew awet-looking black silk bag. “ Therel—that'sthe lot! Get ready athree by fiveinch
one-way frontal window."

“What color?—on the opaque Sde?’ she asked, shuffling through the frontal blanksin her bin.

“Flesh, what'd you think?” he told her with heavy patience. “Now lemme see” As she trimmed the blank
to Sze by eye, he swiftly sdected four filmsfrom the rainbow field, then dove his other hand into the
humping net and captured the dark thing there. The buzzing grew louder. Hewinced but didn't et go as
hewrapped it up orderly inthefilms, like abumblebeein silk handkerchiefs, changing hishold on it at
every moment.

“Gottakeep it well wrapped and comforted,” he explained. “ The power of illusion.” (Ann noted the
angry buzz had sunk amost to apurring) “ Y elow for sunlight and kicks,” he said of thefirst and outmost
film as he checked them off. Then, “Bluefor the sky and God. Green for the forest and deeps. Red for
blood and danger. There, that'sthe bunch.” He carefully replaced the four-times-wrapped packet, asif
seiting it on acentral needlepoint insdethe clay skull. To Ann's surpriseit stayed there, humming softly.
Then with asweep of hislong arm Jack gathered together al the other films and crumpled them swiftly
into the wet black silk bag and tossed it after the packet. It hung in the hole amoment, a puffy cushion,
then fell—or was sucked—out of sight.

“Y ou gotta put back every least thing you take out,” hetold Ann. “ There's another basic for you. And
you gottaleave ‘em unconscious. WEell hope that this time the surplus dreams stay there. Now gimme
that window."

As Jack fitted the flexible pane into the clay, Ann said, grieving a the uncouth gray, “Hell never be able
to hide hismind from the outsde now. Not for thetiniest time."

Jack said, “Nope."

The advert flared in Ann'smemory: BE A HELP PERSON, REPAIR THE SLOBS, THEY HURT. Oh,
why, why had she ...? She asked, “How'll he ever be able to degp with the light dways coming in his
forehead?'

Jack said, “He can gointhered dark if he hasto. Not everything'samotd with pale curtains.”
Ann sad, “But in the day with the sunlight or bright glows aways pouring down it'll be so hot.”
Jack shrugged. “Better to burn than go bats, kid."

He got the flesh-colored window flush in the gray clay and pressed that flat, making a sedl. He touched a
button and blue light pulsed on the gray clay. Then he leaned back and said, “ Arbada Carba.”

Ann asked, “Who's that?"



Jack said, “Not who, what, kid. Say it backwards. God doesn't usewords at al, just breath.”

The hacked clay worked rhythmically and grew smooth—and pink asthewindow initsforehead. Its
eyes opened and rolled blindly from side to side. I1ts mouth gaped and it began to breath noisily. The left
corner of its mouth started to convulse in atwo-second tic. Ann watched with wonder, then her
expression became one of staring hopel essness and distaste.

“Ohwhy,” she asked, “oh why did they ever decide to replace most regular people with these miserable
globs?’

“Because they're chegper,” Jack told her. “They don't cause trouble, they don't rebel, they just suffer.
And they never die, they only break down."

The crate did away and was replaced by another. Ann continued to stare.

“Break'sover, let'sget going,” Jack barked, placing hisfisted hand, thumb turned down, over the new
shape'slivid brow. What's amatter, kid, you got something better to do?

BLACK HASITSCHARMS

Héllo, Dear, I've got something | want to tell you, aredly brilliant idea. No, don't get out of bed, I'm
unused to such courtesies and it'stoo late for you to start them now. Just stay tucked in there like a cozy
littleinfant and I'll St here on the edge. Y ou wouldn't deny me the edge of your bed, would you?

Y es, I've been wandering around the house in the dark, cregping around it noiselesdy like amaniac. |
know you didn't say “maniac” but you thought it, I know everything you think. Well, it smply happens
that | enjoy silence and darkness, like any sensitive person, and | can't stand the bright lights you
surround yoursdlf with like aboulevard. | know that to preserve your menta hedlth you haveto read in
bed, but—that's better, dear, thank you, that's dmost soothing, though I'm sure you didn't mean to be
consderate. Theworld should end first!

No, I'm not drinking. I'm just taking alittle wine, atiny sip now and then, for my raw throat. Y ou
wouldn't deny mealittle wine, would you, the beverage of civilization?Y ou wouldn't deny mealittle
gaiety and laughter? Of course you would. Y ou stamp on every spark of gaiety that ever comesto a
feeble glow in me. The whole twenty years of our marriage you've done nothing but deny methings. Y ou
lie awake nightsfiguring them out. | could be dying of pneumoniaand you wouldn't give me the corner of
your blanket. No, | wouldn't get in bed with you if you were the last man on earth. And don't pleed, it ill
becomes you.

Cold?0Of courseit's cold and of course I'm chilly! That'swhy | put on this coat—haven't you any brains
inyour head a al? Though why | should expect this miserable, worn, ink-dabbed rabhbit skin to keep me
warm | don't know—you've got a point there, you really have.

Another man might find me attractive, of course. Black lace nightgown (ripped alittle in front—you once
had some spirit), black-feasthered high-heeled mules, and a black panther coat (another man mightn't
know it was lapin)—why, it'sthe high school boy's dream. They wouldn't mind that | was older than
some of their mothers. I've learned alot about their tastes from your son'sfriends.

S0 | look like the vampire lady in the Charles Addams cartoons? Thank you dear, it showsthere's at
least some romanceleft in you, | mean imagination—romance died in you long ago, you're an old man
before your time. No, don't start making approaches designed to soothe me and to square your own
guilty conscience. I'm on to those and they mean lessto me than aleer from afat dirty janitor. Besides, |
havethisbrilliant ideal want to tell you about, though | can sense dready that you don't want to hear it.



But you're going to, so dig the wax out of your ears (I won't be shocked, | have to watch you pick your
nose) and listen very carefully because I'm only going to tell you once, | don't like having to cast my
pearls before swine.

Thisisit: why don't you kill me?Why don't you murder mein some subtle way that the police will never
suspect? It'srealy the best solution for you, dear—at one stroke you'll be rid of your biggest problem
and able to marry ayounger, more attractive woman, ahigh school girl if you like, some fin child. And
I'd gppreciateit, | truly would, I'd be eternally grateful.

No, I'm being purely logical and coldly rational about it, the way you aways pretend to be but never are.
Y ou and Bertrand Russdll. Y ou hate me, to you I'm an ugly old witch, you want to get rid of me. And |
want to die, it would be the most wonderful thing that could ever happen to me now. Y ou forever prate
about logic, why not practiceit for once?

So you won't even kill me, you won't even do that one little thing for me?

It isn't practical?How like you to return me such acold answer, how like your frightened, gutless,
old-maid mind. The scientis—excuse me, dear, | mean the technicd editor, | forgot your modesty and
your worship of accuracy. Y ou kill al romance but you're scared to kill me. Y et you aways know
exactly what to say to kill my soul. Y ou know how to quench every good ideal get, every least little
ingpiration.

I'm crazy, am1?No, you didn't, but your lips started to form theword. Or am | merely disgustingly
drunk, isthat the explanation of my behavior you've picked for tonight? Or drunkand crazy?

Y es, I'm pouring mysalf some brandy, it's nothing but smmered-down wine. Watch your tongue and
your lookstoo or I'll pour myself atumblerful and drink it straight down and then your blood will be on
your own head. | haveto give mysdf alittle brandy, you won't give me anything.

Y et when | think of the things I've given you, the love, the devotion, the loyalty, the backing-up, the
opportunities (that you muffed or passed up) for better jobs and money and advancement—

You didn't know that | was responsible for those, that they were my doing?Who e se but me brought
into your life and our home those men who tried to help you and whom you scorned? Y our sainted
mother? The scummy friends you had before | knew you? It isto laugh. Listen, dear, I've got more news
for you: it was your ego that got flattered, but it wasn't you those men were interested in, it was me—I
was the reason they came so eagerly—I, the skinny old witch in ablack lace nightgown, the high schoal
boy's dream of awhore. Now | wish I'd dept with them all, like they wanted meto. But no, | guarded
your honor in those days, how well you'll never know. | might have had to deep with a couple of them if
you'd accepted their generous offers, but you didn't. Y ou saved my virtue, dear; isn't your smug little
Midwestern conscience pleased with itself to discover that after al these years?

Just the same | should have dept with them, it would have been little enough recompense for the women
I've got for you. That'sright, hit me! Or threaten to hit me—you've lost courage for the act itsdlf.

But whether you hit me or just thresten to hit me (you make a brave sight, you know, you only outweigh
me by a hundred and forty pounds) you can't change the facts. | got you women. | surrounded you with
lots of young beautiful women. My best friendstold me | was crazy, but | did. And why?—go ahead, hit
me, | dare youl—smply because you came to me and in so many words asked me to get them for you
so your ego would be built up and you wouldn't go crazy or kill yourself at your own lack of courage and
virility and success. Well, | “madelife moreinteresting” for you, dl right. | got you dozens of women and
then you didn't have the courage to take most of them after 1'd got them for you. (Be very careful when
you hit me, be careful to kill me, make surein your own mind firgt that you're going through with it to the



bitter end, because if you hit me and don't kill me I'll scream the house down.) What did you want meto
do about those women you couldn't take for the asking, undress them for you? Asit was, | practicaly
pushed them into your bed.

| was too crude about it, was I, too obvious?Wdll, that's abig laugh. What do you think sex is, atea
party, abreathlessjolly little reception for the new minister? | got you the women, that was enough, | left
you to furnish the music—and the manhood. It was disgusting enough having to do it without having to
paint the whole thing over with alot of glossy nobility and pink salvefor your guilt—no, in dl conscience
you couldn't have expected me to do that.

| misunderstood you? You actually never wanted me to get you other women?How you have the
nerve to even fumblewith such alie after al these yearsI'll never know. Brother, you should have seen
yoursdf in the old days pleading with mefor “excitement” (you cdledit), | redly wished | had some way
of making you seeit. | knew your every thought then, expressed or unexpressed, aswell as| do now.

Y ou wanted other women. Y ou wanted me to get them for you.

But you don't want them anymore, eh? You'd like meto “ change” and “ get nice” again? You've
reformed so why don't 1?Brother, you can't force awoman to become a procuress and then turn her
back into awife again just by wishing. There are some changesin human nature that even asainted
rationdist like you can't reverse. Did you know—you, who know everything—that once aman's been
made a priest, even the Pope can't take it away from him, that no matter what sins he commits, what
enormous crimes, he'sapriest for life? Well, it's the same with awoman after she's been made awhore
and procuress, a scrawny old madam in feathered black mules and aratty old black fur coat. What's
done cannot be undone. It'stoo late for meto get nice, much too late.

Still, | suppose | should have gone ahead and doneiit, | did everything else. | suppose | should have
stayed at your side after | got you into bed with them, sat on the edge of your bed and patted your wrist
as you made love to them and told you every five minutesthat it was*“dl right.” Or maybe | should have
made love to them for you, maybe | should have crawled into the bed and made love to them while you
watched, maybe that's what you wanted.

No, I won't lower my voice and | won't stop pacing either! I've listened attentively to your ranting and
watched you pacing night after endless night—now you can put up with mine for achange. Don't try to
stop me or I'll shout it from the housetops and I'll lamp on the roof!

Yes, that'swhat | should have done, | can seeit now. | saved you from mental breakdown in athousand
other ways, shoring up your ego so you wouldn't take aknife and cut your throat (I wish I'd let you), so |
should have gone on saving your sanity even when you werein the act of fouling your nest. Herésagirl,
dear. It'sdl right. Put your ams around her. It'sdl right. Kiss her, no redly kissher. It'sdl right. Climb
into bed. It'sal right—I'll tuck you bathin. Itsal right, it'sal right, it'sal right!

Chanting and pacing are signs of insanity? Only maniacs make with sing-song?Be careful, be very
careful, or I'll sart telling people afew of the symptoms of insanity 1've observed in you. No, | won' tell
you what they are, that's my secret, one of my secrets, but wouldn't your best friends agree that you were
insane, evilly insane, if | told them half of what 1've been telling you now about your past behavior?
Sing-song, en? Why ... Pour me adrink, my throat's raw.

Pour meadrink, | say, or I'll throw this glass through the window! | don't careif you and your scummy
friends call me awino behind my back—wine and brandy are the drinks of civilized people and what
ignorant reformers say doesn't alter it. That's better.

Sing-song, en? What would your best friendsthink if | went on to tell them about dl your Sing-song girls,



especidly the one who actudly did go crazy because you wouldn't make love to her enough after | got
her for you? That'sright, kill mel

So you won't kill me?Y ou won't even do mealittlefavor likethat? 1 always knew you were sefish, a
cheagpskate and amiser, but | never redlized how much until tonight. Why | can think of any number of
ways you could murder me quite safely—because that's the real reason you won't kill me, isn't
it?2—you're afraid you'd be found out and punished—hanged or gassed or fried. Why, you could poison
me tonight after getting me drunk (there's arsenic in the basement) and blame it on stomach trouble and
my acoholism—half the people who murder with arsenic get away with it. Or you could teke meon a
mountain vacation and find alonely cliff and push me off—thereld be no one but yourself to say | didn't
dip. Or rent a canoe and drown me in some mountain lake—I think | could even conquer my fear of
water if | were sure | was going to be given the peace of degth. Or just smash my skull now and throw
me down the stairs—if I'm as big an acoholic asyou say | am and if as many people know it asyou say
do, you'll have no trouble convincing the policethat | got drunk and fell. Remember to snag thetorn lining
of thisraggedy coat around the hedl of my dipper and tear off one of my fingernailsin the split of the

raling.

But you won't, will you, athough I've lined it out for you as | wouldn't need to for atwo-year old? 'Y ou'd
liketo, but you haven't the nerve. Y ou're afraid your courage would break at the sticking point. You're
afraid you'd blush or babble when it cameto telling asmplelie to the police afterwards and sticking to it.

Y ou know you wouldn't have the smple gutsto bravely play the part of the murdererafter the murder.
Why?Hah! | wouldn't be there to bolster your ego.

No, | don't want acigarette. Y ou can't shut me up that way. I'll say and drink and wear what | want. I'll
go out and scream in the street if | want. I'll lay down in front of the first man who comes dong—hell be
better than you.

He'd be revolted at the way | look?Well, | can't say I'd blame him if he turned up hisnose a these
rags—torn nightdress, moth-eaten mules, black rabhbit fur. Pity the poor woman whose husband can't
buy her decent clothesto whorein.

Stll, I wouldn't be too sure. Other men aren't as dead bel ow the belt as you are and black hasits
charms. Some day I'm going to have everything black, I'll have ablack room with black mirrors, I'll drink
black velvet and eat caviare on pumpernickel (that'll be exatic, that'll get the high school boys) and black
currant jam with really burnt steak, and I'll black myself al over with shoe polish. Black blood will come
out of my throat when you cut it—that'll be asurprise for you. Therell belots of surprisesfor you, you'll
find out then, surprisesthat I've been preparing for you for years. Y ou aren't by any chance getting alittle
afraid of me now, areyou, dear? No, | won't tell you what the surprises are, you'll haveto kill meto find
out. | will tell you onething: I've lft certain letters with certain people, to be opened when | die. | won't
tell you what's in them—maybe good advice for you, the best high schoolsto find exatic girlsin, things
likethat.

| do hope you marry another woman, | redly do. I'd like to be around to watch. Here'sawarning:
another woman won't put up with one twentieth of the things | have. And ayounger woman will want
even more of what you won't be ableto give at all, because | won't be there to sit on the edge of the bed
and pat your wristsand tell you it'sdl right.

But you won't, | know. You'll never marry again. Y ou'l just be apansy, amother's boy, and live with
other panges. | wish you joy of it.

Oh, darling, what's happened to us? What's happened to the other times that were so good or seemed so
good, why can't we go back to them, why can't we have them any more? Pour me another drink—no,



don't come any closer, reach with the bottle. Thank you.

What's happened to you? Y ou used to be so gay and romantic. Now you won't even crack ajoke,
you're ways gloomy, always serious, priding yoursdf that you won't take adrink. Couldn't you lighten
up for one minute, one second? Couldn't you do that little thing for me? No, don't try! | forbid you to
try!l—it would just be pretense and | hate your pretense worst of al. Sooner than having you pretend to
be gay (like a Sunday school teacher trying to say adirty word) I'd have you stting therelikealump on a
log (abig greasy lump) reveling in the fact that you don't drink any more. Let metell you that your
friends, your red friends, have only contempt for you because you won't drink, the deepest contempt.
They're bored to desth with your reformation and soam I.

You've become idealistic?Hah! 1've newsfor you, dear, you've dways been idedlistic, asyou cdl it, and
your idealism has been the smelliest part of you because you've never had the courageto live up toit.
Remember the War and how you didn't have the courage to be either apacifistor asoldier>—you
crawled out of that pretty neatly with your defense job and your idea of preserving another sane man for
the future. But was it a sane man that you preserved, dear, | ask you? Remember how you refused to
hitch up with the socialists and fight for equaity and the underdog?—and then blamed it on me, said you
were catering to my prejudices? Why, you were so idedlistic that even the church wasn't good enough for
you. And when you findly got up the nerve to admit to yourself that you wanted to go to bed with other
women, you had to butter it up with alot of ideglism about how wewereall bright big beautiful people
who made their own rules and about how everyone should love everyone else.

Wéll, | happen to know how deep your love for some of those other women actually went, because as
soon asthey started to leave their husbands for you, or have nervous breskdowns, or make demands
that any norma woman would, you dropped them like hot potatoes (they were too hot for you, weren't
they, inawhole lot of ways?) and |eft them in the messes you'd made.

Wil, make up your mind, dear. Either hit me over the head with that bottle or pour me adrink fromit.

Thank you, dear, | knew you'd take the easier way. | ways know how you're going to react long before
you do. You see, | know al your secrets, dear. Y ou've told me everything for twenty years, everything.

Y ou've poured out al your miserable moods and rages, you've whispered in my ear your every last dirty
little fear and desire. So that now | know exactly what makes you tick. I'm in awonderful position to
manipulate you exactly as| want to, it gets better every year, even when I'm dead I'll be ableto doit.
Aren't you afraid of me, dear, just alittle afraid? Remember, I'm crazy too, | have DT'sjust for the fun of
it.

Why do | hate you so?That'salaugh, avery big laugh. Just ask yourself and you'll get more answers
than you can ssomeach.

Y ou've taken everything away from me—my home and my friends. | gave up dl my friendsfor you, but
did you give up even one of yours?

| drove my friends away?Now I've heard everything! It was you they were disgusted with, they couldn't
stand your egotism and your preaching and your snide digs, they didn't like the way you eyed their
preschool daughters. Y ou drove them away.

Y ou even drove my son away, you made him hate me. | never did anything but build you up to himand in
return you did everything you could to bresk down his belief in me from the sart. Y ou contradicted
everything | said in his presence, you scoffed at every fineideall tried to plant in him, you laughed when |
tried to teach him manners, you wouldn't even let me make him wash his hands when he cameto dinner.

Shut up! It'stime you heard some home truths. Now our son won't see us or write to us, he sayswe're



sck, but whose fault isit? Y oursl—who didn't have the guts to be the strong father every boy wants.
Y oursl—who couldn't think of anything to do for him but to make him think his mother afooal.

Even before my son was born, you took my pride awvay from me. Y ou robbed me of my self-confidence,
and that's something that can never be forgiven. Y ou sneered at my mind, you let me know from the Start
that other women were better |ooking and more desirable, you even destroyed my little efforts at
self-expression while pretending to encourage them. | tried to act, | tried to be something in a pitiful little
amateur theater, you took that away from me, you wrecked that athough you've done nothing yourself
but act dl thetime. And from the very beginning you plotted, under cover of your constant acting, how to
destroy me.

I'm only asking you not to take twenty more years, but get it over tonight.

Shut up, I'm not interested in your denials. | always thought that marriage was supposed to be a
partnership of two againgt the world. | wastrue to that vision—nothing counted with me but what you
wanted and seeing to it that other people gave you the respect | believed you deserved. But | counted for
nothing with you, the most miserable evil bum won more of your respect, you cringe and grovel and

crawl on the floor and bump your head to everyone but me. No, don't!

Oh, but I'm forgetting how Christlike you are, aren't I? Excuseit, God. You love me, but you love other
people too, though you do me the honor of rating me a hair's breadth ahead of them? Thanksfor
nothing! | don't believe in such pawky love. | scornit. When | lovel love, when | hate | hate. | don't
believe in the kind of love that can be diced and passed around, the kind of love that undermines and
destroys whileit pretendsto caress.

And yet (shut up!) athough you've done nothing but try to destroy mefor twenty years, you refuse to
make aclean end of it and kill me tonight. Other men would get akick out of it, they'd jump at the
chance, they'd be grateful to me. Every man wantsto kill awoman, awoman in ablack lace nightgown
and afur coat—it's hisdream. But you haven't enough lifein you even for that.

Shut up! | know everything you're going to say, about my insanity and insatiability and everything. I've
heard it al over and over again for twenty years and it means|essto me than the chatter of birds.

Shut up, I've got the floor! I'm adrunk and afailure, I know that, you've told me often enough, sticking
thelittle knife behind the ear and twidting it. I'm ugly, so ugly it'satorment to deep with me, | know that
too. | remember every one of the million insults you've given me. (Don't say you're sorry, if you say
you're sorry I'll scream.) And | know that you'd like to get rid of me, you'd redly like to murder me, but
that you daren't because you know you couldn't do one little thing without me, you couldn't get one girl to
go to bed with you one single night.

Now tak. You havethefloor. | yied it to you. Tak.

So you can't talk? Y ou haven't aword to say? That's a surpriss—most of the time you have diarrhea of
the mouth. If what | say iss0 stupid and illogica and crazy asyou claim, now'sthetimeto proveit.

I'll tell you why you can't talk. Because I'm right about everything. | know you like abook, | know mysalf
too, and | don't lie, | never lie.

Wédll, if you won't talk, at least ook at me. Don't flinch your eyes away from me asif you were ascared
child. Look, baby, at the skinny old witch in black. My arms are like pipestems, aren't they?>—you never
tire of reminding me of that. Y ou can count my ribs, my breasts are old buttons. | knew you aways liked
boyish girlswith tiny breasts, so | starved mysdlf for years, and my reward isthat you tdl meit's
alcoholism, | look like a concentration-camp corpse, face like askull, | need vitamins, | should eat. Well,



| won't edt, I'll never eat again, but | do need to black out. Where are the deeping pills? Where have you
hidden them? Don't worry about me taking too many—I'd never kill mysdlf, I'm leaving that for you, it's
my present to you, desar.

Thanksfor nothing! No, I only took four, count and see.

Y ou redly arefrightened of me, aren't you? Y ou redlly do think I'm crazy or awitch. Well, that'salittle
something for my pride, at least | can get that much of arise out of you. Not as good as being killed, but
something. What should | do to improve my score? Should | turn black? Should | turn into ablack
panther, a skinny, moth-eaten, half bald black panther? Or afourteen-year-old exigtentidist girl stripped
to the waist—in black Levi's and with ablack pony tail”? Should | jump into your brain and St there
gently squeezing the gray jelly and saying “It'sdl right?’ Isthat what it takes before you'll kill me? Oh,
what isthe word | should say to make you do it? What isthe word that will get under your thick hide?

| seem like another person, a demon?That's wonderful, dear, go on.A black furred beast? Better and
better. An irrational intrusion? Brother, that's fancy language for it!

Like something out of your unconscious mind?Brother, I'm more than that, I'm straight out of your
body, flesh of your flesh. Man and wife are one flesh, and that's more than poetry. Y ou've waited too
long, the graft hastaken, it'stoo late now. Y ou can never divorce me, you can't even get rid of me by
killing me—I'll come back, I'll still bein your body after I'm dead. If you'd killed me earlier tonight, when
| asked you, I'd have done you the courtesy of not coming back, 1'd have stayed quiet in your body to
the end of your days and never let you know | was there—torture wouldn't have made me speak. But
now I'll come back from whatever hell you send meto, I'll sit forever on the edge of your bed, I'll clamor
ingde you skull like athousand bells until you butt your head againgt the wall and scream for degth.

Don't run away. It won't do you any good. I'll be with you wherever you go. Stay and kill me.
You feel sorry for me? Sorry?Brother, I'll make you pay for that.

Something will save me? In spite of everything something will still save me in the end?Brother, I've
got asurprise for you, listen close. No, closer than that, closer.

Nothing will ever saveyou . Nothing. Ever.

All right ... run away if you must. But another time put your socks on first. They look funny over your
ghoes ... asif you had dephantiasis...

| fed tired ... Thanks, dear, you vacated the bed just intime, your virtueisintact ... No, | won't deep, |
never deep, but I'll close my eyes and think ... maybe I'll think of the word that will turn you into a
murderer...

I'll find it some day, you know ... theword that will get under the elephant hide you use for skin so that in
spite of al your cowardice you'll rush ahead and kill me ... You'll know that you're putting arope around
your neck and smearing the gray jelly on your temples and stripping the last cover off your squeding pink
€go, but you won't be able to stop (athough you'll pray to) because I'll have found the word ... the word
... If I canthink for aminute more | may be ableto find it now...

No, I'mgoingto deep ... | never redly deep ... | hear everything ... | know everything ... | hear your
every thought while you deep ... Were dwaystogether, darling...

Another time, darling ... Another time...



SCHIZO JIMMIE

Today witch-hunting is an unpopular occupation. Unless the witch happensto be ared, the hunter getsa
very bad press. Just the same, today asin the Middle Ages, when a decent man recognizes ared
witch—the modern equivaent of awitch by the best scientific sandards—then he must ingantly strike
down the mongter for the sake of the community without counting the cost to himself.

That iswhy | killed my friend Jamie Bingham Walsh, the portrait painter and interior designer. He didn't
commit suicide, nor did he accidentally tumble off that scenic high point of the Latigo Canyon Road in the
SantaMonicaMountains. | pushed him off with my little MG.

Oh, the car never touched him though it very well might have—that was one of the necessary chances|
took. But in the end he reacted just as 1'd been banking on it that he would—in a senseless panic,
avoiding the closest threat to himself, the closest pain.

| stopped the car an extra dozen feet from the verge and he got out and walked around in front to the
very edge, to take one of those Godlike looks at things below that he always had to take. He remarked,
“The old sculptor poked hisfinger pretty deep hereinto the stone, didn't he.” Then, as he was aring
down at the twisting rocks like robed monsters, | silently eased the stick into low gear. Then | softly
caled hisname and as heturned | smiled a him and gunned the car forward an exact dozen fest, thinking
of my sster Alice and looking straight at his damned green necktie. | was very precise about it. Two
inches more and my front wheels would have been over the edge.

He could have frozen, in which case I'd have knocked him off and he'd have been found with some extra
injuriesthat might have been difficult to explain, or dl too easy. Or, if he had reacted ingtantly, he could
have jumped out of the way to either Side or even onto the hood of the car—a man as much of a
romantic daredevil as Jamiel ooked might have done just that, taking his chancethat | didn't intend going
over withhim.

But he did none of those things. Instead he sprang backward into the great soft sweep of space above
thetoy valley, away from the nearest hurt. Ashe did so, as his nerve cracked under that final testing, it
seemed to methat heingantly lost dl of hisblack power over me, so that it was a cardboard man, a
phantom, who stared wildly a me for an instant from the floorless air acrossthe creamy hood of the MG
before gravity snatched him out of sight.

Themind isafunny thing and has curious saf-willed blind spots. Minewas so full of the thought thet |
had destroyed Jamieutterly that it never registered at dl the thud of hisbody hitting, though | distinctly
heard the distant tinkle of a couple of pebbles asthey bounced against the bulges of the rocky wall on
their way down.

| sat there calm and cold, thinking of Jamie'stwo wives and my sster Alice and the five other women |
knew about and the half dozen of his close male friendsand dl his other victims whose names| would
never know. | wondered if they'd have given me around of applause from their various state mental
hospitas and private sanitariumsif I'd been ableto tell them | had just avenged them on the man who sent
them there. | couldn't answer that question—some people aways love their destroyer—but | knew that
now at least there wouldn't be any more unfortunates going to join them and they wouldn't have to endure
any more kindly usdess vigtsfrom Jamie with hisvivid neckties and his patter about aperson’'s color.
That necktiejazz, you know, was one of thefirst things that put me on to Jamie—| remembered that he'd
told Alice that green was* her color” and then held worn a green necktie when he went to visit her at the
asylum. Later | noticed the sametie-in (ha!) with others of hisvictims, except the color would be different
in each case. Everybody had a color, according to Jamie—something to do with what he called the
atmosphere of your mind. Mine, I now remembered held often told me, was blue. Blug, like the cloudless
sky over Latigo.



| shivered and smiled and wiped the cold swest off my forehead and then | backed up my MG and
drove off down the canyon. That wasthe end of it. | never had to exchange a single word with the police.
| smply wasn't connected with the affair.

And s0 Jamie Wa sh departed from this life without putting up any resistance whatever. He went away
from us like the man who follows the user without asking any questions when the light tap comeson his
shoulder.

But perhaps Jamie didn't expect any attack. Perhaps he never knew how blackly evil he was. Perhaps he
never redized he wasawitch. Thisisapossbility | must face.

To me awitch—amodern witch, areal witch—isaperson whoisa carrier of insanity, onewho infects
otherswith this or that deadly psychosis without showing any of the symptoms himself, one who may be
brilliantly sane by al psychiatric tests but who neverthdess carriesin his mind-stream the germs of
madness.

It's obvioudy true when you think it over. Medica science recognizesthat there are such carriers of
physica disease—outwardly untainted persons who spread the germs of TB, say, or typhoid fever.
They'reimmune, they have built up aresistance, but most of those with whom they comein contact are
defensdess. Typhoid Mary was afamous instance—a cook who over and over again infected hundreds

of people.

By the same reasoning, Jamie Bingham Walsh should have been known as Schizo Jmmie. People with
whom he camein redly close contact had their minds split and started to live in dream worlds. | secretly
thought of him as Schizo Immiefor years before | gained the courage and compl ete certainty that let me
wipe him out. Theimmune carrier of insanity isjust asred a scientific phenomenon astheimmune carrier
of tuberculoss.

Mogt of usarewilling to recognize the carrier of insanity when he operates at the nationa or international
level. No onewould deny that Hitler was such acarrier, spreading madness among hisfollowers until he
grew 0 powerful that there was no asylum strong enough to hold him. Lenin was a subtler and therefore
better example, aseemingly sane man whose madness appeared full-grown only among his successors.
And there was surely such a carrier abroad at the time of our own Civil War, there was so much
madness then in high places—but | believe | have made my point.

While we generdly agree on these top-of-the-heap historic cases, many of usrefuse to recognize that
there are Schizo Jmmies and Manic Marys and Paranoid Petes operating at dl levels of society, including
our own. But just think aminute about your friends and relatives and acquaintances. Don't you know at
least one person who seemsto be afocus for trouble without being an obvious troublemaker? A jinxy
sort of guy or ga whose close friends show aremarkable tendency to crack up, to suicide perhaps, to
cal the head-shrinkers a bit too late, to take long vacations in the looney bin—or vacationsthat are
longer than long. Morelikdy than not he's brilliant and charming and seemsto have the best intentionsin
the world (Jamie Wash was all those things and more) but he's just not good for people.

At firgt you think he's merely unlucky in his choice of friends and maybe you fed sorry for him, and then
you begin to wonder if he doesn't have aspecia talent or compulsion for seeking out and taking up with
unstable people, and findly, if circumstances force you as degp into the thing asthey did me, you begin to
suspect that theré's moreto it than that. A lot more.

Aliceand | got to know Jamie Walsh when Father hired him to do an interior design job on our new
homein Malibu and aso, it had dready been arranged two days | ater, to paint Mother with the Afghan
hounds. Jamie wasin hislate thirties then, energetic ashdl, ared cosmopolite, impudent, flamingly



charming, and he hit our soberly intdligent household like awhirlwind. He was aterrific sdesman, asyou
haveto be in that sort of job, and every onein the vicinity got an absolutely painless bonus coursein
generd culture—Modigliani, Swedish Modern, the works.

With the price he was getting, we certainly had abonus coming, but we didn't think about it that way .
He'd comein, waving adevil mask, or asari, or ahunk of period wrought iron or agaudy old
chamberpot, and the day's show would be on. For three months he was a hon-resident member of the
family. It was exactly like being visited by a pleasantly wicked young uncle you've never seen before
because he's been completely occupied having exciting adventuresin strange corners of the world and
aso, quiteincidentally, happensto beagenius.

Within two weeks Jamie was painting Alice and myself asamatter of course and in the end he even
sculptured ahead of Father—cast in aluminum for some abstruse reason—and that was something I'd
have given odds against ever happening. But in the end, as| say, even Father was hit by the art bug and
for perhaps amonth his old airplane factory took second placein hisinterests—the only time I'm sure,
before or since, that ever happened in Father'slife.

There was something feverish and distorted and unreal about theinterest we all took inart and in Jamie at
that time. He was like ahypnotist or some master magician weaving pdlls, creating wonderful dream
worlds.

| dropped my forced interest in Father's business and my vaguer secret ambitions to do somethingin
psychiatry, and determined to devote my life to marine painting, a which I'd earlier shown sometalent. |
let the othersthink it was a passing kick, which made things easier, especialy with Father, but it wasalot
more than that.

Asfor Alice, she seemed on the surface to be the least affected of dl of us—she didn't sprout an artistic
talent—but really she wasthe hardest hit. For shefdl in love with Jamie. And he, in his peculiar way,
encouraged her.

It wasn't anything obvious, mind you. I'm sure | wasthe only other person who redized what was
happening and at thetime | didn't care. In fact it seemed to meto be afinething that | should be able to
offer up abeautiful sister to Jamie and that he should be interested. Since then I've noticed that many men
have the urge, usually unconscious or so they'd claim, to furnish the services of their wives, Ssters, and
daughtersto friends. It seemsto be about as common as the opposite urge to clobber any male who so
much aslooks at their womenfolk, and is probably equdly primitivein origin.

Mother may have guessed that Alice had devel oped a crush on Jamie, but I'm sure that was asfar as her
guesses went. She was hersdlf too much under Jamie's spell to think unsympathetically of him. Y ou see,
by thistime wed learned about Jamie's unhappy marriage—he'd tried or seemed to try, to concedl it, but
it had come out dl the same—how hiswife Jane was a hope ess d coholic who spent most of her time
touring the sanitariums and that one reason Jamie had to work so furiousy wasto pay the bills. Even|
didn't dream at the time that Jane was just another of hisvictims and that what kept her acoholism flaring
was his ambiguous behavior toward her—hiswanting her and not wanting her at the sametime, his
smultaneous caring for her and getting rid of her viathe asylum route. Sheld caught the infection he
carried and in her case it was dcohal that was nuraing the infection along.

But at thetime even | knew nothing of thisand we were dl sympathy for Jamie and histroubles, we were
al living in hisbright dream worlds. Alice, I'm certain, was existing for the day when Jamiewould carry
her off—to marriage or afierce sdlfish love-affair, | don't imagine she cared which. Just as| didn't care,
deep in my old subconscious, whether | became afamous marine painter or merely Jami€'s assstant.
Alice and | were both of us building up to abig thing happening.



What happened was exactly nothing. Jamie finished the jobs Father had hired him to do and took off for
Mexico al by himsaf. Mother went back to playing bridge. | threw my paint boxes into the ocean I'd
been trying to catch on canvas. And Alice flipped, sgndizing the event by shooting the two Afghan
hounds.

Mother and Father were stoned, of course, but they till didn't connect up the tragedy in any way with
Jamie. And | must admit thet, if you didn't want to dig, there were enough old reasons around for Alice
flipping—shed aways been ashy difficult child with amass of personaity problems, shedd aterrific
problem fighting overweight, later sheld dropped out of college twice, dithered around with different
career dreams, been mixed up with some kids who were on dope, and so on.

No, | wasthe only onewho saw thered part that Jamie played in the business. Mother and Father
actually took the attitude that Jamie had been agood influence on Alice, that sheld have flipped sooner if
it hadn't been for his stimulating presence and the generd air of activity and excitement he brought into
our otherwise stolid lives. In fact they took this attitude so deeply that when Jamie came bustling back
from Venezuda six months|ater, al shocked sympathy at Alicestragedy but a the same time yarning of
his new adventures—he had ajaguar skin for Mother—they fell in eagerly with hisideaof vidting Alice at
the menta hospital. They thought it might have agood effect on her, wake her up and dl that.

And | was the one who had to drive him there. |, who had begun to shrink from him because | sensed
that he was dripping—honestly, that's the way it felt to me—with the invisble germs of madness. |, who
remembered how held told Alice that green was “her color” and redlized now the significance of the
green necktie he was wearing.

| don't know, mind you, ifhe redized its sgnificance. All through this, asl've sad, I've been uncertain of
the degree to which Jamie redlized that he was cregting the tragedies around him, the extent to which he
knew that hewasacarrier.

It was along londly drive under cloudless skies, prefiguring in away thefind drive| took with Jamie. As
we had got in the car he had looked up at the sky and recalled that blue wasmy color. It gave methe
shudders, but | didn't let on. | remember thinking, though, of the odd sengitivities painters are supposed
to have. Sargent once painted awoman, and a doctor who'd never met her diagnosed incipient insanity
from the portrait, and the diagnosis was confirmed shortly.

Then after abit Jamiefdl into an odd wistful mood of faintly humorous sdlf-pity and he told me about the
dismal end hiswife had cometo in aNew Y ork hospital and about the numbers of his close friendswho
hed flipped or suicided.

I'm sure he didn't redlize that he was giving me research materidsthat were to occupy my redl thinking
for the next severd years.

At the sametime | began to see in ashadowy way the mechanism by which Jamie operated asacarrier
of insanity—something | understand very well now.

Y ou see, there has to be a mechanism, or ese thistransmission of insanity I'm talking about would be
nothing but witchcraft—just as the transmission of physical disease was once thought by most people to
be amatter of witchcraft.

Then the microscope came andgerms were discovered to be the cause of infectious disease.

What causesinsanity, at least the schizoid kind, what transmitsit and carriesit, isdreams —waking
dreams, daytime dreams, the most powerful and virulent of al.



Jamie awakened and fostered dreams of romance in every woman he met. They looked a him, they
listened to him, they lost themsalvesin the golden dream of alove affair that would dazzle the ages, they
made the big decibands, families, careers, suasion to abandon their security, position all of that. And then
... Jamiedid nothing at dl about it. Nothing brave, nothing reckless, not even anything crud or merely
male-hungry. I'm sure he and Alice never went to bed. Like the others, Jamie just left her hanging there.

In men it was dreams of glory that Jamie roused, dreams of adventures and artistic achievements quite
beyond their redl capabilities. It wastheir jobs that the men abandoned—their schooling, their common
sense. Jugt asit happened to me, except that | saw Jamiestrap in time and threw my paints away.

But in one sense | was tragpped more completely by Jamie than any of the others, becauseit was given to
me to sense the menace of the man and to redlize that | must sudy this thing and then do something about
it, no matter how long it took or how much it hurt me.

Yes, | became aware of dl those thingsin a shadowy way on that first drive from Malibu to the mental
hospita—and | aso got one piece of very concrete evidence against Jamie, though it was years before |
redized itsfull Sgnificance.

After Jamietired of talking he closed his eyes and went into asort of uneasy drowse beside me. After a
while he twisted on his narrow seat and he began to mutter and murmur in arhythmic way asif, haf
adeep, hewere making up or repeating ajingle to the spin of the whedls and the buzz of the motor. | ill
don't know what sort of mental process in Jamie was responsible for it—crestivity takes strange twidts. |
listened carefully and after awhile | began to catch words and then more words. He kept repesting the
samething. These arethe words| caught:

Beth is sand-brown, Brenda's gray,

Dottier was mauve and faded away.

Hans was scarlet, Dave was black,

Keith was cobalt and off the track.
Ridiculouswords. And then | thought, “1'm blue."

Jamie woke up and asked what had been happening. “Nothing,” | told him and that seemed to satisfy
him. Wewere practicdly at the asylum.

Jamie'svigt to Alicewasno help to her that | could see—on her next trip home shewasjust as
out-of-touch and even more disgustingly fat—but that was how | became Jami€'s Boswell, interested in
every person hed known, every place hed been, anything held ever done or said. | talked with him alot
and with hisfriends more. One way or another, | managed to visit most of the places he'd been. Father
was aternately furious and depressed at theway | was “wasting my life.” He'd have tried to stop me,
except that what had happened to Alice had put the fear into him of tampering with his children. We were
queer eggs and might crack and smell. Of course he hadn't the faintest idea of what | was doing. | don't
think that even Jamie guessed. Jamie responded to my interest with half-amused tolerance, though from
timeto time| caught an odd look in hiseyes.

In the course of five years | accumulated enough evidence to convict James Bingham Walsh adozen
times of being acarrier of insanity. | found out about his younger brother, who had hero-worshiped him,
tried to imitate him, done abad job of it and aberrated before he was twenty ... about hisfirst wife,
who'd only managed to stay ayear thisside of the asylum walls ... about Hans Godbold, who ditched his
family and an executive job in abig chemica firm to become a poet and who six months|ater blew out



hisbrainsin Panama. About David Willis, Keith Ellander, Elizabeth Hunter, Brenda Silverstein, Dorothy
Williamson ... “colored people’—scarlet, black, cobalt, sand-brown, gray, mauve—for now |
remembered thejingle hed muttered in my car...

It wasn't just amatter of individuals. Statistics contributed their quota. Wherever Jamie went, if it wasa
small enough placefor it to show up and if | could get the figures, therewas arise, smal but undeniable,
in the incidence of insanity. Make no mistake, Jamie Bingham Wal sh deserved the name of Schizo
Jmmie

And then as'vetold you, when my evidence was complete, when it wholly satisfiedme , | acted. | was
prosecutor, judge, jury, and executioner all rolled into one. Sometimes when you're alittle ahead of the
science of your day, it hasto bethat way. | marched the prisoner up Latigo Canyon—by chance wearing
agreentie, Alice's color, which made me happy—and he made the big drop.

The only thing that redly bothers me about it al now ismy unshaken conviction that Jamie was agenius.
A master manipulator of colors, and, whether he knew it or not, of people. It istoo bad that he wastoo
dangerousto belet live. | sometimesthink that the sameistrue of al so-cdled “ great men”—they create
dreamsthat infect and rot or crumble the minds of therest of us. They are carriers, even the most
seemingly noble and compassionate of them. At the time of our own Civil War the chief carrier was that
sufferer from involutional melancholia, that tormented man from whom knives once had to be hidden,
Abraham Lincoln. Oh, why can't such men leave uslittle people to our own kinds of safety and
happiness, our smdl plans and smal successes, our security firmly based on our mediocrity? Why must
they keep spreading the deadly big dreams?

Naturaly enough, | haven't escaped from this affair scot-free, though asi'vetold you I've beenin no
trouble with the police or the law. But just the same it was too tough ajob for one man, too much
responsibility for one person to shoulder. It left its mark on me, dl right. By thetime I'd finished, my
nerveswere like crackle glass. That'swhy I'minthis... well ... rest home now, why | may be herefor a
long time. | concentrated so much on the one big problem that when it was solved | just couldn't seem to
attend to life any more.

I'm not asking for pity, understand. | did what | had to, | did what any decent man would do, and I'm
glad | was brave enough. I'm not complaining about any of the consequences I'm suffering now, the
inevitable consequences of my frazzled nerves. | don't careif | have to spend the rest of my life
here—I'm not complaining about the dreams ... the mental hurting ... the flow of ideas too fast for thought
or comment ... the voices| hear ... the halucinations...

Except that 1am bothered, | admit it, by the hallucinations | have of Jamie coming to visit me here. They
are s0 redl that some days they make me wonder whether they aren't the redl live Jamie and whether it
wasn't just the hallucination of Jamiethat | sent hurtling down to his degth in Latigo Canyon. After dl, he
never said aword, helooked like a phantom hanging in the air, and | never heard the sound of his body
hitting.

Those are the days when | wish the policewould come and question me about his death—question me,
try me, condemn me, and send me to the gas chamber and out of thislife that is no more than atorrent of
tortured dreams. The days when Jamie comesto vist me, smiling tenderly and wearing a blue necktie.

THE LONEWOLF

“Comeon, Gussy,” Fay prodded quietly, “quit stalking around like a neurotic bear and suggest something
for my invention team to work on. | enjoy visiting you and Daisy, but | can't stay aboveground al night.”



“If being outside the shelters makes you nervous, don't come around any more,” Gusterson told him,
continuing to sak. “Why doesn't your invention team think of something to invent? Why don't you?
Hah!” Inthe“Hah!" lay triumphant condemnation of awholeway of life.

“Wedo,” Fay responded imperturbably, “but afresh viewpoint sometimes helps.”

“I'll say it does! Fay, you burglar, I'll bet you've got twenty people like mysdlf you milk for freeidess.
Firg you irritate their bark, and then you make the rounds every so often to draw off the latex or the

maple gloop."

Fay smiled. “It ought to please you that society still has ause for you outré inner-directed types. It takes
something to make ajunior executive stay aboveground after dark, when the missiles are on the prowl."

“Society can't have much use for us or it'd pay us something.” Gusterson sourly asserted, staring blankly
at thetankless TV and kicking it lightly as he passed on. TV swith viewing tanks showed showsin three
dimensons.

“No, you're wrong about that, Gussy. Money's not the key goad with you inner-directeds. | got that
draight from our Motivations chief.”

“Did hetdl you what we should use instead to pay the grocer? A deep inner sense of achievement,
maybe? Fay, why should | do any free thinking for Micro Systems?

“I'll tell you why, Gussy. Simply because you get akick out of insulting uswith sardonic idess. If wetake
one of them serioudy, you think we're degrading oursaves, and that pleases you even more. Like making
someone laugh at alousy pun.”

Gugterson hed il in hisroaming and grinned. “ That's the reason, huh? | suppose my suggestionswould
have to be something in the line of ultra-subminiaturized computers, where one snister fine-etched
molecule does the work of three big bumbling brain cdls?!

“Not necessarily. Micro Systemsis branching out. Whed asfree asarogue star. But I'll passdong to
Promotion your one molecule-three brain cell sparkler. It'sadight exaggeration, but it's catchy."

“I'll have my kids watch your adsto seeif you useit, and then I'll sue the whole underworld.” Gusterson
frowned as he resumed his stalking. He stared puzzledly &t the antique TV. “How about inventing a
plutonium termite?’ he said suddenly. “I1t would get rid of those stockpilesthat are worrying you molesto
desth.”

Fay grimaced noncommitally and cocked his head.

“WEell, then, how about a beauty mask? How about that, hey? | don't mean oneto repair awoman's
complexion, but one sheld wear al the time that'd make her look like a seventeen-year-old sexpot.
That'd endher worries"

“Hey, that'sfor me,” Daisy called from the kitchen. “I'll make Gusterson suffer. I'll make him crawl
around on his hands and knees begging my immature favors."

“No, youwon't,” Gusterson called back. “Y ou having aface like that would scare the kids. Better cancel
that one, Fay. Half the adult race looking like Vina Vidarsson istoo awful athought.”

“Yah, you're just scared of making amillion dollars” Daisy jeered.

“I suream,” Gusterson said solemnly, scanning the fuzzy floor from one murky glasswall to the other,



hestating at the TV. “How about something homey now, like aflock of little prickly cylindersthat roll
around the floor collecting lint and flub? They'd work by eectricity, or at apinch cats could bat ‘em
around. Every so often they'd be automatically herded together and the lint cleaned off the bristles.”

“No good,” Fay said. “There'sno lint underground and cats arever boten . And the aboveground market
doesn't amount to more moneywise than the state of Southern [llinois. Keep it grander, Gussy, and more
impractical—you can't sall people merely useful ideas.” From his hassock in the center of the room he
looked uneasily around. “ Say, did that violet tonein the glass come from the high Cleveland hydrogen
bomb, or isit just age and ultraviolet, like desert glass?'

“No, somebody's grandfather liked it that color,” Gusterson informed him with happy bitterness. “1 like it
too—the glass, | mean, not the lint. People who live in glass houses can see the stars—especialy when
there's awindow-washing streak in their germ-plasm.”

“Gussy, why don't you move underground?’ Fay asked, hisvoice taking on amissionary note. “It'salot
eager living in oneroom, believe me. Y ou don't have to tramp from room to room hunting things."

“I likethe exercise,” Gusterson said stoutly.

“But | bet Daisy'd prefer it underground. And your kids wouldn't have to explain why their father lives
likeaRed Indian. Not to mention the safety factor and insurance savings and a crypt church within easy
didewalk distance. Incidentally, we seethe stars al the time, better than you do—Dby repeater.”

“Stars by repeater,” Gusterson murmured to the celling, pausing for God to comment. Then, “No, Fay,
evenif | could afford it—and stand it—I'm such abad-luck Harry that just when | got usdl safely
stowed at the N minus one subleve, the Soviets would discover an earthquake bomb that struck from
below, and I'd have to follow everybody back to the treetops.Hey! How about bubble homesin orbit
around earth? Micro System could subdivide the world's most spacious suburb, and all you moles
could go elipsing. Spaceis as safe asthereis: no air, no shock waves. Free Fal'sthe ultimatein
restfulness—great hedlth benefits. Commute by rocket—or better yet, stay home and do al your
busnessby TV-telephone, or by wado if it were that sort of thing. Even pet your girl by remote
control—shein her bubble, you in yours, whizzing through vacuum. Oh, damn—damn—damn—damn
—DAMN!"

Hewas glaring at the blank screen of the TV, his big hands clenching and unclenching.

“Dont let Fay give you apoplexy—hes not worth it,” Daisy said, sticking her trim head in from the
kitchen, while Fay inquired anxioudly, “Gussy, what's the matter?"

“Nothing, you worm!” Gusterson roared. “ Except that an hour ago | forgot to tunein ontheonly TV
program I've wanted to hear this year—Finnegans Wakescored for English, Gaglic and brogue. Oh,
damn—damn—DAMN!"

“Too bad,” Fay said lightly. “I didn't know they wererdleasing it onflat TV too."

“Wall, they werel Some things are too damn big to keep completely underground. And | had to forget!
I'm aways doing it—I misseverything! Look here, yourat,” he blatted suddenly at Fay, shaking his
finger under the latter's chin, “I'll tell you what you can have that ignorant team of yoursinvent. They can
fix me up amechanica secretary that | can feed ordersinto and that'll remind me when the exact moment
comesto ligento TV or phone somebody or mail in astory or write aletter or pick up amagazine or
look at an eclipse or anew orbiting station or fetch the kids from school or buy Daisy abunch of flowers
or whatever it is. It's got to be something that's ways with me, not something | have to go and consult or
that | can get sick of and put down somewhere. And it's got to remind me forcibly enough so that | take



notice and don't just shrug it aside, like | sometimes do even when Daisy reminds me of things. That's
what your stupid team can invent for me! If they do agood job, I'll pay them as much asfifty dollardl”

“That doesn't sound like anything so very origind to me,” Fay commented coaly, leaning back from the
wagging finger. “1 think al senior executives have something of that sort. At leadt, their secretary keeps
somekind of file..."

“I'm not looking for something with spiked falsies and nylons up to the neck,” interjected Gusterson,
whose ideas about secretaries were atriflelurid. “1 just want amech reminder—that's al!"

“Well, I'll keep theideain mind,” Fay assured him, “aong with the bubble homes and beauty masks. If
we ever develop anything aong thoselines, I'll let you know. If it'sabeauty mask, I'll bring Daisy apilot
model—to use to scare strange kids.” He put hiswatch to hisear. “ Good lord, I'm going to have to cut
to make it underground before the main doors close. Just ten minutes to Second Curfew! ‘Bye, Gus.
‘Bye, Daze."

Two minutes later, living room lights out, they watched Fay's foreshortened antlike figure scurrying across
the balding ill-lit park toward the nearest escdlator.

Gusterson said, “Weird to think of that big bright space-poor glamor basement stretching around
everywhere underneath. Did you remind Smitty to put anew bulb in the elevator?*

“The Smiths moved out thismorning,” Daisy said tondesdy. “ They went underneeth.”

“Like cockroaches,” Gusterson said. “Cockroachesleavin' asinkin’ gpartment building. Next the
ghostsll beretreatin’ to the shelters.™

“ Anyhow, from now on we're our own janitors,” Daisy said.

He nodded. “ Just leaves three families besides usloya to this glass death trap. Not countin’ ghosts.” He
sghed. Then, “Y ou like to move below, Daisy?’ he asked softly, putting hisarm lightly across her
shoulders. “ Get awoozy eyeful of the bright lightsand al for achange? Be arat for awhile? Maybe
we're getting too old to be bats. | could scrounge me acompany job and have athinking closet al to
myself and two secretaries with stainless stedl breasts. Lifeld be easier for you and alot cleaner. And
you'd deep sfer.”

“That'strue,” she answered and paused. She ran her fingertip dowly acrossthe murky glass, itsviolet tint
barely perceptible againgt acold dim light across the park. “ But somehow,” she said, snaking her arm
around hiswaigt, “I don't think I'd deep happier—or one hit excited.”

Three weeks later Fay, dropping in again, handed to Daisy the larger of two rather small packages he
was carrying.

“It'saso-caled beauty mask,” hetold her, “ complete with wig, eyelashes, and wettable velvet lips. It
even breathes—pinholed e agtiskin with a static adherence-charge. But Micro Systems had nothing to do
with it, thank God. Beauty Trix put it on the market ten days ago and it's dready started ateen-age
craze. Some boys are wearing them too, and the police are yipping at Trix for encouraging transvestism
with psychic repercussons.”

“Didn't | hear somewherethat Trix isasecret subsdiary of Micro?” Gusterson demanded, rearing up
from hisancient eectric typewriter. “No, you're not stopping me writing, Fay—it'sthe gut of evening. If |
do any more | won't have any juice to start with tomorrow. | got another of my insanity thrillers moving.



A redl id-teaser. In thisone not only all the characters are crazy but the robot psychiatrist too.”
“The vending machines are jumping with insanity novels,” Fay commented. “ Odd they're so popular.”

Gugterson chortled. “The only way you outer-directed moleswill accept individuaity any moreevenina
fictional character, without your superegos getting seasick, isfor them to be crazy. Hey, Daisy! Lemme
see that beauty mask!"

But hiswife, backing out of the room, hugged the package to her bosom and solemnly shook her head.
“A hdl of athing,” Gusterson complained, “not even to be able to see what my stolen ideas ook like."

“| got apresent for you too,” Fay said. “ Something you might think of asaroyaty on dl theinventions
someone thought of alittle ahead of you. Fifty dollars by your own evauation.” He held out the smaller
package. “Y our tickler."

“Mywhat? " Gusterson demanded suspicioudly.

“Y our tickler. The mech reminder you wanted. It turns out thet the file a secretary keepsto remind her
bossto do certain things at certain timesis called atickler file. So we named thisatickler. Here."

Gugterson il didn't touch the package. *Y ou mean you actually put your invention team to work on that
nonsense?’

“Waell, what do you think? Don't be scared of it. Here, I'll show you."

As he unwrapped the package, Fay said, “It hasn't been decided yet whether well manufacture it
commercidly. If wedo, I'll put through avoucher for you—for * development consultation’ or something
like that. Sorry no royalty's possible. Davidson's squad had started to work up the identical ideathree
years ago, but it got shelved. | found it on a snoop through the closets. There! Looks Georgian-slver
rich, doesnt it?'

On the scarred black tabletop was adully gleaming object about the size and shape of a cupped hand
with fingers merging. A tiny pellet on ashort near-invisblewireled off fromit. On the back wasa
punctured area suggesting the face of amicrophone; there was aso awindow with adate and timein
hours and minutes showing through, and next to that four little buttonsin arow. The concave underside of
the silvery “hand” was smooth except for a central areawhere what looked like two rollers came

through.

“It goes on your shoulder under your shirt,” Fay explained, “and you tuck the pellet in your ear. We
might work up bone conduction on acommercid model. Insgdeisan ultradow fine-wire recorder
holding aspool that runsfor aweek. The clock lets you go to any place on the seven-day wire and
record amessage. The buttons give you variable speed in going there, so you don't waste too much time
making asetting. Thereésaknack in fingering them efficiently, but it's easly acquired.”

Fay picked up thetickler. “For instance, supposetherésa TV show you want to catch tomorrow night
at twenty-two hundred.” He touched the buttons. There was the faintest whirring. The clock face blurred
briefly three times before showing the setting held mentioned. Then Fay spoke into the punctured area:
“Turnon TV channel two, you big dummy!” He grinned over a Gusterson. “When you've got al your
ingructionsto yoursdf loaded in, you synchronize with the present moment and let her roll. Fit it on your
shoulder and forget it. Oh, yes, and it literally doestickle you every timeit deliversan ingruction. That's
what the little rollersare for. Believe me, you can't ignore it. Come on, Gussy, take off your shirt and try
it out. Well feed in someingructions for the next ten minutes so you get the fed of how it works."



“I don't want to,” Gusterson said. “Not right now. | want to sniff around it first. My God, it'ssmall!
Besdes everything dseit does, doesit think?"

“Dont pretend to be anidiot, Gussy! Y ou know very wdl that even with ultra-sub-micro nothing quite
thissmal can possbly have enough dementsto do any thinking."

Gusterson shrugged. “I don't know abouit thet. | think bugsthink.”

Fay groaned faintly. “Bugs operate by ingtinct, Gussy,” he said. “ A patterned routine. They do not scan
Stuations and consegquences and then make decisions.”

“1 don't expect bugs to make decisions,” Gusterson said. “For that matter, | don't like people who go
around dlatime making decisons.”

“Wal, you can take it from me, Gussy, that thistickler isjust aminiaturized wire recorder and clock ...
and atickler. It doesn't do anything else.”

“Not yet, maybe,” Gusterson said darkly. “Not thismodd. Fay, I'm serious about bugs thinking. Or if
they don't exactly think, they fed. They've got an interior drama. An inner glow. They're conscious. For
that matter, Fay, | think all your really complex e ectronic computers are conscious too.”

“Quit kidding, Gussy."
“Who'skidding?'
“You are. Computers Smply aren't dive.”

“What's alive? A word. | think computers are conscious, at least while they're operating. They've got that
inner glow of awareness. They sort of ... well ... meditate.”

“Gussy, computers haven't got any circuits for meditating. They're not programmed for mystica
lucubrations. They'vejust got circuits for solving the problemsthey're on.”

“Okay, you admit they've got problem-solving circuits—like aman has. | say if they've got the equipment
for being conscious, they're conscious. What haswings, flies.”

“Including stuffed owls and gilt eagles and dodoes—and wood-burning airplanes?'

“Maybe, under some circumstances. Therewas awood-burning airplane, Fay,” Gusterson continued,
wagging hiswrigts for emphass, “1 redly think computers are conscious. They just don't have any way of
telling usthat they are. Or maybe they don't have anyreason to tell us, like thelittle Scotch boy who
didn't say aword until he was fifteen and was supposed to be deaf and dumb."

“Why didn't he say aword?’

“Because hed never had anything to say. Or take those Hindu fakirs, Fay, who sit still and don't say a
word for thirty years or until their fingernails grow to the next village. If Hindu fakirs can do that,
computers can!”

Looking asif he were masticating alemon, Fay asked quietly, “ Gussy, did you say you're working on an
insanity novel?"

Gugterson frowned fiercdly.

“Now you'rekidding,” he accused Fay. “ The dirty kind of kidding, too."



“I'm sorry,” Fay said with light contrition. “Well, now you've sniffed at it, how about trying on Tickler?”
He picked up the gleaming blunted crescent and jogged it temptingly under Gusterson's chin.

“Why should I'”?” Gusterson asked, stepping back. “Fay, I'm up to my earswriting abook. The last thing
| want is something interrupting me to make melisten to alot of junk and do alot of usdessthings.
Finnegans Wake —who wantsto listen to that swollen-ego mishmash?"

“But, dammit, Gussy! It wasdl your ideaiin thefirst placel” Fay blatted. Then, catching himsdf, he
added, “1 mean, you were one of thefirst peopleto think of this particular sort of instrument.”

“Maybe 0, but I've done some more thinking since then.” Gusterson's voice grew atrifle solemn.
“Inner-directed worthwhile thinkin'. Fay, when aman forgetsto do something, it's because heredly
doesn't want to do it or because he's dl roiled up down in his unconscious. He ought to takeit asa
danger sgnd and investigate the railing, not hire himsaf ahuman or mech reminder.”

“Bushwa,” Fay retorted. “In that case you shouldn't write memorandums or even take notes.”
“Maybe | shouldn't,” Gusterson agree lamely. “1'd haveto think that over too."

“Ha” Fay jeered. “No, I'll tel you what your troubleis, Gussy. Y ou're smply scared of this contraption.
Y ou've loaded your skull with horror-story nonsense about machines sprouting minds and taking over the
world—until you're even scared of asimple miniaturized and clocked recorder.” Hethrugt it out.

“Maybel am,” Gusterson admitted, contralling aflinch. “Honestly, Fay, that thing'sgot agleaminitseye
asif it had ideas of its own. Nasty idess."

“Gussy, you nut, it hasn'tgot an eye.”

“Not now, no, but it's got the gleam—the eye may come. It's the Cheshire Cat in reverse. Remember,
Fay, how inAlice in Wonderland the Cheshire Cat faded until even its teeth were gone and only the
smilewas|eft? Thisthing'll gart with anasty gleam and get an eye and then go on from there. If you'd
step over here and look at yoursdlf holding it, you could seewhat | mean. But | don't think computers
sprout minds, Fay. | just think they'vegot minds, because they've got the mind dements.”

“Ho, ho!” Fay mocked. “ Everything that hasamaterid sde hasamenta side,” he chanted. “ Everything
that'sabody isaso aspirit. Gussy, that dubious old metaphysica duaism went out centuries ago.”

“Maybe s0,” Gusterson said, “but we till haven't anything but that dubious dualism to explain the human
mind, havewe? It'sajelly of nerve cdlsand it'savison of the cosmos. If that isn't dudism, what is?*

“I give up. Gussy, are you going to try out thistickler?'

“No!"

“But dammit, Gussy, we madeit just for youl—practicaly.”

“Sorry, but I'm not going near thething.”

“'Zen come near me,” ahusky voice intoned behind them. “Tonight | vant aman.”

Standing in the door was something dim in ashort silver sheath. It had golden bangs and the haughtiest
snub-nosed face in the world. It dunk toward them.

“My God, VinaVidarsson!” Gusterson yelled.



“Daisy, that'sterrific,” Fay gpplauded, going up to her.

She bumped him aside with aswing of her hips, continuing to advance. “Not you, Ratty,” she said
throatily. “1 vant ared man."

“Fay, | suggested VinaVidarsson's face for the beauty mask,” Gusterson said, walking around hiswife
and shaking afinger. “Don't tel me Trix just happened to think of that too."

“What else could they think of 7’ Fay laughed. “ This season sex means V'V and nobody ese—the girl
with the spiky voom-voom bazoom.” An odd little grin flicked hislips, atic traveled up hisface and his
body twitched dightly. “ Say, folks, I'm going to have to be leaving. It's exactly fifteen minutesto Second
Curfew. Last time | had to run and | got heartburn. Whenare you people going to move downgtairs? I'll
leave Tickler, Gussy. Play around with it and get used to it. * Bye now."

“Hey, Fay,” Gusterson caled curioudly, “have you devel oped absol ute time sense”?”

Fay grinned abig grin from the doorway—amost too big agrin for so smdl aman. “1 didn't need to,” he
sad softly, patting hisright shoulder. “My tickler told me."

He closed the door behind him.

As sde-by-side they watched him strut sedately across the murky chilly-looking park, Gusterson mused,
“So thelittle devil had one of those nonsense-gadgets on al thetime and | never noticed. Can you beat
that?’ Something drew acrossthe violet-tinged stars ashort bright line that quickly faded. “What's that?”
Gusterson asked gloomily. “Next to last stage of missle-here?

“Won't you settle for an old-fashioned shooting star?” Daisy asked softly. The (wettable) velvet lips of
the mask made even her natura voice sound different. She reached ahand back of her neck to pull the
thing off.

“Hey, don't do that,” Gusterson protested in ahurt voice. “Not for awhile anyway."

“Hokay!” she said harshly, turning on him. “Zen down on your knees, dog!"
[l

It was afortnight and Gusterson was loping down the home stretch on his 40,000-word insanity novel
before Fay dropped in again, thistime promptly a high noon.

Normally Fay cringed his shoulders atrifle and wasinclined to dither, but now he strode aggressively, his
legs scissoring in afast, low goose step. He whipped off the sunglassesthat al moles wore topside by
day and began to pound Gusterson on the back while calling boisteroudy, “How are you, Gussy Old
Boy, Old Boy?'

Daisy camein from the kitchen to see why Gusterson was choking. She wasinstantly grabbed and
violently bussed to the accompaniment of, “Hiya, Gorgeous! Y um-yum! How about ad-libbing that some
weekend?'

She stared at Fay dazedly, rasping the back of her hand across her mouth, while Gusterson yelled, “ Quit
that! What's got into you, Fay? Have they transferred you out of R and D to Company Morae? Do they
lineup dl the secretaries at roll cal and make you give them an eight-hour energizing kiss?'

“Ha, wouldn't you liketo know?’ Fay retorted. He grinned, twitched jumpingly, held still amoment, then
hustled over to thefar wall. “Look out there,” he rapped, pointing through the violet glass at agap
between the two nearest old skyscraper apartments. “In thirty seconds you'll see them test the new



needle bomb at the other end of Lake Erie. It's educationa.” He began to count off seconds, vigoroudy
semaphoring hisarm. “...Two ... three ... Gussy, I've put through a voucher for two yards for you.
Budgeting squawked, but | pressured ‘em.”

Daisy squeded, “Y ardsl—are those dollar thousand?’ while Gusterson was asking, “ Then you're
marketing thetickler?'

“Yes. Yes” Fay replied totheminturn. “...Nine.... ten...” Again he grinned and twitched. “Time for noon
Comgtaff,” he announced staccato. “ Pardon the hush box.” He whipped a pancake phone from under his
coat, clapped it over hisface and spokefiercely but inaudibly into it, continuing to semaphore. Suddenly
he thrust the phone away. “ Twenty-nine ... thirty ... Thar she blowd!"

An incandescent streak shot up the sky from alittle above the far horizon and adoubly dazzling point of
light appeared just above thetop of it, with the effect of God dotting an “i."

“Ha, that'll skewer espionage satelliteslike swatting flies!” Fay proclaimed as the portent faded.
“Bracing! Gussy, where'syour tickler? I've got anew spooal for it that'll razzle-dazzle you."

“I'll bet,” Gusterson said drily. “Daisy?’
“You gaveit to the kids and they got to fooling with it and brokeit."

“No matter,” Fay told them with alarge sidewise sweep of his hand. “Better you wait for the new model.
It'sasx-way improvement.”

“So | gather,” Gugterson said, eyeing him speculatively. “ Doesit automatically inject you with cocaine? A
fix every hour on the second?’

“Ha-ha, joke. Gussy, it achieves the same effect without using any dope at dl. Listen: atickler reminds
you of your duties and opportunities—your chances for happiness and success! What's the obvious next
Sep?!

“Throw it out the window. By the way, how do you do that when you're underground?”

“We have high-speed garbage boosts. The obvious next step isyou give the tickler aheart. It not only
tellsyou, it warmly persuades you. It doesn't just say, ‘ Turn on the TV channel two, Joyce program,’ it
brills at you, ‘Kid, Old Kid, race for the TV and flip that two switch! Theresagreat show coming
through the pipes this second plus ten—you'll enjoy the hell out of yourself! Grab aticket to ecstasy!™

“My God,” Gusterson gasped, “ are those the kind of joltsit's giving you now?"

“Don't you get it, Gussy? Y ou never load your tickler except when you're feding buoyantly enthusiagtic.
Y ou don't just tell yoursalf what to do hour by hour next week, you sdll yoursdlf onit. That way you not
only make doubly sure you'll obey ingtructions but you constantly reinoculate yourself with your own
enthusasm.”

“I can't gand mysdlf when I'm that enthusiagtic,” Gusterson said. “I fed ashamed for hours afterward.”

“You'rewarped—all thislonely sky-life. What's more, Gussy, think how still more persuasive some of
those instructions would beif they cameto aman in hisbest girl's most bedroomy voice, or hisdoctor's
or psycher'sif it'sthat sort of thing—or VinaVidarsson's' By the way, Daze, don't wear that beauty
mask outside. It's agrand misdemeanor ever since ten thousand teenagersrioted through Tunnel-Mart
wearing them. And VV'ssuing Trix."



“No chance of that,” Daisy said. “ Gusterson got excited and bit off the nose.” She pinched her own
Oelicately.

“I'd no more obey my enthusiastic sef,” Gusterson was brooding, “than I'd obey a Napoleon drunk on
his own brandy or ahopped-up St. Francis. Reinoculated with my own enthusiasm?1'd diejust like from
snake-bite!"

“Warped, | said,” Fay dogmatized, ssamping around. “ Gussy, having the ingtructions persuasive instead
of neutral turned out to be only the opening wedge. The next step wasn't so obvious, but | saw it. Using
sublimind verba stimuli in histickler, aman can be given congtant supportive euphoric therapy 24 hours
aday! And it makesuseof al that empty wire. Weve revived the ideas of a pioneer dynamic psycher
named Dr. Coué. For ingtance, right now my tickler is saying to me—in tonestoo soft to reach my
conscious mind, but do they stab into the unconsciousl—' Day by day in every way I'm getting sharper
and sharper.’ It dternates that with ‘gutsier and gutsier’ and ... well, forget that. Coué mostly used * better
and better,” but that seemstoo generd. And every hundredth timeit says them out loud—inside my
ear—and thetickler gives me abrush—just afaint cootch—to make sure I'm keeping in touch.”

“Thet third word-pair,” Dasy wondered, feding her mouth reminiscently. “Balger and balser?!

Gusterson's eyes had been growing wider and wider. “Fay,” hesaid, “1 could no more use my mind for
anything if | knew al that was going on in my inner ear than if | were being brushed down with brooms by
three witches. Look here,” he said with loud authority, “you've got to stop al this—it'scrazy. Fay, if
Microll junk thetickler, I'll think you up something € se to invent—something red good.”

“Your inventing days are over,” Fay brilled glegfully. “I mean, you'll never equal your masterpiece.”

“How about,” Gusterson bellowed, “an anti-individua guided missile? The physicists have got smdl-scae
antigravity good enough to float and fly something the size of ahand grenade. | can sméll that even though
it's a back-of-the-safe military secret. Well, how about keying such amissile to aman's fingerprints—or
brain waves, maybe, or his unique smell!—so it can spot and follow him around and target in on him,
without harming anyone el se? L ong-distance nation—and the stinkingest getsit! Or you could
samply load it with some disgusting goo and key it to teenagers as a group—that'd take care of them.

Fay, doesnt it give you arich warm kick to think of my midget missles buzzing around in your tunnels,
seeking out evildoers, like aswarm of angry wasps or angelic bumblebees?’

“Y ou'renot luring me down any sdetralls” Fay said laughingly. He grinned and twitched, then hurried
toward the opposite wall, motioning them to follow. Outside, about a hundred yards beyond the purple
glass, rose another ancient glass-walled apartment skyscraper. Beyond, Lake Erierippled glintingly.

“ Another bomb test?’ Gusterson asked.

Fay pointed at the building. “Tomorrow,” he announced, “amodern factory, devoted solely to the
manufacture of ticklers, will be erected on thet Site.”

“Y ou mean one of those windowless phallic eyesores?” Gusterson demanded. “ Fay, you people aren't
even consstent. You've got al your homes underground. Why not your factories?'

“Shl Not enough room. It's okay to come topside daytimes. But night missiles are scarier. And then there
arethewild animasfrom the Wastes. No kidding, Gussy, don't you hear wolf-howls at night?"

“Only the groans of the deer dying from hunger and lack of hunters,” the latter assured him.
Daisy brought them back to the topic at hand.



“I know that building's been empty for ayear,” she said uneadily, “but how—7?"
“Sh! Watch! Now! "

Thelooming building seemed to blur or fuzz for amoment. Then it was asif thelake's bright ripples had
invaded the old glass ahundred yards away. Wavel ets chased themsel ves up and down the gleaming
walls, became higher, higher ... and then suddenly the glass cracked al over to tiny fragmented concrete
and plagtic and plastic piping, until al that was|eft was the nude stedl framework, vibrating so rapidly as
to bedmost invisble againg the gleaming lake.

Daisy covered her ears, but there was no explosion, only along-drawn-out low crash as the fragments hit
twenty floors below and dust whooshed out sideways.

“Spectacular!” Fay summed up. “Knew you'd enjoy it. That little trick wasfirst conceived by the great
Tedaduring hislast fruity years. Research discovered it in his biog—we just made the dream come true.
A tiny resonance device you could carry in your belt-bag attunes itself to the natural harmonic of a
gructure and then increases amplitude by tiny pulses exactly intime. Just like soldiers marching in step
can bresk down abridge, only thisisasif it were being done by one marching ant.” He pointed at the
naked framework appearing out of its own blur and said, “WEell be able to hang the factory on that. If
not, well whip amega-current through it and vaporize it. No question the micro-resonator isthe neatest
sweetest wrecking device going. Y ou can expect alot more of this sort of efficiency now that mankind
has thetickler to enable him to use hisfull potentia. What's the matter, folks?!

Dasy was gtaring around the violet-walled room with dumb mistrust. Her hands were trembling.

“Y ou don't have to worry,” Fay assured her with an understanding laugh. “This building's safe for a
month more at least.” Suddenly he grimaced and legped afoot in the air. He raised a clawed hand to
scratch his shoulder but managed to check the movement. “ Got to best it, folks,” he announced tersely.
“My tickler gave methe grand cootch.”

“Don't goyet,” Gusterson called, rousing himsdlf with ashudder which heimmediately explained: “1 just
hed theilluson that if | shook mysdf dl my flesh and gutswould fal off my shimmying skeleton. Brr! Fay,
before you and Micro go off half-cocked, | want you to know there's one insuperable objection to the
tickler asamass-market item. The average man or woman won't go to the considerable time and trouble
it must taketo load atickler. He smply hasn't got the compulsive orderliness and willingness to plan that
it requires.”

“We thought of that weeks ago,” Fay rapped, his hand on the door. “ Every tickler spool that goesto
market is patterned like wallpaper with one of five designs of suitable sublimina supportive euphoric
materid. “Ittier and ittier,” “viriler and viriler’ —you know. The buyer is robot-interviewed for an hour, his
personalized daily routine laid out and thereafter templated on hisweekly spool. He's strongly urged next
to take histickler to hisdoctor and psycher for further instruction-imposition. Weve been working with
the medical profession from the start. They love thetickler becauseit'll remind people to take their
medicines on thedot ... and rest and eat and go to deep just when and how doc says. Thisisabig

Daisy hurried to the wall to watch him cross the park. Deep down she was awee bit worried that he
might linger to attach a micro-resonator tothis building and she wanted to time him. But Gusterson sttled
down to histypewriter and began to bat away.

“I want to have another novel started,” he explained to her, “before the ant marches across this building
in about four and ahalf weeks... or amillion sharp little gutsy, balsy guys come swarming out of the
ground and heaveit into Lake Erie.”



v

Early next morning windowlesswalls began to crawl up the stripped skyscraper between them and the
lake. Daisy pulled the black-out curtains on that Side. For aday or two longer their thoughts and
conversations were haunted by Gusterson's vague sardonic visions of ahorde of tickler-energized moles
pouring up out of the tunnelsto tear down the remaining trees, tank the atmosphere, and perhaps
somehow dismantle the stars—at |east on this side of the world—Dbut then they both settled back into
their customary easygoing routines. Gusterson typed. Daisy made her daily shopping trip to alittle
topside daytime store and started painting amura on the floor of the empty apartment next theirs but
one.

“We ought to lasso some neighbors,” she suggested once. “I need somebody to hold my brushes and
admire. How about you making atrip below at the cocktail hours, Gusterson, and picking up a couple of
girlsfor agtarter? Flash the old viriler charm, cootch them up a bit, emphasize the delights of high living,
but make sure they're compatible roommates. Y ou could pick up that two-yard check from Micro at the
sametime”

“Y ou're an immora money-ravenous wench,” Gusterson said absently, trying to dream of an insanity
beyond insanity that would make his next novel ared id-rousing best-vender.

“If that's your vison of me, you shouldn't have chewed up the VV mask.”

“I'd really prefer you with green stripes,” hetold her. “But stripes, spots, or sunbathing, you're better than
those cocktall moles.”

Actudly both of them acutely didiked going below. They much preferred to perchin their eyrie and
watch the people of Cleveland Depths, asthey privately caled th loca sub-suburb, rush up out of the
shdltersa dawn to work in the concrete fields and windowless factories, make their daytime jet trips and
freeway jaunts, do their noon-hour and coffee-break guerilla practice, and then go scurrying back at
twilight to the atomic-proof, brightly lit, vastly exciting, claustrophobic caves.

Fay and his projects began once more to seem dreamlike, though Gusterson did run across acryptic
advertisement for ticklersinThe Manchester Guardian , which hegot daily by facamile. Their three
children reported similar ads, of no interest to young fry, on the TV, and one afternoon they came home
with the startling news that the monitors at their subsurface school had been issued ticklers. On sharp
interrogation by Gusterson, however, it appeared that these last were not ticklers but merely two-way
radios linked to the school police Sation.

“Which isbad enough,” Gusterson commented later to Daisy. “But it'd be even dirtier to think of those
clock-watching superegos being strapped to kids' shoulders. Can you imagine Huck Finn with atickler,
tellin’” him when to tie up the raft to atowhead and when to take aswim?"

“| bet Fay could,” Daisy countered. “When's he going to bring you that check, anyhow? lago wantsa
jetcycleand | promised Imogene a VinaKit, and then Claudiusll have to have something.”

Gusterson scowled thoughtfully. “Y ou know, Daze,” he said, “1 got thefeding Fay'sin the hospitd, all
narcotized up and being fed intravenoudly. The way he was jumping around last time, that tickler was
going to cootch him to piecesin aweek."

Asif to refute thisintuition, Fay turned up that very evening. The lights were dim. Something had gone
wrong with the building's old transformer and , pending repairs, the two remaining occupied apartments
were making do with batteries, which turned bright globes to mysterious amber candles and made
Gugterson's ancient typewriter operate duggishly.



Fay's manner was subdued or at least closaly controlled and for amoment Gusterson though held shed
histickler. Then thelittle man came out of the shadows and Gusterson saw the large bulge on hisright
shoulder.

“Yes wehadto up it abit Szewise” Fay explained in clipped tones. “ Additiona superfestures. While
brilliantly successful on the whole, the sublimina euphorics were ashade too effective. Severa hundred
users went hoppity manic. We gentled the cootch and qudified the subliminas—you know, ‘ Day by day
in every way I'm getting sharperand more serene '—but a stabilizing influence was still needed, so after
atop-level conference we decided to combine Tickler with Moodmagter.”

“My God,” Gusterson interjected, “ do they have a machine now that doesthat?"
“Of course. They've been using them on ex-mentd patientsfor years."

“I'just don't keep up with progress,” Gusterson said, shaking his head blegkly. “I'm falling behind on dll
fronts"

“Y ou ought to have your tickler remind you to read Science Service releases,” Fay told him. “Or smply
ingtruct it to scan the releases and—no, that's fill in research.” Helooked at Gusterson's shoulder and his
eyeswidened. “Y ou're not wearing the new-mode tickler | sent you,” he said accusingly.

“I never got it,” Gusterson assured him. “Postmen deliver topside mail and parcels by throwing them on
the high-speed garbage boosts and hoping a tornado will blow them to the right addresses.” Then he
added helpfully, “Maybe the Russans soleit while it wasriding the whirlwinds."

“That's not asuitabletopic for jesting,” Fay frowned. “We're hoping that Tickler will mobilize the full
potential of the Free World for thefirgt timein history. Gusterson, you are going to have to wear a
ticky-tick. It's becoming impossible for aman to get through modern life without one.”

“Maybe | will,” Gusterson said appeasingly, “but right now tell me about Moodmaster. | want to put it in
my new insanity nove."

Fay shook hishead. “Y our readerswill just think you're behind the times. If you useit, underplay it. But
anyhow, Moodmaster is asmple physiotherapy engine that monitors bloodstream chemicals and body
electricity. It tiesdirectly into the bloodstream, keeping blood sugar, et cetera, at optimum levelsand
injecting euphrin or depressin as necessary—and occasionally atouch of extraadrenaline, as during work
emergencies”

“Isit painful?” Daisy called from the bedroom.

“Excruciaing,” Gusterson cdled back, “ Excuseit, please,” he grinned at Fay. “Hey, didn't | suggest
cocaneinjectionslast timel saw you?"

“Soyou did,” Fay agreed flatly. “Oh, by the way, Gussy, here'sthat check for ayard | promised you.
Micro doesn't muzzlethe ox."

“Hooray!” Daisy cheered faintly.
“| thought you said it was going to be for two,” Gusterson complained.

“Budgeting dways forced alast-minute compromise,” Fay shrugged. “Y ou have to learn to accept those
things"
“I love accepting money and I'm glad any timefor threefeet,” Daisy called agreeable. “ Six feet might



make me wonder if | weren't aninsect, but getting ayard just makes mefed like agangster'smaoll.”

“Want to come out and gloat over the yard paper, Toots, and stuff it in your diamond-embroidered net
stocking top?’ Gusterson called back.

“No, I'm doing something to that portion of me just now. But hang onto the yard, Gusterson.”

“Aye-aye, Cap'n,” he assured her. Then, turning back to Fay, “ So you've taken the Dr. Coué repeating
out of thetickler?"

“On, no. Just balanced it off with depression. The subliminas are still aprime sales-point. All thetickler
features are cumulative, Gussy. Y ou're still underestimating the scope of the device.”

“I guess| am. What'sthis‘work-emergencies business? If you're using thetickler to inject drugsinto
workersto keep them going, that's redlly just my cocaine suggestion modernized and I'm putting in for
another thou. Hundreds of years ago the South American Indians chewed cocaleavesto kill fatigue
sensations.”

“That so? Interesting—and it proves priority for the Indians, doesn't it? I'll make atry for you, Gussy, but
don't expect anything.” He cleared histhroat, his eyes grew distant and, turning his head alittle to the
right, he enunciated sharply, “Pooh-Bah. Time: Ingt oh five. One oh five seven. Oh oh Record: Gussy
cocathou budget. Cut.” He explained, “We got a voice-cued setter now on the deluxe models. Y ou can
record amemo to yoursdlf without taking off your shirt. Incidentaly, | use the ends of the hoursfor
trifleememos. I've dready used up the fifty-nines and eights for tomorrow and started on the fifty-sevens.”

“I understood most of your memo,” Gusterson told him gruffly. “Thelast *Oh oh’ wasfor seconds,
wasnt it? Now | cal that crude—why not microseconds too? But how do you remember where you've
made a memo so you don't record over it? After dl, you're rerecording over the wallpaper dl thetime.”

“Tickler begps and then hunts for the nearest information-free space.”
“I see. And what's the * Pooh-Bah' for?"

Fay smiled. “Cut. My password for activating the setter, so it won't respond to chance numerasit
overhears"

“But why ‘ Pooh-Bah'?"

Fay grinned. “Cut. And you awriter. It'saliterary reference, Gussy. Pooh-Bah (cut!) was Lord High
Everything ElseinThe Mikado . He had alittlelist, and nothing on it would ever be missed.”

“Oh, yeah,” Gugterson remembered, glowering. “As| recdl it, dl that went on thet list were the names of
people who were dated to have their heads chopped off by Ko-Ko. Better watch your step, Shorty. It
may be abackhanded omen. Maybe dl those workersyou're puttin’ ticklers on to pump them full of
adrendine so they'll overwork without noticin’ it will revolt and come out someday choppin’ for your

“Spare methe Marxist mythology,” Fay protested. “ Gussy, you've got a completely wrong dant on
Tickler. It'strue that most of our mass sales so far, bar government and army, have beento large
companies purchasing for their employees—."

“Ah-ha"

“—bput that's because there's nothing like atickler for teaching anew man hisjob. It tells him from instant



to ingtant what he must do—while he's already on the job and without disturbing other workers.
Magnetizing awire with ajob pattern isthe easiest thing going. And you'd be astonished what the
subliminas do for employee morale. It'sthisway, Gussy: most people are too improvident and
unimaginative to see in advance the advantages of ticklers. They buy one because the company strongly
suggestsit and payment is on easy ingtalments withheld from sdary. They find atickler makesthe
workday go easier. Thelittle fellow perched on your shoulder isafriend exuding comfort and good
advice. Thefirg thing hesset to say is‘ Takeit easy, pa.

“Within aweek they're wearing their tickler 24 hours aday—and buying atickler for the wife, so shelll
remember to comb her hair and smileredl pretty and cook favorite dishes.”

“I getit, Fay,” Gusterson cut in. “Thetickler isthe newest fad for increasing worker efficiency. Once, |
read somewheres, it was sdlt tablets. They had salt-tablet dispensers everywhere, even in air-conditioned
offices where there wasn't amoist armpit twice ayear and the gal's swesat only champagne. A decade
later people wondered what dl those dusty white pills were for. Sometimes they were mistook for
tranquilizers. It'1l be the same way with ticklers. Somebody'll open amusty closet and see jumbled hegps
of these gripping-hand silvery gadgets gathering dust curls and—"

“They will not!” Fay protested vehemently. “ Ticklers are not afad—they're history-changers, they're
Free-World revolutionary! Why, before Micro Systems put a single one on the market, wed madeit a
rule that every Micro employee had to wear one! If that's not having supreme confidence in a product—"

“Every employee except the top executives, of course,” Gusterson interrupted jeeringly. “ And that's not
demoting you, Fay. Asthe R and D chief mogt closely involved, you'd naturdly have to show specia
enthusasm.”

“But you're wrong there, Gussy,” Fay crowed. “Man for man, our top executives have been more
enthusiastic about their personal ticklersthan any other class of worker in the whole outfit.”

Gusterson dumped and shook hishead. “If that'sthe case,” he said darkly, “ maybe mankind deserves
thetickler."

“I'll say it does!” Fay agreed loudly without thinking. Then, “Oh, can the carping, Gussy. Tickler'sagreat
invention. Don't deprecateit just because you had something to do with its genesis. Y ou're going to have
to get in the swim and wear one."

“MaybeI'd rather drown horrible."

“Canthe gloom-talk too! Gussy, | saidit beforeand | say it again, you're just scared of this new thing.
Why, you've even got the drapes pulled so you won't have to look at the tickler factory.”

“Yes, | an scared,” Gusterson said. “Redlly sca... AWP!"

Fay whirled around. Daisy was standing in the bedroom doorway, wearing the short silver sheath. This
time there was no mask, but her bobbed hair was glitteringly slvered, while her legs, arms, hands, neck,
face—every bit of her exposed skin—was painted with beautifully even vertica green stripes.

“| did it assasurprisefor Gusterson,” she explained to Fay. “He says he likes methisway. The green
glop's supposed to be smudge proof.”

Gusterson said, “It better be.” Then hisface got arapt expression. “I'll tell you why your tickler's so
popular, Fay,” he said softly. “It's not because it backstops the memory or because it boosts the ego with
subliminals. It's because it takes the hook out of aguy, it takes over the job of withstanding the pressure



of living. See, Fay, hereare dl theselittle guysin this subterranean rat race with atomic-death squares
and chromium-plated reward squares and enough money if you pass Go amost to get to Go again—and
amillionmillion rules of the gameto keegp in mind. Well, herésthis one little guy and every morning he
wakes up there's al these things he's got to keep in mind to do or helll lose histurn threetimesin arow
and maybe aterrible black rook in iron armor'll loom up and bang him off the chessboard. But now,
look, now he'sgot histickler, and hetellshis sweet silver tickler dl these things and the tickler's got to
remember them. Of course hell have to do them eventually, but meanwhile the pressure's off him, the
hook's out of his short hairs. He's shifted the respongbility..."

“Wll, what's o bad about that?” Fay brokein loudly. “What's wrong with taking the pressure off little
guys?Why shouldn't Tickler be a superego surrogate? Micro's Motivations chief noticed that positive
feature straight off and scored it three pluses. Besides, it's nothing but agaudy way of saying that Tickler
backstops the memory. Serioudy, Gussy, what's so bad about it?

“I don't know,” Gusterson said dowly, hiseyes till far away. “1 just know it fedsbad to me.” He
crinkled hisbig forehead. “Well for onething,” he said, “it meansthat aman'staking orders from
something else. He's got akind of master. He's sinking back into adave psychology.”

“Hésonly taking ordersfrom himsdf,” Fay countered disgustedly. “ Tickler'sjust amech reminder, a
notebook, in essence no more than the back of an old envelope. 1t's no master.”

“Areyou absolutely sure of that?’ Gusterson asked quietly.

“Why, Gussy, you big oaf—" Fay began heatedly. Suddenly hisfeatures quirked and he twitched.
“'Scuse me, folks,” he said rapidly, heading for the door, “but my tickler told me | gottago.”

“Hey, Fay, don't you mean you told your tickler to tell you when it wastimeto go?’ Gusterson called
after him.

Fay looked back in the doorway. He wet hislips, his eyes moved from sideto Side. “1'm not quite sure,”
he said in an off strained voice and darted ouit.

Gusterson stared for some seconds at the pattern of emptiness Fay had left. Then he shivered. Then he
shrugged, “I must bedipping,” he muttered. “I never even suggested something for himtoinvent.” Then
he looked around at Daisy, who was still standing poker-faced in her doorway.

“Hey, you look like something out of the Arabian Nights,” hetold her. “ Are you supposed to be anything
gpecial? How far do those stripes go, anyway?"

“Y ou could probably find out,” shetold him coally. “All you have to do iskill me adragon or two first."
He studied her. “My God,” he said reverently, “1 redly have al thefunin life. What do | do to deserve
this?'

“You'vegot abig gun,” shetold him, “and you go out in theworld with it and hold up big companies and

take yards and yards of money away from them in rollslike ribbon and bring it al hometo me."

“Don't say that about the gun again,” he said. “Don't whisper it, don't even think it. I've got one,
dammit—thirty-eight caliber, yet—and | don't want some psionic monitor with two-way clairaudience
they haven't told me about catching the whisper and coming to take the gun away from us. It's one of the
few individudity symbolsweve got left.”

Suddenly Daisy whirled away from the door, spun three times so that her slvered hair stood out like a
metal coolie hat, and sank to a curtsey in the middle of the room.



“I'vejust thought of what | am,” she announced, fluttering her eyelashesat him. “I'm a sweet silver tickler
with green stripes.”

\%

Next day Daisy cashed the Micro check for ten hundred a uminum-bronze pseudo-silver smackers,
which she hid in abroken radionic coffee urn. Gusterson sold hisinsanity novel and Sarted anew one
about amad medic with ahiccupy hysterica chuckle, who gimmicked Moodmastersto turn mental
patients into nymphomaniacs, mass murderers and compulsve saints. But thistime he couldn't get Fay
out of hismind, or thelast chilling words the nervouslittle man had spoken.

For that matter, he couldn't blank the underground out of his mind as effectively as usudly. He had the
fedling that anew kind of mole wasloose in the burrows and that the ground at the foot of their
skyscraper might start humping up any minute.

Toward the end of one afternoon he tucked a half-dozen newly typed sheetsin his pocket, shrouded his
typer, went to the hatrack and took down his prize: aminer's hard-top cap with eectric headlamp.

“Goin’ below, Cap'n,” he shouted toward the kitchen.

“Be back for second dog watch,” Daisy replied. “ Remember what | told you about lassoing me some
art-conscious girl neighbors."

“Only if | meet apiebad one with ataste for Scotch—or maybe a pearl-gray biped jaguar with violet
spots,” Gusterson told her, clapping on the cap with aWe-Who-Are-About-To-Die gesture.™

Halfway across the park to the escalator bunker Gusterson's heart began to tick. He resolutely switched
on hisheadlamp.

Ashed known it would, the hatch robot whirred an extra and higher-pitched ten seconds when it came
to histopside address, but it ultimately dilated the hatch for him, first handing him aclaim check for hisID
card.

Gugterson's heart wasticking like a dedgehammer by now. He hopped clumsily onto the escdator,
clutched the moving guard rail to either Sde, then shut his eyes as the steps went over the edge and
became what fdlt like vertical. An instant later he forced his eyes open, he unclipped ahand from therall
and touched the second switch beside his headlamp, which ingtantly began to blink white, asif hewerea
civilian planeflying into anest of military jobs.

With afurther effort, he kept his eyes open and flinchingly surveyed the scene around him. After zigging
through a bombproof furlong of roof, he was dropping into alarge twilit cave. The blue-black celling
twinkled with stars. The walls were pierced at floor level by adozen archways with busy niche storesand
glowing advertisements crowded between them. From the archways some three dozen didewalks curved
out, tangenting off each other in abewildering multiple cloverleaf. The didewaks were packed with
people, traveling motionless, like purposeful statues, or pivoting with practiced grace, from one didewalk
to another, like a thousand toreros doing veronicas.

The didewaks were moving faster than he recalled from hislast venture underground, and at the same
time the whole pedestrian concourse was quieter than he remembered. It was asif the five thousand or

so molesin view were dl listening—for what? But there was something el se that had changed about
them—a change that he couldn't for amoment define, or unconscioudy didn't want to. Clothing style? No
... My God, they weren't all wearing identical monster masks? No ... hair color?... Well ...

He was studying them so intently that heforgot his escalator was landing. He came off it with a



hed-jarring stumble and bumped into aknot of four men on thetiny triangular hold-<till. These four a
least sported anew style-wrinkle: ribbed gray shoulder-capes that made them look asif their heads were
poling up out of the center of bulgy umbrellas or giant mushrooms.

One of them grabbed hold of Gusterson and saved him from staggering onto adidewalk that might have
carried him to Toledo.

“Gussy, you dog, you must have espied | wanted to see you,” Fay cried, patting him on the elbows.
“Meet Davidson and Kester and Hazen, colleagues of mine. We'redl Micro-men.” Fay's companions
were staring strangely at Gusterson's blinking headlamp. Fay explained rapidly, “Mr. Gusterson isan
insanity novelig. You know, I-D."

“Inner-directed spdllid ,” Gusterson said absently, still staring at the interweaving crowd beyond them,
trying to figure out what made them different from the last trip. “ Creativity fudl. Cranky. Explodes through
the parietd fissureif you look at it cross-eyed. Been known to kill knot-heads, open minds, and other
peoplewith holesin their heads."

“Haha,” Fay laughed. “Wadll, boys, I've found my man. How's the new nove perking, Gussy?'

“Got my climax, | think,” Gusterson mumbled, still peering puzzledly around Fay at the didestanders.
“Moodmagter's going to come aive. Ever occur to you that ‘“mood’ is‘doom’ spelled backward? And
then...” Helet hisvoicetrall off asheredlized that Kester and Davidson and Hazen had made their
farewd|sand were diding into the distance. He reminded himself wryly that nobody ever wantsto hear
an author talk—he's much too good a listener to be wasted that way. Let's see, wasit that everybody in
the crowd had the samefacia

expression ...? Or showed symptoms of the same disease ...?

“| was coming to visit you, but now you can pay meacall,” Fay was saying. “ There are two matters|
want to—."

Gugterson diffened. “ My God, they're all hunchbacked!” heydled.

“Shhl Of coursethey are,” Fay whispered reprovingly. “ They're dl wearing their ticklers. But you don't
need to be insulting about it."

“I'm gettin’ out 0’ here.” Gusterson turned to flee asif from five thousand Richard the Thirds.

“Oh no you're not,” Fay amended, drawing him back with one hand. Somehow, underground, the little
man seemed to carry more weight. “Y ou're having cocktailsin my thinking box. Besides, climbing down
escaladder will give you a heart attack.”

In his home habitat Gusterson was about as easy to handle as arogue rhinoceros, but away from it—and
especidly if underground—he became more like a pliable dephant. All hisbones dropped out through his
feet, ashe described it to Daisy. So now he submitted miserably as Fay surveyed him up and down,
switched off hishlinking headlamp (" That codminer caper is corny, Gussy.") and then, surprisingly,
rapidly stuffed his belt-bag under the right shoulder of Gusterson's coat and buttoned the latter to hold it
inplace.

“So you won't stand out,” he explained. Another swift survey. “Youll do. Come on, Gussy. | got lotsto
brief you on.” Three rapid paces and then Gusterson's feet would have gone out from under him except
that Fay gave him amighty shove. The smal man sprang onto the didewak after him and then they were
skimming effortlesdy side by side. “Think of it as underground surfing,” Fay said. “It'sexhilarating ... if



youview it theright way,” hetrailed off wanly.

Gugterson felt frightened and twice as hunchbacked as the didestanders around him—moraly aswell as
physicaly.

Nevertheless he countered bravely, “I got thingsto briefyou on. | got Six pages of cautions on ti—"
“Shh!” Fay stopped him. “Let's use my hushbox.”

He drew out his pancake phone and stretched it so that it covered both their lower faces, like adouble
yashmak. Gusterson, his neck pushing into the ribbed bulge of the shoulder cape so he could be cheek to
cheek with Fay, felt horribly conspicuous, but then he noticed that none of the didestanders were paying
them the leadt attention. The reason for their abstraction occurred to him. They were listening to their
ticklers! He shuddered.

“I got Six pages of caution onticklers” he repeated into the hot, moist quiet of the pancake phone. “|
typed ‘em so | wouldn't forget ‘em in the heat of polemicking. | want you to read every word. Fay, I've
had it on my mind ever since | started wondering whether it was you or your tickler made you duck out
of our place last time you were there. | want you to—"

“Ha-hal All ingood time.” In the pancake phone Fay's laugh was brassy. “ But I'm glad you've decided
tolend ahand, Gussy. Thisthing if moving faaaassst. Nationwise, adult underground ticklerization is
ninety per cent complete.”

“I don't believethat,” Gusterson protested while glaring at the hunchbacks around them. The didewak
was gliding down alow glow-celling tunnel lined with doors and advertisements. Rapt-eyed people were
pirouetting on and off. “A thing just can't develop that fast, Fay. It's againgt nature.”

“Ha, but we're not in nature, werein culture. The progress of an industrid scientific cultureis geometric.
It goes n-times as many jumps asit takes. More then geometric—exponentia. Confidentially, Micro's
Math chief tells me were currently on afourth-power progress curve trending into afifth.”

“You mean weregoin’ so fast we got to watch out we don't bump ourselvesin the rear when we come
around again?’ Gusterson asked, scanning the tunnel ahead for curves. “Or just shoot straight up to

infinity?"
“Exactly! Of course most of the last power and ahdf isdueto Tickler itself. Gussy, thetickler's aready
eliminated absenteeism, dcoholism, and abouliain numerous urban areas—and that's just one letter of the

aphabet! If Tickler doesn't turn usinto anation of photo-memory constant-crestive-flow geniusesin six
months, I'll comelivetopsde.”

“Y ou mean because alot of people are sanding around glassy-eyed listening to something mumbling in
their ear that it'sagood thing?"

“Gussy, you don't know progress when you seeit. Tickler isthe greatest invention since language. Bar
none, it'sthe grestest instrument ever devised for integrating aman into al phases of his environment.
Under the present routine anewly purchased tickler first goesto government and civilian defense for
primary patterning, then to the purchaser's employer, then to his doctor-psycher, then to hisloca bunker
captain, then tohim. Everything that's needful for aman's welfare gets on the spoals. Efficiency cubed!
Incidentally, Russids got the tickler now. Our dip-satellites have photographed it. It's like ours except the
Commies wear it on the left shoulder ... but they're two weeks behind us devel opmentwise and they'll
never closethe gap!"



Gusterson reared up out of the pancake phone to take adeep bresth. A sulky-lipped sylph-figured girl
two feet from him twitched—medium cootch, he judged—then fumbled in her belt-bag for apill and
popped it in her mouth.

“Hell, thetickler's not even efficient yet about little things,” Gusterson blatted, diving back into the
privacy-yashmak he was sharing with Fay. “Whyn't that girl's doctor have the Moodmaster component
of her tickler inject her with medicine?

“Her doctor probably wants her to have the discipline of pill-taking—or the exercise,” Fay answered
glibly. “Look sharp now. Hereswhere we fork. I'm taking you through Micro's postern.” A ribbon of
didewak split itself from the main band and angled off into ashort dley. Gusterson hardly fdt the
constant-speed juncture as they crossed it. Then the secondary ribbon speeded up, carrying them at
about thirty feet a second toward the black concrete wall in which the aley ended. Gusterson prepared
to jJump, but Fay grabbed him with one hand and with the other held up toward the wall abadge and a
button. When they were about ten feet away the wall whipped aside, then whipped shut behind them so
fast that Gusterson wondered momentarily if he still had hishedls and the seat of his pants.

Fay, tucking away his badge and pancake phone, dropped the button in Gusterson's vest pocket. “Use it
whenyou leave” hesad casudly. “That is, if you leave.”

Gusterson, who was trying to read the Do and Don't posters papering the walls they were passing,
started to probe that last sinister supposition, but just then the ribbon dowed, a swinging door opened
and closed behind them, and they found themselvesin aluxurioudy furnished thinking box measuring at
least eight feet by five.

“Hey, thisis something,” Gusterson said appreciatively to show he wasn't an utter yokd. Then, drawing
on research held done for period novels, “Why, it's as big as a Pullman car compartment, or afirst mate's
cabinin the War of 1812. Y ou redly must rate.”

Fay nodded, smiled wanly and sat down with asigh on acompact overstuffed swivel chair. Helet his
arms dangle and his head snk into his puffed shoulder cape. Gusterson stared at him. It wasthefirst time
he could ever recdl the little man showing fatigue.

“Tickler currently does have one serious drawback,” Fay volunteered. “ It weighs twenty-eight pounds.
Y ou fed it when you've been on your feet a couple of hours. No question were going to give the next
mode! that antigravity festure you mentioned for pursuit grenades. Wed have had it in thismodel except
there were so many other thingsto beincorporated.” He sighed again. “Why, the scanning and
decison-making el ements alone tripled the mass.”

“Hey,” Gusterson protested, thinking especidly of the sulky-lipped girl, “do you meanto tell meal those
other people were toting two stone?!

Fay shook his head heavily. “ They were al wearing Mark Three or Four. I'm wearing Mark Six,” he
said, asone might say, “I'm carrying the genuine Cross, not one of the balsaones.”

But then hisface brightened alittle and he went on. “ Of course the new improved features make it more
thanworth it ... and you hardly fed it a dl a night when you'relying down ... and if you remember to
talcum under it twice aday, no soresdevelop ... at least not very big ones...”

Backing away involuntarily, Gusterson felt something prod hisright shoulder blade. Ripping open his
coat, he convulsively plunged his hand under it and tore out Fay's belt-bag ... and then set it down very
gently on the top of ashalow cabinet and relaxed with the sigh of one who has escaped agredt, if
symboalic, danger. Then he remembered something Fay had mentioned. He straightened again.



“Hey, you said it's got scanning and decision-making elements. That means your tickler thinks, even by
your fancy stlandards. And if it thinks, it's conscious—except maybe at robotic gut-level.”

“Gussy,” Fay said wearily, frowning, “dl sorts of things nowadays have Sand DM dements. Mail
sorters, missiles, robot medics, high-style mannequins, just to name some of the Ms. They ‘think’ to use
that archaic word, but it's neither here nor there. And they're certainly not conscious.”

“Y our tickler thinks,” Gusterson repested stubbornly, “just like | warned you it would. It sits on your
shoulder, ridin’ you like you was apony or astarved St. Bernard, and now it thinks."

“Supposeit does?’ Fay yawned. “What of it?" He gave arapid sinuous one-sided shrug that made it
look for amoment asif hisleft arm had three elbows. It stuck in Gusterson's mind, for he had never seen
Fay use such a gesture, and he wondered where held picked it up. Maybe imitating a double-jointed
Micro Finance chief? Fay yawned again and said, “ Please, Gussy, don't disturb me for aminute or so.”
Hiseyeshadf closed.

Gusterson studied Fay's sunken-cheeked face and the great puff of his shoulder cape.
“Say, Fay,” he asked in asoft voice after about five minutes, “are you meditating?'

“Why, no,” Fay responded, starting up and then stifling another yawn. “Just resting abit. | seem to get
moretired these days, somehow. Y ou'll have to excuse me, Gussy. But what made you think of
meditation?'

“Oh, | just got to wonderin’ in that direction,” Gusterson said. “Y ou see, when you first started to
develop Tickler, it occurred to me that there was one thing about it that might be redl good even if you
did giveit Sand DM dements. It'sthis. having a mech secretary to take charge of his obligations and
routine in the real world might alow aman to dide into the other world, the world of thoughts and
fedings and intuitions, and sort of ooze around in there and accomplish things. Know any of the people
using Tickler that way, hey?"

“Of coursenot,” Fay denied with a bright incredulous laugh. “Who'd want to loaf around in animaginary
world and take a chance of missing out on what histickler's doing? —I mean, on what histickler has
in sorefor him—what he'stold histickler to havein store for him."

Ignoring Gusterson’ shiver, Fay straightened up and seemed to brisken himsdlf. “Ha, that little dump did
me good. A ticklermakes you rest, you know—it's one of the greet things abouit it. Pooh-Bah's kinder to
methan | ever wasto mysdlf.” He buttoned open atiny refrigerator and took out two waxed cardboard
cubes and handed one to Gusterson. “Martini? Hope you don't mind drinking from the carton. Cheers.
Now, Gussy old pal, there are two matters | want to take up with you—"

“Hold it,” Gusterson said with something of hisold authority. “ There's something | got to get off my mind
first.” He pulled the type pages out of hisinsde pocket and straightened them. “1 told you about these,”
he said. “I want you to read them before you do anything else. Here."

Fay looked toward the pages and nodded, but did not take them yet. He lifted his hands to histhroat and
unhooked the clasp of his cape, then hesitated.

“Y ou wear that thing to hide the hump your tickler makes? Gustersonfilledin. “Y ou got better taste than
those other moles.”

“Not to hideit, exactly,” Fay protested, “but just so the otherswon't be jedlous. | wouldn't feel
comfortable parading afree-scanning decision-capable Mark Six tickler in front of people who can't buy



it—until it goes on open sale at twenty-two fifteen tonight. Lot of shelterfolk won't be deeping tonight.
They'll be queued up to trade in their old tickler for aMark Six dmost as good as Pooh-Bah."

He started to jerk his hands apart, hesitated again with an oddly apprehensive look at the big man, then
whirled off the cape.

Vi

Gusterson sucked in such abig gasp that he hiccuped. Theright shoulder of Fay'sjacket and shirt had
been cut away. Thrusting up through the nestly hemmed hole was asilvery gray hump with aone-eyed
turret atop it and two multi-jointed metd armsending in little claws.

It looked like the top half of a psedu-science robot—a squat evil child robot, Gusterson told himself,
which had logt itslegsin aralway accident—and it seemed to him that ared fleck was moving around in
thehugesngleeye.

“I'll take that memo now,” Fay said cooly, reaching out his hand. He caught the rustling sheets asthey
dipped from Gusterson's fingers, evened them up very precisdy by tapping them on hisknee ... and then
handed them over his shoulder to histickler, which clicked its claws around either margin and then began
rather swiftly to lift the top sheet past its Single eye at a distance of about Six inches.

“Thefirgt matter | want to take up with you, Gussy,” Fay began, paying no attention whatsoever to the
little scene on his shoulder, “—or warn you about, rather—is the imminent ticklerization of

school children, geriatrics, convicts and topsiders. At three zero zero tomorrow, ticklers become
mandatory for al adult shelterfolk. The mop-up operationswon't be long in coming—in fact, these days
we find that the square root of the estimated time of anew development is generally the best time
edimate. Gussy, | strongly advise you to start wearing atickler now. And Daisy and your moppets. If
you heed my advice, your kidswill have the jump on their class. Trangition and conditioning are easy,
gnce Tickler itsdlf seestoit.”

Pooh-Bah |eafed thefirst page to the back of the packet and began lifting the second past hiseye—a
little more swiftly than thefirg.

“I'vegot aMark Six tickler al warmed up for you,” Fay pressed, “ anda shoulder cape. Y ou won't feel
one bit conspicuous.” He noticed the direction of Gusterson's gaze and remarked, “ Fascinating
mechanism, isn't it? Of course twenty-eight pounds are a bit oppressive, but then you have to remember
it'sonly away-station to free-floating Mark Seven or Eight.”

Pooh-Bah finished page two and began to race through page three.

“But | wantedyou to read it,” Gusterson said bemusedly, staring.

“Pooh-Bah will do abetter job than | could,” Fay assured him. “ Get the gist without losing the chaff.”
“But dammit, it'sal abouthim ,” Gusterson said alittle more strongly. “He won't be objective about it.”

“A better job,” Fay reiterated, “ andmore fully objective. Pooh-Bah's sat for full précis. Stop worrying
about it. He's a dispassionate machine, not afdlible, emotiondly disturbed human mided by the
will-0-the-wisp of consciousness. Second matter: Micro Systemsisimpressed by your contributionsto
Tickler and will recruit you as asenior consultant with asdlary and thinking box asbig asmy own, family
quartersto match. It's an unheard-of high start. Gussy, | think you'd be afool—"

He broke off, held up ahand for silence, and his eyes got alistening look. Pooh-Bah had finished page
six and was holding the packet motionless. After about ten seconds Fay's face broke into abig fake



smile. He stood up, suppressing awince, and held out hishand. “Gussy,” he said loudly, “I am so happy
toinform you that al your fears about Tickler are so much thistledown. My word on it. There's nothing to
them at all. Pooh-Bah's précis, which he'sjust given to me, provesit.”

“Look,” Gugterson said solemnly, “thereé's onething | want you to do. Purely to humor an old friend. But
| want you to do it. Read that memo yourself ."

“Certainly | will, Gussy,” Fay continued in the same ebullient tones. “I'll reed it—" hetwitched and his
smile disgppeared, “alittlelater.”

“Sure,” Gusterson said dully, holding his hand to his ssomach. “And now if you don't mind, Fay, I'm goin’
home. | fed just abit sick. Maybe the ozone and the other additivesin your shelter air are too heady for
me. It's been years since | tramped through a pine forest."

“But, Gussy! You've hardly got here. Y ou haven't even sat down. Have another martini. Have a seltzer
pill. Have awhiff of oxy. Havea—"

“No, Fay, I'm going home right away. I'll think about the job offer. Remember to read that memo. "
“I will, Gussy, | certainly will. Y ou know your way? The button takes you through the wall. * Bye, now."

He sat down abruptly and looked away. Gusterson pushed through the swinging door. He tensed himsalf
for the step onto the dowly moving reverse ribbon. Then on an impulse he pushed gar the swinging door
and looked back inside.

Fay was gitting as hed left him, apparently logt in listless brooding. On his shoulder Pooh-Bah was
rapidly crossing and uncrossing itslittle metal arms, tearing the memo to smaler and smaler shreds. It let
the scraps drift dowly toward the floor and oddly writhed its three-elbowed left arm ... and then
Gusterson knew from whom, or rather from what, Fay had copied his new shrug.

VII

When Gusterson got home toward the end of the second dog watch, he dipped aside from Daisy's
guestions and st the children laughing with a graphic enactment of his didestanding technique and astory
about getting his head caught in athinking box build for amidget physicist. After supper he played with
Imogene, lago, and Claudius until it wastheir bedtime, and thereafter was unusudly attentiveto Daisy,
admiring her fading green stripes, though he did spend awhilein the next gpartment, where they stored
their outdoor camping equipment.

But the next morning he announced to the children that it was a holiday—the Feast of .
Gugterson—and then took Daisy into the bedroom and told her everything.

When held finished she said, “ Thisis something I've got to see for mysdlf.”

Gusterson shrugged. “If you think you've got to. | say we should head for the hills right now. Onething
I'm standing on: the kids aren't going back to school.”

“Agreed,” Daisy sad, “But, Gusterson, weve lived through alot of things without leaving home
atogether. We lived through the Everybody-Six-Feet-Underground-by-Christmas campaign and all the
Robot Watchdog craze, when you got your left foot half chewed off. We lived through the Venomous
Bats and Indoctrinated Saboteur Rats and the Hypnotized Monkey Paratrooper scares. Welived
through the voice of Safety and Anti-Communist Somno-Instruction and Rightest Pills and Jet-Propelled
Vigilantes. We lived through the Cold-Out, when you weren't supposed to turn on atoaster for fear its
heat would be atarget for prowl missiles and when people with fevers were unpopular. We lived



through—"

Gusterson patted her hand. “Y ou go below,” he said. “ Come back when you've decided thisis different.
Come back as soon as you can anyway. I'll be worried about you every minute you're down there.”

When she was gone—in agreen suit and hat to minimize or at least justify the effect of the faded
stripes—Gusterson doled out to the children provender and equipment for acamping expedition to the
next floor. lago led them off in stedlthy Indian file. Leaving the hal door open Gusterson got out his.38
and cleaned and loaded it, meanwhile concentrating on a chess problem with theidea of confusing a
hypothetical psionic monitor. By the time he had hid the revolver again he heard the elevator creaking
back up.

Daisy came dragging in without her hat, looking asif sheld been concentrating on a chess problem for
hours herself and just now given up. Her stripes seemed to have vanished; then Gusterson decided this
was because her whole complexion was a touch green.

She sat down on the edge of the couch and said without looking at him, “Did you tell me, Gusterson, that
everybody was quiet and abstracted and orderly down below, especidly the ones wearing ticklers,

meaning pretty much everybody?"
“I did,” hesaid. “| takeit that's no longer the case. What are the new symptoms?’

She gave no indication. After sometime she said, “ Gusterson, do you remember the Doré illustrations of
thel nferno ? Can you visudize the paintings of Hieronymous Bosch with the hordes of proto-Freudian
devilstormenting people dl over the farmyard and city square? Did you ever see the Disney animations
of Moussorgsky'switches Sabbath music? Back in the foolish days before you married me, did that
drug-addict girl friend of yours ever take you to agenuine orgy?'

“Asbad asthat, hey?'

She nodded emphatically and al of asudden shivered violently. “ Several shadesworse,” shesaid. “If
they decide to cometopside—" She shot up. “Where are the kids?'

“Upgtairscampin’ in the mysterious wilderness of the twenty-first floor,” Gusterson reassured her. “Let's
leave ‘em there until we're ready to—"

He broke off. They both heard the faint sound of thudding footsteps.

“They'reon the gtairs,” Daisy whispered, starting to move toward the open door. “But are they coming
from up or down?"

“It'sjust one person,” judged Gusterson, moving after hiswife. “Too heavy for one of thekids.”

The footsteps doubled in volume and came rapidly closer. Along with them there was an agonized
gasping. Daisy stopped, staring fearfully at the open doorway. Gusterson moved past her. Then he
stopped too.

Fay sumbled into view and would have falen on hisface except he clutched both sides of the doorway
halfway up. He was stripped to thewaist. There was alittle blood on his shoulder. His narrow chest was
arching convulsively, the ribs standing out starkly, as he sucked in oxygen to replace what held burned up
running up twenty flights. Hiseyeswerewild.

“They'vetaken over,” he panted. Another gobbling bregath. “Gone crazy.” Two more gasps. “ Gotta stop



His eyesfilmed. He swayed forward. Then Gusterson's big arms were around him and he was carrying
him to the couch.

Daisy came running from the kitchen with adamp cool towd. Gusterson took it from her and began to
mop Fay off. He sucked in his own breath as he saw that Fay's right ear was raw and torn. He
whispered to Daisy, “L ook a where the thing savaged him."

The blood on Fay's shoulder came from his ear. Some of it stained aflush-skin gum-pink plagtic fitting
that had two small valved holesin it, and that puzzled Gusterson until he remembered that Moodmaster
tied into the bloodstream. For a second he thought he was going to vomiit.

The dazed ook did aside from Fay's eyes. He was gasping less painfully now. He sat up, pushing the
towel away, buried hisfacein his handsfor afew seconds, then looked over hisfingers a the two of
them.

“I've been living in anightmare for the last week,” he said in ataut smdl voice, “knowing the thing had
comedive and trying to pretend to mysdlf that it hadn't. Knowing it was taking charge of me more and
more. Having it whisper in my ear, over and over again, in acracked little rhymethat | could only hear
every hundredth time, ‘ Day by day, in every way, you'relearning to listen ... andobey . Day by day—'"

Hisvoice started to go high. He pulled it down and continued harshly, “1 ditched it thismorning when |
showered. It let me bresk contact to do that. It must have figured it had complete control of me, mounted
or dismounted. | think it'stelepathic, and then it did somewell, rather unpleasant thingsto me late last
night. But | pulled together my fearsand my will and | ran for it. The didewakswere chaos. The Mark
Six ticklers showed some purpose, though | couldn't tell you what, but asfar as| could see the Mark
Threes and Fours were just cootching their mounts to death—Chinese feather torture. Giggling, gasping,
choking ... gales of mirth. People are dying of laughter ... ticklers! ... theirony of it! It wasthe complete
lack of order and sanity that let me get topside. There were things | saw—" Once again his voice went
shrill. He clapped his hand to his mouth and rocked back and forth on the couch.

Gusterson gently but firmly laid ahand on hisgood shoulder. “ Steady,” he said. “Here, swalow this."

Fay shoved aside the short brown drink. “Weve got to stop them,” he cried. “Mobilize the
topsiders—contact the wilderness patrols and manned satellites—pour ether in the tunnd air
pumps—invent and crash-manufacture missilesthat will home on ticklers without harming humans—S0OS
Mars and Venus—dope the shelter water supply—do something! Gussy, you don't redlize what people
are going through down there every second.”

“I think they're experiencing the ultimate in outer-directedness,” Gusterson said gruffly.

“Have you no heart?’ Fay demanded. His eyes widened asif he were seeing Gusterson for thefirst time,
Then, accusingly, pointing ashaking finger: “ You invented the tickler, George Gusterson! It'sall your
fault! You've got to do something about it!"

Before Gusterson could retort to that, or begin to think of areply, or even assmilate the full enormity of
Fay's statement, he was grabbed from behind and frog-marched away from Fay. Something that felt
remarkably like the muzzle of alarge-cadiber gun was shoved in the smdl of hisback.

Under cover of Fay's outburst a huge crowd of people had entered the room from the hall—eight, to be
exact. But the weirdest thing about them to Gusterson was that from the first instant he had the
impression that only one mind had entered the room and that it did not reside in any of the eight persons,
even though he recognized three of them, but in something that they were carrying.



Severa things contributed to thisimpresson. The eight people dl had the same blank
expresson—watchful yet empty-eyed. They al moved in the same dithery crouch. And they had all
taken off their shoes. Perhaps, Gusterson thought wildly, they believed he and Daisy ran a Japanese flat.

Gugterson was being held by two burly women, one of them quite pimply. He considered stamping on
her toes, but just at that moment the gun dug in his back with a corkscrew movement.

The man holding the gun on him was Fay's colleague, Davidson. Some yards beyond Fay's couch,
Kester was holding agun on Daisy, without digging it into her, while the single strange man holding Daisy
hersdf was doing so quite decoroud y—a circumstance which afforded Gusterson minor relief, snceit
made him fed less guilty about not going berserk.

Two more strange men, one of them in purple lounging pgamas, the other in the gray uniform of a
didewalk ingpector, had grabbed Fay's skinny upper arms, one on either sde, and werelifting him to this
feet, while Fay was struggling with such desperate futility and gibbering so pitifully that Gusterson
momentarily had second thoughts about the mora imperative to go berserk when menaced by hostile
force, or seeing afriend so menaced. But again the gun dug into him with atwigt.

Approaching Fay face-on was the third Micro-man Gusterson had met yesterday—Hazen. 1t was Hazen
who was carrying—aquite reverently or solemnly—or at any rate very carefully the object that seemed to
Gugterson to be the mind of the little storm troop presently desecrating the sanctity of hisown individua
home.

All of them were wearing ticklers, of course—the three Micro-men the heavy emergent Mark 6s with
their clawed and jointed arms and monocular cephalic turrets, the rest lower-numbered Marks of the sort
that merely made Richard-the-Third humps under clothing.

The object that Hazen was carrying was the Mark 6 tickler Gusterson had seen Fay wearing yesterday.
Gusterson was sure it was Pooh-Bah because of itsair of command, and because he would have sworn
on amountain of Biblesthat he recognized the red fleck lurking in the back of itssingle eye. And
Pooh-Bah done had the aura of full conscious thought. Pooh-Bah aone had mana.

It isnot good to see an evil legless child robot with dangling straps bossing—apparently by telepathic
power—not only three objects of its own kind and five close primitive rdatives, but aso eight human
beings ... and in addition throwing into a state of twitching terror one miserable, thin-chested, half-crazy
research-and-development director.

Pooh-Bah pointed aclaw a Fay. Fay's handlers dragged him forward, sill resisting but more feebly now,
asif haf hypnotized or at least cowed.

Gugterson grunted an outraged, “Hey!” and automatically struggled abit, but once more the gun dugin.
Daisy shut her eyes, then firmed her mouth and opened them again to look.

Seating the tickler on Fay's shoulder took alittle time because two blunt spikesin its bottom had to be
fitted into the valved holesin the flush-skin plagtic disk. When at last they plunged home, Gusterson felt
very sck indeed—and then even more s0, asthetickler itsalf poked atiny pellet on afinewireinto Fay's
€.

The next moment Fay had straightened up and motioned his handlers asde. He tightened the straps of his
tickler around his chest and under his armpits. He held out a hand and someone gave him ashoulderless
shirt and coat. He dipped into them smoothly, Pooh-Bah dexteroudy using little clawsto help put its
turret and body through the neetly hemmed holes. The small storm troop looked at Fay with deferentia
expectation. He held still for amoment, asif thinking, and then waked over to Gusterson and looked him



in the face and again held ill.

Fay's expression was jaunty on the surface, agonized underneath. Gusterson knew that he wasn't thinking
a dl, but listening for ingtructions from something that was whispering on the very threshold of hisinner
eqr.

“Gussy, old boy,” Fay said, twitching adepthless grin, “1'd be very much obliged if you'd answer afew
smple questions.” His voice was hoarse at firgt, but he swallowed twice and corrected that. “What
exactly did you have in mind when you invented ticklers? What exactly are they supposed to be?"

“Why, you miserable—" Gusterson began in akind of confused horror, then got hold of himsdlf and said
curtly, “They were supposed to be mech reminders. They were supposed to record memoranda and—"

Fay held up apam and shook his head and again listened for aspace. Then, “ That's how ticklerswere
supposed to be of useto humans,” he said. “1 don't mean that at al. | mean how ticklers were supposed
to be of useto themselves. Surely you had some notion.” Fay wet hislips. “If it'sany help,” he added,
“keep in mind that it's not Fay who's asking this question, but Pooh-Bah."

Gugterson hestated. He had the fedling that every one of the eight dua beingsin the room was hanging
on hisanswer and that something was boring into hismind and turning over his next thoughts and peering
at and under them before he had a chance to scan them himself. Pooh-Bah'seyewaslikeared
searchlight.

“Goon,” Fay prompted. “What were ticklers supposed to be—for themselves?
“Nothin’,” Gusterson said softly. “Nothin’ at all.”
He could fed the disappointment well up in the room—and with it atouch of something like panic.

Thistime Fay listened for quite along while. “1 hope you don't mean that, Gussy,” he said at last very
earnestly. “1 mean, | hope you hunt deep and find someideas you forgot, or maybe never redized you
hed at thetime. Let me put it to you differently. What's the place of ticklersin the naturd scheme of
things? What'stheir am in life? Their specid reason? Their genius? Their fina cause? What gods should
ticklersworship?'

But Gusterson was aready shaking hishead. He said, “I don't know anything about thet at al.”

Fay sghed and gave s multaneoudy with Pooh-Bah the now-familiar triple-jointed shrug. Then the man
briskened himsdlf. “1 guessthat's as far aswe can get right now,” he said. “Keep thinking, Gussy. Try to
remember something. Y ou won't be able to leave your apartment—I'm setting guards. If you want to see
me, tell them. Or just think. In due course you'll be questioned further in any case. Perhaps by specia
methods. Perhaps you'll beticklerized. That'sal. Come on, everybody, let's get going.”

The pimply woman and her pdl let go of Gusterson, Daisy's man loosed his decorous hold, Davidson and
Kester sdled away with an eye behind them, and the little storm troop trudged out.

Fay looked back in the doorway. “I'm sorry, Gussy,” he said, and for amoment his old self looked out
of hiseyes. “l wish | could—" A claw reached for his ear, a o0asm of pain crossed hisface, he stiffened
and marched out. The door shuit.

Gusterson took two deep breaths that were close to angry sobs. Then, still bresthing stertoroudy, he
stamped into the bedroom.

“What—7?" Daisy asked, looking after him.



He came back carrying his .38 and headed for the door.

“What are you up to?’ she demanded, knowing very well.

“I'm going to blast that iron monkey off Fay'sback if it'sthe last thing | do!”
Shethrew her aamsaround him.

“Now lemme go,” Gusterson growled. |1 gotta be aman one time anyway."

Asthey struggled for the gun, the door opened noisdlesdy, Davidson dipped in and deftly snatched the
weapon out of their hands before they redlized he was there. He said nothing, only smiled at them and
shook his head in sad reproof as he went out.

Gusterson dumped. “1knew they were dl psionic,” he said softly. “I just got out of control now—that last
look Fay gave us.” Hetouched Daisy'sarm. “Thankskid."

Hewalked to the glasswall and looked out desultorily. After awhile he turned and said, “Maybe you
better be with the kids, hey? | imagine the guardsl| let you through.”

Daisy shook her head. “ The kids never come home until supper. For the next few hoursthey'll be safer
without me.”

Gusterson nodded vaguely, sat down on the couch and propped his chin on the base of hispam. After a
while his brow smoothed and Daisy knew that the whedls had started to turn inside and the electronsto
jump around—except that she reminded herself to permanently cross out those particular figures of
gpeech from her vocabulary.

After about haf an hour Gusterson said softly, “I think theticklers are so psionic that it'sasif they just
had one mind. If | were with them very long I'd start to be part of that mind. Say something to one of
themandyou sy ittodl.”

Fifteen minuteslater: “ They're not crazy, they're just newborn. The onesthat were cregting a cootching
chaos downgtairs were like babies kickin' their legsand wavin' their arms; tryin’ to see what their bodies
could do. Too bad their bodies are us."

Ten minutesmore: “| gottado something about it. Fay'sright. It'sal my fault. HE's just the apprentice;
I'm the old sorcerer himself."

Five minutes more, gloomily: “Maybe it's man's destiny to build live machines and then bow out of the
cosmic picture. Except the ticklers need us, dammit, just like nomads need horses.”

Another five minutes. “Maybe somebody could dream up apurposein lifefor tickers. Evena
religion—the Firgt Church of Pooh-Bah Tickler. But | hate selling other people spiritud idess, and that'd
dill leaveticklers paragitic on humans...”

As he murmured those last words Gusterson's eyes got wide as amaniac's and a big smile reached for
his ears. He stood up and faced himself toward the door.

“What are you intending to do now?’ Daisy asked flatly.

“I'm merely goin’ out an’ savetheworld,” hetold her. “1 may be back for supper and | may not."
VIII
Davidson pushed out from the wall against which held been resting himself and histwo-stonetickler and



moved to block the hall. But Gusterson smply walked up to him. He shook his hand warmly and looked
histickler full intheeye and said inaringing voice, “ Ticklers should have bodies of their own!” He
paused and then added casudly, “Come on, let's visit your boss."

Davidson listened for ingtructions and then nodded. But he watched Gusterson warily asthey walked
downthe hall.

In the devator Gusterson repeated his message to the second guard, who turned out to be the pimply
woman now wearing shoes. Thistime he added, “ Ticklers shouldn't be tied to the frail bodies of humans,
which need alot of thoughtful supervision and drug-injecting and can't evenfly.”

Crossing the park, Gusterson stopped a hump-backed soldier and informed him, “ Ticklers gotta cut the
gpron string and snap the silver cord and go out in the universe and find their own purposes.” Davidson
and the pimply woman didn't interfere. They merely waited and watched and then led Gusterson on.

On the escaladder he told someone, “It's crud to tieticklersto dow-witted snaily humanswhen ticklers
canthink and live... ten thousand times asfast,” he finished, plucking the figure from the murk of his
UNCONSCious.

By the time they got to the bottom, the message had become, “ Ticklers should have aplanet of their
own!"

They never did catch up with Fay, dthough they spent two hours skimming around on didewaks under
the subterranean stars, pursuing rumors of his presence. Clearly the bosstickler (which was how they
thought of Pooh-Bah) led an energetic life. Gusterson continued to ddliver his messageto al and sundry
a thirty-second intervals. Toward the end he found himsdlf doing it in adreamy and forgetful way. His
mind, he decided, was becoming assimilated to the communal telepathic mind of the ticklers. It did not
seem to métter & thetime.

After two hours Gusterson redized that he and his guides were becoming part of agenerd movement of
people, aflow as mindless asthat of blood corpuscles through the veins, yet a the sametime dimly
purposeful—at |east there was the fedling that it was at the behest of amind far above.

The flow wastopside. All the didewalks seemed to lead to the concourses and the escaladders.
Gusterson found himsdf part of ahuman stream moving into thetickler factory adjacent to his
gpartment—or another factory very much likeit.

Thereafter Gusterson's awareness was dimmed. It was asif abigger mind were doing the remembering
for him and it were permissible and even mandatory for him to dream hisway dong. He knew vagudly
that days were passing. He knew he had work of a sort: a one time he was bringing food to gaunt-eyed
tickler-mounted humans working feverishly in a production line—human hands and tickler clawsworking
together in ablur of rapidity on slvery mechanismsthat moved adong jumpily on agrest belt; a another
he was sweeping piles of metal scraps and garbage down agray corridor.

Two scenes stood out alittle more vividly.

A windowlesswall had been knocked out for twenty feet. There was blue sky outside, itslight almost
hurtful, and a drop of many stories. A file of humans were being processed. When one of them got to the
head of thefile his (or her) tickler was ceremonioudy unstrapped from his shoulder and welded onto a
slvery cask with smoothly pointed ends. The welding sparks were red stars. The result was something
that |ooked—at least in the case of the Mark 6 ticklers—like astubby silver submarine, child size. It
would hum gently, lift off thefloor and then fly dowly out through the big blue gep. Then the next
tickler-ridden human would step forward for processing.



The second scene wasin apark, the sky again blue, but big and high with an argosy of white clouds.
Gusterson was lined up in acrowd of humansthat stretched asfar as he could see, row on irregular row.
Martid music was playing. Overhead hovered aflock of little Slver submarineslined up rather more
orderly inthe air than the humans were on the ground. The music rose to a heart-quickening climax. The
tickler nearest above Gusterson gave (asif to say, “And now—who knows?") atriple-jointed shrug that
stung hismemory. Then theticklerstook off straight up on their new and shining bodies. They becamea
flight of slver geese ... of slver midges ... and the humans around Gusterson lifted aragged cheer ...

That scene marked the beginning of the return of Gusterson's mind and memory. He shuffled around for a
bit, spoke vaguely to three or four people he recalled from the dream days, and then headed for home
and supper—three weeks late, and as disoriented and emaciated as abear coming out of hibernation.

IX

Six monthslater Fay was having dinner with Daisy and Gusterson. The cocktails had been poured and
the children were playing in the next apartment. The transparent violent walls brightened, then gloomed,
as the sun dipped below the horizon.

Gusterson said, “1 see where a spaceship out beyond the orbit of Mars was holed by atickler. | wonder
wherethe little guys are headed now?"

Fay darted to give awrithing left-armed shrug, but stopped himsdf with agrimace.

“Maybe out of the solar system atogether,” suggested Daisy, who'd recently dyed her hair fire-engine
red and was wearing red |eotards.

“They got aweary trip ahead of them,” Gusterson said, “ unlessthey work out a hyper-Eingteinian drive
ontheway."

Fay grimaced again. He was still looking rather peaked. He said plaintively, “ Haven't we heard enough
about ticklersfor awhile?"

“I guess s0,” Gusterson agreed, “but | get to wondering about the little guys. They were so serious and
intense about everything. | never did solve their problem, you know. | just shifted it onto other shoulders
than ours. No joke intended,” he hurried to add.

Fay forbore to comment. “ By theway, Gussy,” he said, “have you heard anything from the Red Cross
about that world-saving meda | nominated you for? | know you think the whole concept of world-saving
meddsis ridiculous, especidly when they started giving them to al heads of state who didn't start atomic
warswhilein office, but—"

“Nary apeep,” Gusterson told him. “I'm not proud, Fay. | could use afew world-savin’ medds. I'd start
aflurry in the old-gold market. But | don't worry about those things. | don't have timeto. I'm busy these
daysthinkin’ up abunch of new inventions"

“Gussy!” Fay sad sharply, hisfacetightening in darm, “Have you forgotten your promise?”

“'Course not, Fay. My new inventions aren't for Micro or any other firm. They'rejust alegitimate part of
my literary endeavors. Happens my next insanity novel isgoin’ to be about amad inventor.”

THE CASKET-DEMON

“There's nothing left for it—I've got to open the casket,” said Vividy Sheer, glaring at the ugly thing onits
square of jeweled and gold-worked dtar cloth. The most photogenic facein theworld wasgrim asa



VakyriesthisMaibu morning.

“No,” shuddered Miss Bricker, her secretary. “Vividy, you once let me peek in through the little window
and | didn't deep for aweek."

“It would make the wrong sort of publicity,” said Maury Gender, the Nordic film-queen's press chief.
“Begdesthat, | vdue my life.” His gaze roved uneasly acrossthe gray “Pains of the Damned” tapestries
lining three walls of the conference room up to its black-beamed 20-foot celling.

“Y ou forget, baroness, the runic rhymes of the Prussan Nostradamus,” said Dr. Rumanescue, Vividy's
adrologist and family magician. “ Wenn der Kassette-Teufel ..."—or, to trandate roughly, ‘When the
casket-demon islet out, Thelife of the Von Sheer isin doubt.””

“My triple-great grandfather held out againgt the casket-demon for months,” Vividy Sheer countered.

“Y es, with ademi-regiment of hussarsfor bodyguard, and in spite of their sabers and horse pistols he
was found dead in bed at his Silesian hunting lodge within ayear. Dead in bed and black asa
beetle—and the eight hussarsin the room with him as night-guard permanently out of their witswith fear.”

“I'm stronger than he was—I've conquered Hollywood,” Vividy said, her blue eyes sparking and her face
al Vakyrie “But in any caseif I'mto live weeks, let done months, | must keep my name in the papers,
asall three of you very well know."

“Hey, hey, what goes on here?’ demanded Max Rath, Vividy Sheer's producer, for whom the medieva
torture-tapestries had noiselesdy parted and closed at the bidding of electric eyes. Hisown little shrewd
ones scanned the casket, no bigger than acigar box, with itstiny peep-hole of cloudy glass set in the top,
and finaly cameto rest on the only redlly incongruous object in the monastically-gppointed hal—a
lavender-tinted bathroom scale.

Vividy glared a him, Dr. Rumanescue shrugged e oquently, Miss Bricker pressed her lipstogether,
Maury Gender licked hisown nervoudy and at last said, “Wadll, Vividy thinks she ought to have more
publicity—every-day-without-skips publicity in the biggest papers and on the networks. Also, she'sgot a
weight problem.”

Max Rath surveyed initsflimsy dress of slk jersey the most voluptuous figure on Six continents and any
number of idands, including Ireland and Bdli. “Y ou got no weight problem, Viv,” he pronounced. “An
ounce either way would be 480 grains away from pneumatic perfection.” Vividy flicked at her bosom
contemptuoudy. Rath's voice changed. “Now asfor your name not being in the paperslately, that'sa
very wiseidea—my own, in fact—and must be kept up.Bride of God isdueto premierein four
months—thefirst picture about the life of anun not to be thumbs-downed by any religious or
non-religious group, even in the sticks. We want to keep it that way. When you toured the Florence
nightclubs with Biff Parowan and took the gondolaride with that what's-his-name bellhop, the Pope
dapped your wrigt, but that's al he did—Bride'sgtill not on the Index. But the wrist-dgp was a hint—and
one more reason why for the next year there mustn't be one tiny smidgin of persona scanda or even
so-cdled harmless notoriety linked to the name of Vividy Sheer.”

“Begdesthat, Viv,” he added more familiarly, “the reporters and the reading public were on the verge of
getting very sick of theway your name was turning up on the front page every day—and mostly because
of chasing, at that. Film stars are like goddesses—they can't be seen too often, there's got to be alittle
reserve, alittle mysery.

“Aw, cheer up Viv. | know it'stough, but Liz and Jayne and Marilyn dl learned to do without the daily
headline and so can you. Believe an old timer: euphoric pills are a safer and more lasting kick."



Vividy, who had been working her face angrily throughout Rath's lecture, now filled her cheeks and spat
out her breath contemptuoudy, as her thrice-removed grandfather might have at the maunderings of an
aged mgor domo.

“Youreafool, Max,” shesad harshly. “Kicksare for nervous virgins, the vanity of aspoilt child.For me,
being in the headlines every day is a matter of life or death ."

Rath frowned uncomprehendingly.

“That'sthe literd truth she'stelling you, Max,” Maury Gender put in earnestly. *Y ou see, thisbusiness
happensto be tied up with what you might call the darker sde of Vividy's aristocratic East Prussian
heritage."

Miss Bricker stubbed out a cigarette and said, “Max, remember the trouble you had with that Spanish
gar, Marta Martinez, who turned out to be abruja —awitch? Wdll, you picked something alittle bit
more out of the ordinary, Max, when you picked a Junker."

The highlights shifted on Dr. Rumanescue's thick glasses and shiny head as he nodded solemnly. He said,
“Thereisarunein the Doomsbook of the Von Sheers. | will trandate.” He paused. Then: “"When the
world has nothing moreto say, Thelast of the Sheerswill fade away.””

Asif thinking doud, Rath said softly, “Funny, 1'd forgotten totally about that East Prussian background.
We dways played it way down out of sight because of the Nazi association—and the Russian too.” He
chuckled, just atouch nervoudy. “'...fade away,” he quoted. “Now why not just ‘ die”? Oh, to make the
trandation rhyme, | suppose.” He shook himsdlf, asif to come awvake. “Hey,” he demanded, “what isit
actudly? Is somebody blackmailing Vividy? Some fascist or East German commie group? Maybe with
the dope on her addictions and private cures, or her afair with Geri Wilson?"

“Repeat: afool!” Vividy's chest was heaving but her voice wasicy. “For your information, Dr. ‘ ESCu€e's
trandation wasliterd.Day by day, ever since you first killed my news stories, | have been losing
weight ."

“It'safact, Max,” Maury Gender put in hurriedly. “ The news decline and the weight loss are matching
curves. Believeit or not, she's down to aquarter normal.”

Miss Bricker nodded with a shiver, disturbing the smoke wreathes around her. She sad, “It'sthe
business of an actressfading out from lack of publicity. But thistime, so hdp me,it'sliteral .

“I have been losing bothweight and mass ,” Vividy continued sharply. “Not by getting thinner, butless
substantial . If I had my back to the window you'd noticeit."

Rath stared at her, then looked penetratingly at the other three, asif to discover confirmation that it was
al agag. But they only looked back a him with uniformly solemn and unhappy—and vagudy
frightened—expressions. “I don't get it,” he said.

“The scdes, Vividy,” Miss Bricker suggested.

Thefilm star sood up with an exaggerated carefulness and stepped onto the small rubber-topped violet
platform. The white disk whirled under the glass window and cameto rest at 37.

Shesad crisply, “1 believe the word you used, Max, was ‘ pneumatic.” Did you happen to mean I'm
inflated with hydrogen?’

“Youvedtill got on your dippers,” Miss Bricker pointed out.



With even greater carefulness, steedying herself amoment by the darkly gleaming table-edge, Vividy
stepped out of her dippers and again onto the scales. Thistime the disk stopped at 27.

“The soles and hedls are lead, fabric-covered,” she rapped out to Rath. “I wear them so | won't blow
over the edge when | take awalk on the terrace. Perhaps you now think | ought to be able to jump and
touch the ceiling. Convincing, wouldn't it be? | rather wish | could, but my strength has decreased
proportionately with my weight and mass."

“Those scales are gimmicked,” Rath asserted with conviction. He stooped and grabbed at one of the
dippers. Hisfingers dipped off it at thefirgt try. Then he dowly raised and hefted it. “What sort of gagis
this?’” he demanded of Vividy. “Dammit, it doesweigh five pounds.

Shedidn'tlook a him. “Maury, get the flashlight,” she directed.

While the press chief rummaged in atal Spanish cabinet, Miss Bricker moved to the view window that
was the room's fourth wal and flicked an invisible beam. Rapidly the tapestry-lined drapes crawled
together from either end, blotting out the steep, burnt-over, barely regrown Mdibu hillsde and briefly
reveding in changing folds* The Torments of Beauty” until the drapes met, blotting out dl light whatever.

Maury snapped on aflashlight long as hisforearm. It lit their facesweirdly from below and dimly showed
thelovely gray ladiesin pain beyond them. Then he put it behind Vividy, who facing Reth, and moved it
up and down.

Asif no thicker anywhere than fingers, thelovey form of the German film star became atwin-stemmed
flower in shades of dark pink. The arteries were abardly visible twining, the organs blue-edged, the
skeleton deep cherry.

“That somekind of X-ray?’ Rath asked, the words coming out in a breathy rush.
“Y ou think they got technicolor, hand-size, screenless X-ray sets?” Maury retorted.
“I think they must have,” Rath told him in avoice quiet but quite desperate.

“That's enough, Maury,” Vividy directed. “ Bricker, the drapes.” Then asthe harsh rectangle of daylight
swiftly reopened, shelooked coldly at Rath and said, “Y ou may take me by the shoulders and shake me.
| giveyou permission.”

The producer complied. Two seconds after he had grasped her he was shrinking back, his hands and
armsviolently trembling. It had been like shaking awoman stuffed with eiderdown. A woman warm and
slky-skinned to the touch, but light almost asfeathers. A pillow woman.

“I believe, Vividy,” he gasped out. “1 believeit al now.” Then hisvoice went far away. “And to think |
first cottoned to you because of that name Sheer. It sounded like silk-stockings—Iuxurious, delicate ...
insubstantial . Oh my God!” Hisvoice came part way back. “And you say thisisall happening because
of some old European witchcraft? Some crazy rhymes out of the past? How do you redly think about it,
how do you explain it?"

“Much of the past has no explanation at dl,” Dr. Rumanescue answered him. “ And the further in the past,
theless. The Von Sheersare avery old family, tracing back to pre-Roman times. The runes
themsdves—"

Vividy held up her pdm to the astrologi<t to stop.
“Very wel, you believe. Good,” she said curtly to Rath, carefully tting down at the table again behind



the ugly black casket on its square of dtar cloth. She continued in the same tones. “ The question now is:
how do | get the publicity | need to keep me from fading out atogether, the front-page publicity that will
perhaps even restore me, build me up?”

Likeaman in adream Rath let himself down into achair across the table from her and looked out the
window over her shoulder. The three others watched them with mingled calculation and anxiety.

Vividy said sharply, “Firgt, can the release date onBride of God be advanced—to next Sunday week,
say?| think | can last that long."

“Impossible, quiteimpossible,” Rath muttered, still seeming to study something on the pae green hillsde
scrawled here and there with black.

“Then hear another plan. Thereisan unfrocked Irish clergyman named Kerrigan who isinfatuated with
me. A maniac but rather sweet. He's something of a poet—hed like me light as afeather, find nothing
horribleinit. Kerrigan and | will travel together to Monaco—"

“No, no!” Rath cried out in sudden anguish, looking at her at last. “No matter the other business,
witcheraft or whatever, we can't have anything like that! It would ruin the picture, kill it deed. 1t would
mean my money and al our jobs. Vividy, | haven't told you, but a mgority committee of stockholders
wants meto get rid of you and reshootBride , sarring AliciaKillian. They're deethly afraid of a
last-minute Sheer scandal. Vividy, you've dways played square with me, even at your craziest. Y ou
wouldnt..."

“No, | wouldn't, evento save my life,” shetold him, her voice mixing pride and contempt with an
exactitude that broke through Maury Gender's miseries and thrilled him with her genuine dramatic talent.
Hesad, “Max, we've been trying to convince Vividy that it might help to use some routine
non-scandalous publicity.”

“Yes,” MissBricker chimed eagerly, “we have ajewd robbery planned for tonight, akitchen fire for
tomorrow."

Vividy laughed scornfully. “And | suppose the day after that | get lost in Griffith Park for three hours, next
| rededicate an orphanage, autograph aNike missile, and findly | have apool sde pressinterview and
bust abrassere strap. That's cheap stuff, the last resort of has-beens. Besides, | don't think it would
work."

Rath, hiseyes again on the hillside, said absently, “To be honest, | don't think it would either. After the
hot stuff you've aways shot them, the papers wouldn't play.”

“Very wdl,” Vividy said crisply, “that brings us back to where we started. There's nothing left for it—I've
gotto..."

“Hey wait asecond!” Rath burst out with aroar of happy excitement. “Weve got your physica condition
to capitdize on! Y our loss of weight isa scientific enigma, amiracle—and absolutely non-scandaousd! 1t
mean headlines for months, for years. Every woman will want to know your secret. So will the
gpacemen. WEll reved you first to UCLA or USC, then the Mayo Clinic and maybe John Hopkins....
Hey, what's the matter, why aren't you al enthusiastic about this?"

Maury Gender and Miss Bricker looked toward Dr. Rumanescue, who coughed and said gently,
“Unfortunately, thereisarunic couplet in the Von Sheer Doomsbook that seems amost certainly to bear
onthat very point. Trandated: ‘If a Sheer be weighed in the market place, HEll vanish away without a
trace”



“Inany case, | refuseto exhibit mysdlf asafreak,” Vividy added hotly. “1 don't mind how much publicity
| get because of my individudity, my desires,my will —no matter how much it shocks and titillates the
little people, the law-abiders, the virgins and eunuchs and moms—nbut to be confined to a hospital and
pried over by doctors and physiologists... No!™

Shefiercely brought her fist down on the table with a soft, insubstantia thud that made Rath draw back
and st Miss Bricker shuddering once more. Then Vividy Sheer said, “For thelast time: there's nothing
left for it—I've got to open the casket!”

“Now what'sin the casket?’ Rath asked with apprehension.

There was another uncomfortable silence. Then Dr. Rumanescue said softly, with alittle shrug, “The
casket-demon. The Doom of the Von Sheers” He hesitated. “ Think of the geniein abottle. A geniewith
black fangs.”

Rath asked, “How'sthat going to give Vividy publicity?"

Vividy answered him. “I1t will attack me, try to destroy me. Every night, aslong as| last. No scanddl,
only horror. But therewill be headlines—oh yes, there will be headlines. And I'll stop fading.”

She pushed out ahand toward the little wrought-iron box. All their eyeswere on it. With its craggy,
tortured surface, it looked asif it had been baked in Hell, the pegp-hole of milky glass an eye blinded by
heat.

MissBricker sad, “Vividy, don't."
Dr. Rumanescue bresthed, “I advise againgt it.”

Maury Gender said, “Vividy, | don't think thisis going to work out the way you think it will. Publicity'sa
tricky thing. | think—"

He broke off as Vividy clutched her hand back to her bosom. Her eyes stared asif she felt something
happening insde her. Then, groping dong the table, hanging onto its edge clumsly asthough her fingers
were numbed, she made her way to the scale and maneuvered hersdf onto it. Thistime the disk stopped
at 19.

With afurious yet strengthless haste, like a scarecrow come dive and floating as much aswalking, the
beautiful woman fought her way back to the box and clutched it with both hands and jerked it towards
her. It moved not &t all at firgt, then abare inch as she heaved. She gave up trying to pull it closer and
leaned over it, her sharply bent waist against the table edge, and tugged and pried at the casket's top,
pressing rough projections asif they were parts of an antique combination-lock.

Maury Gender took a stop toward her, then stopped. None of the others moved even that far to help.
They watched her asif she were themsalves strengthlessin a nightmare—a ghost woman as much tugged
by thetiny box as shewastugging at it. A ghost woman in full life colors—except that Max Rath, Stting
just opposite, saw the hillsde glowing very faintly through her.

With awhir and a clash the top of the box shot up on its hinges, there was a smoky puff and a stench that
paled faces and set Miss Bricker gagging, then something small and intensely black and very fast dove
out of the box and scuttled across the dtar cloth and down aleg of the table and across the floor and
under the tapestry and was gone.

Maury Gender had thrown himsalf out of its course, Miss Bricker had jerked her feet up under her, asif
from amouse, and so had Max Rath. But Vividy Sheer stood up straight and tall, no longer



strengthless-seeming. Therewasicy sky in her blue eyes and asmile on her face—asmile of
sdf-satisfaction that became tinged with scorn as she said, “Y ou needn't be frightened. Wewon't seeit
again until after dark. Then—well, & least it will beinteresting. Doubtless his hussars saw many
interesting things during the seven months my military ancestor lasted.”

“Y ou mean you'll be attacked by ablack rat?” Max Rath faltered.
“It will grow,” said Dr. Rumanescue quietly.

Scanning the hillsde again, Max Rath winced, asif it had occurred to him that one of the black flecks out
there might now beit . He looked at hiswatch. “Eight hoursto sunset,” he said dully. “We got to get
through eight hours.

Vividy laughed ripplingly. “Well al jet to New York,” she said with decision. “That way ther€ll bethree
hours' lessagony for Max. Besides, | think Times Square would be agood spot for thefirst ...
appearance. Or maybe Radio City. Maury, call theairport! Bricker, pour me abrandy!"

* k k %

Next day the New Y ork tabloids carried half-column stories telling how the tempestuous film star Vividy
Sheer had been attacked or at least menaced in front of the United Nations Building at 11:59 P.M. by a
large black dog, whose teeth had bruised her without drawing blood, and which had disappeared,
perhaps in company with aboy who had thrown a stink bomb, before the first police arrived. TheTimes
and theHerald Tribune carried no stories whatever. Theitem got on Associate Press but was not used

by many papers.

The day after that The News of the World andThe London Daily Mirror reported on inside pages that
the German-American film actress Vividy Sheer had been momentarily mauled in the lobby of Claridge's
Hotel by a black-cloaked and black-masked man who moved with a stoop and very quickly—asif, in
fact, he were more interested in getting away fast than in doing any real damage to the Nordic beauty,
who had made no appreciable effort to resst the attacker, whirling in his brief grip asif shewerea
weightlessday figure. The News of the World aso reproduced in one-and-a-half columns a photograph
of Vividy in alow-cut dress showing just below her neck an odd black clutch-mark |eft there by the
attacker, or perhaps drawn beforehand in Indiaink, the caption suggested. InThe London Times wasa
curt angry editoria crying shame at notoriety-mad actresses and consciencel ess press agents who staged
disgusting scenesin respectable placesto win publicity for questionable films—even to the point of setting
off stench bombs—and suggesting that the best way for al papers to handle such nauseous hoaxes was
to ignore them utterly—and cooperate enthusiastically but privately with the police and the deportation
authorities.

Onthethird day, asafew eyewitnesses noted but were quite unwilling to testify, (what Frenchman wants
to be laughed a?), Vividy Sheer was snatched off the top of the Eiffel Tower by agreat ghostly black
paw, or by asinuouswhirlwind laden with coa dust and then deposited under the Arc de Triomphe—or
she and her confederates somehow created the illusion that this enormity had occurred. But when the
Sheer woman, along with four of her film cohorts, reported the event to the Surete, the French police
refused to do anything more than smile knowingly and shrug, though one inspector was privately puzzled
by something about the Boche film-bitch's movements—she seemed to be drawn aong by her
companions rather than walking on her own two feet. Perhaps drugs were involved, Inspector Gibaud
decided—cocain or mescain. What an indecency though, that the woman should smear hersdlf with
shoeblacking to bolster her lewd fantasy!

Not one paper in the world would touch the story, not even one of the Paris dailies carried ahumorous
item aboutLe bete noir et enorme —some breeds of nonsense are unworthy even of humorous



reporting. They aretoo slly (and perhapsin some silly way a shade too disturbing) for even silly-season
items.

During the late afternoon of the fourth day, the air was very quiet in Rome—the quiet that betokensa
coming sform—and Vividy inssted on taking awak with Max Rath. She wore a coif and dress of white
slk jersey, the only materia her insubstantial body could tolerate. Panchromatic make-up covered her
black splotches. She had recruited her strength by sniffing brandy—the only way in which her
semi-porous flesh could now absorb the fierce liquid. Max wasfretful, worried that a passerby would see
through his companion, and he was continualy maneuvering so that she would not be between them and
the lowering sky. Vividy was tranquil, speculating without excitement about what the night might bring

and whether a person who fades away dies doubly or not at al and what casket-demons do in the end to
their victims and whether the Gods themsel ves depend for their existence on publicity.

Asthey were crossing a children's park somewhere near the Piazzadell’ Esquilino, there was a breath of
wind, Vividy moaned very quietly, her form grew faint, and she blew off Max's arm and down the path,
traveling afew inches above it, indistinct as a cameraimage projected on dust motes. Children cried out
softly and pointed. An eddy caught her, whirled her up, then back toward Max alittle, then shewas

gone.

Immediately afterward mothers and priests came running and seven children swore they had been
granted avision of the Holy Virgin, while four children maintained they had seen the ghost or double of
thefilm star Vividy Sheer. Certainly nothing materia remained of the courageous East Prussian except a
pair of lead dippers—size four-and-one-half—covered with white brocade.

Returning to the hotd suite and recounting his story, Max Rath was surprised to find that the news did not
dispel hiscompanions nervous depression.

Miss Bricker, after merely shrugging at Max's story, was saying, “Maury, what do you suppose redly
happened to those eight hussars?” and Maury wasreplying, “1 don't want to imagine, only you got to
remember that at that time the casket-demon wasn't balked of hisvictim.”

Max interrupted loudly, “Look, cut the morbidity. 1t's too bad about Vividy, but what abreak forBride
of God ! Thosekids tories are perfect publicity—and absolutely non-scandalous. Brady gross forty
million! Hey! Wake up! | know it's been arough time, but now it's over."

Maury Gender and Miss Bricker dowly shook their heads. Dr. Romanesque motioned Max to approach
the window. While he came on with dow steps, the astrologist said, “ Unfortunately, thereis still another
pertinent couplet. Roughly: *If the demon be balked of aVVon Sheer kill, On henchmen and vassas helll
work hiswill!” He glanced at hiswrist. 1t is three minutes to sunset.” He pointed out the window. “Do
you see, coming up the Appian Way, that tal black cloud with blue lightning streeking through it?*

“Y ou mean the cloud with ahead like awolf?’ Max fatered.

“Precisdly,” Dr. Romanesgue nodded. “Only, for us, itisnot acloud,” he added resgnedly and returned
to his book.

MR. ADAM'SGARDEN OF EVIL

TAGGART ADAMS—Tag to afew other millionairesin the magazine world and to the top echelon of
his staff—glared across the jade parquetry of his desk and ten yards of tiger-skin carpeted publisher's
office at the jasper-inlaid pneumatical ly-snubbed door which Erica Slyker had neverthelessjust now
managed to dam on her exit.



From twelve frosted neon-illuminated glass pandsin the wals, e even superb Kittens-of-the-Month in
penultimate stages of undress ogled down at him eagerly, but they might aswell have been in neck-to-toe
Mother Hubbards or black shrouds and executioners masksfor al the notice they got from Tag.

A deep flush of rage and shame suffused his normally leering stout-Satan's face as his memory replayed
the last Side of his conversation with Erica

ERICA SLYKER: Being Kitten-of-the-Month ruined my sigter! 1 would no more consider—
TAG ADAMS:. Ruined?Ridiculous! No onelaid ahand on Alice while shewas here. | ill offer you—

ERICA: (fiercely!) Perhapsit would have been better if they had! Thissix-story pad of yoursis plastered
with sex, but there's not an ounce left of the genuine man-woman article. Power-drive and fear-drive
havedrivenit dl out.

TAG: I'll overlook those bad-tempered remarks. Miss Syker, I'm as sorry asyou are that severa weeks
after she was resident here, your sster suffered some sort of illness that—

ERICA: Alicewent into afive-day comal She awakened from it with an empty child-mind, esten with
vanity, al talentslog, fodder for the mental hospita! Lobotomized mind! Vegetable mind! (Risesfrom
leopard-upholstered chair and points at a Kitten resembling hersalf) And you still dare flaunt her picture?
(Seizesadlver ashtray and hurlsit at the offending panel, which shatters, the flesh-pink shards clinking
softly down on the wadl-to-wall tiger-skin and insgde the illumination recess) Hal Witch Queen's curseson
youl

TAG: (cooly) | trust you've entirdly discharged your infantile angers and will now hear wisdom. Y our
crimindly, destructive action | pardon—I like my Kittensto have alittletiger in them. | ill offer you—

ERICA: Pah! Sooner than be photographed for Kittens magazine with one shoulder strap dipped, I'd
make loveto you! Ah! That frightensyou, doesn'tit? | rather thought it would. Good day , Mr. Adams!
(Exits, damming jasper door)

Tag Adamstook avery deep breath, dowly let it out, then looked down at the seven large glossy color
prints negtly spread on the finely-morticed jade of his desk. Each showed Erica Slyker in a pearl-worked
pearl-gray suit that beautifully set off her long lustrous blue-black hair. Each was posed againgt a
background of jungle-leafed indoor greenery. In each the long pale face bore an expression of infuriating
haughtiness, the short, bee-stung lips puckered in smiling contempt, the high-arched brows lightly
pinching between them a queenly frown.

He sdlected the photo that seemed haughtiest, then methodicaly crushed the other six in hisbig
gardener'sleft hand, as afirst-beard adolescent crushes beer cans, and tossed the jagged ballsinto a
tiger-skin wastebasket inset around its rim with genuine tiger teeth.

Then he hurried to the chair Erica Slyker had occupied, scanned itsfabric at closerange, and findly with
agrunt of satisfaction picked up something from the leopard skin between his middle finger and thumb.

Returning to his desk, he deposited in asmall white envelope asingle long lustrous blue-black hair,
closed the envelope and clipped it to the uncrumpled color print.

“She prate of witchcraft?” he breathed softly. “Ho!”

He rummaged rapidly through a couple of drawers until he found the color print of arising red-headed
young fema e off-Broadway dramatic talent who had recently refused to become America's Crown
Princess of Sex Kittensfor thirty days and he checked the envelope clipped to it to make sure three



green nall clippingswere gtill there. Next he thrust both printsin alarge manilaenve ope, tucked it under
hisleft elbow, and himsdf hurried through the jasper door and past aluscious graveyard-shift
receptionist, of whom he noticed only the faint odor of the carbon tet used to clean the shoe-soles of all
visitors before they were permitted to tread the tiger-skin.

Then he was hastening a ong the deluxe vari-colored corridors of what one recklesdy irreverent
columnist called “Kitten Kastle’ and, eschewing the gilded openwork antique eevator, down the rainbow
flights of stairswith their shadowed kiss-niches and haf curtained woo-booths, which were Srictly off
limitsto both visitors and personnel except for publicity photographs.

It was 7 am. and tonight's party was gpproaching its asepticaly orgiastic climax. Two widdy placed jazz
bands racketed Dixie and twisted towards each other. The corridors were filled with hordes of beautiful
girlswith daring decolletages and other carefully-cal culated anatomic exposures and with hosts of
sharply-dressed, worried, watchful men.

Y et, despite the rapid writhings of the dancers and the posturings of the comedians and the chattering
rushes of the salf-appointed party-energizers, no members of one sex ever touched amember of the
other except for the minimum permitted contacts of the dance and the fleetingest finger-touches and
shoulder-pats of soap pure fellowship.

Ever present was the fear that someone would do something the papers or the police could seize on,
something gauche, like becoming naively romantic or drunkenly ribad or subgtituting for Kitten the
forbidden word Pussy.

All looked dreedfully tired but masking it with grinning resolution.

Asthe Lord and Master of Kitten Kastle came trotting along, manila envel ope under elbow, each man
drew aside respectfully, with afawning manly smile ready to pop if the ruddy, bald, sharp-bearded
Satan's face should glance hisway, while each girl assumed her melting ready-to-please-milord
expression and thrust forward invitingly, but not at al pushingly, her lips, throat, bosom, hip, dimpled
knee or whatever other portion of her anatomy she considered her chef-d'oeuvre and main strength.

But Taggart Adamslooked neither to theright or to theleft. Men irritated him, and asfor girlshis
hypnotist had been trying for the past three yearsto revive his aggressve mae interest in them, with little
success. Hewas hardly the bold lusty wastrel indicated by his beard and tiny mustache, which were
merely hisvariant of G.I. standard for publishers and editors of “magazines for men."

At the moment the only girl who interested him in any way was one with blue-black tresses draping a
pale mask of contempt, and she would soon be taken care of in arather special fashion.

Asfor the stuff crowding the corridors ... well, the jewel ed sex-puppets—poupes de I'amour—were
Jigging around the well-disciplined dark-suited mae marionettes, the tombstones were jumping at an hour
when squares went to work ... it was sufficient.

Downward and ever downward trotted Taggart Adams. Past the turquoise swimming pool with its bevy
of bikinied beauties, each with her invisble guard rail. Past the pool's 25-foot-deep “basement,” wherea
lone girl with agualung and with Slver blue hair sreaming like the beautiful long iridescent deedly filaments
of a Portuguese man-of-war, glided among the living cords behind the 2-inch-thick view window—and
infront of which aboy and girl in passionate embrace jumped apart tremblingly at Tag's approach,
blanching at the merciless frown he shot them. Until he was aone in the somber oak-paneled

ma e-tapestry-shrouded corridor below even the watery basement.

A quick glance either way to make certain of privacy, tapping of an oaken rosettein aquick three-one



rhythm, then asilvery-tawny panel had slently did aside, moist warmth and flower odors and akind of
tangible night had billowed out, and Tag had dipped inside. The pand closed swiftly behind him.

Hewasin an extensve room that was in deep darkness except for adab of bluish light forty feet avay
dimly illuminating four photos on awall and slhouetting just in front of it atable set with afew smal
earthenware pots, a phone, and hand-si ze gardening tools.

But although the rest of the room was black-dark at first Sight, there pressed from it an intense aura of
femininity, afaint musky sweet various desping-woman-scent coming in wave on wave.

And asone's eyes got fully adjusted, there was the barest suggestion of ranks on ranks of
thick-stemmed, leaf-hooded flowers—flowers giving ghostly disturbing gleams of russet and gold and
auburn and ivory and roser hues ... or perhaps the suggestion was more of rows of dim living deeping
dolls hung by their hair degp amid greenery ... or ... a any rate, most tantalizing and sirange and
disurbing.

With a confidence born of perfect knowledge of the room's contents, Tag walked briskly to the potting
table and went to work. He set the phone aside. From atiny shelf below the photographs and their bluish
night-light he took a brownish bulging envelope labeled in spidery hand and brown-faded ink “Mimics’
(after quickly setting back onelabeled “Vamps’ which held first picked up.)

From the dmost crumbly old envelope he carefully withdrew around black gleaming seed alittle larger
than a plum's, wrapped around it eleven times Erica Slyker's hair, thrust it two inches deep into the moist
grainy soil of one of the pots, and patted the surfaceflat.

“Requiescat,” he said solemnly as he dusted the gritty loam off hisfingers above the pot, “but not in

He carefully leaned the color print of Ericaface-inward againgt the pot and drew a second seed from the
envelope, but then he grew lazily pensive and his stern expression softened as his gaze went to the four
large old photos affixed to the wall. The onefigure common to them al wasthat of atdl ederly lady in
the chin-high, wrist-and-floor long dress of the last century, with apiercing-visaged aristocratic face, the
thin beaky nose and narrow jutting chin pointing alittle toward each other like those of a story book
witch.

A genuine soft affectionate smile cameto Tag'slips, instead of the tight Satan's grimace he invariably
showed the world. It was always so nice and relaxing to be, even fancy-wise or photo-wise, with truly
elderly women—sprightly, gossipy, thankful old girls, wittily waspish at times, even vastly mdicious, but
totally devoid of the insolence of the sex-urge. And then Tag had so many reasons, including the supreme
one, for feding friendly and grateful toward his brilliant Gregt-aunt Veronica, world-famous asabiologist
in certain mysticad and un-stuffy scientific circles, who ten years ago had begqueathed him much more than
her monetary riches.

He gently rubbed the second seed between his fingertips and touched the ill-bulging envelope with a
miser's tenderness as he rested his eyes and his fedlings on the four photographs.

Thefirst showed his Great-aunt, not quite so ederly, standing with Luther Burbank in acactus garden.

In the second, very elderly indeed, she was accepting in Tiflis the reverent handclasp of Trofim Lysenko,
Soviet proponent of the theory that environment shapes genetic heredity, at some time before that
rogue-scientist's nominaly voluntary resgnation as head of the All-Union Academy of Agricultura
Science.



In the third she stood aone and grimly smiling in front of the shut doors of what abrass plate identified as
the head-quarters of the American Botanica Society. That was the one signed “VeronicaAdams, D.S.”
in the same large spidery script asthat on the old brown envelopes.

Thelast showed her in a Parisian dining room together with agroup of quaintly bearded menin full
evening dress—d| the faces amogt flat white from an overly powerful magnesium flash. Shewas
receiving from them the Meta-Lamarckian Medad for her paper, “ Seventeen Verified Instances of the
Shaping of Plant Development by Thoughts, Symboals, Pictures, and Exodermal Tokens.”

Tag'sexpression grew more pendve sill and he began to tug gently and rhythmicaly with the hand
holding the seed at his wide-based sharp-pointed chin-beard. His eyes closed and his face grew tranquil.
He began to snore very softly.

Hishands did not fal adeep, however. After abit, dthough hisface did not change at all, they went
busily to work, planting the second seed without more ado in the second pot, over which he was leaning
closdly, extracting from its envelope and planting a“Vamps’ seed in athird pot just beside the second,
finaly replacing both envelopes on their shelf.

Then his hands grew till and his face woke up with a shake and astart. For amoment he was frightened,
then he redized held smply been dozing standing up—he'd been driving himsdlf lately and Great-aunt
Veronicawas such a pleasantly soporific topic for reverie. Strange, though, he thought, the dazed
abgtraction hed felt for amoment had been very like the state of mind he used to experience when his
hypnotist had implanted some particularly strong suggestion—but he hadn't summoned the man for the
last three months.

Hed had aflash of the same sort of feeling sometime earlier today, he recaled. Yes, it had occurred
during thefirg part of hisinterview with the abominable Erica Syker.

But shewaswell taken care of now. In fact dl hiswork here was done, he decided after the quickest of
glances, and it would cometo fruition in due course.

Meanwhile he had no businessloitering away a moment more at thistime of the month, he reminded
himsdlf as he spun around and trotted through the dark toward the secret pand.

There was a sharp bzzz behind him. It made him jump—for an ingtant it activated hisold fear of bees, a
fear most unsuitable in a gardener, but so deep that even his hypnotist had never been able to counteract
it.

Then he realized it was only the phone ... and he kept on toward the secret pand. In aflash of intuition

he'd know it had to be his Executive Managing Editor and that for once the bumbler had athoroughly
adequate reason for calling him at his secret number.

There was grueling work to be done for the next five days, and not one moment to delay.

Specificaly, Kittens had to be put to bed—not stupid pushy cuddle-crazy girls, but something redly
important ... the next issue of astunningly successful nationa magazine!

* k% k %

For the next five hectic days Taggart Adams hardly thought once of his secret garden or of the incidents
leading up to hislast vigit there, though he did remember to fire the staff boy and girl held caught
embracing.

During these periods when he couldn't spare time for himsdlf, the garden was cared for by an elderly



Sicilian deaf-mute of submoronic intelligence but absolute trustworthiness with growing things—his
ancestors had trained vines and coaxed hedges for the ancient Romans.

But now at least the next Kittens was abed on itswhirring ink-acrid presses, thefirst run mercilesdy
checked and rechecked, and Tag had afull recovery-week to do exactly what he wanted—no partiesto
appear at, no avidly hopeful new girlsto check over, no boringly abstract undress photography sessons,
no new geniusesto give agrudging hearing, no V.1.P.'sto bully and charm ... and only one or two
members, if that many, of his house-or-magazine saff knowing what he really was up to or even where
heredly was.

He could canoe—copt through Canada’s hidden-most lakes, submarine the West Indiesin this
technicaly illega private submersible, dig London, take awhirl through the Continenta capitals, shoot
Africawith the seventh wedlthiest man in the world, study the Swiss banking system from theinside, or
samply tend his secret garden ... quietly vegetate ...

Well, in any case he would start off with alook-see at the last, he decided.

Thistime when the pand closed behind him, it was*“day” insde. Great glowing checkerboards of
window-smulating sunshine-shedding pandsin celling and walls made him squint. He patiently let his
eyes accommodate and after aminute he saw hisgarden initsfull glory.

To ether side of the aide between him and the potting table, row on row of potted plants went back in
risng banksto the walls of the huge room. Each plant was like alarge jack-in-the-pulpit or love-in-amist
or fever-tree flower, in that each thick semmed bloom was canopied and bowered by great dark green
leaves of the sort botanists called spathes and bracts.

But these mugt bejill-in-the-pulpit, for each green acove enshrined aflowering dip girl about twelve
inches high. Many showed only their faces, though with swellingsin the stem indi cating where bosoms
and hips were developing.

The less developed showed just atassel of blonde, brown, reddish, or other-colored hair above agreen
head-bulge, or perhaps the green husk opening enough to reveal pale forehead and tiny darting eyes.

In the more developed the sheath of the stem had split down the front and pedled back, like abolero
jacket or green dressing robe, haf reveding a delectable torso, baby pink yet an anatomically perfect
replicaof some celebrated figure.

For as one studied these flower-girls, it became gpparent that they were not some exotic genus unlinked
toindividual humanity. One began to recognize faces and forms.

Here were the opulent or sweetly up-tilted breasts of some reigning screen star. There was the profile of
acelebrated society beauty, or winsome junior member of aroyal family. A few of the more memorable
Kittens-of-the-month were represented, but on the whole the socid trend was upward.

Thereisarather crude joke in which one Thames barman asks another, “Bill, which ‘ ave you enjoyed
the most—the women you've ‘ad in red life, or the onesyou've ‘ad only in the reelms of your
imagination?” And Bill replies, “Thelatter, Jm—for there you meets a better class of women."

The samewastrue of Taggart Adams and his garden.

Not every plant was unique, however. There were severa groups of identicas, including three full blooms
inafront row which resembled Erica Slyker just enough to make one realize they or their plant-ancestor
must have been grown with the help of photos and exoderma tokens of her sister Alice.



A very few of thelong-stemmed girls bulged with seeds. These had their eyes closed, but most of the rest
were peering about, chiefly toward Tag.

And athough they were armlessthey clearly had more than ocular powers of movement, for asmal
rustling went through the ranked flowers now, asif atiny breeze were sfting through the subterranean
hothouse, troubling the canopy leaves, semstwisted just alittle toward Tag; minute lips parted and there
wasthefaintest shrill shilancein theair, as of voices dmost too high to be sensed even as noise.

Tag took deep languorous breaths of the varied girl-scent, fegling utterly content.

Thiswas the place where the world was perfect for him, he decided for the thousandth time: the place
where girls were not big troublesome bounding meaty things with rights and ideas and desires, but fragile
bloomswith just enough consciousness and limited life to make them interesting; fragile blossoms, blooms
to be potted and repotted, tenderly nurtured, watered and fertilized and sprayed, brought to the acme of
perfection, and then carefully hand-pollinated and set to seed, or ruthlesdy snapped off and extirpated
forever asthewhim took him.

Finning up girlsin amillion-copy magazine was pretty good, admittedly. But potting themin agarden ...
oh, how much he owed to his Great-aunt Veronicaand her patient largely-unappreciated research and
her mimic-seeds! What stretches of bliss he'd enjoyed during the seven years since held chanced on the
black spheroidsin her effects and stumbled on their purpose!

Here wasthe secret of his power in the red world, the sweetly-flowering earth from which like Antaeus
he periodicaly renewed his strength.

Almost his sole regret was that he couldn't regrow his Great-aunt herself. Hed tried—he had a
daguerreotype of her asa 17-year-old and alock of her girl hair—but it had turned out that the process
wouldn't work for dead women. Else held have had not only his perpetualy blooming row of
“Veronicas’ but his Cleopatras, Madam Dubarry's, Nell Gwyns, LolaMontezes, and Jean
Harlows—granting he could locate authentic pictures and/or genuine exoderma tokens, evenif only a
pinch of ashes.

But gpparently for agirl plant to develop properly it needed to “draw on” theliving origind girl in some
obscure vampirish way, telepathic or sub-etheric, who could say?—since even his Great-aunt had no
wholly satisfactory theory.

The effect on the girl whose seed had been planted with proper picture and token varied greetly.
Frequently therewas none at al, so far as Tag could discover. Sometimes she would be reported as
confined to bed or sent to hospital with amild undiagnosed fever or in alight (or occasondly heavy)
coma, especialy during the period of blooming. Such symptoms generaly terminated, and the girl
returned to her normal life, with the withering and/or seeding of her plant. If Tag continued to re-seed her,
asinthe case of Alice Syker, there might be rumors of protracted depressions together with periods of
retregt in some menta hospital.

Once a Swedish beauty queen held terminated (with hedge shears) had died the same night (decapitated
in atraffic accident), but Tag wasinclined to attribute that to coincidence. What the devil, he wasn't trying
to work black magic or hurt anyone, he was only satisfying an aesthetic impulse, using tools supplied by a
very high-minded old lady. No, he wasn't trying to hurt asoul.

Of course condign punishment, as now of the abominable Erica Syker, was something else again! That
thought stirred him from his ddightful lethargy and he trotted to the potting table, past rows of Alicesand
Bridgettes and Margarets and Sonias and asingle Jacquelin.



He started grinning before he got there. His* Erica’ had developed with commendable rapidity. Clearly
Anselmo had remembered the vitamin and hormone supplements. Already the face wasin full bloom and
the bosom had begun to bulge nicely. The haughty archings of the minuscule eyebrows as she glared at
him and the petulant poutings of thetiny lipswere balm to hisinjured psyche—and as much so wasthe
thought of her twisting and moaning now on some hard couch or hospita bed while doctors went over
her baffledly; he'd asked one of hisearlier victims about her comaand shed unsuspectingly told him it
had been filled with horrid haf-formed dreams of being buried aive and bound to a stake and subjected
to namdessindignities.

“And servesyou right, Slyker,” he said now to the flower, lightly flicking one pae cheek with afingernail.

The resemblance was perfect. The eleven-looped hair and the inward-facing color print had done their
work well.

But something was wrong: the second pot held planted had no photo tilted againgt it. Automatically he
glanced to the floor and there was the manilaenvel ope, where it must have dipped from under his elbow
five days back. He stooped and drew from it the print of the off-Broadway redhead talent with the small
white envelope till clipped to it containing the three green nail clippings.

What the devil had he buried with the second mimic seed?

His eyes came up over the edge of the potting table and he looked for thefirst time at the plant rising
sturdy-stemmed from the second pot.

It was topped by awalnut-size replica of hisown head, leaf-ruffed. Theface, in full bloom evento the
wide-based pointy beard, was staring at him anxioudy and gaping its mouth, asif shouting an inaudibly
dhill message.

Hisfirst impulse, an instant one, wasto rip it out by the roots and stamp onit.

His second impulse, which was so violent it rocked him back on his hedls and sent his clutching hands
flying up into the air, was to nurse and protect and watch over the thing asif it were a hundred-thousand
gulden Dutch black tulips—at |eadt!

Velsfdl from hismind'seye. He suddenly saw that only ablind idiot would have blithely attributed to
coincidence the Swede's gridy traffic death on the same night held snipped her stem at the neck. No, he
must cherish the Taggart-plant in every way! My God, what if ablight suddenly struck the
garden?—some horrid creeping purplemold ...

Or what if hewent into acomanow? He'd no sooner thought that than he was blinking his eyes, taking
deep breaths, dapping his cheeks hard, and rapidly stamping hisright foot on the concrete. Clearly held
amost gone into acomaa minute before, back at the secret pand. Probably only the high pitch of tenson
involved in putting Kittens to bed had saved him from blackout during the past severd days.

The atmosphere of this damned place was soporific! Maybe he should flee to the Canadian North
Woods with its clean bracing air?—yes, but it putsyou to deep, they say...

And if hewere away, people could get at the garden—get at the Taggart-plant! Kidnap it, hold it for
ransom, torture it, take great big shearsand ... Hed never redly trusted Anselmo!

Gradualy sanity returned, especidly when it struck him that his deep breathing, hyperventilating hislungs,
wasal by itsdf about to throw himinto afaint.

He shifted hismind into gear and set it to work under acareful throttle. Dimly he could recal now tugging



his beard in the moon-blue dark while the second mimic seed had sill been in hisfingers. Evidently hedd
loosened a hair or two and then buried them aong with the seed. His body bending over the pot and
thereafter its close presence in the same building had been the equivaent of apicture or more. In any
case, Great-aunt Veronica hersalf, according to her papers and notes, had never been certain whether
the pictures or the exodermal tokens were the most important factors.

Thinking about the thing thisway, scientifically, began to put it into perspective for him and he grew
camer, though it remained most disturbing to redlize that he had been absent-minded enough (or
conceivably hypnoticaly influenced?) to pull such atrick.

Stll, the thing was done, and nothing now remained but to see the Taggart-plant through itsrelatively
brief flowering span (that thought dicited from him aresdud shiver) and then just let it whiter away
normally. Reasonable care should easily do the job. After al, who in the world now Gregt-aunt Veronica
was dead knew more about mimic-plants than he? He would be his own best caretaker. Asfor coma,
many girls never seemed to suffer it, even during the blooming period. Why should astrong man?

And, what the devil, didn't al truly great research doctors and physiologiststry their serumson
themselves? He was one of their lion breed now!

Helooked down at the Taggart-plant, which—all shouting anxiety gone—returned him such abrash
Satan's grin that hefelt greatly bucked up, positively exhilarated ... to such adegree that for an ingtant,
but an ingtant only, heimagined himself down there smirking up at his own moon-big face.

What the dickens, if that brave little guy could keep up his spirits, so could he!

Whigtling, hefetched asmall red can and carefully watered himself—and as an afterthought, Erica. It
occurred to him that he might try an experiment in cross-pollenization when the sems were fully opened.
Normally he sdlf-pallenized dl hisflowersto keep strains true—girl-girl crosses tended toward
mediocrity beauty-wise, he'd discovered by repeated experiments. And of course he wouldn't want to
produce any true seeds of himself—hed never fed safeif any such were in existence, no matter how
tightly locked up. But his pollen on Ericas gynoecium—it was atantaizingly attractive thought!

In his bemused high spirits he even watered the namelesslittle plant growing in the pot between hisand
Ericds, but nearer hisown.

Therewasasharp bzzz! It was evidence of the amount of nervous gpprehension il floating around in
him under the camouflage of his high spirits, that he dropped the red watering can.

Damn that phone, he thought as he stooped and righted the trickling can. It had no right to sound so
much like abee coming in for thekill. He must have the tone atered at once—would have had it atered
before, except he'd been reluctant to admit his fear of beeswas so great.

But that was slly. Bees were his great ineradicable dread, and he might aswell face up to it, just ashed
faced up now to the existence of the Taggart-plant. Why, if it weren't for his dread of bees, hed have
long ago tried experimentsin insect pollenization. It wastitillating to think of bees crawling dl over his
flower-girls, buzzing lazily from one to the next—except that he was himsdlf so terrified of the six-legged
monsters with the built-in torture hypodermic.

But who the devil could be caling him here?—he asked himself as he reached for the phone. Better not
any of his magazine-flunkies now Kittens was abed—hed chew their ears off, or rather say them one
poisonoudy sweet word and fire them tomorrow. Not more than adozen people knew this number—the
last person heldd given it to had been the President.



A charming voice said, “Erica Slyker here. Hello, Taggart-blaggart-waggert-haggert-d eep-d eep-deep!
Now that I've given you the cue we agreed on, you will answer any questions| put to you. Y ou will do
whatever | tel you. Can you hear me clearly?"

In hisimagination Taggart dammed down the phone, rushed upstairs, called another secret number,
and—using the latest underworld code—hired two reliable, consciencel ess mobstersto beat up Erica
Slyker, being sure to black both eyes and kick her in the somach.

In actuality he said inasing-song voice, “Yes, | can.”

“Good. You'rein the garden?'

“Yes | am."

“Excdlent. Place a chair by the table so you can watch both our plants. Then sit downiniit.”

He managed to face the chair away from the table, but it turned out this only meant he had to Sraddleit,
resting hisforearms and the phone on its back.

“Y ouregtting in the chair watching our plants? How's the vamp doing?'

Obediently Tag focused on the little plant next to hisown, only now learning what it was. Hed planted
two of those horrors six years ago and decided never again—the tendrils of the one of them had
strangled a promising Gina, while those of the other had whipped out and caught alittle finger hed
brought incautioudy dlose, inflicting tiny but nasty wounds with their micrascopic suckers. Even
Gresat-aunt Veronicahad been alittle doubtful about the benefit to humanity of her vampire plants. She
had suggested their use to protect tropical dwellers from scorpions, centipedes, giant spiders, and thelike
and—tentatively—in the conquest of Mars.

“Itisdoing quite wdll,” he reported into the phone. “ The forehead is showing and | can count SiX ... no,
seventeen pale red tendrils. They are about an inch long and have begun to wave alittle.”

“Bravo! Keep watching that plant too. Now hang up the phone and await further instructions.”

Taggart Adams obeyed and then eternity set in for him. An eternity the passing of whose centurieswere
marked by callsfrom Ericaonly to repeet the “ blag-wag-hag” formula, whose millenniawere each
sgndized by an additiond inch growth of the red tendrils of the vamp.

After about thirty-five hundred years the face of the vamp becamefully visble. Ashed long since
guessed from the color of the tendrils, it was that of the off-Broadway red head taent—evidently the
picture and the three green nail parings had been able to do their work from the floor, asbeing the
nearest picture-and-token available and otherwise unoccupied.

She had agresat talent for the evil eye, Tag decided after athousand years of being glared a. And for
writhing her lips back from her tiny white fangs. And for waving suggestively closeto the Taggart-plant
those wire-worm tendrils that arched around her face like the hair of Medusa

Meanwhile the Erica and the Taggart were developing their proper bulges and finally splitting their green
stem-sheathes down the front: the dowest and leat titillating strip-tease in the universe.

The Ericalooked back at him with a contempt that only became more smiling as the ages passed.

The Taggart, on the other hand, grimaced and grinned and winked itseft eye at him unceasingly. Tag
became dully infuriated with thelittleidiot'sirrationaly high spirits—and bored, horribly bored. If thet



wastheway hed looked al hislifeto other people ...
Hefdt the ache of thirst and the sickness of hunger, but they were dulled by atitanic listlessness.

A million times hetold himsdlf that aman couldn't be held hypnotized like this againgt hiswill, surely not
after aone-session indoctrination into which hed somehow been tricked by amere abominable girl. Not
one of the most powerful men in the world, not the sex-puppet master, not the publisher of Kittens, not
Veronicas Grand-nephew, not the Lord of Kitten Kastle, not the girl-gardener ...

A milliontimesalittle voice from adark high corner of hismind replied only, “Blag-wag-hag.”
Thrice therewere“nights’ lasting for many centuries.

After twelve thousand years he heard the secret pandl open and footsteps drag up the aide. Someone
stopped and retrieved the red watering can. It was Anselmo, he could tell from the corner of hiseye—no
mistaking that hand like a bleached ham, that face big asthat of awhite horse, for in additionto being a
submoronic deaf-mute, the ancient Sicilian had acromegaly.

Tag tried to shout, to whisper, to beckon with afinger, just to lift one—to no avail. Without even asingle
curious glance toward his employer, so far as Tag could tell, Anseimo went about his chores.

For decades and scores of years his big shoes scrapped the concrete and there came the periodic gush
of the tap as he patiently watered and fertilized and sprayed. Twice the phone bzzd for arepetition of the
inevitable formula, but there was no dteration in the sound of Anselmo's movements. Both times Tag
tried to drop the phone on the floor—and only set it the more carefully back.

A third time the phone bzzd—much sooner than the once-a-century rhythm caled for. A brisk grating
voice said, “Tag George. All ready to pop those lions, boy? Rhodesias waiting for us.” To Tag's horror
al he could say was, “No, thanks,” and dl he could do was hang up.

Finaly Ansaimo arrived at the potting table and began methodically to care for the three plantsthere,
insensible to Tag's menta screams, even when Ansalmo's sprinkling reawakened Tag's searing thirst and
they became the inward shriek, “ For thelove of God, pour some of that in my mouth!™

Ansamo finished with the Erica, the vamp (abit cautious with his huge hands there as they moved around
the foot-long tendrils), and findly the Taggart. Only then did hisbehavior dter. He sood ox-till and
gared an interminable time at the smirking walnut-head of the Taggart. Hoperekindled in Tag.

Then Ansdmo turned and stared for dmost an equally long period at hislife-size employer. Tag's hope
flamed. If only there were some readable expression in that white face big as awashbowl ...

Then Ansalmo looked back at the walnut-head, puzzledly shook his own in three wide horse-like swings,
shrugged his doping shoulders, and dragged off down the aide. The secret door opened, then closed
behind him.

A trapdoor opened in the corridor and Ansaimo plummeted into the hottest room in hell—in Tag's
imagination.

A mere thousand years and ten phone-calls later, Erica added, “1 know the garden's under the pool.
How do| getin?'

Tag focused hiswill and thought, “ Sooner than tell you, I'd see mysdlf in Hell. 1'd become a pauper.
Y ou're the evil woman my Great-aunt V eronica awayswarned me about. Y ou're the Witch Queen. No."



What he said into the phone was, “ Turn right at the foot of the main Staircase. The seventh vertical
molding to your right. The seventh rosette from the floor. Pressthree-one.”

“Thanks. | won't belong. Incidentaly, you are in Hell and there is no pauper aternative. Oh, by the way,
it's about time you were getting out of your body—it wont’ live much longer, even with you init. Don't
look at my plant any more, don't ook at the vamp, just look at the you-plant ... and project ... project ...
project...”

Tag complied. After acentury the walnut-head began to bob and smirk in exact time with hisown
blinking. Then suddenly it grew moon-huge. Looking down, Tag saw that he had grown alarge green full
ruff around his neck.

Hisfirst reaction to the redlization that he was now in the Taggart-plant was to try and project himsalf
back into hisrightful body.

Oneglanceat it changed hismind. That gray-faced € ephantine hulk, that moon-tongued mountain,
looked dead.

Thistentative information didn't depress him perhaps as much asit should have. Hefelt avivification, an
unreasoning cockiness, a confidence in his own powers, although he could only move his head and
wriggle historso abit. Perhaps it was because he was no longer thirsty—Ansalmo had watered well and
cool moisture pervaded his every tissue.

Also, time had speeded up for him again—minutes no longer dragged like years.

Or perhaps his exhilaration was due to hisincreased sensitivity. Air-eddies intangible before now rippled
againg hisbare flesh like brook water. A drifting bit of lint bumped him like a paper boat. Colors were
brighter—he could see with the fresh-washed vision of achild. Odors were asymphony, chiefly of
girl-accents, which he redlized he had never properly appreciated before; now he could pick out each
ingrument in the orchestra.

And he could hear with exquisite precision and clarity. Why, he could even hear what the flower-girls
were saying!

“We hate you, Tag Adams, we loathe and despise you,” they were chanting, occasiondly varying it with
obscenitiesin severd languages.

His chest swelled. Why, it was akind of hymn. No wonder the little guy had acted so happy. Wherewas
that little guy now anyhow? Absorbed in his own larger consciousness? No matter, just listen ... now
what wastha French girl cdlinghim ...?

“Enjoy it whileyou can,” the Erica-plant cut in swestly.

“Shut up!” he snapped, swivding his head toward her. My, my, she certainly was as handsomely
constructed as he'd guessed sheéd be when shefirst entered his office—he decided with an appreciative,
quiteinvoluntary whidtle.

“How gdlant,” the Erica-plant replied with ashrug. “Give him ahug for me, Red.”

The vamp, far more supple-stemmed than the mimics, thrust forward between them. The Medusa-face
mopped and mowed. The eyes glared white-circled. The white fangs clicked and shirred. And then the
inch-thick living tendrils whipped around him until they were like ared-barred cage, their tips not quite
touching him, until one dowly dipped and drew itself stingingly across his chest...



“Cut it short, Red,” the Erica-plant commanded.
Therewas adistant grating noise. The red tendrils whipped away. The grating noise continued.

The secret pand was opening. Then the tramp of giant footsteps—Tag could fed their dmost painful
vibrations coming up from the concrete through the table and his pot and his earth.

EricaSyker had entered the room: agirl astdl asapinetree, bigger than adinosaur to Tag, a colossa
Witch Queen.

She was wearing a platinum mink coat over her pearl-worked pearl-gray suit. To the left shoulder of her
coat was pinned abig spray of white funerd lilies.

Under her left elbow she carried asmall cubica white box, big asapiano crateto Tag. It hummed, as
though there were severd eectric motorsrunning insdeit.

Hafway down the aide she stopped to look at the three Alices.
“Saveus, save ud” dl the flower-girlscdled to her.
She dowly and rather sadly shook her head. Then she jerked the three Alices screaming out of their pots.

“Kill or cure, my dear,” she said in avoicethat to Tag was like thunder. “ Anything's better than the State
yourein."

She stooped, swinging the three dtill-screaming Alices high in the air and smashed them againgt the
concrete with aheavy thud, the vibrations from which made Tag wince, and left them there.

All the flower-girls grew dert. The pot-jarring footsteps resumed. Ericasat down the white box on the
potting table and the electric motors added their different but painful vibrationsto the others. Tag writhed.
He was discovering why hisflower-girls had never liked hi-fi the nights hed played it to them hour after
hour, full blast.

Ericabent toward him. It was like aface leaning down out of Mt. Rushmore. He could ook down her
pores, see the powder grains, retch at her overpowering odors.

“It's not so much fun being asengtive plant, isit, Mr. Adams?’ she rumbled dowly.
“May my Great-aunt torture you in Hell!” Tag squesked.

“Youll find Ericain Veronica,” shereplied crypticaly. Then she dowly unwound along blue-black hair
from around the ear of his corpse. She dangled it in front of him and said, “ There are many variants of the
hair formula, Mr. Adams—and more than one way of applying an exodermal token.”

Then she dug her fingersinto the pot of her own plant, carefully loosened itsroots, gently shook them out
and wrapped them in awet handkerchief, then tucked and fastened the she-flower in the center of her
Soray of lilies.

Then shelooked at Tag across the white box.
“The Witch Gods do not love you, Mr. Adams,” she whispered in avoice like distant thunder.

Shetook the cover off the box. A black bee, yellow-striped and big as a half-grown kitten, crawled up
ontherim.



“Y ou signed your will and your desth-warrant, you know, Mr. Adams,” she continued, “within an hour of
our meeting in your office. Signed them in more sensesthan one."

With the bzzz of apower lawn mower the beestook off and came circling widdy around Tag.

“After dl, you've had along life,” Ericawent on. “ About fourteen thousand years, wouldn't you
say?—even if most of them were spent here during the last few days.”

Tiny tears of horror trickled down Tag's face as he craned and craned his neck. He'd often wondered
exactly what the drops of dew on the flower-girl's checks had meant.

“I'll beleaving soon, Mr. Adams,” Ericasaid. “Y ou'll have the place to yourself. Thelock will be
jammed. Ansamo will assume you've st it againgt him. I'm going to leave the sunlight turned on full—it's
the kindest thing | can do for the others.”

The beelit on Tag's shoulder like asix-legged live hdicopter. It stank acidly. Of the million screams
insde him he dared not utter one.

“Don't befrightened,” Ericarumbled. “Beesdon't sting flowers—if they're quiet. And the scent of amae
plant, such asyou, happensto be irresistible to these."

Two more bees climbed to the rim and took off and came circling.

“It'sredly an honor to you, Mr. Adams,” she continued. “ Judging from your magazine, it'swhat you've
aways wanted to have happen. It should be an exquisite fate, from your point of view."

More beestook off. A second landed on Tag's neck. The first walked dowly down his chest, its sticky
hair-fringed feet pricking and tickling dmost unbearably, its stinger wagging in hisface.

“Yes” sheexplained, anding up, “the bees are merdly going to carry your pollento al these beautiful
girls.” She spread her arams wide, then leaned forward and finished. “But before they can carry your
pollen, Mr. Adams, they haveto collect it."

* * * %

Detectives Morris and O'Brien stayed for alast ruminative ook around the stuffy, dried-out garden, after
the rest of Homicide had come, sniffed and sniffed, finally shrugged and departed.

“There's something real mysterious here,” O'Brien declared, staring at the rows of shriveled brown
plants. “For ingtance, why do | keep thinking of mummies?’

Morris shrugged. “ The coroner says Adams died of smpleinanition. That means nothing but lack of
water and food. Now why should aguy with al that dough and al those beautiful babeslock himsdf ina
secret hot house and starve? There's your mystery.”

“He couldn't have been such abad joe,” O'Brien observed absently. “Look at al that money heleft to
the girl fresh out of the menta hospita—Alice something-or-other.” He moved to the potting table. The
intent note came back into hisvoice. “But thereés fill amystery here. Take those dead beesdl in and
around that one pot—that pot with the dried-up plant that's got dead vines around it from the next pot
and that till looksto me—"(he shivered) “alittle like him."

Morris chucked uneasily. “Thered mystery,” he said to O'Brien, “iswhere you get your morbid
imagination.”

Afterword: or my own thank you to Fritz L eiber



How on earth do you sum up the lifetime achievement of someone like Fritz Leiber? Intruth, | don't
believe you can, at least not to any great satisfaction. Leiber'sinfluence on the horror, fantasy and science
fiction genresisincomparable. Y ou only haveto look &t the dew of modern fantasists and fabulists out
there with their urban take on horror and the lurking evils of stone and date to see the paranoid
nightmares of Smoke Ghost cregping across the rooftops dl over again.

Fritz Leiber was specia. Not only was he agenuine literary titan, there's no question of that, hewasa
gentleman known for getting into long correspondences with fans, an actor and ascholar. Still the
guestion remains, where do you begin? Obvioudy one angle would be to focus on the critical acclaim and
the shelves laden with Hugo's, Nebulas, and World Fantasy Awards but the truth isawards only tell so
much of the story. Equally, one could attempt to dissect the body of work left behind, picking out the
highlightsfrom acareer of highlights, offering thoughts on just why Conjure Wife and Our Lady of
Darkness are two of the most chilling occult novels of al time, or on what makes Fafhrd and the Grey
Mouser such acaptivating—and lasting—pair of rogues but that has been done so wonderfully by writers
much more accomplished than I. A brief biography perhaps? llluminating the dry spellswhich interestingly
enough seemed to dmost dways end with achange in writing direction might be interesting.

Or one could smply say thank you for the chance to share such a precious gift.

* k k %

| can ill remember the scene quite vividly. | was nine and my father was working away from homealot.
Ononeof hisrare returns he cameinto my bedroom clutching avery battered copy of Fritz Leiber's
Night's Black Agents he had found on the train. He thought it might be my cup of tea because the blurb
promised “Worlds of fantasy and adventure!” coupled with “Nightmare stories of the oily-clawed beings
that lurk in the coal-sack shadows of the city!” He was going through a stage of absent parent guiilt, |
think. It wasjust after the divorce and both he and my mother were very worried asto how | would take
it, after dl, divorce was ardatively new phenomenon back then. About the only thing he knew for sure
about mewasthat | loved ‘strange’ Suff like Star Wars, so over the last few homecomings he had
brought copies of Tolkien's The Two Towers (another novel rescued from atrain) and one of Brian
Daley's Han Solo spin-offs. All of these were terrific introductions to the literature of the fantasticand in
their own way shaped my childhood into one of awe and wonder where nothing was ever quite asit
seemed and shadows existed for no other purpose than to cloak a degper and more sinister darkness. |
was hooked.

That copy of Night's Black Agentstravelled with meto school for about three months with me reading
each of the stories over and over. My favourites differed from week to week, depending on my mood.
Oneweek | might be haunted by The Dreams of Albert Moorland, the next | would be unable to escape
the lure of The Girl With The Hungry Eyes. Thanksto Fritz Leiber, | know one truism for sure: you never
forget agood story.

When | was fourteen—and had devoured the entire stock of Lankhmar novels shelved in the local
library, aswell as Silver Eggheads and Green Millennium—I went back to Night's Black Agents, to read
again The Sunken Land and Adept's Gambit. It was a hot summer day and England were doing fairly
well in the Test Match so my English teacher, Mr. Knock, was in a benevolent mood. Free reading was
the order of the day. Whilst my classmates lifted out battered copies of Henry IV Part One and Cold
Comfort Farm | took refuge at the back of the class and lost mysdlf in Smorgyaonce again. While
Fafhrd and Mouser werein danger of being sucked down by the sinking idand Mr. Knock plucked the
book out of my hands and began thumbing through the yellow-edged pages, perhaps looking for some
adolescent sex scenes, after dl, | was utterly engrossed and that never happened with school work.
Holding front and back cover ddlicately, he opened the book like a bird taking flight, the bresksin the
spine showing which pages| kept returning to most frequently or lingering on longest. Smiling to himself,



Mr. Knock began to read aloud:

“I think of the autumn of 1939, not as the beginning of the Second World War, but asthe period in which
Albert Moreland dreamed the dream. The two events—the war and the dream—are not, however,
divorced in my mind. Indeed, | sometimesfear thet there is a connection between them, but itisa
connection which no sane person will consider serioudy, if heiswise”

He ended up spending the next thirty minutes reading The Dreams of Albert Moorland to the class.
About aweek later, | noticed a copy of The Book of Fritz Leiber on his desk. Coincidence?

* * * %

Apart frominitself being adream come true, putting together The Black Gondolier And Other Stories
has been a gift more preciousthan | can begin to express. | had actudly forgotten just how wonderful
some of these stories are. The language is crisp, the diadloguerrich, the imagery vibrant. Itisanincredible
thing when you think about it, but The Casket Demon's media savvy heroine would be equaly at homein
today's Hollywood, her jet-setting lifestyle amatch for an army of modern starlets, her command of the
paparazzi sharp enough to riva the glamour of even the boldest and the most beautiful. And it's not just
that story. The Black Gondolier with its prescient oil is more even more vital now than it wasin 1964.
Think United Nations edict 666, think Kuwait and Sadam, think of the x-million carsaday thet roll over
the bridgesinto our mgjor cities, think of the failure of so called green power and the fallout of
Chernobyl. Who can say for sure that the black stuff isn't working to its own agenda?

| think thislongevity of not just story but the actua writing aswell isthe ultimate tribute | can offer to Fritz
Leber asawriter. That, coupled with the honest admission that there are eighteen stories gathered here
and | dearly wish that | had written dl of them, they are quite smply that good. Asawriter, Leiber
transcended the natura scope of genre, creating equally brilliant storiesin the fields of fantasy, science
fiction and horror, something agood many of the salf-professed literati sill clam isimpossible despite the
evidence laid before them.

All I want to say then isasimple thank you, Fritz, wherever you are.
Steve Savile
Stockholm, June 572000
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