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* * *

"Therésthisplace| know," he said, perching himself on the corner of the desk, "Out past the
Bannersburg landfill, near where the sheriff dumped al the confiscated booze from those moonshinerslast
year, that | vist when | need cheering up.”

Shelooked up him, startled, and then grimaced. "It's that obvious?"

"Yup." Hesmiled.

She sghed.

Hissmile vanished. "Or if you'd rather just talk about it..."

She shook her head. "No," she said, "I tried that, with Angie-- you know her, my agpartment-mate,
don't you? Wdll, anyway, | talked to her, and it didn't do any good.”

"So what isit that's bothering you, anyway, if you don't mind my asking?'

"That's the thing-- maybe that'swhy talking didn't work. | don‘tknow what itis. | just fed likemy life...
| don't know, likeit's not going anywhere, or maybeit's... oh, hdl."

He nodded. "Wéll, this place | mentioned isalot chegper than ashrink, and it's safer than drugs, care
togiveitashot?'

"Where did you say?'

"Near Bannersburg. It's about haf amile past the landfill."

"What, isit agrest view, or something? That's getting up in the hills, right?"

"Kind of. Theview-- wdll, therésaview, but it'snot just that. It'shard to explain; it just seemslikea
place where you can dump your problems and worries and forget them."

She eyed him suspicioudy. "And | suppose you were figuring you could drive me up there, to this
place in the middle of nowhere, just the two of usfor alook at this romantic scenery?

He put ahand on his chest, fingers spread. " Me?' hesaid, "Would | try something like that?"

"Yes." She nodded emphaticaly.

Helaughed. "True-- and if that's what would cheer you up, Suze, I'd be glad to oblige. But honestly, it
wasn't what | had in mind. Look, | can give you directions and you can drive up by yoursdlf, or we can
bring a ong a chaperone, or make aparty of it."

"Redlly?' She studied hisface, and saw nothing hidden there, no trace of sarcasm or spite or even
lechery.

"Why are you telling methis, Paul?" she asked.

He shrugged. "Just trying to help out afellow human being.”

"That'sit?'

He smiled crookedly. "Well, maybe | do have an ulterior motive-- but I'm not going to tell you what it
isuntil after you've seen the place.”

She stared up at him for amoment, then said, "All right, you're on. But well bring Angie.”

* * *

Angielooked out the car window and pronounced, "Y uck."
Paul laughed. "That'sthe landfill," he sad.



"That'sadump,” Angiesaid. "l don't care what they call it, it'sadump. They were dumpswhen | was
akid, and changing the name doesn't change the fact that they're fill dumps.”

"They plow ‘em under now, though,” Paul pointed out. "I1t's more sanitary. The stuff doesn't just Sit
there collecting vermin.”

"Whatever, it'sstill adump, and it'sugly.”

"Never said it wasn't.” He glanced at Suze, and his expression dimmed; she wasn't laughing. Shewas
gtaring dully out the window on the other side, watching the passing trees.

"There's nothing wrong with dumps," he said. "Gotta put al the trash somewhere, don't you?"

Angie snorted. "Dumps make me sick,” she said. "When | was akid, my uncle Bert used to hang
around the town dump-- he/d shoot rats there, they paid him a bounty, maybe a quarter each, which was
hardly worth the bullet. He thought it was fun, though, and held pick through al the stuff and sometimes
he'd bring home some of it. Old magazines, and sometimes books, and machinery parts-- he used to fix
my mother'swashing machine, and | don't think he ever in hislife paid for parts. And people throw away
the damnedest things.”

"Doesn't sound so bad,” Paul said.

"Yeah, it was-- everything he brought in stank. He stank. And he wasfilthy, dways. | can till seehim
standing there, holding up abunch of mangled ratsby their tails...”

"W, there probably aren't any ratsin the landfill back there, anyway," Paul said. "That'swhy they
bury it dl now, so ratswon't get in there.”

"'Course, that means nobody can pick through it, either,” Angie pointed out. "Uncle Bert would lose
out both ways-- if he hadn't drunk himself to death ten years ago.”

Paul shrugged. "I guess hewould,” he agreed. He shook his head. " And people throw away the
damnedest things. "

A moment later they turned off the main road-- which wasn't exactly ahighway to begin with-- onto a
narrow strip of dirt. Angie started away from the window as they passed within inches of thetree
branches on ether side.

"Shit," shesad, ™Y ou sure you know where you're going?'

"“I'm sure,” Paul told her.

About aquarter mile from the road the car suddenly emerged into sunlight; Paul brought it to a stop
and killed the engine. "Everybody out," he announced, "Were here.”

Angielegpt out and looked around; Suze didn't move until Paul came around the car and opened her
door.

She looked up at him, then reluctantly climbed out.

Thethree of them stood in astrip of grassy meadow atop asmal ridge. Behind them were the woods,
all secondary growth and brambly underbrush; ahead of them the land dropped off abruptly, asteep
dope of bare earth and tuffets, perhaps fifteen or twenty feet high. Grass and wildflowersfilled the gap
between trees and drop, which varied from about adozen feet in width to as much asforty.

At thefoot of the dope the scrub forest gradually resumed, starting with grass and weeds, graduating
through thorns and briars to bushes, afew browning evergreens, and findly to crowded, unhealthy maple
and ash.

Suze looked around, appalled.

"Thisisyour great scenic Spot?' she demanded.

Angie sad, "Looks morelike Uncle Bert's old hang-out, only without the trash. They'd throw it all
down the dope and let it pile up at the bottom."

"Hey, | said it wasn't the view that mattered-- though I'd like to point out that you can see Sugarloaf if
you look over that way." He pointed to the distant mountain, ablue lump on the horizon.

"So what isit, then?" Suze asked.

"Come here, and I'll show you," Paul told her, marching up to the very brink and beckoning her
forward.

Sowly, rductantly, she gpproached.

"Comeon," hesad, "I'm not going to push you over or anything.”



Both women came up to stand beside him.

"Now," hesaid, "L ook down the dope and tell me what you see."

Obediently, the two peered over the edge.

"Nuthin'," Angietold him.

Suze blinked.

"Not even abeer can, right?" Paul asked.

"I don't know," Suze said. "It's... | don't see anything, but itfedls like there's something down there."

Paul nodded.

"Okay, Suze," hesad, "1 want you to take al that anger and depression and whatever it isthat's got
your spirit so weighed down lately, and | want you to gather it al up into abig lump and throw it down
there”

Sheturned to stare a him. "What?"

"Likeavisudization exercise" he said. "Like in meditation, or biofeedback, or something. Just
concentrate on it, think of it asif it were ared, tangible thing, and throw it down there.”

Suze hesitated.

"Oh, go ahead,” Angiesaid. "Can't hurt to try."

"All right.”

She concentrated. She thought of the gloom as abig gray something that had hung down over her, and
suddenly she could see it, she could seethis dark, foul thing, haf cloud, half dime, that was covering her,
and she reached up with both hands and heaved it up, revolted by the fed of it, heaved it up and flung it
out over the brink. It fell, streaming grayish gunk that settled after it in anoisome, clinging cloud.

And suddenly she felt better than she had in weeks.

She blinked, and redlized that the day was warm and sunny, that even though the trees down there
werethin, their leaves were green and bright, the sunlight golden on the ground. The wildflowers on the
ridgetop were cheerful, like a scattering of children's drawings. A monarch butterfly wasvividly orange as
it fluttered from one blossom to the next.

"Wow," shesaid.

Angielooked at her, startled.

Paul grinned. "Worked, huh?"

"How did you do that?" Suze demanded-- but she wasn't angry; she felt too good to be angry. She
wasjust curious.

"1 didn't do anything,” Paul told her. " Youdid."

"Comeon," Suzeingsted, grinning.

"No, redly! Or redly, it'sthis place that did it. Take alook over the Side, there-- carefully.”

A bit doubtful, Suze approached the edge as closaly as she dared and looked down.

"What am | supposed to see?' she asked.

Angie, besde her, said, "I don't see adamn thing but rocks and dirt.”

"Suze" Paul said, "Try to seethat bad mood you threw down there."

" won't get it back, will 17" she asked, with just the faintest trace of apprehension.

"No, no, of course not!"

She glanced at him, then stared back down the dope, trying to recal what that gray squirming mess
had looked like...

And thereit was.

And there was a great deal more.

She saw, faintly but definitely, gray and black and sick brown and bilious green and hot red, and gray
and more gray. The dope was covered with the stuff, with oozing blobs and barbed chunksand a
hundred other hazy, intangible shapes.

"Oh my God," she breathed.

"People throw away the damnedest things, don't they?" Paul asked her, grinning.

"What?' Angie shouted, "What isit? What's down there?'

"What is dl that stuff, Paul?' Suze asked.



"Well," hesaid, pointing, "That spiky reddish thing isthat bout of bad temper | had last summer and
just couldn't get rid of. The dark oily thing thereis from when my mother was thinking about suicide-- |
brought her out here. But most of them | don't know; they were here before | ever saw the place.”

Angie was garing a him, he redized. She probably thought it was ajoke, he told himself.

"I learned about it from my grandfather,”" Paul explained, "And he claimed to have heard about it from
an old Indian who said this was the place where men could come and leave whatever evil spiritswere
troubling them. Granddad cdled it the pirit dump.”

"l never believed in any of that stuff,” Suze said, till staring down the dope.

Paul shrugged. "I don't know if it'sevil spirits, or if it's something in the air here, or magnetic fields, or
maybeit'sal halucinations; | just knew that it worked for me, and that it seemed to work for my mother,
and Granddad said it worked for him. And | wanted to seeif it would work for everybody, or if maybe it
wasjust my family-- or just my imagination. And when you'd been in afunk for the past week | figured it
was achanceto find out."

"What are you looking at, Suze?' Angie demanded. "Ain't nothin' down there!™

Suze shuddered. "All that stuff..." she murmured. She stepped back from the edge.

"Let'sget back inthe car,” shesad. "I'll tell you about it later.”

Paul st at his desk, tapping apencil on the blotter as he watched Suze taking brightly to Roger and
Amy. Hefrowned.

He hadn't told her to keep the spirit dump secret; he hadn't thought it was necessary. He didn't
supposeit could redly hurt if more people found out about it; after dl, from the amount of stuff
accumulated there dready, plenty of people had known about it over the years.

Stll, it bothered him. Suze was practically advertising the place, like amissionary seeking converts.
Roger and Amy werejust the latest in along series.

But then, why shouldn't she prosdlytize? What could happen? Was he afraid that the magic would get
used up somehow?

Maybe that wasit.

Or maybe he was just being sdfish; he had thiswonderful cure-all, and he was being asked to shareit,
and hewanted it dl for himsdlf.

Maybe that wasit. He tapped harder.

When the pencil broke he went back to his paperwork.

* * *

By the end of the second week his agitation had reached such alevel that it wasinterfering with his
work, with hisdriving, with everything.

Obvioudy, the thing to do wasto drive out to the spirit dump and chuck hisworry over the cliff. That
would prove that the place still worked, for onething.

So, Saturday morning, he headed out past the Bannersburg landfill.

Therewere fresh tire tracks at the turn-off, severa of them. He realized he had a headache.

Along the narrow access road a tree-branch snapped off against his window, the broken end dragging
acrossthe sde of hiscar, and his head began pounding.

And when he reached the strip of meadow and found a Chryder mini-van haf-blocking his path, so
that he had to steer carefully between itsrear bumper and the treesin order to get out into the clearing,
the headache was unbearable. Enraged, he climbed out and shouted.

Faces turned toward him, half a dozen faces- people he didn't even know. He marched out toward
them.

"Hey, Paul," someone cdled.

Paul followed the voice and spotted Roger. "What are you doing here?" he demanded.

Roger grinned at him and shrugged. " Suze told us about this place," he said, " So we thought we'd
check it out."



Paul stared a him for amoment, then stamped on up to the edge of the cliff and peered over, forcing
himself to not just look, but to see.

Themass of spiritua debrislay upon the barren dope, stretching ahundred yardsin either direction,
but with the largest concentration directly below him. And there were dozens of new additionssince his
last vigit-- mogt of them smdl, most of them thin and gray and rdatively harmless-|ooking, but still,dozens
. More, he thought, than had been added in al the years he had been coming here.

"What have you been throwing down there?' he bellowed.

"Nothing much,” someone answered.

"A hangover," someone else said, evoking laughter from two or three others. Paul saw that it was one
of the strangers, abig, overweight man with ragged black hair. He was holding an open can of besr.

"A hangover ? For Christ's sake, ahangover goes away by itsdlf!”

"Yeah, wdl, I'd rather have it doing it down there than in me," the fat man retorted.

"And how do you know it will? Maybeitll just Sit down there and fester!" Paul shouted.

"So what?'

"So d'you want thisto fill up? What happens then?”

The fat man shrugged.

"Damn it, you get down there and get that hangover back!" Paul ordered.

Thefat man snorted. "You're crazy,” he sad.

"Get down therel "

"Makeme."

Paul charged.

Thefat man sdestepped and swung an arm to fend off his attacker; Paul, half-blind with fury and the
pain of his headache, sumbled directly into the blow.

At first he didn't know what had happened; he knew he wasfdling, that the grass had gone out from
underneath hisfeet, but he thought he would land on his back on the meadow.

Then heredlized that it was taking too long, and an instant later he dammed backward into the bare
dirt and rolled, involuntarily.

Hetried to catch himself, but al he managed to do wasto turn hisroll into adide; he till wound up at
the bottom of the dope.

At the bottom of the dope, and underneath the contents of the dump.

Despair washed over him, thick gray drowning despair, as he lay on hisback, trying to gather his
senses. He stared up at a sky gone the color of mud and a sun gone dim and brown, and the futility of it
al filled him, pressed down on him. Simply to bresthe took an effort, and it was horribly tempting to just
stop, to let his breath out and forget to take another...

He reached up and pushed the thing off him, and the sun was bright again, the sky blue. His head il
hurt, and one foot stung oddly, but the suffocating hopel essness was gone.

Whoever had thrown that down here, he thought, had done the right thing.

Helooked around. He was Sitting on the bare dirt, near the bottom of the dope, and al around him
were the vague, indistinct shapes and colors of the dump's contents. Above, at the top of the dope,
Roger and haf a dozen strangers were staring worriedly down at him.

It didn't look like aparticularly difficult climb-- except that it went right through the center of the
dump.

Frowning, helooked around. Could he go down the dope the rest of the way, and around?

No; the dump extended well past him, down to the trees, dmost as great a distance as that to the
meadow atop the ridge. And the walk around either end would be a good, long one, from the look of it.

So hewould just have to climb straight up the dope.

"Areyou dl right?' Roger cdled.

"I'm okay," Paul called back.

"Can you get back up?'

"Sure," he said. He got to hisfeet-- or tried to.

There was something clinging to one leg, something sharp and rusty brown, something that stung, that



seemed to twang every nerve and tendon in his ankle. He winced, reached down, and plucked it off.

It burned his hand, and he flung it quickly aside.

Then he started climbing.

He knew, from hisvery first step, that he was going to be wading through decades, maybe centuries of
accumulated psychic detritus; hetried to brace himsdlf for it, but heredly didn't know how. Nothing he
had ever done had prepared him for something like this.

A green likerotting cheese roiled up hisleg, and arush of envy swept over him. Roger was safe up
there, the smug bastard...

Hetore the envy away and took another step, and arush of guilt flooded him-- how could he think ill
of Roger, who hadn't meant any harm?

He hesitated with that one, and tried an experiment. He reached down and tore off afew fragments--
just little ones, like sickly, gray-black cottonbdls.

He hadn't been sure it was possible, but in fact it was easy; easier, he thought, than it should have
been. He was sure he was doing something wrong here, that thiswasimmora somehow, but he forced
himsdf.

He collected about a dozen pieces, then wadded them up and stuffed them in his pocket.

He knew he shouldn't bedoing it, it was aredlly terribleidea...

Then his hand came out of his pocket and he smiled; the ideano longer troubled him at al.

"What are you doing there, Paul?' Roger caled.

Paul had just tried to squeeze between two very large, nasty-looking things, and in doing so had run
hisleg right onto a hot red spike of anger. He snapped his head up and glared at Roger.

"Wheat the hell doesit look like I'm doing?" he bellowed. "Fat |ot of help you are!™

He shook hisleg free of the bad temper and took another step.

Thiswasreally very boring. Tiresome. Maybe he should just settle down somewhere and rest until it
got more interesting. Climbing up the dope wasn't any fun...

He waded on, through depression, ennui, anger, envy, guilt, shame, greed-- and some surprises.

Lugt, for one. That, he thought, was probably arelic of amore straitlaced era. It was dl he could do to
keep hishands out of his pants until he had scrambled up past it.

And pride. Sinful pride, ahuge, seething mass of it. He wondered if whoever dumped it had kept any;
the sheer quantity was amazing.

Maybe it had grown, since being dumped. Could it do that?

Any number of questions piled into hismind, and he redlized held stepped on alump of curiosity. He
kicked it aside, and lost his balance. He put out an arm to catch himsdif.

And mindless panic swept over him, abject terror. He froze.

Hewas near the top, but suddenly he was scared to go any farther.

"Paul ?"

Helooked up, and Roger's face was there, hanging above him like some looming horror about to
pounce. The dirt was soft and crumbling beneath him; & any moment, he knew he would plummet back
down the dope, he would break his neck against one of those trees at the bottom, hed dash himsdlf on
the thorns and lie there bleeding and crippled, and Roger would just laugh, Roger had planned it all, the
wholething, hed put Suze up to it, her depression wasn't red at dll.

They weredl init.

He dtarted to take a step back down the dope, away from his enemy up there, that monster that had
pretended to be afriend, that had lured him into thistrap.

Mongter-- that was it. Roger wasn't human at all. He was some kind of demon. He'd planned it all,
he'd probably created the spirit dump in the first place just to trap people. He lured his prey out here with
his phony cures, then trapped them in the dump where he could torture them, where he could suck out
their souls, where he could blind them with thorns and let flies drink the blood and...

If he stepped back, that might be what the fiend wanted. There could be barbed meta spikesthere,
spring-loaded spears that would thrust up into hisbelly, hisgroin. They'd missed him thefirst time, but
now the Roger-thing was trying to drive him back to where the traps, the other monsters, were waiting.



Little thingswith teeth and claws and shining bright eyes-- he could dmost see them, behind him, on
either Sde, everywhere.

Hedidn't dare move.

But he didn't dare stay where he was, either. He began trembling, not merely with fear, but ashe
struggled with himsdlf over what to do.

He knew he could never defeat the monsters-- not just the Roger-thing, but al the others that must be
lurking up there out of sight, that had been hiding in among the trees. But maybe he could at least try,
maybe somebody would hear his screams as he tried to escape and they brought him down, fangs and
claws and sharp sted blades gleaming.

He lunged forward, and the fear lost its grip. He sprawled on the dope, his hand reaching the grass at
the top of the dliff, hisface faling smack into the hangover that someone had thrown down just moments
earlier. Theworld spun, his head throbbed, Roger's shuffling footsteps were like huge grating sandpaper
sounds, like fingernails on a blackboard, but at least he wasn't terrified anymore.

Just nauseated.

Then someone had hold of hisarm, and he was being pulled up, and he reluctantly managed to get his
feet under him and clamber up the last few feet onto the meadow. The hangover came with him, and he
blinked owlishly at hisrescuers. Thelight hurt his eyes.

"Areyou dl right?" someone asked. He winced.

"Don't shout," he whispered.

Someone giggled. "1 think he got my hangover,” he said.

Paul nodded, then winced again as the movement made his headache worse. When the others
released his arms he sank down to Sit cross-legged on the grass, where he gradually managed to pry the
hangover, bit by bit, out of his head and guit.

When hefinaly flung it back over thesideit was asif the sun had burst through storm clouds, and he
took adeep, gasping breath in relief.

Then he sat for amoment, gathering histhoughts, asthe others al huddled about him. He stuck ahand
in his pocket and pulled out alittle wad of guilt.

Hefelt bad about what he was about to do-- but he told himsdlf that was just the guilt, he didn't et it
stop him.

"Givemeahand," he said, reaching out.

Two people took his hands, one on each side, to help him up; when he was upright he made sure to
leavealittle bit of guilt with each of them.

A little guilt never hurt anybody.

"Roger," he said, after quickly dipping his hand back in his pocket, "Thanks for pulling me up." He
reached out to shake hands.

Roger, abit reluctantly, shook, and took alittle guilt away with him.

Two others were clapped on the back.

Thelast of the group he didn't bother with; the poor woman looked guilty enough aready. And he il
had afair-sized lump in his pocket that would come in handy when he talked to Suze on Monday and
asked her to stop broadcasting about the place. He wasn't sure how he would store it that long, but he
was sure he could manageit.

"Bet you're glad to be out of there," someone said. "I'm redlly sorry if we caused you trouble.”

"It'snothing," Paul said, "Redlly."

"Yeah, wel," Roger said, "I wouldn't want to go down there! We could see your face-- it looked
awful."

"It wasn't so bad," Paul insisted.

"I'll bet you wouldn't want to do it again!™

"Oh, I don't know," Paul said, looking back, remembering lust, and pride, and the wad of guilt, and
thinking of Angie'sgood old Uncle Bert. " People throw away the damnedest things.”
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