CAUTION. Discard any mental patterns you may have formed of what you think this
science-fiction story islike or how it iswritten. Don't expect anything remotely similar to the
science-fiction you are accustomed to reading. This story isa sport. A science-fiction story so
unique, so different in plot and approach that it is destined to become one of the most discussed
ones ever written. You will either like it very much or didlike it intensely. Either way, it offers
uncontestabl e evidence that SCIENCE-FICTION+ has policies elastic enough to accommodate
any science-fiction story that is truly exceptional and different. Thisis but the seventh yarn that
Harry Bates has published under his name. Bates has never written a poor story, and both he and
the editorsfeel that thisiswithout doubt his very best.

| BRING YOU A MOST urgent message.

The man who charged meto deliver it isdead. He died to transmit it to you.

| have just come from him. | was with him when he passed away.

| want you to ignore the confusion in the streets. Pay no attention to the Invaders! Read this to
the end. There| shall give the message.

| cannot give you the message until | have described al that happened. For you would not fed
compelled.

Thereisconfusion herein the city room as| start. It churnsdl about me, it risesfrom the Street, it
comesin over the phones and the wire.

| think there is one of the Crestures on the roof.

Not far from here the body of John Inglissits upright in abig armchair. At last the great sengitiveisa
peace. | know heis at peace. Hiswonderful head lies bent over on his breast. Hisface is dead white,
and thereisasmal holein hiswrigt.

It is John Ingliswho transmits the message.

| fed that heisguiding me now (thisyou will cometo understand). | fed | can remember every word
that was spoken.

(Interruption. A copy boy hasjust snatched from my hand the first page of copy, thefirst "take," and
has run with it straight to the composing room. | had hoped for that. Since this story is bypassing the
copy desk—and is not therefore to be edited—I shal not writeit in the usua newspaper style, but shall
tell it asaconsecutive narrative,)

| must befadt!

Severa hours ago thiswas anorma world.

| had just turned in astory, and the city editor handed me a phone memo. The superintendent of the
building where John Inglislived had phoned in, saying we might be interested to hear that the sendtive
had gone "off histrolley,” ashe put it. He had an apartment full of cockroaches. Hewas acting likea
friend of the cockroaches. There were strange doings. He himself was very curious. Above the memoin
the handwriting of the city editor were the words: "Warren. | think you know this man. Feature?'

Everybody of course knows the name Inglis, and will remember how, ten years ago, the identical
twin brothers, John and Robert, astounded the world with their feats in pargpsychology. But the name
Inglis meant something specid to me. | was a Columbiaat the sametime they were piling up thelr
recordsthere, and | even shared some of their classes. They were the start of my own layman'sinterestin
parapsychology.

It looked like agood assignment. | went to the newspaper's morgue to bring mysdlf up to date. The
clerk handed me anumber of envelopes stuffed with clippings. At least once each year, in theten years
which have elgpsed since their college performances, the Inglis brothers have been the subject of festure
storiesin this newspaper. One of these features, which appeared last year, was my own, so | aready
knew the background. All the stories, including mine, were rehashes of their great performances at
Columbiaas volunteer subjects of the famous pargpsychologist Dr. S. T. Whitman. They lived gpart.
They had awayslived lives of seclusion and bleak poverty. The recurrent question of the festures was.



Why didn't they ever amount to something? Why, with such powers, did they remain so inconspicuous
and poor? Specifically and vulgarly, Why didn't they "clean up" on the races, or the stock market, and
take a prominent place in the world?

| spent little time with the clippings, but went and picked up a photographer. | was assigned Willie.
That isnot hisname. Willieis something of alouse. | don't gpprove of his methods. Naturaly, he doesn't
like me. But heis considered one of the best pic-men in the business.

Willieis adesiccated little gum-chewer, and awise guy. Aswe drove off in my car | tried to warn
him to behave.

"Thisman Inglisisagreat sengtive and amighty niceguy,” | informed him. "1 had afeatureon him last
year. ThistimeI've apeculiar tip—something about cockroaches. It sounds like agood story and some
swdl pictures. Now, Willie, | want you to show him some manners. Lay off him till I'm through. Try to be
decent for once. Don' try to catch him in an avkward moment; don't take any candid shotsat al. Get his
gpprova on everything. And don't try to force him into any vulgar poses. Get it?"

He was chewing gum, of course. Now he kept on chewing and said nothing.

| said strongly, "Y ou hear?"

"Y ou get your story and don't try and tell me my business,” he said, calloused, totally impervious.

"Well, I'vetold you your business,” | came back, alittle ugly. "Do you know what asengtiveis?"

"Do you?' he answered. Of course heisnot very bright.

"A sengtiveisaman who has powers not explainable by known physica laws," | told him—for |
doubted very much if he knew, and held never admit he didn't know something. *He can perform feats of
clairvoyance—that is, see thingsthat exist or are happening at adistance. Or can foretell eventswhich
will occur in the future. Or can be the means of psychokinesis. In psychokinesis objects actudly are
moved without the use of known forces."

He kept chewing away. | thought | knew what he would be thinking. | went on:

"They don't hold your hand in adim room and tell your fortune, and they don't accept money. They
do these things under controlled conditions, in front of scientists—yes, and sometimesin front of
magicians, brought there to guard againgt possible trickery.”

"They'redl abunch of phonies" he announced with contemptuous findity, hardly missing achew.

"The scientists who work with them don't think so," | answered.

"l never heard of one cleaning up on theraces,”" he said, enormoudy complacent.” | could have
smacked him.

"That's right, they don't clean up on theraces," | answered. "For one reason they don't try to."

He grinned, and stuck acigarettein hisface and lit it. Thereafter he both chewed and smoked.

"For another reason,” | went on, "they usually miss. Even the best of them hit only afraction of the
time, so that their success hasto be evaluated statisticdly. 1t'sthat way with John Inglis. He, however, is
inaclass by himself. He and his brother Robert.”

He chewed and puffed. There was smply no way to get to him. | shut up.

| pulled up at the address on the memo—the same place of ayear ago. It isan old-fashioned
tenement house which has survived aone, lost among two irregular rows of warehouses near the end of a
half-deserted street over by the East River. Many of itswindows were broken or boarded up. The
entrance was a cracked and dirty marble doorway in the center of the ground floor. Galvanized garbage
barrels stood in stinking rows on either side of it.

We entered. The hallway was, long and very dark. At the far end was a decrepit door, its windows
painted black. Through abreak in the corner of one Pane came atrace of dim light from a court in back.
To Inglis door wastacked asmall piece of cardboard containing his name, negtly printed by hand.

"Remember your manners,” | warned Willie, and then knocked.

There was no answer.

| knocked louder, and there was ill no answer. | was il waiting, thinking someone would come.
when Willie turned and began kicking the door with his hedl. He kicked much too hard. At thenoisea
man stuck his head out of the apartment door just behind us acrossthe hall.

"I'm the super,” he whispered, holding one finger to hislips. He beckoned usinto hisglaringly



oil-clothed kitchen. "Y ou're the reporters?’ he asked. "It was me sent for you."

"lsn't he home?' | asked.

"Y eah, he'shome; he never goesout,” the man answered.

"What's this about the cockroaches?" | asked.

"Well, that'sthething,” he answered. "I don't rightly know what it is, but something's going on.
Theresalittle girl livesin the house who goes errands for him and yesterday she left the door openand |
saw indde. Inglisisaways neat asapin, but | saw therésalot of cockroaches on hiskitchen floor, most
of them dead but some of them dive. But that ain't what | mean. He'slaid boards over the floor, alittle
bit off, so he can walk on the boards and not step on the cockroaches. He just walks on the boards. |
think hesgone off histrolley."

"How long has he had these boards?’

"I don't know. They weren't there aweek ago.”

"Doeshetdk crazy?'

"No. Just the same as aways. He don't never say much. Just goes around quiet, his head alittle on
onesdelike hesthinkin'. HEs dwaysthinkin'."

"Why doesn't he come to the door? He certainly heard us. Isthere any way we can tdll if he'sin?'

"Hesin, dl right. Come, I'll show you.”

Again touching hisfinger to hislips he led us down the hal to the door at the end and pulled it open.
Theblank brick wall of abuilding in back seemed amost to hit mein the face, it was so close. It was so
dark there that it would have been hard to read a newspaper.

The shades of the back of Inglis apartment were pulled dl the way down.

Therewas anarrow concrete walk or aley, walled on the far side by another brick building, which
led back dong the side of the house paralel with the central hallway within. The super tiptoed around to
the first window opening on thisaley and put hisface at the pane.

The shade there, too, was drawn al the way down, but it was torn, so that there was asmall hole
through which he could see theinterior. He pegped through this hole, then turned to me and nodded a
yes, and then | too peeped in. John Inglis, the man | remembered, was there. The room was lighted, and
| could see his shoulder and the right side of his head. He was Sitting quietly in alarge armchair. At first |
thought he was adegp, but when | was about to turn away | saw hishead move alittle.

| gave way to Willie and he put hiseye at the hole. It seemed almost at once therewas aclick, and
Willie had hisfirgt picture. | gave him alook but said nothing, for that shot certainly didn't have any
vaue.

"He'sin there and he'sawake," | said to the super. "Why doesn't he answer our knock?"

The man shrugged. " Sometimes he don't like to be bothered,” he said.

We went back to the hall entrance and knocked again, very loudly. Even then Inglis did not cometo
the door, nor did we hear any sound. | began to wonder.

Willie turned the knob. The door was locked. He took something out of his pocket and appliedit to
the crack of the door near thelock. I couldn't seeit, but I knew from office gossip that it was avery thin
flat piece of flexible stedl. Then he pushed. The door opened inward and he stepped inside. It wasan
improper thing to do, but, hardly thinking, | followed him inside, the super following close & my hedls.

It was completely dark. Willie produced asmall pencil flash and swept the room with its narrow
beam. We were in arather large kitchen, the reversein lay out of the one across the hall. The beam cut
to the floor and fingered around.

The super was right. Two board walkways ran the length of the kitchen near the opposite walls, and
connecting them a intervals lay severd crosswalks. Thewakswere old planks, lifted four or five inches
from the floor. The planks rested on wooden blocks set in tin plates filled with water. Here and there on
the floor the thin beam of the flash picked out a cockroach or two, sometimes moving, usually deed.

Williefound apull chain and jerked on the light. The door leading into the rest of the gpartment was
closed, and | tiptoed toward it along one of the walks. As| went | heard aclick. Willie had taken a
second picture. | turned toward him in anger, and it was at that moment, behind and unseen by me, that
John Inglis opened the closed door and entered the room.



THE GREAT SENSITIVE stopped insde the door and stood motionless, looking right a me. | felt
terribly embarrassed at being caught that way in his place, and he saw it. With the faintest of smileshe
sadtome

"That'sdl right."

| blurted out something about having knocked several times and wondering what was wrong.

"That'sdl right; | wanted you to come," he said kindly, in hisquiet voice.

My friends—all you who read this—John Ingliswas ahdll of agood guy.

He remained standing there, looking at one, then another.

| suppose all the world has seen his picture, but | had better describe him. Hewas 31 yearsold, a
man of medium height, alittle wide and thick. The thicknesswas not muscle, it wasfat. Evenly, al over,
he carried athin layer of fat. The man never got any exercise.

Anyone seeing him for thefirst time would likely notice only hishead. It was astriking head—Ilarge
and broad, with hair amass of course black ringlets. His complexion was milky white. He did not have
the thin-skinned esthetic face usualy associated with sengitiveness. Quite the contrary: hisface wasfull,
the underlying boneslarge and strong; his skin looked rather thick, and no lines showed in it except
around the eyes. But for his head and his eyes, and the relaxed way he stood there, he might have been
taken for atruck driver. He was indeed wearing atruck driver's zippered jacket, now unfastened.

Hiswonderful eyes showed him as one gpart. They were blue; even in the glaring yellow light they
showed their blueness; but whether they werelight or dark | cannot tell you, for they seemed to change
color ashe moved them, and they seemed to change with hiswords as he spoke. | think he might almost
have conducted a conversation with those eyes. The whites, thistime, were quite bloodshot, but even
that did not seem to spail their effect.

No doubt his gaze embarrassed the super too, for that man said, stupidly:

"The door was unlocked so we just pushed in.”

"The door was not unlocked; but that isdl right,” came the quiet voice. "I hope you stayed on the
planks," he added, looking at Willie, who had one foot on a plank and the other on the floor. Sowly,
contemptuoudy, | thought, Willie brought the other foot up. Inglisturned back to me,

"Sometime early thismorning | remember thinking it would be agood thing to ask you to come, Mr.
Warren," he said. (He remembered my name!) "I suppose | practicaly invited you—through our friend
the superintendent.” At this the super's eyebrows went up. Inglis smiled dightly. "But | only want to see
Mr. Warren," hewent on, looking at Willie, "and it may take sometime; so | suggest you go back and
saveyour time. I'm sorry,” he said, dismissing the other two.

Heturned and led the way past the inner door. | followed him through the next room, which was his
bedroom, into the rearmost room, the one in which we had seen him through the window. Arrived there
we found that Willie had cometo. We looked at him.

"Thismust be private," Inglissad evenly.

Willie€'s eyes narrowed.

"L ook, I'm the photographer,” he said. "Y ou can't say anything to him that you can't say to me."

"Out," | ordered. "And no more pix."

He sneered at me. | gpproached him and suddenly grabbed his camera. He made ajump toward me,
stopped, cursed, and then, after thinking things over amoment, turned and left. Inglisfollowed him to the
kitchen door, closed it after him, and put achair under the knob. Then he came back and asked meto be
seated, he himsdlf taking the large armchair he had sat in before. He sighed.

"That man disturbs me dreadfully,” he said in his quiet voice. He closed hiseyes, and for a second the
wrinkles deepened about them. | got down to business at once.

"I know how you fed about theseinterviews," | said, "but | think | can make thisbrief and rdlatively
painless. We have dl the ancient history at the office. If you will just bring me up to date—tell me what
you've been doing this last year—and then —well—tell me why you've got dl those planks on the floor.”

He said nothing.

"Why do you havethem?' | asked directly. "Areyou afraid of stepping on the cockroaches?"



"That'sright," he said after amoment. "I don't want to kill them.”

"Why?' | asked.

"l don't know," he answered, hiseyes ill closed.

"Most people are only too glad to kill them,” I went on, feding my way. "I don't remember seeing any
thelast time | was here.”

He opened hiseyes, and | thought | saw signs of distressin them.

"It isquite recent,” he said. "They started coming aweek ago. The people upstairs are doing
something which drives them down. | think they are poisoning them. A nerve poison. At any rate they
come down here to me, and then they die."

"WdI?' | asked after amoment. Again | saw the distressin hiseyes. | said, "But you don't remove
them.”

"I know. But some are dlill dive. They run, and they'd be crippled,” he said.

"Isit so awful to kill acockroach?' | asked.

All my questions seemed to cause fedings of distressin him. He moved hishead dowly and said:

"I really don't know how to answer you. The planks seemed like agood idea."

"Better than to kill them and sweep them up?”’

"|t—just—seemed—appropriate.”

There was no doubt at al that | was somehow torturing him. To lighten the moment | said, smiling, "It
doeslook odd."

"l am aware of that," he said, amiling faintly himsdlf.

"Y ou have no planks here, or in the bedroom.”

"They rarely comein here. When they do | carefully shoo them back to the kitchen.”

He offered nothing further, but sat sudying me. | saw that he had something heavy on hismind and
was trying to decide about opening up. As| waited and wondered, | had an intuition. | asked:

"Mr. Inglis, does this compulsion about the killing—about the planks—does it seem to be associated
with your paranorma powers?’

"Yes," heanswered, looking me straight in the eyes.

"Isit amessage?" | asked him.

"l think itis"

"For you?'

"l don't know."

For amoment | did not know what to say. Then | asked:

"It doesn't come clear?"

"That'sjust it," he cried, showing atrace of excitement. "It doesn't come clear.”

"How long has this been going on?'

"A week," he answered. "But early last evening there was something new." Herose. "Come with me
to the kitchen," he said, beckoning, and led the way back. | followed him, carefully keeping on the
planks.

The light was till on, showing unpleasantly severa scores of cockroaches dong the edges of the
floor and lower walls, most of them dead, but some moving. He pointed to a patch of white on the floor
at aplacejust in front of the old-fashioned kitchen cabinet.

"That'sflour,” hesaid. "I spilled it preparing dinner last night. Later, when | went to cleaniit up, |
found something.”

He stepped to the patch and carefully got down on his kneesin front of it, moving carefully to avoid a
live cockroach. Extremely curious and equally carefully | let myself down by hisside.

Near one edge of the whited arealay alarge cockroach, dead. Backward from it lay thetrail it had
made in its passage from the other side. Thetrall twisted and doubled; it looked like writing. Suddenly |
saw that it was writing. Four words lay spelled out there in awandering schoolboy hand, certain ascan



be! They read, "do not kill us." Thelast "s" was not quite finished, and the writer lay on itsback, itslegs
folded symmetricdly inward, stopped by degth at the point where the twisting trail ended.

Chillsran down my back. | stared at the words.

"The poor little devil," Inglis murmured. "1t camein poisoned like the others. It died in pain likethe
others. But in dying it had atask."

"A message,” | breathed.

"A message," hesaid. " 'Do not kill us.

"It's psychokinesisl"

He nodded. He said, "This happened yesterday —but | aready had stopped killing them for a
week."

"Because you felt it "appropriate’ not to kill them?"

"Because | felt it gppropriate.”

| wasfrightened. The air around me seemed charged with unknown potentia. Somewherein
gpace-time—somehow—an intelligence could concelve this—will this—possessed the undetectable
forceto effect this. For no one has ever credibly explained psychokinesis. It happens. It has even been
produced in the |aboratory. From some place unknown, from some thing or condition unknown, comesa
force which can move amaterial object. The nature of the force cannot be detected. Its presence cannot
be detected, except insofar as the object moves. It isnot gravity, not eectricity, not magnetism. It may
move either inanimate objects or living matter. If in seancesthere is genuine contact with the
dead—which isfar from proved—it islikely that it is by psychokinesisthat the voca chords of the
mediums are manipulated in the production of the authentic-seeming voices of the dead oneswho

"Thisistherarest of paranormal phenomenal” | exclaimed, awed by what | waslooking at.

"Who knows?" Inglis said thoughtfully. "It may be the commonest of the normd.”

Theimplications of hiswords hit me suddenly, and like aton of bricks. Again the chillsran down my
back.

"Did you effect this?'

"Not that | know of," was his answer.

"It was some entity, or force, or something, working independent of you? Or were you in some sense
the medium by means of which it happened?’

"l don't know. But | fed | am involved in it somehow."

"This cockroach has come—been sent—been made to actualy write out the message to which you
have aready been responding for aweek,” | said.

He sighed, and the tortured |ook again cameto hiseyes.

"| can't catch it—I just can't catchit,” he said. "1 fed no particular urge not to kill cockroaches. It just
began to seem appropriate not to kill them. There was no emotion involved. That isthe common
experience in recaiving paranorma intelligence—though there are exceptions, sometimes striking
exceptions.

"l just saw a cockroach or two and felt it appropriate not to kill them, and then | took steps not to kill
them. | don't think | felt any particular emotion about the cockroaches as such. ... Now this. Thisisdirect
and specific. Y et even this message does not cause in me any emotion specific to cockroaches. There are
theories and good men and even whole religions devoted to the ided of not taking life, not even thelife of
the smplest creatures ... and | have sometimes toyed with the thought . . . but | have always sheered
away from such mysticism. Asthingsare set up in Nature, lifelives onlife, anima and plant, right down to
thesinglecdl. . . . Asasane person, and one of good will, I have merdly killed aslittle asis consstent
with the maintenance of my own status asalive anima. Germs| kill; insects, except pests, no. | eat medt.
Of course | aminconsistent,” he added, darkly contemplative; "but | don't worry much about that. Itisa
problem that can't be solved.”

He sighed, then wearily got to hisfeet and led the way hack to hisliving room, where he again
dumped tiredly in hischair. | followed, greetly disturbed. | wanted to help him.

"Someone, or something, is sending you amessage,” | began. "Or more accurately, you keep



receiving amessage but you don't understand what it means.”

"It isprobably only part of amessage," he said, wearily. " 'Don't kill the cockroaches doesn't make

He closed hiseyesand let his head rest on the back of the chair.

"I'mdl in," hesaid. "l am oppressed by the feding that | am failing in amatter of great urgency. To be
fruitful one must be relaxed; but | can't relax. How can onerelax after aweek without deep? | try to
sense—which iswrong and sometimes | fed | am close; but it won't come; it just won't come. | am at the
end, Warren. | can't go on thisway any longer."

| felt terribly sorry for him. | ventured:

"Arethere other conditions for optimum reception, and are you complying with them?"

"Best conditions usualy are merely to be quiet, to be done, and to be relaxed; but not dways. I've
been under great strain lately, but I've had evidence of great sengtivity, more perhaps then ever inthe
past. But it's not been enough.”

He opened his eyes; then, looking vaguely in my direction, he said:

"l am bringing it to an end. | am going to commit suicide.”

| was astounded. He was quite serious. His words were spoken with quiet firmness. For thefirst time
it sruck methat he might be mentally disturbed—I mean irrational—huit this thought: quickly passed from
my mind.

| could not at once find anything adequate to say, but only stared at him, in distress mysdlf. Thisman
was no heurotic show-off, but a highly mature, decent, intelligent but terribly bedeviled person. | had no
doubt that he was at the end of his endurance.

"Youretaking very foolishly,” | said findly. ™Y ou're tortured; you need help. I'm going to call your
brother. He can help you. Wher€'s your phone?"

"l haven't any phone," Inglis said. He was extremely depressed.

"Then I'll send for him." | stood up.

"I haven't any brother,” he said.

| didn't understand. Inglis sat without moving amuscle, except that | think he smiled faintly. At last he
explained.

"My brother isdead.”

| was shocked, then incredul ous.

"But he's not dead!" | cried. "He can't be dead! That would be a big story, and no word on such a
thing has reached our officel"

"Hedied last night,” Inglissaid quietly, sill without moving.

"How do you know?" | asked. "Y ou were there?"

"l saw him," he said, and to me he seemed to be seeing him again in hismind's eye. "He cameto me.
At alittle after threethismorning. | was Sitting in this chair, and at the moment of his death he cameto
me”

For amoment | was speechless. That was one more paranorma phenomenorn—not
uncommor—known through the centuries. What unthinkable psychic forces were permesating this
helpless man!

Suddenly afrightening suspicion flashed through my mind.

"Did hetake hisown life?" | asked.

"l fed hedid."

"Y ou don't know for sure?"

"No, but | fed hedid ... He, like me, has been suffering. He was bearing the same burden.”

"Did he give you amessage? How did helook? Tell, me, for heaven's sake, man!"

"He was dressed as usua. He wore ajacket much likemine. .. . | had been meditating. | looked up
and there he was, just insde the door. He was solid and real. He took several stepstoward me, then
stopped and raised his right forearm. Therewasagash in hiswrigt, and hiswrist and hand were
splotched with blood. In hisleft hand was a sheet of paper. He held out the paper—nhislips moved—but
| heard no words. My God, | could hear no words! There was an expression of great suffering on his



face. For asecond or two he held out the paper; then his face softened and became most beautiful . . .
and then he dissolved and was gore. ... "

How | felt as| sat and heard these things! | wanted to help Inglis, but | wasway out of my depth!
Inglis was such agood guy! Somehow | had to rescue him! But how? | sat there paralyzed. Who has
ever beenin astuation like that!

But my mind did keep working, it seems, for | produced another thought. Eagerly | broached it.

"This Dr. Whitman for whom you and your brother were subjects in school—he's agood friend of
yours, isnt he?’

"Hewes."

"Arent you gill friends?'

"Yes, inaway. | haven't seen him for severa years, but that was my doing, not his. | have cometo
be something of arecluse; | ssdom go out.”

"All right," | began eagerly—but he interrupted me.

"l know. Y ou want to go fetch him. Perhaps he will be able to help me.”

"Yes!" | exclaimed. "There's no onein the world knows you better. He has worked with you, he
knows your powers—of course he can help you!™

"I had thought of him," Inglis said. "We used to get some wonderful resultstogether.”

"Youll get somemorel” | cried, quite excited. "Inglis, it'sridiculous—it's al wrong for you to St there
and talk about taking your life! Y ou need help; he can giveit to you—positively. I'm going to get him."

"Fred Warren," he said, looking straight into my eyes, “I have the fedling that several hours from now
I'll be ditting in thischair dead, like my brother, and | will be with my brother. Wherever and whatever he
now is. That | fed. | don't particularly want it, in asense. | just fed it. I—I fed it isgppropriate.”

"Y ou have very often been wrong,” | retorted. | was standing. "Inglis," | said, "I'm going to fetch him.
Y ou've got to give him achanceto try to help you. Will you promise not to do anything until | return with
him?1 will take your word."

For amoment he did not answer, but looked thoughtfully through me, asit seemed; then he turned his
head. He said:

"I had thought of asking him to come, but | felt, and till fed, it would be usdess™ He amiled dightly.
"Y ou notice how | keep saying 'l fed'?1 usualy fed nothing at dl in the paranorma process, but when |
do my feding usudly indicatesahit." He took thought, and | waited. "If he could only help meto dissolve
thefeding of "gppropriateness . . ." he murmured, thinking out loud. "It wouldn't hurt any . . . and helll be
an extrawitness. ... " Heturned back to mewith an enigmatic expression. "Y ou know, Mr. Warren, |
wanted you here to witness my death. Y ou have the three things needful: knowledge of parapsychology,
competence as areporter, and resonance with me asaman. It may be my desath will give you something
to write about. | don't want to put it into words, but perhaps you will sensewhat | mean. But it might be
better with both of you. . . . Yes, get Dr. Whitman. I'm very fond of him. | give you my promise. And
whileyou aregone | shdl prepare my body."

| choked down my objection to hislast words. | asked:

"May | goto your brother's place? What if hesdive! And aren't you curious about the paper he was
holding out to you?'

"Heisdead," hereplied. "I fed it will do no good. But you may go if you want to."

| asked him the address and he told me. He took asmall bunch of keysfrom his pocket and held
them out. "Thisismy st of hiskeys," he said.

| took them and rushed out with the feding | held hislifein my hands.

| HAD FORGOTTEN ALL about Willie; | saw himin the hal and hurried past without aword. Asl
entered the car | found him right behind me, and he took aplacein the front seat at my side. He kept his
mouth shut. He was much too sore and egotistical to ask any questions, but he was not going to miss



anything if hecould hdpiit.

A few minutes later | was at Robert's house. It was asomewhat better building. His box told that he
lived on the second floor, aso in the back. The keyslet usin without delay. | saw more cockroaches.
Robert was there. Hewas dead ... | can hardly bear to write this! He sat in a comfortable armchair much
like his brother's, hishead low over hisbreast, hisface drained white. On alow table by hisright sidelay
awhite enameled basin. Hisright forearm lay tied to the chair arm so that the hand lay out over itstop.
Therewasagash in hiswrigt, and the basin was hdf full. . . .

| kept thinking | waslooking at John....

In Robert's left hand was a sheet of paper, just as his brother had described. | took it. On it were
some marks. It looked like adrawing or asmall piece of chaotic writing—very roughly like
chromasomes during the process of cdll divison. It was meaninglessto me. | stuck it in my pocket.

| can't remember exactly the shameful thing that happened then, but | know Willie made agrab for
his camera, and | avoided his hand and hit him, and he stood there with histeeth bared, hate in his eyes.
And | hated him too, fiercely. But when | |eft he was close behind me, and he rode up to Columbiaright
by my side, neither of us speaking aword, only hating and hating. . . .

| knew the campus like abook and without hesitation drove over the forbidden drives straight to the
Pargpsychology Building. By thetime | wasin the vestibule Willie again was fastened to me. The Sudents
must have thought us mad. | am sure | looked wild; | know | was soaked with perspiration. | took the
dairsthree a atime and in amoment was at the door of a certain lecture room well remembered from
the old days. Without hesitation | pushed through, Willie still a my heels—and there, on the lecture
platform, thank God, sat old Dr. Whitman. Twenty or thirty pairs of eyesturned to look at usas| hurried
up to the little table behind which the parapsychol ogist was Sitting.

Inthelowest voice | could muster | blurted out that | had come on ametter literdly of life and
death—thelife of John Inglis—and the angry look that had come to hisface dissolved ingtantly. He
would have pulled meinto his office, but when | whispered that | would explain in the, car he dismissed
the class at once and came hurrying dong with me just ashewas. | had never seen Dr. Whitman on the
campus with his head uncovered, but he didn't take time to pick up his hat.

| got Willieinto the back seat of the car, and as| made the curved passage to the gates | began
pouring out my story in bits and pieces. The good doctor was appalled. Again and again aswe drove
back through the streets he stopped my rush of words and made me repeat and amplify and make
clearer. | told him about everything: the cockroaches, the walkways, the four written words, Robert's
death appearance, the firm bent toward suicide, and finally the morbid scene that met my eyesin Robert's
gpartment.

| showed him the paper. To him, too, the marks were meaningless.

"Themanistortured!” | kept telling him. "He can't degp! He has that message, and we can't tell what
it means, or even if it'scomplete. It'sworse than [abor. Y ou must believe him! He thinks only death will
give him relief! He hopesthat a the moment of death his message will come clear!”

Toward the end of the drive back Dr. Whitman was exerting himself to calm me.

WHEN WE ARRIVED the sireet was very quiet; the few trucks lay motionless at the curbs or stood
at right angles, backed up to their loading platforms. There were hardly any people about; most of the
trucking activity there occurred at night. We entered the house. | knocked on the door and at once
escorted Dr. Whitman inside. | pointed without speaking to the walkways and the cockroaches, then |
led the way back to the living room.

Inglis met us at the door. He had changed his shirt, and | think he had shaved. The two friends shook
hands with affection. Inglisinvited usto be seated, and himself sat downin hisbig chair.

Dr. Whitman sat on the edge of hischair and leaned tensdly forward.

"What'sal thisMr. Warren has been telling me?" he asked. "Y ou talk about suicide? Y ou shall do
nothing of the kind. I am your friend. | probably am your best friend. | have worked intimately with you,
and | know agood ded about you. Together we shall work thisthing out. Y ou aretortured? Thereisa
devil inyour skull?Weshdl exorciseit.”



Perhaps the good doctor's words and manner would have reassured many people, but here he was
meeting adifferent order of experience. Inglis Sghed deeply and looked away. He said:

"Thereis something I've got to know but can't catch. It's of greatest urgency. It's heavy. It permestes
my bodly, it fillsdl theair around me, it weights me and it devils me. | smother!™

"Weshdl ddiver you," Dr. Whitman said resolutdly. "Firg, let'stry some word associations. Attend!
| shall speak some single words. | want you to tell me the thoughts and feglings you associate with them.
Y ou know the process. Answer quickly. All right, are you ready?"

But Ingliswaslooking a Willie. He was standing at the door; | had forgotten al about him. Inglis
sad: "l shdl haveto ask that man to go outside.”

Willie stood there and glared a him.

"Pleasego,” Inglissaid. ™Y ou disturb me very much.”

Williedidn't move,.but he spoke. Y ou're off your nut!" he said hatefully.

It was shameful. "Get out!" | told him. "I'll call you if | want you."

He turned with his hate toward me for amoment, cursed, | think, under his breath, then left the room.
We heard the hall door bang.

"That manisnot cdean,” Inglissaid.

"He'sgone. Forget him," said Dr. Whitman. "All right, John, the first word. Insect.”

Inglis did not respond. For amoment he sat looking vaguely up toward the celling; then he got to his
feet, picked up abook lying on a coffee table nearby, and turned to the side window and placed it
upright againgt the shade over thetear. | had just timeto see through it asmall motion.

Inglisthen returned to his chair and sat leaning forward, hisface clagped in hishands.

| said, "1 apologize for bringing that man here. But he's considered a good news photographer. He
always gets his pictures, and the public eats them up. He's very good at posing a stricken mother
weeping over adead child in agutter. He never failsto get the blood in, and the baby, if thereisone. He
isignorant, stupid, competitive, and heartless, and a complete egotist; he knows only onething: get the
picture. Remember, you excluded him, and | took away his camera. | think you can understand his
fedings”

"l understand,” said Inglis. "Each one has hisflaw. God be merciful to us, animasthat weare..."

Hewas very low for awhile, and it took time to arouse him, but Dr. Whitman's considerate
attentions at last brought him to the point where the exploration could begin.

"Therewill be no moredigtractions,”" he said. " John, your associations. The first word, Cream.”

"Milk," wasthe response.

"Book."

"Words."

"Brown."

Inglissmiled alittle. "The eyes of thelittle girl who lives upgtairs. She goes my errands. Sometimes
she comesin just to vist me. She sings coming down the stairs. Always she sngsl She doesn't sing wll,
but shel's not aware of that. She's till so little aware; shesings! She'sadarling ... and shetwists my
heart!"

He was deeply affected. We waited for him to recover. Dr. Whitman gave the next word.

"Insect.”

"Cockroach."

"Legs"

"Cockroach."

"Animd."

Ingliswrithed asif tortured. After amoment he said, "Cockroach.”

"Cresture.”

"No, no, you mustn't do thisto me!" he cried. "I can't stand it!" His head moved from sideto side,
and he breathed heavily. Aswe watched him | knew that Dr. Whitman was probing his own mind, trying
to understand.

| mysdlf wastortured. | felt something frightening in thet little room. It wasin theair; it tingled me. For



some time no one spoke. We recovered somewhat, and then | heard Dr. Whitman speaking again.

"Mr. Warren told me about the four words, John. Will you show them to me?"

Inglisled us out to the kitchen. "Be careful where you step,” he said. Hetook aflashlight from
somewhere and we stooped about the patch of spilled flour, while he held the light beam onit.

There lay the dead cockroach at the end of itstorturous, torturous path. There lay thewords. "Do
not kill us," the little messenger had said, and so saying died. | heard Dr. Whitman gasp. The weird
sensations of just before began to return to me, and my heart beat violently.

The psychologist turned his head and asked gently:

"What do you associate thiswith, John?"

"I can't give an answer. It's confused. It'sterribly confused. It'satorture.”

"Do you fed that thisis somehow associated with you?"

"Oh, yes!"

We continued to knedl about the patch, looking, each thinking his own thoughts, feding hisown
emotions. Dr. Whitman murmured, " This could have happened by chance only once out of—a pageful of
digits™

Aswe werelooking at the words alarge male cockroach appeared at one edge of the flour patch,
near thewall. It started to cross the patch. It was sick. It had been poisoned. It rocked. Sometimes
dowly, sometimes rapidly it moved, leaving behind a perfect record of itstortured trail. It passed just
undernegth the letters of the four words, and at the end it stopped and turned.

| watched it, breathless. It stood thereligting alittle to one side, obvioudy in distress. It kept
gretching upward to maximum height, then lowering dmost to the floor—up, down, up, down. Its
antennae waved. | could fed itsdistressalmogst asif | wereinits place.

But then it began to move forward again. It went crazily as before, sometimes running, sometimes at
acrawl; but sometimes now it stopped atogether and only made its tortured up and down movement. It
was listing much more. It reached the Sideit had originally entered. It had retraced its path under the
words, keeping just underneath thefirgt trail!

"My God!" Dr. Whitman murmured.

"It'sunderlined thewordd" | exclaimed.

But it wasn't finished. It turned again. It started back for athird passage. It was extremely deranged
now, and moved rapidly with wide convulsive jerks. It proceeded just beneath the second trail. When it
was alittle more than halfway acrossit cameto a stop. Its up and down movements now were terrible
and it waslisting extremely. Suddenly it fell over onitsback. Itslegswaved wildly for amoment, then fell
motionless, then folded neatly and symmetricaly over its abdomen. It did not move again.

Even now my heart beats so | can hardly write this. | was scared! | am surewe al were. There was
something frightening inthe air. It wasdl around us. | could not know if it was malevolent, but there was
something present! Something that was active!

Inglis sobbed, got to hisfeet and went back to the living room, and we followed. Without aword
each of usagain took his seet.

"Do not kill us," murmured Dr. Whitman. "That isthe message. It must be the entire message. It was
underlined, not added to. Threetimesit was underlined.”

"l can't gand thisany longer!" cried Inglis.

"Wadl, you're not going to take your life," said Dr. Whitman sharply. "Ther€'s been progress. We
know we have the message. We've only to find out what it means.”

"l can't tand any more," repeated Inglis. "Go away. Please go away! Let me handle this mysdlf!”

"And take your life?" asked the doctor.

"l haveto!" said Inglis.

"So do crazy men and cowards fed they haveto.”

"It's more than you know," said Inglis. "l now foresee my Sitting here deed. | will be dead by my own
hand within two hours. | have no wish for it to be otherwise. | have the strongest fedling that it is

appropriate.”
This stopped Dr. Whitman. | ventured to enlighten him.



"I think | know the meaning he attaches to the word ‘appropriate.’ Correct meif I'm wrong, Mr.
Inglis. It'safeding that there has been a successful intuition. He fedlsit 'gppropriate not to kill the
cockroaches. Hefelt it 'appropriate to lay down the planks. To him the word expresses his awareness of
astrong but indefinite compulsion or wish reaching him from the psychic ocean. He thinks that obedience
to the compulsonsisvitd to the message.”

Dr. Whitman reacted strongly against thisidea. "It's never "gppropriate for a heathy man of sound
mind to destroy himsdlf," he said dogmaticdly. "He's exhausted. He's plagued by amorbid fancy, nothing
more. When he gets some deep it will be gone.”

Inglis watched the doctor as he spoke, and smiled sadly. | watched him too, but | did not smile. |
was sure he himsdf did not believe what he had said. | saw him bite hislip.

"I didn't spesk honestly,” he admitted. "I do think it ismore than afancy.”

Inglislooked fondly at hisold master.

"Warren put it very well," he said. "Do you remember how, in our work together, | usualy had no
ideawhether my trieswere successful or not? There was no fedling of successwhen | hit. Only the
figureslater would show by how much | had exceeded the expectations of chance. Y ou may recdl that |
told you it was that way even in that terrific series of 93 right calls of the die” Heturned to me. "There
were sx sdesonthedie. Dr. Whitman rolled it in ahotel room in Philadel phia—though | didn't know
wherehewas. | wasinthelab a Columbia. | caled the number he rolled 93 consecutive times, then quit
without amiss." He turned back to the psychologist. "But | hadn't the dightest feding of correctness
about asingle one of those hits. This of courseisthe usud thing.

"But"—his voice rose—"there were timesin our work when | was sure. Sometimes | had afedling
about my call. When you and the others asked what that feeling waslike, | would only say it wasa
feding of rightnessall through my body. Theright call satisfied something in me; it seemed to be
‘appropriate.’ | doubt if | ever used the word in those days, but it describesthe feeling | have had this
week. To stop killing cockroaches seemed ‘appropriate.’ Note that the fedling wasfindly confirmed by
the written message; yes, and by the underlinings you yoursdf witnessed.”

Inglis roused and seemed to gather hisforces. He continued strongly:

"Now hear this, Doctor. Asfond as| am of you, and as much as| respect you professiondly, and in
spite of al youmay say or do, | tell you | fed it isappropriate that | let the blood from my veins, and |
shall act on that fedling. | shall do it and | know you won't stop me, for | lso know that within two hours
| shdl be ditting in thischair dead.”

Inglisturned his head and looked across the room. His eyes fixed on alarge plastic basin of the type
used frequently for bathing babies. It was the same type of basin | had seen benesth the wrist of that
other Inglis, even then Sitting dead and alone in hisroom.

"No!" cried Dr. Whitman, and heroseto hisfeet. "Yes" said the aflicted man firmly, returning his
eyesto the other'sface.

Asthetwo looked at each other the tension was broken by a sound at the ball door. We heard the
door open, followed by thelight patter of running feet coming in our direction. A little girl of perhapsfive
years came dashing in and amost threw hersdlf at Ingliswhere he sat in the chair. She had hardly touched
him before she twisted her limber body and stood erect between his knees taking usin. Wide-eyed, with
opened mouth, quite unsalfconscious, she stood and wondered at us.

"Thisismy littlefriend," said Inglis oftly, touching her straying hair and shifting position alittle so as
to look better into her clear brown eyes. But she paid no attention to him and just kept on wondering at
us. "Wearelearning arithmetic,” he said.

At these words she became sdlf-conscious; an impish smile spread over her face and she started to
squirm. | think she must have been made of rubber, she bent so. At the end she was hangind backward
inasharp bow over Inglis left knee, her hair dangling dmost to the floor.

"How much aretwo and two?' Inglis asked her.



She squirmed even in that position; then suddenly she straightened up, ran to the door and turned.

"Nine!" she cried triumphantly—and scampered back through the bedroom and away. We listened
to her footsteps aslong as they could be heard.

"How shesngd" Inglis murmured. "Whét is her great secret?”

"Her secret isthat she'sahappy child, and your secret isthat you need afew kids of your own,” said
the psychologist. "Well, you'll have them yet," he promised grimly. "Now look here, John—Ilook—wake
up!"

Sowly Inglisturned hiseyesto him.

"Tdl me, have you tried automatic writing?' The effect of thiswas surprising.

"No, and I'm not going to!" he answered with much emation.

"Weregoing totry it right now," the doctor said firmly.

"No! Please! | can't stand that! It tears me apart!”

"Good," the doctor retorted. "It may let out your devil."

DR. WHITMAN WENT to Inglis, pulled him to hisfeet and urged him toward asmall table in front
of some bookshelves. Earnestly protesting, the sensitive let himself be seated at it. The psychologist set
before him apad of paper which he found lying on the bookshelves and stuck his own pencil into his
hand. Inglis kept protesting, but the other wasinexorable.

"Thismay solvedl your troubles,” he said firmly, "but you've got to be co-operative. Please stop this
childishness™

Inglis quieted. He sat with the pad before him, the pencil just off its surface. "Don't look at your
hand," said the psychologist.

Inglisturned his head so that he was looking at us over hisright shoulder. His hand remained
motionless. We waited, but nothing happened. Dr. Whitman took out his handkerchief and threw it over
the hand and pencil.

At once the hand began to move. It moved rapidly in large motions. When it came to the edge of the
paper it moved back to the left and started another line. But Inglis never took his eyes from our faces.
Wewere standing at hisside, al but touching him. There was alook of anguish on hisface; hiseyes
seemed to drain me with a deep unworded appeal. He began to breathe heavily, and sometimes made
smal gasps.

The hand moved faster. The handkerchief fell off to the sde, but the hand kept up its rapid motion.

When the hand had written half a dozen lines and the paper was three-quartersfull, there occurred a
thing more extraordinary even than this. While the right hand continued to write, and with hardly a pause
initsmotion, Ingliss other hand darted to the pad, tore away the bottom haf, reached into a pocket of
hisjacket and itself began to write on its own half of the pad. Both hands were working, the right rapidly,
the left dowly—uwhile the eyes of the man connected to the hands were turned from their work and
remained fastened on Dr. Whitman's, only afoot away. Inglis was panting now, his face was contorted in
anguish, he gasped loudly and dmost rhythmicaly. But the end was at hand. When the right hand reached
the bottom of the paper Inglis wrenched out agroan, threw both pencils at the wall, pushed away from
the table and backed to the door of the bedroom. He stopped there, trembling, an indescribable
expresson on hisface.

"I'm split!" hecried.

Dr. Whitman snatched up the papers and looked at them. Over his shoulder | ooked too.

The words written by the right hand were indecipherable. What was on the other paper caused my
hair to rise. It was adrawing, or ideograph, or group of markslike those on the paper | had found in the
hand of the dead Robert! Dr. Whitman took from his pocket Robert's paper and compared the two.

Y es, they were very much dike. Both looked something like adrawing of chromosomesin acell. It was
meaningless.

Inglis watched from the doorway with haunted eyes.

Dr. Whitman stepped across the room to asmall wall mirror and held the page written by the right
hand so that its edge lay aong the surface. | saw at once thiswas mirror writing. Words appeared, run



together, still dmost illegible; but gradualy we were able to understand most of it. Inglis gpproached usto
look upon the unconscious work of his hand, but the parapsychologist ordered him away.

These were the written words. Where something could not be deciphered | place a question mark.

brown eyesin great distress ( ?) shameful inthe ( ?) (cumulative?) effects of nosiness noisiness
nosiness god save the mark the animals the poor poor things asif to be different isto beinferior | tell you
it policeis coming with another camera( ?)

When | had read the last words | at once ran back through the apartment to the hall door. Willie
wasn't there. He wasn't outside, either, and my car was gone. | returned with the newsto theliving
room.

"The photographer'sgone, and soismy car!” | told Dr. Whitman. "He may very well be going to get
another camera.”

"And herésthisword 'police,
concluded.

He studied the phrases, taking histime, now and then making alittle nervous click with histongue.
Then he re-examined the | eft hand's paper, again comparing it with the paper | had found in the lifeless
hand of Robert. John Inglissaid:

"That's the paper my brother held in his hand when he cameto me.”

Hewas pointing to it. He had not yet been permitted to seeit. He asked, "Are they dike?"

"Yes" answered Dr. Whitman. "What's written on them?" he asked. He watched Inglis keenly.

"l don't know," came the hesitant answer.

the psychologist added thoughtfully. "Wdll, it's of no importance,” he

"Y our reactions?'
"I don't know. . . . It's confused. It'semoation. It'sdistressing.” After amoment he added, "It's very
important.”

Weall looked at each other, baffled. We sat down aswe were before. Asfor mysdlf, | needed to Sit
down. The congtant tension was exhausting me.

Dr. Whitman studied the page of writing and prepared to proceed.

"l want your associations with these phrases, John," he said. "I'll read them one by one. All right,
“brown eyesin great distress,' " he read.

"I think of thelittlegirl," Inglisreplied. " She has brown eyes, but | associate nothing about her with
disress™”

Dr. Whitman turned this over in his mind, then went on:

" 'shameful inthe""

"Nothing specid.”

" ‘cumulative (I think that'swhat it is) ; cumulative effects of nosnessnoisnessnosness.'”

"Nothing special. Of course | detest noise, and, asyou know, I've had to endure agood deal of
nosiness.”

"Y ou know how these things are, John," the doctor interjected. "If we can find one ignificant thingin
thissmal sample, just one, well be extremely lucky. . . . 'god savethe mark.' "

"Nothing. That's an old-time exclamation, | believe. I'm sure| mysdlf have never used it. I've never
even thought it, that | can remember.”

" theanimals.

"That upsetsme," Inglissaid. "It'sdl emation. It'sakind of anxiety."

| could tell that from hisface, without hearing hiswords. Dr. Whitman went on:

" 'the poor poor things.'

"Nothing much. Doesn't sound asif | could have written that. | don't talk or think that way."

"'asif to be different isto beinferior.' "

"Yed" the sendtive exclamed.

Dr. Whitman leaned forward eagerly. "What is there about that?' he asked.

Inglis seemed to fed for words. "I don't know,” hesaid. "I can't describeit. The words disturb me
very much. Itisnot exactly unpleasant.”

"How would you explain your writing those words?'



"|—I—I was about to say they seem appropriate, but | don't want to say that exactly. . . . | don't
know. . . . Asaconcept, that has been in my mind ever since | can remember. It seemsto tiein with my
behavior toward the cockroaches. Who isthis 'superior' man, that he should fed judtified in taking the life
of anything! Even thelife of acockroach! If to be aNegro isto beinferior, then to be awhite manisto
be superior; but thisaso worksin reverse. If to be small and brown and have six legsand lurk in cracks
isto be superior, then man isinferior to the cockroach. s man redlly superior to the cockroach? That
depends on the 'if," and the 'if' depends on whether it's the man or the cockroach who sets the standard.
Thereareno 'if's in natura laws."

Weturned this over in our minds; then, since Inglis volunteered nothing more, Dr. Whitman
continued. He said, "I'll read dl the rest in one piece, for it seemsto have one group of thoughts except
for aninterruption. 'l tell you it policeis coming back with another camera." "

"Obvioudy that issmple clairvoyance or telepathy, if it'strue” Inglissaid promptly. "Mr. Warren
took away the photographer's camera and now he is coming back with another. It may or may not be so.
| have no feding about it. And he could be bringing the police. HEs very angry, and he thinksI'm crazy.”

| THOUGHT | DETECTED in Dr. Whitman afeding of disappointment. He sat in thought a
moment, then suddenly handed Inglis the two papers with smilar marks—the one made by his brother
and the one made by his own left hand.

Inglisreacted strongly. A surge passed through his body; he held his breath, then released it and
breathed more rapidly. His eyes made quick wide movements, and hislips parted.

"Thisisthekey!" he exclamed.

"What are you associations?'

"I can't tel you! It's obscure, though very strong. All mixed up. It'sal emation. . . ."

He stopped and seemed to be listening. The psychologist asked:

"Look at the marks. If you had to describe them to someone, how would you do it?”

"I'd say they look like drawings of chromosomesin cells. Fat, curly worms. Each alittle different.
Two sts, theleft and right halves of each set symmetrically disposed.”

"What are your associations with theword “chromosome'?*

"Life. Persgtence. Heredity. Mystery.”

"Y our fedings?'

"Mild. Pleasant.”

"Arethey fedings of appropristeness?’

"NoO."

"Look at the marks again. Both you and Robert made those sets of ‘fat, curly worms,' asyou
describe them. Do you have any fedling that your drawing them waswhat you call ‘appropriate?’

"Yed" Inglis pushed violently to hisfeet. "Please don't do thisto mel™ he cried. "Y ou keep torturing
me! Y ou split me!™

Gently, Dr. Whitman coaxed him back to hischair.

"Let'ssum up,” he said. "We know some important things. We know the message: it isthe one
written and underscored by the cockroaches. 'Do not kill us." Y our reaction to the words 'animal’ and
“creature” was symptomeatic especially the word “creature.’ The word 'cockroach,” however much you
have been concerned with cockroaches lately, does not affect you at dl. Y ou were powerfully affected
by thewords, ‘asif to be different isto beinferior.' Y ou even gave us alittle lecture. And now these two
drawings, or whatever they are—no reaction to the word or concept ‘chromosome,’ but amarked
reaction to the drawings of the fat, curly worms themselves, and astrong fedling that they are significant.
There can be no doubt: the key liesin the nexus: drawings—animals—creatures—inferiority.”

He thought amoment. "Have you ever seen an animal, or creature, that looks like the drawings?!

"No!" Inglis shouted.

"Why do you say 'No' with so much emotion?”

"Because | fed it!—and you know that very well! Y ou musn't do thisto me, Dr. Whitman! | tell you,
you split mel”



Dr. Whitman sighed and sank back in hischair. "Areyou stuck?" Inglis asked.

"Yes" wasthe admisson. "For thetime. . . Wéll, therés only one thing to do. Y ou've suffered far too
much, John. Y ou've got to deep. | am going to take you home with me and give you an injection.
Tomorrow, or the next day, when you're refreshed, welll tackle this again.”

The afflicted man shook hishead.

"I havetold you," hesaid; "I havetold you again and again: | fed it isgppropriatethat | die. That too
issymptomatic.”

"But symptomatic perhaps only of exhaustion." Inglis regarded hisold master firmly.

"| dlowed Mr. Warren to fetch you chiefly for one reason. That was the thought that it was only
reasonable to afford you a chance to remove the fedling of ‘appropriateness | have toward my death—if
you could. | expected you to fail. Y ou havefaled. But Snce you came my feding of necessity has been
confirmed. I now know—I know—that shortly | will be stting dead in this chair. | have seen mysdlf so. |
fed that it will be so. | fed that it is gppropriate that it be so. Furthermore, | fed that thereisalimitation
of time. Y ou cannot counter these intuitions, Dr. Whitman. Y ou cannot controvert my powers. | am being
controlled, and you cannot controvert the controls."

"Y ou think that at the moment of desth there may be a clear revelaion?’

"I will not put into wordswhat | think." "Isn't that being superdtitious?’

"I don't know," he said, at bay.

"It isimportant to you persondly that you destroy yoursalf?"

"I don't know. It might be important for others." "Of course it might. And you would be dead.” "I fed
it appropriate.”

"Don't gpeak that word to me! I'm sureitisatrap!”

"Everything could be atrap."

The parapsychologist shook his head with compassion.

"Y ou are exhausted, John. Y ou should see your eyes! Can you think | trust your fedings?'

"My powersthislast week have been tremendous.”

Dr. Whitman rose. "Inglis" he said determinedly, "you are coming with me."

"l amnot," said the other.

The doctor turned to me.

"Will you hep me?"

| said, "Do you think it likely that the two of us could handle him? Even if we could, would it do any
good? A man really bent on suicide can't be prevented.”

This balked him. Once more he turned to Inglis and besought him with utmost earnestnessto come
and be given the meansto deep. Gently but inexorably Inglis shook his head.

The psychologist studied the sengtive for amoment. "Sit down, John," he begged. Sowly the
afflicted man complied. Dr. Whitman turned something over in hismind for amoment, then he began
talking to him, quietly, soothingly.

"You aretired, John; you are very tired. | know. A week and no deep? Y ou show it. Have you seen
your eyes? Have you ever seen such bloodshot eyes before? Wdl, I'm going to make one more attempt
to hepyou. | think | can help you to lose some of your tension. | know | can. It should not be difficult;
you are sotired. Y ou may not redizeit, but you are extremely deepy. If you should want to close your
eyesfor amoment, go right ahead. | see it would not be hard for you to fall adeep.”

"l am sotired," murmured Inglis. "To degp—just think!—to deep, then wake up with all my troubles

gone!”

| SAW THE PSY CHOL OGI ST with opened mouth seeking a chance to interrupt, but Inglisignored
this and continued himself to speak. "I should think you must betired too, my old friend." The doctor
raised an arm, but Ingliswould not let him break in. ™Y ou should betired,” he went on, never pausing.
"Y ou're not as young as you were. Y ou've experienced great excitements here. Let usdl try and relax for
alittle. Whilewedo I'll tell you something. | assure you you'll beinterested. But Sit quietly; you too, Mr.
Warren. | never could talk to people who sit tense—especialy those who areitching to interrupt. Weve



al been terribly overdtrained, haven't wel Do you know the technique of rdaxing? Thereisatechnique;
not many people know it. Theroutineissmple. | am going to tell you."

His voice had picked up; his manner was actually compelling. | think | was surprised. | watched him
with much interest; he was charming; he was actually magnetic. 1'd never have dreamed he could be so
magnetic. He went on:

"Firgt you relax the muscles of your right hand. Like this. Do with me. So. Limp, utterly limp. So you
can't fed anything. Not athing. Let your thumb fall outward if it wantsto. That'sit. Now the left hand.
Relax it. Doit, Dr. Whitman. More. More. No feding. Thereisno fedling at al. Now your arms. Both
arms. Attend firg to theright, then to the left. Alternate. Relax. Droop. Right, |eft, right, left. Doit, Dr.
Whitman. That'sit. Now the same with your legs. Start at the toes. No tension. Relax. L et them deep.
Now your calves. One, then the other. Let them fed heavy. They do fed heavy, don't they?"

More and more command was coming into his voice. He never ceased speaking, and kept looking
graight into his old master's eyes, with Sde glancesinto mine. | couldn't keep my eyesfrom hiseyes. He
kept using his hands, pointing with them, relaxing them, drooping them, demondirating; | saw every
motion they made—hut my focus was on his compelling eyes. | did fed relaxed . . . more and more
relaxed.

"Heavy legs," he was saying. "Heavy arms. Heavy eydlids, too. If you want to close your eydids, just
do so. Closethem . . . soothingly . . . closethem.” | closed my eyes. | couldn't keep them open.
"Soothingly close your eyes. That'sright. Pretend | am your father. Yes, | am your father. Y ou must obey
your father. Y ou are so deepy. Sleep. Sleep. Y ou are both so deepy. Y our father tells you to deep.
Sleep. Sleep more deeply. So."

A new sharp tone cameto hisvoice. "You are adeep! You are sound adeep! Y ou obey your father.
Y ou love your father and want to please him. If | should ask you to lift your left arm and your |€ft leg you
would do it, wouldn't you. Of course you would. | am going to ask you." Sharply he commanded, "Both
of you, lift your left arm and your left leg!" | obeyed. "Good. Open your eyes.” | opened my eyes. | saw
that Dr. Whitman like me had raised hisleft arm and |eft leg. "Lower your aams and legs." We lowered
them. "Y ou are both sound adeep,” he went on, "even though your eyes are open. Y ou will remain sound
adeep. | am going to perform an experiment, alittle inconsequentia experiment, asimple readjustment of
space-time and matter. | too am going to deep. | shall deep very deeply. When you see me sound asleep
you will wake up. Y ou will stay adeep until you see me sound adeep, and then you will wake up. And
then you will remember everything that happened while you were adeegp. Y ou will do this, won't you.
Answer mel”

"Yes" wesad.

He got to hisfeet, went and picked up the basin and placed it on the coffee table, then placed the
table dong the left arm of his chair. From his pocket he took alength of cord and a penknife. He opened
ablade of hisknife and set it on hisknees. He bound his|eft forearm to the arm of the chair so that his
wrist hung out over the edge. He bent back his hand. He placed the point of the knife blade near the turn
of thewrist. He hesitated.

| saw hisbody firm. He jabbed.

THE BLOOD ARCKED out in asolid stream. After afew seconds the flow lessened and became a
steady thick red cord. He watched it for amoment, then turned his head to the right and looked at us
with an expression | cannot describe but will never forget.

"Thisis such apoor way to take leave of you!" he cried; "but | had no choice! Y ou weretryingto
hypnotize me, Dr. Whitman! | had to best you to it!"

His eyesturned back to the steady red cord, then returned to us.

"When | am sound adegp and quite motionless you will wake up,” he said firmly. "Both of you will
wake up. When | remain motionless you will wake up. Y ou will remember every word that | spesk.
Later you will describe every littlething that | say and do. Do you understand? Answer."

"Yes" wesad.

A fant smile cameto hisface.



"| redly have something interesting to tell you. It'sa confession, Dr. Whitman. There was a period
when you used to hypnotize me, do you remember?”

"Yes" wasthe answer.

"Y ou were testing my powers under hypnoss, for onething. Well, | played atrick on you onetime. |
hypnotized you! Y ou had started to hypnotize me, but | hypnotized you. It wasaprank and | shouldn't
have doneit, and | wasfearful afterward lest you know that | did it, or find out that | did it; but you never
did. I hypnotized you, and you never knew it! Of course | gave you the appropriate post-hypnotic
suggestion. . . . How unthinkably intermixed are the threads of our fates! Because once, long ago, |
pulled aprank, | remembered it in my extremity and was confident | could do it again. Toward you, Mr.
Warren | felt the same confidence for another reason. Y ou are clean, and I've liked you. I've seen you
sengitive and sympathetic. | knew you would respond to me.”

Heturned his head and watched for amoment the cord of blood arcing dightly from hiswrig. It was
thinner now. He amiled, ever sofaintly. "1 think | fed alittlewesk," he said.

Time passed. He brooded. Suddenly he cried, "Oh, how | wish | could talk normally with you! |
know it could be done, but | don't daretry. | have been lucky enough. . . . Answer me, Dr. Whitman.
Search your mind and answer truly. Did you ever suspect that | hypnotized you?”'

"No," wasthereply; "but there was one session a which | couldn't account for my time."

The man who was dying smiled alittle. After amoment he turned to me.

"Didyou find my brother like—this?' heasked. "Yes" | sad.

"Which arm did he use?*

"The other one. Theright."

"Wewere mirror-image twins," Inglissaid. "Weare," he corrected. For amoment he was slent; then
he announced quietly, "Now | am redly weeker. . . . Wdll, | shal soon be with him, wherever or
whoever or whatever henow is. . . . | have had atremendous piece of luck in my life: | was one of
identical twins. Y ou who are of single birth are haf missng. For theidentica other is not aseparate
person; heisthe other half of yoursdf. Day by day and side by sde you grow, living extrapolations of al
the million matrices of that first Sngle potent pregnant cdll; but your sumisawaysone. Everything the
other does, you do; every experience you have, he shares. Heis dways there to play with, to associate
with; what he thinks, you think, and what you fed he respondsto in phase. Y our pleasures, problems,
friends, worlds, are dike. And to one person, at least, you are dwaysimportant. Y ou live together en
rapport.

"But how much extra so this was with Robert and me, with our paranorma powers! Even when
gpart, consonance was continuous!

"We continued to deviate from the norma throughout life. By the nature of angles, as children we
were not deviated far; but aswe grew older our psyschic peculiarity made usincreasingly two fresks and
midfits; but ours was the same deviation; we were aike; John plus Robert equaled one. That fine thing we
hed.

"Our paranorma powers were atremendous burden. We were sensitive, but much too sensitive. The
normd person liveswithin ashdl which gives ameasure of protection from the disharmonic waves of the
psychic Mother Ocean; we seemed to lack that shell. We could be bruised by alook, wounded by a
thought; we could be lifted and tossed and battered and half-drowned in the great swells and riptides of
anima emotion from the great submerged herd. With increasing divergence we more and more sought
quiet and seclusion. For yearsit was gladly we lived; but now, | assure you, | am not sorry to die. . . .
Whenl say'l,' | say 'we.""

Inglis brooded. Now his hand hung limp, and the inexorable red cord depended from the lithe fingers.
He watched it. From timeto timeit broke, to instantly re-form with alittle sound—pip. He said:

"Wonderfully, the body is mobilizing to defend itsintegrity. It will fail. Two quarts of my lifeare gone.
... | am very much wesker. . . . | fed at peace now, my dear old master. Can't you be glad for me?
Peace for the first time—thefirst timein such along time. I's peace an effect of weakness? Oh,
definitions! I'm sure that half the troubles of the race of men are semantic ones!

"l wishwecould redly tak . . .



"It is so peaceful and lovely. Just think, there are people who can fed thisway once aweek. For a
week | wasin torture, and now, with letting of alittle blood, | am at peace. What was my torture of the
past week? | dmogt forget. There was amessage. | thought | was intercepting, or being sent, amessage.
Confident, | brought you here, to witness the great Change. But | sink dowly into peace, while you
remain behind with anew distress. Forgive me! | had thought there might be amessage; it seemed 0
important; but | only subside. . . .

"| shall be with Robert soon. Wherever and whoever and whatever he now is. The Changeis
coming. and | shall know. . . . Thegreat Change. . . . | havekilled many insects; | have seen ahundred
cockroaches die; they cameto know, and now | shal know. Life: they had it: | still for amoment haveit.
What isthe difference between a cockroach and a man? | know thereisone or so, but | no longer can
see such little things. W e both live, and then we die. Are there separate hereefters for cockroach and
man? How can it be thought so! Where in the series does aman start being something specid, to ratea
speciad hereafter? Has the cockroach a soul? No. An gpe? No. A man-ape? No. An ape-man? Maybe.
But aman, yes! Oh human vanity, what quibbling! Expertsin the unknowable are agreed that at some
arcanic point between cockroach and man there appeared anew, tremendoudy vauable
ticket—something entitling the accredited bearer to areserved seat in human heaven; gpes and
cockroaches not admitted. | don't want to go to such aplace... ."

Inglis head had for some time been lowering. Now it was low indeed; but from hiswords he did not
appear to be aware how weak he had become. He was pausing not only between sentences, now, but
sometimes between phrases. More often the red cord was breaking and re-forming with the little pip. |
could not see how much of Inglis life wasin the basin, but he seemed far from unconsciousness. His head
was lowered, but his eyes were open and still held forward.

"I anfaint,” hesaid suddenly. ". . . Therewasto have been amessage. | did think so.. . . or wasit
only ahope?'

THERE WAS A SILENCE. He seemed to rouse alittle. His voice now was quite low, and the
pauses longer.

"It isinconceivable. A man dies unexpectedly in London, and at the moment of death he appearsto
hiswifein New Y ork. Rapport in life, communication at deeth. . . . My brother, only afew blocks avay.
... What forceisthis? How could | state where those artifacts were, buried twelve thousand years,
entombed in awilderness under twenty feet of earth? But they dug, and they found them, and they were
as| had said. | did not vison them, | did not fedl anything about them, | just said it; it seemed
appropriate. . . . That manin Mebourne. . . annesa. . . afugue. . . hedidn't himself know who he was,
but | spoke his name and around the world they found him. How isthis?. . . | havelived in an ocean of
consciousness. Or isit an ocean of awareness? No more definitions. It isan ocean of awareness
shimmering, pulsing with intelligence, inductably interwoven, eonsthick. Look upon the unthinkable
distances between the universes. What lies beyond? The astronomers say there are abillion Earths, each
teeming with itsvarious life. Here we have cockroaches and human beings and apes and bacteria; but
what are the creatures of the other Earths? They live. Our experts seem unaware of this and haven't got
around to denying them a hereafter; but they are there—different, bizarre, dive. So very very many of
them will be lifeforms superior to ours.

"Lifeforms—what doesthat mean?Life. . . . It may bethat living creatures never will know what life
is, but motion ispart of it. Isthe virus dive? Will it go to virus heaven when it isno longer awhole? There
are not so very many atomsin avirus molecule. They are the same atoms that cooperate to erect an
elephant. Their eectronswhirl, and dl thy piety and al thy wit will not avail to stop them half a second.
Eterndly the dectrons go about their atomic business; | am surethey are dlive, momentoudy aive, until
they meet their opposite charge and themsel ves experience the great Change. | am not thinking absurdly,
my dear friends; it'sjust that | have nothing to spesk with but words. Words. We are dl choked with
words.

"But | can come closeto thetruth. Thereisan infinite and everlasting ocean of Something. In one
manifestation matter gppears, and universes rush away. So radiantly! Out of the radiant energy more



matter gppears and takes its place, and the ultimate universes themsalves dissolve back into energy, or
are remanifested as energy, while the cosmic ocean heaves and shimmers. Y esterday and tomorrow,
today and the light fading from my eyes and the blood out of my veins are one, varioudy manifesting,
clotting and unclotting, seeming to speed and seeming to stand ill. It isaOne with aspectsthat our eyes
see as changes, differences and changes, and somewherein it, the ultimate miracle, there liesthe
possibility of love and kindness. Y es, the atom contains the capacity to be kind. Better, the atom in one
aspect iskind. . .."

He stopped speaking, but his voice, edged with hoarseness from his speaking, still seemed to echo
through the room. Now only dropswerefdling. Only their pip could be heard.

For along time the silence held, but Ingliswas ill dive. His eyes remained open except for brief
intervals, and his head kept lowering, and he kept bringing it back alittle. | felt that he had spoken hislast
words.

Sowly | watched him weaken. His eyesremained closed for longer periods, his head dropped till
lower, and remained low longer.

But suddenly he spoke again. Head down, eyes closed, he said:

"Forgiveme."

The silence returned, and went on. Occasiondly, very infrequently now, therewasthe pip of afdling
drop. Ever sofaintly | heard the noises of the greet city around us: an attenuated clatter, the vibration
from apassing truck, the faint tear of ajet planefar in the sky. We sat unmoving; s, | think, unable to
move. And time passed. And the dripping ceased.

At some point | noticed that Inglis had raised his head. Just the least bit. And his eyes were open.
Sowly hishead continued to raise alittle more, and asit did his eyesfixed on apoint low on the opposite
wall. As his head raised the eye focus shortened, until he seemed to belooking at something at aplacein
theair only afew feet in front of him, alittle off the floor. My flesh cregped.

Inglis bloodshot eyes watched that place asif it were the only thing in the universe. Back and forth
between his eyes and that vacant place my own eyestraveled, while unknown forces crackled and
prickled through my every cell. Inglisroused greatly. He turned to usand cried in triumph, "Y ou see?’

| saw nothing.

Again hiseyeswere back on that vacant place. Again he turned to us and cried, "Do you hear?' But
| heard nothing.

"It'sthe messagel —clear at lagt!" he cried. "They've come! They'rein the streets! They're not
unfriendly! They're different, but not inferior! Be kind! Do not kill them! Do not kill them!™

These were the last words. He panted; for amoment his eyes held on the vacant place near the floor;
then dowly his head dropped to his breast, lower and lower, while his eyes moved upward, ill holding
on that vacant place, and holding there until the end.

Hiseyesdid not close. He sat there, chin on his chest. For along time | watched him, and then | got
to my feet and bent low over him, close, so close to that wonderful tortured head. Dr. Whitman was
there by my side.

| closed hiseyes.

Dr. Whitman said, "With blood | could pull him back. Given five minutes| could till save his body,
but hismind would hegone. . .

| stood there resonating on a higher plane of awareness. And then | heard aclick behind me. |
turned. Willie was there. He was holding a camera. He had entered and taken apicture.

| hit him. | hit him hard. | took the cameraand smashed it againgt thewadll. | ran out to the street. My
car was there, and near it apolice car, but both were enclosed in an excited shoving crowd of truckmen.
| jumped into my car, started the engine and inched forward. Reluctantly the excited men made way. |
streaked through the dusk for the office.

The Crestures had come! 1'd seen one! It had fat, curly barbels! | saw it through the legs of the men!



The men were poking the Creature with sticks!

| poured my story into the city editor's ears. He sat in the midst of chaos. He could hardly have
understood my words, but he understood my emotion and waved me to my desk.

Now | havewritten it. Here is the message! Hear it, everybody—hear it! The Creatures have
come! They're not unfriendly! They are different, but not inferior! Restrain yourselves! Be kind! Do
not kill them! Do not kill them! Do not kill them!



