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1- Death Ship

Mason saw it first.

Hewas stting in front of the lateral viewer taking notes as the ship cruised over the new planet. His
pen moved quickly over the graph-spaced chart he held before him. In alittle while they’ d land and teke
specimens. Minera, vegetable, animd-if there were any. Put them in the storage lockers and take them
back to Earth. There the technicians would evaluate, appraise, judge. And, if everything was acceptable,
stamp the big, black INHABITABLE on their brief and open another planet for colonization from
overcrowded Earth.

Mason was jotting down items about generd topography when the glitter caught his eye.

“l saw something,” he said.

Heflicked the viewer to reverselensing position.

“Saw what?’ Ross asked from the control board.

“Didn’'t you seeaflash?’

Ross looked into his own screen.

“We went over alake, you know,” he said.

“No, it wasn't that,” Mason said. “ Thiswasin that clearing beside the lake.”

“I'll look,” said Ross, “but it probably wasthe lake.”

Hisfingerstyped out acommand on the board and the big ship whedled around in a smooth arc and
headed back.

“Keep your eyes open now,” Ross said. “Make sure. We haven't got any time to waste.”

“Yesdr.”

Mason kept his unblinking gaze on the viewer, watching the earth below move past likeadowly rolled
tapestry of woods and fields and rivers. He was thinking, in spite of himsdlf, that maybe the moment had
arrived at last. The moment in which Earthmen would come upon life beyond Earth, arace evolved from
other cells and other muds. It was an exciting thought. 1997 might be the year. And he and Ross and
Carter might now beriding anew Santa Maria of discovery, aslvery, bulleted galeon of space.

“Therel” hesad. “Thereitig”

Helooked over at Ross. The captain was gazing into hisviewer plate. His face bore the expression
Mason knew well. A look of smug andysis, of impending decison.

“What do you think it iS?” Mason asked, playing the strings of vanity in his captain.

“Might be aship, might not be,” pronounced Ross.

Well, for God's sake, let’s go down and see, Mason wanted to say, but knew he couldn’t. It would
have to be Ross s decision. Otherwise they might not even stop.

“I guessit’snothing,” he prodded.

He watched Ross impatiently, watched the stubby fingersflick buttonsfor the viewer. “We might
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stop,” Ross said. “We have to take samples anyway. Only thing I’m afraid of is... “

He shook his head. Land, man! The words bubbled up in Mason’sthroat. For God's sake, let’sgo
down!

Ross evaluated. Histhickish lips pressed together appraisingly. Mason held his bregth.

Then Ross s head bobbed once in that curt movement which indicated consummeated decision. Mason
breathed again. He watched the captain spin, push and twist dids. Felt the ship begin itstilt to upright
position. Felt the cabin shuddering dightly asthe gyroscope kept it on an even kedl. Thesky did a
ninety-degree turn, clouds appeared through the thick ports. Then the ship was pointed at the planet’s
sun and Ross switched off the cruising engines. The ship hesitated, suspended a split second, then began
dropping toward the earth.

“Hey, we sttin’ down adready?”’

Mickey Carter looked at them questioningly from the port door that led to the storage lockers. He
was rubbing greasy hands over his green jumper legs.

“We saw something down there,” Mason said.

“Nokiddin’,” Mickey said, coming over to Mason’'sviewer. “Let’ssee.”

Mason flicked on therear lens. The two of them watched the planet billowing up a them.

“I don’'t know whether you can... oh, yes, thereitis,” Mason said. He looked over at Ross.

“Two degreeseast,” he said.

Rosstwisted adia and the ship then changed its downward movement dightly.

“What do you think it is?” Mickey asked.

“Hey!”

Mickey looked into the viewer with even greater interest. His wide eyes examined the shiny speck
enlarging on the screen.

“Could beaship,” hesaid. “Could be.”

Then he stood there slently, behind Mason, watching the earth rushing up.

“Reactors,” said Mason.

Ross jabbed efficiently at the button and the ship’s engines spouted out their flaming gases. Speed
decreased. The rocket eased down on itsroaring fire jets. Ross guided.

“What do you think it is?” Mickey asked Mason.

“I don’'t know,” Mason answered. “But if it saship,” he added, haf wishfully thinking, “1 don't see
how it could possibly be from Earth. We ve got thisrun dl to oursalves.”

“Maybethey got off course,” Mickey dampened without knowing.

Mason shrugged. “1 doubt it,” he said.

“What if itisaship?’ Mickey sad. “Andit’snot ours?’

Mason looked at him and Carter licked hislips.

“Man,” hesaid, “that’d be somethin’.”

“Air spring,” Ross ordered.

Mason threw the switch that set the air spring into operation. The unit which made possible alanding
without then having to stretch out on thick-cushioned couches. They could stand on deck and hardly fedl
the impact. It was an innovation on the newer government ships.

The ship hit onitsrear braces.

There was asensation of jarring, asense of dight bouncing. Then the ship was till, its pointed nose
draight up, glittering brilliantly in the bright sunlight.

“| want usto Stay together,” Ross was saying. “No one takes any risks. That’san order.”

He got up from his seat and pointed at the wall switch that let atmosphere into the smal chamber in the
corner of the cabin.

“Threeto one we need our helmets,” Mickey said to Mason.

“You'reon,” Mason said, setting into play their standing bet about the air or lack of it in every new
planet they found. Mickey always bet on the need for gpparatus. Mason for unaided lung use. Sofar,
they’ d come out about even.

Mason threw the switch, and there was amuffled sound of hissing in the chamber. Mickey got the



helmet from hislocker and dropped it over his head. Then he went through the double doors. Mason
listened to him clamping the doors behind him. He kept wanting to switch on the Sdeviewersand seeif
he could locate what they’ d spotted. But he didn’t. He let himself enjoy the delicate nibbling of suspense.

Through the intercom they heard Mickey’ s voice.

“Removing hdmet,” hesaid.

Silence. They waited. Findly, asound of disgust.

“I loseagain,” Mickey said.

The othersfollowed him out.

“God, did they hit!”

Mickey’ s face had an expression of dismayed shock on it. The three of them stood there on the
greenish-blue grass and looked.

It was aship. Or what was left of aship for, apparently, it had struck the earth at terrible vel ocity,
nosefirgt. The main structure had driven itself about fifteen feet into the hard ground. Jagged pieces of
superstructure had been ripped off by the crash and were lying strewn over thefield. The heavy engines
had been torn loose and nearly crushed the cabin. Everything was deathly silent, and the wreckage was
so complete they could hardly make out what type of ship it was. It was asif some enormous child had
lost fancy with the toy model and had dashed it to earth, stamped on it, banged on it insanely with arock.

Mason shuddered. It had been along time since he' d seen arocket crash. He' d dmost forgotten the
everpresent menace of lost control, of whistling fall through space, of violent impact. Most talk had been
about being logt in an orbit. Thisreminded him of the other threet in his calling. Histhroat moved
unconscioudy as he watched.

Ross was scuffing at achunk of metd at hisfet.

“Can’t tdl much,” hesaid. “But I'd say it’'sour own.”

Mason was about to spesk, then changed his mind.

“From what | can see of that engine up there, I'd say it was ours,” Mickey said.

“Rocket structure might be standard,” Mason heard himself say, “everywhere.”

“Not achance,” Rosssaid. “Thingsdon't work out like that. It'soursal right. Some poor devilsfrom
Earth. Well, at least their death was quick.”

“Wasit?' Mason asked the air, visudizing the crew in their cabin, rooted with fear astheir ship spun
toward earth, maybe straight down like afired cannon shell, maybe end-over-end like a crazy, fluttering
top, the gyroscope trying in vain to keep the cabin dwaysleve.

The screaming, the shouted commands, the exhortations to a heaven they had never seen before, to a
God who might be in another universe. And then the planet rushing up and blasting its hard face against
their ship, crushing them, ripping the breath from their lungs. He shuddered again, thinking of it.

“Let’'stakealook,” Mickey said.

“Not surewe d better,” Ross said. “We say it’ sours. It might not be.”

“Jeez, you don't think anything is<till alivein there, do you?’ Mickey asked the captain.

“Can't say,” Rosssaid.

But they al knew he could see that mangled hulk before him aswell asthey. Nothing could have
survived thet.

Thelook. The pursed lips. Asthey circled the ship. The head movement, unseen by them.

“Let’stry that opening there,” Ross ordered. “ And stay together. We ill have work to do. Only
doing this so we can let the base know which ship thisis.” He had aready decided it was an Earth ship.

They walked up to aspot in the ship’s side where the skin had been laid open aong the welded seam.
A long, thick plate was bent over as easily asaman might bend paper.

“Don't likethis,” Rosssaid. “But | suppose... “

He gestured with his head and Mickey pulled himself up to the opening. He tested each handhold
gingerly, then did on hiswork gloves as he found some sharp edge. He told the other two and they
reached into their jumper pockets. Then Mickey took along step into the dark maw of the ship.

“Hold on, now!” Rosscdled up. “Wait until | get there.”

He pulled himsdlf up, his heavy boot toes scraping up the rocket skin. He went into the hole too.



Mason followed.

It was dark inside the ship. Mason closed his eyes for amoment to adjust to the change. When he
opened them, he saw two bright beams searching up through the twisted tangle of beams and plates. He
pulled out his own flash and flicked it on.

“God, isthisthing wrecked,” Mickey said, awed by the Sght of meta and machinery in violent degth.
His voice echoed dightly through the shell. Then, when the sound ended, an utter stillness descended on
them. They stood in the murky light and Mason could smell the acrid fumes of broken engines.

“Watch the smell, now,” Ross said to Mickey who was reaching up for support. “We don't want to
get oursalves gassed.”

“I'will,” Mickey said. He was climbing up, using one hand to pull histhick, powerful body up dong the
twisted ladder. He played the beam straight up.

“Cabinisal out of shape,” he said, shaking his head.

Rossfollowed him up. Mason waslagt, his flash moving around endlessly over the snapped joints, the
wild jigsaw of destruction that had once been apowerful new ship. He kept hissing in disbelief to himsalf
as his beam came across one violent distortion of metal after another.

“Door’ssedled,” Mickey said, standing on a pretzd-twisted catwalk, bracing himsdlf againgt theinside
rocket wall. He grabbed the handle again and tried to pull it open.

“Givemeyour light,” Ross said. He directed both beams at the door and Mickey tried to drag it open.
Hisface grew red as he struggled. He puffed.

“No,” hesaid, shaking hishead. “It’'s stuck.”

Mason came up beside them. “Maybe the cabin is il pressurized,” he said softly. Hedidn't like the
echoing of hisown voice.

“Doubt it,” Ross said, trying to think. “More than likely the jamb istwisted.” He gestured with his head
agan. “Help Carter.”

Mason grabbed one handle and Mickey the other. Then they braced their feet againgt thewall and
pulled with dl their strength. The door held fast. They shifted their grip, pulled harder.

“Hey, it dipped!” Mickey said. “I think we got it.”

They resumed footing on the tangled catwa k and pulled the door open. The frame was twisted, the
door held in one corner. They could only open it enough to wedge themsalvesin Sdeways.

The cabin was dark as Mason edged in first. He played hislight beam toward the pilot’ s seet. It was
empty. He heard Mickey squeeze in as he moved the light to the navigator’ s seet.

Therewas no navigator’ s seet. The bulkhead had been stovein there, the viewer, the table and the
chair al crushed benesth the bent plates. There was aclicking in Mason’ sthroat as he thought of himsalf
gtting a atable likethat, in achair like that, before a bulkhead like that.

Rosswasin now. The three beams of light searched. They al had to stand, legs spraddled, because
the deck danted.

And theway it danted made Mason think of something. Of shifting weights, of things diding down...

Into the corner where he suddenly played his shaking beam.

And fdt his heart jolt, felt the skin on him crawling, felt hisunblinking eyes saring at the sght. Then felt
his boots thud him down theincline asif he were driven.

“Here,” he said, his voice hoarse with shock.

He stood before the bodies. His foot had bumped into one of them as he held himsalf from going
down any further, as he shifted hisweight on theincline.

Now he heard Mickey’ sfootsteps, hisvoice. A whisper. A bated, horrified whisper.

“Mother of God.”

Nothing from Ross. Nothing from any of them then but stares and shuddering bregths.

Because the twisted bodies on the floor were theirs, dl three of them.

And all three... dead.

* k%



Mason didn’t know how long they stood there, wordlesdy, looking down at the ill, crumpled figures
on the deck.

How does aman react when heis standing over his own corpse? The question plied unconscioudly at
his mind. What does aman say? What are hisfirst wordsto be? A poser, he seemed to sense, aloaded
question.

But it was happening. Here he stood-and there helay dead at his own feet. He felt his hands grow
numb and he rocked unsteadily on the tilted deck.

“God.”

Mickey again. He had hisflash pointed down at his own face. His mouth twitched as he looked. All
three of them had their flash beams directed at their own faces, and the bright ribbons of light connected
their dua bodies.

Finaly Rosstook a shaking breath of the stde cabin air.

“Carter,” hesad, “find the auxiliary light switch, seeif it works” Hisvoice was husky and tightly
restrained.

“Sr?7’

“The light switch-the light switch!” Ross snapped.

Mason and the captain stood there, motionless, as Mickey shuffled up the deck. They heard his boots
kick metallic debris over the deck surface. Mason closed his eyes, but was unable to take hisfoot avay
from whereit pressed againgt the body that was his. He felt bound.

“I don’t understand,” he said to himself.

“Hang on,” Rosssaid.

Mason couldn’t tell whether it was said to encourage him or the captain himself.

Then they heard the emergency generator begin itsinitia whining spin. Thelight flickered, went out.
The generator coughed and began humming and the lights flashed on brightly.

They looked down now. Mickey dipped down the dight deck hill and stood beside them. He stared
down at his own body. Its head was crushed in. Mickey drew back, his mouth abox of unbelieving
terror.

“| don't get it,” hesaid. “I don’t get it. What isthis?’

“Carter,” Rosssaid.

“That's me!” Mickey said. “God, it's me!”

“Hold on!” Ross ordered.

“Thethree of us,” Mason said quietly, “and we' red| dead.”

There seemed nothing to be said. It was a speechless nightmare. Thetilted cabin al bashed in and
tangled. The three corpses al doubled over and tumbled into one corner, arms and legs flopped over
each other. All they could do was stare.

Then Ross said, “ Go get atarp. Both of you.”

Mason turned. Quickly. Glad to fill his mind with smple command. Glad to crowd out tense horror
with activity. He took long steps up the deck. Mickey backed up, unable to take his unblinking gaze off
the heavy-set corpse with the green jumper and the caved-in, bloody head.

Mason dragged a heavy, folded tarp from the storage locker and carried it back into the cabin, legs
and arms moving in robotlike sequence. Hetried to numb hisbrain, not think at al until the first shock
hed dwindled.

Mickey and he opened up the heavy canvas sheet with wooden motions. They tossed it out and the
thick, shiny materia fluttered down over the bodies. It settled, outlining the heads, the torsos, the onearm
that stood up stiffly like a spear, bent over wrist and hand like agridy pennant.

Mason turned away with a shudder. He ssumbled up to the pilot’ s seat and dumped down. He stared
at his outstretched legs, the heavy boots. He reached out and grabbed hisleg and pinched it, feding
amodt rdief at theflaring pain.

“Come away,” he heard Ross saying to Mickey, “I said, come away!”

Helooked down and saw Ross haf dragging Mickey up from a crouching position over the bodies.
He held Mickey’sarm and led him up theincline.



“We'redead,” Mickey said hollowly. “ That's us on the deck. We're dead.”

Ross pushed Mickey up to the cracked port and made him ook out.

“There,” hesaid. “There sour ship over there. Just asweleft it. Thisship isn’t ours. And those bodies.
They... can't be ours”

Hefinished weakly. To aman of his sturdy opinionation, the words sounded flimsy and extravagant.
Histhroat moved, hislower lip pushed out in defiance of thisenigma. Rossdidn’t like enigmas. He stood
for decison and action. He wanted action now.

“Y ou saw yourself down there,” Mason said to him. “ Areyou going to say itisn't you?’

“That' sexactly what I'm saying,” Ross bristled. “ Thismay seem crazy, but there’ s an explanation for
it. Theré san explanation for everything.”

Hisface twitched as he punched his bulky arm.

“Thisisme,” heclamed. “I’'m solid.” He glared a them asif daring opposition. “I’'mdive,” hesad.

They stared blankly at him.

“I don't get it,” Mickey said weakly. He shook his head and his lips drew back over histeeth.

Mason sat limply in the pilot’ s seat. He dmost hoped that Ross s dogmeatism would pull them through
this. That his staunch bias againgt the inexplicable would save the day. He wanted for it to save the day.
Hetried to think for himsalf, but it was so much easier to let the captain decide.

“We'redl dead,” Mickey sad.

“Don’'t beafool!” Rossexclamed. “Fed yoursdf!”

Mason wondered how long it would go on. Actually, he began to expect a sudden awakening, him
jolting to agitting position on his bunk to see the two of them at their tasks as usud, the crazy dream over
and done with.

But the dream went on. He leaned back in the seat and it was a solid seat. From where he sat he
could run hisfingers over solid dids and buttons and switches. All redl. It was no dream. Pinching wasn't
even necessary.

“Maybeit’savison,” hetried, vainly attempting thought, as an animal mired tries hesitant epsto solid
earth.

“That' senough,” Ross said.

Then his eyes narrowed. He looked at them sharply. Hisface mirrored decison. Mason almost felt
anticipation. Hetried to figure out what Ross was working on. Vison? No, it couldn’t be that. Ross
would hold no truck with visions. He noticed Mickey staring open-mouthed a Ross. Mickey wanted the
consoling of smple explanation too.

“Timewarp,” said Ross.

They 4ill gared a him.

“What?" Mason asked.

“Ligten,” Ross punched out his theory. More than histheory, for Ross never bothered with that link in
the chain of calculation. His certainty.

“Space bends,” Ross sad. “ Time and space form a continuum. Right?’

No answer. He didn’t need one.

“Remember they told us oncein training of the possibility of circumnavigating time. They told uswe
could leave Earth at acertain time. And when we came back we' d be back ayear earlier thanwe' d
caculated. Or ayear later.

“Those were just theoriesto the teachers. Well, | say it’ shappened to us. It slogical, it could happen.
We could have passed right through atime warp. W€ re in another gaaxy, maybe different space lines,
maybe different timelines”

He paused for effect.

“| say we'reinthefuture,” he said.

Mason looked at him.

“How doesthat help us?’ he asked. “If you'reright.”

“We're not dead!” Ross seemed surprised that they didn’t get it.

“If it sinthefuture,” Mason said quietly, “then we'regoing to die.”



Ross gaped at him. He hadn’t thought of that. Hadn't thought that hisidea made things even worse.
Because there was only one thing worse than dying. And that was knowing you were going to die. And
where. And how.

Mickey shook his head. His hands fumbled at his sides. He raised one to hislips and chewed
nervoudy on ablackened nall.

“No,” he said weakly, “| don’t get it.”

Ross stood looking at Mason with jaded eyes. He hit hislips, feding nervous with the unknown
crowding himin, holding off the comfort of solid, rationa thinking. He pushed, he shoved it away. He
persevered.

“Ligten,” he said, “we' re agreed that those bodies aren't ours.”

No answer.

“Useyour headd” Ross commanded. “Fed yoursdf!”

Mason ran numbed fingers over hisjumper, hishelmet, the pen in his pocket. He clasped solid hands
of flesh and bone. Helooked at the veinsin hisarms. He pressed an anxious finger to hispulse. It’strue,
he thought. And the thought drove lines of strength back into him. Despite al, despite Ross s desperate
advocacy, hewas aive. Flesh and blood were his evidence.

His mind siwvung open then. His brow furrowed in thought as he straightened up. He saw alook almost
of relief on the face of aweakening Ross.

“All right then,” hesaid, “we' rein thefuture”

Mickey stood tensely by the port. “Where does that leave us?’ he asked.

The words threw Mason back. It wastrue, where did it leave them?

“How do we know how distant afuture?’ he said, adding weight to the depression of Mickey's
words. “How do we know it isn’t in the next twenty minutes?’

Rosstightened. He punched his pam with aresounding smack.

“How do we know?’ he said strongly. “We don’t go up, we can't crash. That’s how we know.”

Mason looked at him.

“Maybeif wewent up,” he said, “we might bypass our death atogether and leaveit in this space-time
system. We could get back to the space-time system of our own galaxy and... “

Hiswordstrailed off. His brain became absorbed with twisting thought.

Ross frowned. He stirred restlessly, licked hislips. What had been smple was now something else
again. He resented the uninvited intrusion of complexity.

“Weredivenow,” hesaid, getting it set in hismind, consolidating assurance with reasonable words,
“and there’ sonly oneway we can stay dive.”

He looked at them, decision reached. “We have to stay here,” he said.

They just looked at him. He wished that one of them, at |east, would agree with him, show some sign
of definitionintheir minds.

“But... what about our orders?” Mason said vaguely.

“Our ordersdon’t tell ustokill ourselves!” Rosssaid. “No, it’ sthe only answer. If we never go up
again, we never crash. We... we avoid it, we prevent it!”

His head jarred once in acurt nod. To Ross, the thing was settled.

Mason shook his head.

“I don’'t know,” hesaid. “I don't... “

“I do,” Ross gtated. “Now let’ s get out of here. This ship is getting on our nerves.”

Mason stood up as the captain gestured toward the door. Mickey started to move, then hesitated. He
looked down at the bodies.

“Shouldn’t we...?’ he dtarted to inquire.

“What, what?’ Ross asked, impatient to leave.

Mickey stared at the bodies. He felt caught up in agreat, bewildering insanity.

“Shouldn’'t we... bury oursalves?’ he said.

Ross swallowed. He would hear no more. He herded them out of the cabin. Then, asthey started
down through the wreckage, helooked in at the door. He looked at the tarpaulin with the jumbled



mound of bodies beneath it. He pressed hislipstogether until they were white.
“I'mdive” hemuttered angrily.
Then heturned out the cabin light with tight, vengeful fingers and lft.

* k%

They all sat in the cabin of their own ship. Ross had ordered food brought out from the lockers, but he
was the only one egting. He ate with a belligerent rotation of hisjaw as though he would grind away al
mystery with histeeth.

Mickey stared at the food.

“How long do we haveto stay?’ he asked, asif hedidn't clearly redlize that they wereto remain
permanently.

Mason took it up. He leaned forward in his seat and looked at Ross.

“How long will our food last?” he said.

“There sediblefood outside, I've no doubt,” Ross said, chewing.

“How will we know which is edible and which is poisonous?’

“WEe |l watch theanimals,” Ross perssted.

“They'readifferent type of life,” Mason said. “What they can eat might be poisonousto us. Besides,
we don't even know if there are any animashere”

Thewords made hislipsraisein abrief, bitter smile. And he d actually been hoping to contact another
people. It was practicaly humorous.

Rossbristled. “WEll... crosseach river aswe cometoit,” he blurted out asif he hoped to smother all
complaint with thisancient homily.

Mason shook hishead. “1 don't know,” he said.

Ross stood up.

“Ligten,” hesaid. “It’ seasy to ask questions. We' ve dl made adecision to stay here. Now let’sdo
some concrete thinking about it. Don't tell me what we can't do. | know that aswell asyou. Tell me
what we can do.”

Then he turned on his hed and stalked over to the control board. He stood there glaring at
blank-faced gauges and diads. He sat down and began scribbling rapidly in hislog asif something of greeat
note had just occurred to him. Later Mason looked at what Ross had written and saw that it wasalong
paragraph which explained in faulty but unyielding logic why they weredl dive.

Mickey got up and sat down on his bunk. He pressed hislarge hands against his temples. He looked
very much like alittle boy who had eaten too many green gpples againgt his mother’ sinjunction and who
feared retribution on both counts. Mason knew what Mickey was thinking. Of that still body with the
skull forced in. Theimage of himsdf brutaly killed in collison. He, Mason, was thinking of the same
thing. And, behavior to the contrary, Ross probably was too.

Mason stood by the port looking out at the silent hulk across the meadow. Darknesswasfaling. The
last rays of the planet’ s sun glinted off the skin of the crashed rocket ship. Mason turned away. He
looked at the outside temperature gauge. Already it was seven degrees and it was till light. Mason
moved the thermostat needle with hisright forefinger.

Heat being used up, he thought. The energy of our grounded ship being used up faster and faster. The
ship drinking its own blood with no possibility of transfusion. Only operation would rechargethe ship’'s
energy system. And they were without motion, trapped and Sationary.

“How long can welast?’ he asked Ross again, refusing to keep silencein the face of the question.
“Wecan't livein thisship indefinitely. Thefood will run out in acouple of months. And along time before
that the charging system will go. The heat will stop. We |l freeze to death.”

“How do we know the outside temperature will freeze us?’ Ross asked, falsdly patient.

“It'sonly sundown,” Mason said, “and dready it’'s... minusthirteen degrees.”

Rosslooked a him sullenly. Then he pushed up from his chair and began pacing.

“If wego up,” hesaid, “werisk... duplicating that ship over there.”



“But would we?” Mason wondered. “We can only die once. It seemswe dready have. Inthisgalaxy.
Maybe aperson can die once in every gaaxy. Maybe that’ s afterlife. Maybe... “

“Areyou through?’ asked Ross coldly.

Mickey looked up.

“Let’'sgo,” hesad. “I don’'t want to hang around here.”

Helooked at Ross.

Rosssaid, “Let’snot stick out our necks before we know what we' re doing. Let’ sthink this out.”

“I have awifel” Mickey said angrily. “ Just because you' re not married-”

“Shut up!” Ross thundered.

Mickey threw himself on the bunk and turned to face the cold bulkhead. Breath shuddered through his
heavy frame. He didn't say anything. Hisfingers opened and closed on the blanket, twisting it, pulling it
out from under hisbody.

Ross paced the deck, abstractedly punching at his palm with ahard fist. Histeeth clicked together, his
head shook as one argument after another fell before his bullheaded determination. He stopped, |ooked
at Mason, then started pacing again. Once he turned on the outside spotlight and looked to make sure it
was not imagination.

The light illumined the broken ship. It glowed strangely, like ahuge, broken tombstone. Ross snapped
off the spotlight with a soundless snarl. He turned to face them. His broad chest rose and fell heavily as
he breathed.

“All right,” hesaid. “It's your livestoo. | can't decidefor al of us. We Il hand vote on it. That thing
out there may be something entirely different from what we think. If you two think it' sworth therisk of
our livestogo up, we'll... goup.”

He shrugged. “Vote,” hesaid. “1 say we Stay here.”

“I say we go,” Mason said.

They looked at Mickey.

“Carter,” said Ross, “what’ s your vote?’

Mickey looked over his shoulder with bleak eyes.

“Vote,” Rosssaid.

“Up,” Mickey said. “Take usup. I'd rather diethan stay here.”

Ross sthroat moved. Then he took a deep breath and squared his shoulders.

“All right,” he said quietly. “We ll go up.”

“God have mercy on us,” Mickey muttered as Ross went quickly to the control board.

The captain hesitated a moment. Then he threw switches. The great ship began shuddering as gases
ignited and began to pour like channeled lightning from the rear vents. The sound was amost soothing to
Mason. He didn't care any more; he waswilling, like Mickey, to take a chance. It had only been afew
hours. It had seemed like ayear. Minutes had dragged, each one weighted with oppressive recollections.
Of the bodies they’ d seen, of the shattered rocket-even more of the Earth they would never see, of
parents and wives and sweethearts and children. Lost to their sight forever. No, it wasfar better totry to
get back. Sitting and waiting was dways the hardest thing for aman to do. He was no longer conditioned
forit.

Mason sat down at his board. He waited tensely. He heard Mickey jump up and move over to the
engine control board.

“I"'m going to take us up easy,” Ross said to them. “There’ s no reason why we should... have any
trouble”

He paused. They snapped their heads over and looked at him with muscle-tight impatience.

“Are you both ready?’ Ross asked.

“Take us up,” Mickey said.

Ross jammed hislips together and shoved over the switch that read: Vertical Rise.

They felt the ship tremble, hesitate. Then it moved off the ground, headed up with increasing velocity.
Mason flicked on the rear viewer. He watched the dark earth recede, tried not to ook at the white patch
inthe corner of the screen, the patch that shone metdlically under the moonlight.



“Five hundred,” heread. “ Seven-fifty... onethousand... fifteen hundred...”

He kept waiting. For explosion. For an engine to give out. For their rise to stop.

They kept moving up.

“Threethousand,” Mason said, his voice beginning to betray the rising sense of eation hefelt. The
planet was getting farther and farther away. The other ship was only a memory now. He looked across at
Mickey. Mickey was staring, open-mouthed, asif he were about ready to shout out “ Hurry!” but was
afraid to tempt the fates.

“Six thousand.... seven thousand!” Mason' s voice wasjubilant. “We're out of it!”

Mickey’ sface broke into agreet, relieved grin. He ran ahand over hisbrow and flicked great drops
of swest on the deck.

“God,” he said, gasping, “my God.”

Mason moved over to Ross s seat. He clapped the captain on the shoulder.

“Wemadeit,” hesaid. “Niceflying.”

Ross|ooked irritated.

“We shouldn’'t have left,” he said. “1t was nothing dl the time. Now we have to start looking for
another planet.” He shook his head. “I1t wasn’'t agood ideato leave,” he said.

Mason stared at him. He turned away shaking his head, thinking... you can’t win.

“If | ever see another glitter,” he thought doud, “1’ [l keep my big mouth shut. To hell with dien races
anyway.”

Silence. He went back to his seat and picked up his graph chart. He let out along shaking breath. L et
Ross complain, he thought, | can take anything now. Things are norma again. He began to figure casudly
what might have occurred down there on that planet.

Then he happened to glance at Ross.

Rosswas thinking. Hislips pressed together. He said something to himself. Mason found the captain
looking a him.

“Mason,” he said.

“Wha?’

“Alien race, you said.”

Mason felt achill flood through his body. He saw the big head nod once in decison. Unknown
decision. His hands started to shake. A crazy idea came. No, Rosswouldn't do that, not just to assuage
vanity. Would he?

“I don't...” he gtarted. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Mickey watching the captain too.

“Listen,” Rosssaid. “I'll tell you what happened down there. I'll show you what happened!”

They stared a him in parayzing horror as he threw the ship around and headed back.

“What are you doing!” Mickey cried.

“Ligten,” Ross said. “Didn’'t you understand me? Don’t you see how we' ve been tricked?’

They looked at him without comprehension. Mickey took a step toward him.

“Alienrace” Rosssad. “ That' sthe short of it. That time-spaceideaisal wet. But I'll tell you what
ideaisn’'t dl wet. So we leave the place. What' s our first ingtinct asfar asreporting it? Sayingit's
uninhabitable? We d do more than that. Wewouldn’t report it at al.”

“Ross, you're not taking us back!” Mason said, standing up suddenly asthefull terror of returning
gruck him.

“Youbet | an!” Rosssaid, fiercely elated.

“You'recrazy!” Mickey shouted a him, hisbody twitching, his hands clenched at his sides
menacingly.

“Listentome!” Rossroared at them. “Who would be benefited by us not reporting the existence of
that planet?’

They didn’t answer. Mickey moved closer.

“Fooldl” hesaid. “lan’t it obvious? There is life down there. But life that isn't strong enough to kill us
or chase us away with force. So what can they do? They don’'t want usthere. So what can they do?’

He asked them like ateacher who cannot get the right answersfrom the doltsin hisclass.



Mickey looked suspicious. But he was curious now, too, and alittle timorous as he had always been
with his captain, except in moments of greatest physica danger. Ross had dways led them, and it was
hard to rebd againgt it even when it seemed he wastrying to kill them all. His eyes moved to the viewer
screen where the planet began to loom beneath them like a huge dark ball.

“We'redive” Rosssad, “and | say there never was a ship down there. We saw it, sure. We touched
it. But you can see anything if you believeit’ sthere! All your sensescan tdll you there s something when
there snothing. All you haveto dois believe it!”

“What are you getting at?’ Mason asked hurriedly, too frightened to redlize. Hiseyesfled to the
dtitude gauge. Seventeen thousand... sixteen thousand. .. fifteen...

“Tdepathy,” Ross said, triumphantly decisive. “1 say those men, or whatever they are, saw us coming.
And they didn’t want us there. So they read our minds and saw the death fear, and they decided that the
best way to scare us away was to show us our ship crashed and ourselves dead init. And it worked...
until now.”

“Soit worked!” Mason exploded. “Are you going to take achance on killing usjust to prove your
damn theory?’

“It's more than atheory!” Ross stormed, asthe ship fell, then Ross added with the distorted argument
of injured vanity, “My orders say to pick up specimensfrom every planet. I’ ve dwaysfollowed orders
before and, by God, | till will!”

“Y ou saw how cold it was!” Mason said. “No one can live there anyway! Use your head, Ross!”

“Damnit, I’'m cagptain of thisship!” Rossyelled, “and | give the orders”

“Not when our livesarein your hands!” Mickey started for the captain.

“Get back!” Ross ordered.

That was when one of the ship’s engines stopped and the ship yawed wildly.

“You foal!” Mickey exploded, thrown off balance. “You did it, you did it!”

Outside the black night hurtled past.

The ship wobbled violently. Prediction true wasthe only phrase Mason could think of. Hisown
vison of the screaming, the numbing horror, the exhortationsto adeaf heaven-al coming true. That hulk
would be this ship in amatter of minutes. Those three bodieswould be...

“Oh... damn!” He screamed it at the top of hislungs, furious at the enraging stubbornness of Rossin
taking them back, of causing the future to be asthey saw-all because of insane pride.

“No, they’ re not going to fool usl” Ross shouted, till holding fast to hislast idealike adying bulldog
holding itsenemy fast initsteeth.

He threw switches and tried to turn the ship. But it wouldn't turn. It kept plunging down like afluttering
leaf. The gyroscope couldn't keep up with the abrupt variationsin cabin equilibrium and the three of them
found themsdlves being thrown off balance on thetilting deck.

“Auxiliary enginesl” Rossydled.

“It'sno use!” Mickey cried.

“Damnit!” Rossclawed hisway up the angled deck, then crashed heavily against the engine board
asthe cabin inclined the other way. He threw switches over with shaking fingers.

Suddenly Mason saw an even spout of flame through the rear viewer again. The ship stopped
shuddering and headed straight down. The cabin righted itsdlf.

Rossthrew himsdlf into his chair and shot out furious hands to turn the ship about. From the floor
Mickey looked at him with ablank, white face. Mason looked at him, too, afraid to spesk.

“Now shut up!” Ross said disgustedly, not even looking at them, talking like adisgruntled father to his
sons. “When we get down there you' re going to seethat it’strue. That ship’ll be gone. And we' re going
to go looking for those bastards who put the ideain our minds!”

They both stared at their captain humbly as the ship headed down backwards. They watched Ross's
hands move efficiently over the controls. Mason felt asense of confidencein his captain. He stood on the
deck quietly, waiting for the landing without fear. Mickey got up from the floor and stood beside him,
walting.

The ship hit the ground. It stopped. They had landed again. They were till the same. And...



“Turn on the spotlight,” Rosstold them.

Mason threw the switch. They all crowded to the port. Mason wondered for a second how Ross
could possibly have landed in the same spot. He hadn’t even appeared to be following the calculations
made on the last landing.

They looked out.

Mickey stopped breathing. And Ross' s mouth fell open.

The wreckage was still there.

They had landed in the same place and they had found the wrecked ship till there. Mason turned
away from the port and stcumbled over the deck. Hefelt lost, avictim of someterrible universal prank, a
man accursed.

“Yousaid...” Mickey said to the captain.

Rossjust looked out of the port with unbelieving eyes.

“Now we Il goup again,” Mickey said, grinding histeeth. “And we' ll really crashthistime. And welll
bekilled. Just likethose... those...”

Rossdidn’t speak. He stared out of the port at the refutation of hislast clinging hope. He felt hollow,
void of dl faithin bdlief in sengblethings.

Then Mason spoke.

“WEe re not going to crash-" he said somberly-“ ever.”

“Wha?’

Mickey waslooking at him. Ross turned and |ooked too.

“Why don’t we stop kidding ourselves?” Mason said. “We dl know what it is, don’t we?’

He was thinking of what Ross had said just amoment before. About the senses giving evidence of
what was believed. Even if there was nothing thereat dl...

Then, in asplit second, with the knowledge, he saw Ross and he saw Carter. Asthey were. And he
took ashort shuddering breeth, alast breath until illusion would bring bresth and flesh again.

“Progress,” he said bitterly, and his voice was an aching whisper in the phantom ship. “The Fying
Dutchman takesto the universe.”

2 - Nightmare At 20,000 Feet

Sest belt, please," said the stewardess cheerfully as she passed him.

Almost as she spoke, the sign above the archway which led to the forward compartment it up-fasten
seat belt-with, below, its attendant caution-NO smoking. Drawing in adeep lungful, Wilson exhdeditin
bursts, then pressed the cigarette into the armrest tray with irritable stabbing motions.

Outside, one of the engines coughed monstroudy, spewing out acloud of fume which fragmented into
the night air. The fuselage began to shudder and Wilson, glancing through the window, saw the exhaust of
flamejetting whitely from the engine's nacelle. The second engine coughed, then roared, its propeller
ingtantly ablur of revolution. With atense submissiveness, Wilson fastened the belt across his|lap.

Now all the engines were running and Wilson's head throbbed in unison with the fuselage. He sat
rigidly, staring at the seat ahead as the DC-7 taxied across the apron, heating the night with the
thundering blast of itsexhausts.

At the edge of the runway, it hated. Wilson looked out through the window at the leviathan glitter of
thetermind. By late morning, he thought, showered and cleanly dressed, he would be sitting in the office
of one more contact discussing one more specious deal the net result of which would not add one jot of
meaning to the history of mankind. It wasal so damned-

Wilson gasped as the engines began their warm-up race preparatory to takeoff. The sound, aready
loud, became deafening-waves of sound that crashed against Wilson's ears like club blows. He opened
hismouth asif to let it drain. His eyestook on the glaze of asuffering man, hishandsdrew in liketensing
claws.

He started, legs retracting, as he felt atouch on his arm. Jerking aside his head, he saw the stewardess



who had met him at the door. Shewas smiling down at him.

"Areyou dl right?' he barely made out her words.

Wilson pressed hislipstogether and agitated his hand at her asif pushing her awvay. Her smileflared
into excess brightness, then fell as she turned and moved away.

The plane began to move. At first lethargically, like some behemoth struggling to overthrow the pull of
its own weight. Then with more speed, forcing off the drag of friction. Wilson, turning to the window, saw
the dark runway rushing by faster and faster. On the wing edge, there was amechanica whining asthe
flaps descended. Then, imperceptibly, the giant wheelslost contact with the ground, the earth began to
fal away. Treesflashed underneath, buildings, the darting quicksilver of car lights. The DC-7 banked
dowly to theright, pulling itsdf upward toward the frosty glitter of the sars.

Finaly, it levelled off and the engines seemed to stop until Wilson's adjusting ear caught the murmur of
their cruising speed. A moment of relief dackened his muscles, imparting a sense of well-being. Then it
was gone. Wilson sat immobile, staring at the NO SMOKING sign until it winked out, then, quickly, lita
cigarette. Reaching into the seat-back pocket in front of him, he did free his newspaper.

Asusud, theworld wasin astate smilar to his. Friction in diplomatic circles, earthquakes and gunfire,
murder, rape, tornadoes and collisons, business conflicts, gangsterism. God'sin his heaven, dl'sright
with theworld, thought Arthur Jeffrey Wilson.

Fifteen minutes later, he tossed the paper asde. His ssomach felt awful. He glanced up at the signs
beside the two lavatories. Both, illuminated, reed OCCUPIED. He pressed out histhird cigarette since
takeoff and, turning off the overhead light, stared out through the window.

Along the cabin's length, people were dready flicking out their lights and reclining their chairsfor deep.
Wilson glanced at hiswatch. Eleven-twenty. He blew out tired breath. Asheld anticipated, the pills hed
taken before boarding hadn't done a bit of good.

He stood abruptly as the woman came out of the lavatory and, snatching up his bag, he started down
theade

His system, as expected, gave no cooperation. Wilson stood with atired moan and adjusted his
clothing. Having washed his hands and face, he removed the toilet kit from the bag and squeezed a
filament of paste across histoothbrush.

As he brushed, one hand braced for support againgt the cold bulkhead, he looked out through the
port. Feet away wasthe pale blue of the inboard propel ler. Wilson visudized what would happen if it
wereto tear loose and, like atri-bladed cleaver, comedicinginat him.

There was a sudden depression in his sscomach. Wilson swallowed ingtinctively and got some
paste-stained saliva down histhroat. Gagging, he turned and spat into the sink, then, hastily, washed out
his mouth and took adrink. Dear God, if only he could have gone by train; had his own compartment,
taken acasua stroll to the club car, settled down in an easy chair with adrink and amagazine. But there
was no such time or fortunein thisworld.

He was about to put the toilet kit away when his gaze caught on the oilskin envelopein the bag. He
hesitated, then, setting the small briefcase on the sink, drew out the envelope and undid it on hislap.

He sat saring at the oil-glossed symmetry of the pistol. Hed carried it around with him for admost a
year now. Origindly, when hed thought about it, it wasin terms of money carried, protection from
holdup, safety from teenage gangsin the cities he had to attend. Y e, far beneath, held dways known
therewas no valid reason except one. A reason he thought more of every day. How smpleit would
be-here, now-

Wilson shut hiseyes and swallowed quickly. He could till taste the toothpaste in his mouth, afaint
nettling of peppermint on the buds. He sat heavily in the throbbing chill of the lavatory, the oily gun resting
in his hands. Until, quite suddenly, he began to shiver without control. God, let me go! hismind cried out
aoruptly.

"Let mego, let me go." Hebardy recognized thewhimperingin hisears.

Abruptly, Wilson sat erect. Lips pressed together, he rewrapped the pistol and thrust it into his bag,
putting the briefcase on top of it, zipping the bag shut. Standing, he opened the door and stepped outside,
hurrying to his seat and gtting down, diding the overnight bag precisaly into place. He indented the



armrest button and pushed himself back. He was a business man and there was business to be conducted
on the morrow. It was as Ssmple as that. The body needed deep, he would giveit deep.

Twenty minutes later, Wilson reached down dowly and depressed the button, sitting up with the chair,
his face amask of vanquished acceptance. Why fight it? he thought. It was obvious he was going to stay
awake. So that wasthat.

He had finished haf of the crossword puzzle before he let the paper drop to hislap. His eyeswere too
tired. Sitting up, he rotated his shoulders, stretching the muscles of his back. Now what? he thought. He
didn't want to read, he couldn't deep. And there were still-he checked hiswatch-seven to eight hours left
before Los Angeles was reached. How was he to spend them? He looked aong the cabin and saw that,
except for asingle passenger in the forward compartment, everyone was ad eep.

A sudden, overwhelming fury filled him and he wanted to scream, to throw something, to hit
somebody. Teeth jammed together so rabidly it hurt hisjaws, Wilson shoved aside the curtainswith a
gpastic hand and stared out murderoudly through the window.

Outside, he saw the wing lights blinking off and on, the lurid flashes of exhaust from the engine
cowlings. Here he was, he thought; twenty-thousand feet above the earth, trapped in ahowling shell of
death, moving through polar night toward-

Wilson twitched as lightning bleached the sky, washing itsfd se daylight acrossthewing. He
swallowed. Was there going to be astorm? The thought of rain and heavy winds, of the planeachipin
the sea of sky was not a pleasant one. Wilson was a bad flyer. Excess motion always made himill.
Maybe he should have taken another few Dramamines to be on the safe side. And, naturaly, his seat was
next to the emergency door. He thought about it opening accidentaly; about himsalf sucked from the
plane, faling, screaming.

Wilson blinked and shook his head. There was afaint tingling at the back of his neck as he pressed
close to the window and stared out. He sat there motionless, squinting. He could have sworn-

Suddenly, his stomach muscles jerked in violently and he felt his eyes strain forward. There was
something crawling on thewing.

Wilson felt a sudden, nauseous tremor in his sscomach. Dear God, had some dog or cat crawled onto
the plane before takeoff and, in some way managed to hold on? It was a sickening thought. The poor
animal would be deranged with terror. Y et, how, on the smooth, wind-blasted surface, could it possibly
discover gripping places? Surely that was impossible. Perhaps, after all, it was only abird or-

Thelightning flared and Wilson saw that it was aman.

He couldn't move. Stupefied, he watched the black form crawling down thewing. Impossible.
Somewhere, cased in layers of shock, avoice declared itself but Wilson did not hear. He was conscious
of nothing but thetitanic, dmost muscle tearing legp of his heart-and of the man outside.

Suddenly, like ice-filled water thrown across him, there was areaction; his mind sprang for the shelter
of explanation. A mechanic had, through some incredible oversight, been taken up with the ship and had
managed to cling to it even though the wind had torn his clothes away, even though the air was thin and
closeto freezing.

Wilson gave himsdf no timefor refutation. Jarring to hisfeet, he shouted: " Stewardess! Stewardess!™
his voice a hollow, ringing sound in the cabin. He pushed the button for her with ajabbing finger.

"Stewardess!"

She came running down the aide, her face tightened with darm. When she saw thelook on hisface,
she stiffened in her tracks.

"Therésaman out there! A man!" cried Wilson. "What?" Skin congtricted on her cheeks, around her
eyes.

"Look, look!" Hand shaking, Wilson dropped back into his seat and pointed out the window. "He's
crawling on the-"

The words ended with achoking rattle in histhroat. There was nothing on the wing.

Wilson sat there trembling. For awhile, before he turned back, he looked at the reflection of the
stewardess on the window. There was ablank expression on her face.



At last, he turned and looked up at her. He saw her red lips part as though she meant to speak but she
sad nothing, only placing the lips together again and swalowing. An attempted smile distended briefly a
her features.

"I'm sorry,” Wilson said. "It must have been a"

He stopped as though the sentence were completed. Acrossthe aide ateenage girl was gaping at him
with deepy curiosity.

The stewardess cleared her throat. "Can | get you anything?' she asked.

"A glass of water," Wilson said.

The stewardess turned and moved back up the aide.

Wilson sucked in along breath of air and turned away from the young girl's scrutiny. He felt the same.
That wasthe thing that shocked him most. Where were the visions, the cries, the pummelling of fistson
temples, thetearing out of hair?

Abruptly he closed his eyes. There had been aman, he thought. There had, actualy, been aman.
That'swhy he felt the same. And yet, there couldn't have been. He knew that clearly.

Wilson sat with his eyes closed, wondering what Jacqueline would be doing now if she werein the
seat beside him. Would she be silent, shocked beyond speaking? Or would she, in the more accepted
manner, be fluttering around him, smiling, chattering, pretending that she hadn't seen? What would his
sons think? Wilson felt adry sob threatening in his chest. Oh, God-

"Heresyour water, Sir."

Twitching sharply, Wilson opened his eyes.

"Would you like ablanket?" inquired the Stewardess.

"No." He shook his head. "Thank you," he added, wondering why he was being so polite.

"If you need anything, just ring,” she said.

Wilson nodded.

Behind him, as he sat with the untouched cup of water in his hand, he heard the muted voi ces of the
stewardess and one of the passengers. Wilson tightened with resentment. Abruptly, he reached down
and, careful not to spill thewater, pulled out the overnight bag. Unzipping it, he removed the box of
deegping capsules and washed two of them down. Crumpling the empty cup, he pushed it into the
seat-pocket in front of him, then, not looking, did the curtains shut. There-it was ended. One hdlucination
didn't make insanity.

Wilson turned onto hisright Sde and tried to set himsdlf againgt the fitful motion of the ship. He had to
forget about this, that was the most important thing. He musin't dwell on it. Unexpectedly, he found awry
smileforming on hislips. Well, by God, no one could accuse him of mundane halucinations anyway.
When hewent & it, he did aroyal job. A naked man crawling down aDC-7'swing at twenty-thousand
feet, there was a chimeraworthy of the noblest lunatic.

The humour faded quickly. Wilson felt chilled. It had been so clear, so vivid. How could the eyes see
such athing when it did not exist? How could what was in his mind make the physical act of seeing work
to its purpose so completely? He hadn't been groggy, in adaze-nor had it been a shapeless, gauzy vision.
It had been sharply three-dimensiond, fully a part of the things he saw which he knew werered. That
was the frightening part of it. It had not been dreamlike in the least. He had looked at the wing and-

Impulsively, Wilson drew aside the curtain.

Hedid not know, immediatdly, if he would survive. It seemed asif dl the contents of his chest and
stomach were bloating horribly, the excess pushing up into histhroat and head, choking away breath,
pressing out his eyes. Imprisoned in this swollen mass, his heart pulsed strickenly, threatening to burst its
case as Wilson sat, parayzed.

Only inches away, separated from him by the thickness of a piece of glass, the man was staring at him.

It was ahideoudy malignant face, aface not human. Its skin was grimy, of awide pored coarseness,
its nose a squat, discoloured lump; its lips misshapen, cracked, forced apart by teeth of agrotesque size
and crookedness; its eyes recessed and smal- unblinking. All framed by shaggy, tangled hair which
sprouted, too, in furry tufts from the man's ears and nose, birdlike, down across his cheeks.

Wilson sat riven to his chair, incapable of response. Time stopped and lost its meaning. Function and



analysis ceased. All werefrozen in anice of shock. Only the best of heart went on-alone, afrantic
legping in the darkness. Wilson could not so much as blink. Dull-eyed, breathless, he returned the
Cregture's vacant stare.

Abruptly then, he closed his eyes and hismind, rid of the sight, broke free. It isn't there, he thought. He
pressed his teeth together, bresth quavering in hisnogtrils. It isn't there, it ssimply is not their!.

Clutching at the armrests with pale-knuckled fingers, Wilson braced himself. Thereis no man out
there, hetold himsdlf. It wasimpossible that there should be aman out there crouching on thewing
looking & him.

He opened his eyes-

-to shrink against the seat back with agagging inhaation. Not only was the man il there but he was
grinning. Wilson turned hisfingersin and dug the nailsinto his palms until pain flared. He kept it there until
there was no doubt in hismind that he was fully conscious.

Then, dowly, arm quivering and numb, Wilson reached up for the button which would summon the
stewardess. He would not make the same mistake again-cry out, legp to hisfeet, darm the creature into
flight. He kept reaching upward, atremor of aghast exciterment in his muscles now because the man was
watching him, the small eyes shifting with the movement of hisarm.

He pressed the button carefully once, twice. Now come, he thought. Come with your objective eyes
and seewhat | see- but hurry.

Inthe rear of the cabin, he heard a curtain being drawn aside and, suddenly, hisbody stiffened. The
man had turned his cdiban head to look in that direction. Paralyzed, Wilson stared at him. Hurry, he
thought. For God's sake, hurry!

It was over in asecond. The man's eyes shifted back to Wilson, across hislips asmile of monstrous
cunning. Then with aleap, he was gone.

"Yes, 9r?'

For amoment, Wilson suffered the fullest anguish of madness. His gaze kept jumping from the spot
where the man had stood to the stewardess's questioning face, then back again. Back to the stewardess,
to the wing, to the stewardess, his bresth caught, his eyes stark with dismay.

"What isit?" asked the stewardess.

It was the look on her face that did it. Wilson closed avice on hisemotions. She couldn't possibly
believe him. Heredlized it in an indant.

“I'm-I'm sorry," hefdtered. He swallowed so dryly that it made aclicking noisein histhroat. "It's
nothing. |-apologize.”

The stewardess obvioudy didn't know what to say. She kept leaning against the erratic yawing of the
ship, one hand holding on to the back of the seat beside Wilson's, the other ftirring limply along the seam
of her skirt. Her lips were parted dightly asif she meant to speak but could not find the words.

"Well," she said findly and cleared her throat, "if you-need anything.”

"Yes, yes. Thank you. Are we-going into astorm?"

The stewardess smiled hagtily. "Just asmall one," she said. "Nothing to worry about.”

Wilson nodded with little twitching movements. Then, asthe stewardess turned away, breathed in
suddenly, his nogtrilsflaring. He felt certain that she already thought him mad but didn't know whét to do
about it because, in her course of training, there had been no ingtruction on the handling of passengers
who thought they saw smal men crouching on the wing.

Thought?

Wilson turned his head abruptly and looked outside. He stared at the dark rise of the wing, the
gpouting flare of the exhaudts, the blinking lights. Hed seen the man-to that he'd swear. How could he be
completely aware of everything around him-be, in al ways, sane and still imagine such athing? Wasit
logicd that the mind, in giving way, should, instead of digtorting dl redity, insert, within the fill intact
arrangement of details, one extraneous sght?

No, not logicd at al.

Suddenly, Wilson thought about war, about the newspaper stories which recounted the alleged
existence of creaturesin the sky who plagued the Allied pilotsin their duties. They called them gremlins,



he remembered. Were there, actually, such beings? Did they, truly, exist up here, never fdling, riding on
the wind, gpparently of bulk and weight, yet imperviousto gravity?

He was thinking that when the man appeared again.

One second the wing was empty. The next, with an arcing descent, the man came jumping down to it.
There seemed no impact. He landed dmost fragilely, short, hairy arms outstretched asif for balance.
Wilson tensed. Y es, there was knowledge in hislook. The man-was he to think of it as a man?-somehow
understood that he had tricked Wilson into caling the sewardessin vain. Wilson felt himsdf tremble with
aarm. How could he prove the man's existence to others? He looked around desperately. That girl
acrossthe aide. If he spoke to her softly, woke her up, would she be able to-

No, the man would jump away before she could see. Probably to the top of the fuselage where no one
could see him, not even the pilotsin their cockpit. Wilson felt asudden burst of self-condemnation that he
hadn't gotten that camera Walter had asked for. Dear Lord, he thought, to be able to take a picture of
the man.

Heleaned in close to the window. What was the man doing?

Abruptly, darkness seemed to legp away as the wing was chalked with lightning and Wilson saw. Like
an inquisitive child, the man was squatted on the hitching wing edge, stretching out his right hand toward
oneof thewhirling propellers.

AsWilson watched, fascinatedly appalled, the man's hand drew closed and closer to the blurring gyre
until, suddenly, it jerked away and the man'slips twitched back in asoundless cry. He'slost afinger!
Wilson thought, sickened. But, immediately, the man reached forward again, gnarled finger extended, the
picture of some mongtrousinfant trying to capture the spin of afan blade.

If it had not been so hideoudy out of place it would have been amusing for, objectively seen, the man,
at; that moment, was acomic sight-afairy taetroll somehow cometo life, wind whipping at the hair
across hishead and body, al of his attention centred on the turn of the propeller. How could thisbe
madness? Wilson suddenly thought. What self-revelation could thisfarcicd little horror possibly bestow
onhim?

Again and again, as Wilson watched, the man reached forward. Again and again jerked back his
fingers, sometimes, actudly, putting them in his mouth asif to cool them. And, aways, apparently
checking, he kept glancing back across at his shoulder looking a Wilson. He knows, thought Wilson.
Knowsthat thisis agame between us. If | am able to get someone elseto see him, then heloses. If | am
the only witness, then he wins. The sense of faint amusement was gone now. Wilson clenched histeeth.
Why in hell didn't the pilots see!

Now the man, no longer interested in the propeller, was settling himsdlf across the engine cowling like
aman adtride abucking horse. Wilson stared at him. Abruptly a shudder plaited down hisback. Thelittle
man was picking at the plates that sheathed the engine, trying to get his nails beneath them.

Impulsively, Wilson reached up and pushed the button for the sewardess. In the rear of the cabin, he
heard her coming and, for a second, thought he'd fooled the man, who seemed absorbed with his efforts.
At the last moment, however, just before the stewardess arrived, the man glanced over a Wilson. Then,
like amarionette jerked upward from its stage by wires, hewasflying up into the air.

"Yes?' Shelooked a him apprehengvely.

"Will you-sit down, please?" he asked.

She hesitated. "Well, I-"

"Please”

She sat down gingerly on the seat beside his.

"What isit, Mr. Wilson?' she asked.

He braced himself.

“That manisdill outsde,” he said.

The stewardess stared at him.

"Thereason I'm telling you this," Wilson hurried on, "isthat he's starting to tamper with one of the
engines”

Sheturned her eyesingtinctively toward the window.



"No, no, don't look," hetold her. "Heisn't there now.” He cleared histhroat viscidly. "He-jumps away
whenever you come here.”

A sudden nausea gripped him as he redlized what she must be thinking. As he redlized what he,
himsdlf, would think if someonetold him such astory, awave of dizziness seemed to pass across him and
he thought-1 am going med!

"Thepointisthis™ hesad, fighting off the thought. "If I'm not imagining thisthing, the shipisin danger.”

"Yes" shesad.

"l know," he said. "Y ou think I'velost my mind."

"Of course not,” she said.

"All I ask isthis" he said, struggling againgt the rise of anger. "Tdl the pilotswhat I've said. Ask them
to keep an eye on thewings. If they see nothing-dl right. But if they do-"

The sewardess sat there quietly, looking at him. Wilson's hands curled into fists that trembled in his
lap.
"Well?" he asked.

She pushed to her feet. "I'll tell them,” she said.

Turning away, she moved aong the aide with amovement that was, to Wilson, poorly contrived-too
fast to be normd yet, clearly, held back asif to reassure him that she wasn't fleeing. Hefelt his ssomach
churning as helooked out at thewing again.

Abruptly, the man gppeared again, landing on the wing like some grotesque balet dancer. Wilson
watched him as he set to work again, straddling the engine casing with histhick, bare legs and picking at
the plates.

Wéll, what was he so concerned about? thought Wilson. That miserable creature couldn't pry up rivets
with hisfingernails. Actudly, it didn't matter if the pilots saw him or not-at least asfar asthe safety of the
plane was concerned. Asfor his own personal reasons-

It was at that moment that the man pried up one edge of aplate.

Wilson gasped. "Here, quickly!" he shouted, noticing, up ahead, the tewardess and the pilot coming
through the cockpit doorway.

The pilot's eyes jerked up to look at Wilson, then abruptly, he was pushing past the sewardess and
lurchingup theade.

"Hurry!" Wilson cried. He glanced out the window in time to see the man go leaping upward. That
didn't matter now. There would be evidence.

"What's going on?" the pilot asked, stopping breathlessy beside his seat.

"He'storn up one of the engine plates!” said Wilson in ashaking voice.

"He'swha?'

"The man outsde!" said Wilson. "l tel you he's-!"

"Misgter Wilson, keep your voice down!" ordered the pilot. Wilson'sjaw went dack.

"I don't know what's going on here," said the pilot, "but-"

"Will you look?" shouted Wilson.

"Mister Wilson, I'm warning you."

"For God's sakel" Wilson swallowed quickly, trying to repress the blinding rage he felt. Abruptly, he
pushed back againgt his seat and pointed at the window with apalsied hand. "Will you, for God's sake,
look?" he asked.

Drawing in an agitated breath, the pilot bent over. In amoment, his gaze shifted coldly to Wilson's.
"Well?" he asked.

Wilson jerked his head around. The plates were in their normal position.

"Oh, now wait," he said before the dread could come. "I saw him pry that plate up.”

"Misgter Wilson, if you don't-"

"I said | saw him pry it up," said Wilson.

The pilot stood there looking at him in the same withdrawn, amost aghast way as the stewardess had.
Wilson shuddered violently.

"Ligten, | saw him!" he cried. The sudden bresk in his voice appalled him.



In asecond, the pilot was down beside him. "Mister Wilson, please,” he said. "All right, you saw him.
But remember there are other people aboard. We mustn't darm them.”

Wilson was too shaken to understand at first.

"Y ou-mean you've seen him then?' he asked.

"Of course," the pilot said, "but we don't want to frighten the passengers. Y ou can understand that.”

"Of course, of course, | don't want to-"

Wilson felt agpagtic coiling in hisgroin and lower somach. Suddenly, he pressed hislips together and
looked &t the pilot with maevolent eyes.

"l understand,” he said.

"The thing we have to remember-" began the pilot.

"We can stop now," Wilson said.

"Sr?'

Wilson shuddered. "Get out of here," he said.

"Mister Wilson, what-?"

"Will you stop?" Face whitening, Wilson turned from the pilot and stared out a the wing, eyeslike
sone.

He glared back suddenly.

"Rest assured 1'd not say another word!" he snapped.

"Mr. Wilson, try to understand our-"

Wilson twisted away and stared out venomoudy at the engine. From a corner of hisvision, he saw two
passengers standing inthe aldelooking a him. Idiots! hismind exploded. Hefdt hishands beginto
tremble and, for afew seconds, was afraid that he was going to vomit. It's the motion, he told himself.
The plane was bucking in the air now like a storm-tossed boat.

Heredlized that the pilot was till talking to him and, refocusing his eyes, helooked at the man's
reflection in the window. Beside him, mutely sombre, stood the stewardess. Blind idiots, both of them,
thought Wilson. He did not indicate his notice of their departure. Reflected on the window, he saw them
heading toward the rear of the cabin. They'll be discussng me now, he thought. Setting up plansin case |
grow violent.

He wished now that the man would regppear, pull off the cowling plate and ruin the engine. It gave him
asense of vengeful pleasure to know that only he stood between catastrophe and the more than thirty
people aboard. If he chose, he could adlow that catastrophe to take place. Wilson smiled without
humour. There would be aroyd suicide, he thought.

The little man dropped down again and Wilson saw that what he'd thought was correct-the man had
pressed the plate back into place before jumping away. For, now, hewas prying it up again and it was
raising easly, peding back like skin excised by some grotesque surgeon. The motion of the wing was
very broken but the man seemed to have no difficulty staying balanced.

Once more Wilson fet panic. What was he to do? No one believed him. If hetried to convince them
any more they'd probably restrain him by force. If he asked the stewardess to sit by him it would be, at
best, only amomentary reprieve. The second she departed or, remaining, fell adeep, the man would
return. Even if she stayed awake besde him, what was to keep the man from tampering with the engines
on the other wing? Wilson shuddered, a coldness of dread misting along his bones.

Dear God, there was nothing to be done.

He twitched as, across the window through which he watched the little man, the pilot's reflection
passed. Theinsanity of the moment dmaost broke him-the man and the pilot within feet of each other,
both seen by him yet not aware of one another. No, that was wrong. The little man had glanced across
his shoulder asthe pilot passed. Asif he knew there was no need to legp off any more, that Wilson's
capacity for interfering was at an end. Wilson suddenly trembled with mind-searing rage. I'll kill you! he
thought! Y oufilthy litttleanimd, I'll kill you!

Outside, the engine faltered.

It lasted only for asecond, but, in that second, it seemed to Wilson asif his heart had, aso, stopped.
He pressed againgt the window, staring. The man had bent the cowling plate far back and now was on



his knees, poking a curious hand into the engine.

"Don't," Wilson heard the whimper of his own voice begging.

"Don't."

Again, the enginefailed. Wilson looked around in horror. Was everyone deaf ? He raised hishand to
pressthe button for the stewardess, then jerked it back. No, they'd lock him up, restrain him somehow.
And he was the only one who knew what was happening, the only one who could help.

"God..." Wilson bit hislower lip until the pain made him whimper. He twisted around again and
jolted. The stewardess was hurrying down the rocking aide. Sheld heard it! He watched her fixedly and
saw her glance at him as she passed his sedt.

She stopped three seats down the aide. Someone el se had heard! Wilson watched the stewardess as
she leaned over, talking to the unseen passenger. Outside, the engine coughed again. Wilson jerked his
head around and looked out with horror pinched eyes.

"Damn you!" hewhined.

Heturned again and saw the stewardess coming back up the aide. She didn't look alarmed. Wilson
gtared at her with unbelieving eyes. It wasn't possible. He twisted around to follow her swaying
movement and saw her turnin at the kitchen.

"No." Wilson was shaking so badly now he couldn't stop. No one had heard.

No one knew.

Suddenly, Wilson bent over and did his overnight bag out from under the seat. Unzipping it, hejerked
out his briefcase and threw it on the carpeting. Then, reaching in again, he grabbed the oilskin envelope
and straightened up. From the corners of his eyes, he saw the stewardess coming back and pushed the
bag benesth the seat with his shoes, shoving the oilskin envelope beside himsdlf. He sat thererigidly,
breath quavering in his chest, as she went by.

Then he pulled the envelope into hislap and untied it. His movements were so feverish that he almost
dropped the pistol.

He caught it by the barrdl, then clutched at the stock with white knuckled fingers and pushed off the
safety catch. He glanced outside and felt himsalf grow cold.

The man waslooking a him.

Wilson pressed his shaking lipstogether. It wasimpaossible that the man knew what he intended. He
swallowed and tried to catch his breath. He shifted his gaze to where the stewardess was handing some
pillsto the passenger ahead, then looked back at the wing. The man was turning to the engine once again,
reaching in. Wilson's grip tightened on the pistol. He began toraiseiit.

Suddenly, he lowered it. The window was too thick. The bullet might be deflected and kill one of the
passengers. He shuddered and stared out at the little man. Again the engine failed and Wilson saw an
eruption of sparks cast light across the man's animd features. He braced himself. There was only one
answe.

He looked down at the handle of the emergency door. There was atransparent cover over it. Wilson
pulled it free and dropped it. He looked outside. The man was il there, crouched and probing &t the
engine with his hand. Wilson sucked in trembling breeth. He put hisleft hand on the door handle and
tested. It wouldn't move downward. Upward there was play.

Abruptly, Wilson let go and put the pistal in hislap. No time for argument, he told himsdf. With
shaking hands, he buckled the belt across his thighs. When the door was opened, therewould be a
tremendous rushing out of air. For the safety of the ship, he must not go withit.

Now. Wilson picked the pistol up again, his heartbeat staggering. Hed have to be sudden, accurate. If
he missed, the man might jump onto the other wing-worse, onto the tail assembly where, inviolate, he
could rupture wires, mangle flaps, destroy the balance of the ship. No, thiswas the only way. Hed fire
low and try to hit the man in the chest or somach. Wilson filled hislungswith air. Now, he thought. Now.

The stewardess came up the aide as Wilson started pulling at the handle. For amoment, frozen in her
steps, she couldn't speak. A look of stupefied horror distended her features and she raised one hand asif
imploring him. Then, suddenly, her voice was shrilling above the noise of the engines.

"Mr. Wilson, no!"



"Get back!" cried Wilson and he wrenched the handle up.

The door seemed to disgppear. One second it was by him, in hisgrip. The next, with ahissing roar, it
was gone.

In the same ingtant, Wilson felt himself enveloped by amonstrous suction which tried to tear him from
his seet. His head and shoulders | eft the cabin and, suddenly, he was breathing tenuous, freezing air. For
amoment, eardrums amost bursting from the thunder of the engines, eyes blinded by the arctic winds, he
forgot the man. It seemed he heard a prick of screaming in the maelstrom that surrounded him, adistant
shout.

Then Wilson saw the man.

He was walking across the wing, gnarled form leaning forward, talon twisted hands outstretched in
eagerness. Wilson flung hisarm up, fired. The exploson waslike a popping in the roaring violence of the
air. The man staggered, lashed out and Wilson felt astreak of pain across his head. He fired again at
immediate range and saw the man go flailing backward-then, suddenly, disappear with no more solidity
than a paper doll swept in agde. Wilson felt abursting numbnessin hisbrain. He. felt the pistol torn from
falingfingers

Then dl waslost in winter darkness.

He dtirred and mumbled. There was awarmnesstrickling in hisveins, hislimbsfelt wooden. Inthe
darkness, he could hear ashuffling sound, a delicate swirl of voices. He waslying, face up, on
something-moving, joggling. A cold wind sprinkled on hisface, he felt the surfacetilt beneath him.

He sghed. The plane was landed and he was being carried off on astretcher. His head wound, likely,
plusaninjection to quiet him.

"Nuttiest way of tryin' to commit suicide/ ever heard of," said a voice somewhere.

Wilson felt the pleasure of amusement. Whoever spoke was wrong, of course. Aswould be
established soon enough when the engine was examined and they checked hiswound more closely. Then
they'd redlize that hed saved them all.

Wilson dept without dreams.

3-Witch War

Seven pretty littlegirlsStting in arow.

Outside, night, pouring rain-war wesather. Insde, toasty warm. Seven overdled little girls chatting.
Plague onthewadl saying: P.G. CENTER. Sky clearing itsthroat with thunder, picking and dropping lint
lightning from immeasurable shoulders. Rain hushing the world, bowing the trees, pocking earth. Square
building, low, with onewall plagtic. Indde, the buzzing talk of seven pretty little girls. "So | say to
him-'Don't give me that, Mr. High and Mighty.' So he says, 'Oh yeah? And | say, "Yeah!""

"Honegt, will | ever be glad when thisthing's over. | saw the cutest hat on my last furlough. Oh, what |
wouldnt giveto wear it!"

"Youtoo?Don't | know it! You just can't get your hair right.

Not in this weather. Why don't they let usget rid of it?" "Men! They make me sick.” Seven gestures,
seven postures, seven laughter’ sringing thin beneath thunder. Teeth showing in girl giggles. Hands
tirdless, painting picturesintheair.

P.G. Centre. Girls. Seven of them. Pretty. Not one over sixteen. Curls. Pigtails. Bangs. Pouting little
lips-amiling, frowning, shaping emotion on emotion. Sparkling young eyes- glittering, twinkling, narrowing,
cold or warm.

Seven hedthy young bodies restive on wooden chairs. Smooth adolescent limbs. Girls-pretty
girls-seven of them.

Anarmy of ugly shapeless men, sumbling in mud, struggling aong the pitch black muddy road.

Rain atorrent. Buckets of it thrown on each exhausted man. Sucking sound of great boots sinking into
oozy yelow-brown mud, pulling loose. Mud dripping from hedls and soles.



Plodding men-hundreds of them-soaked, miserable, depleted. Y oung men bent over like old men.
Jaws hanging loosdly, mouth gasping at black wet air, tongues|alling, sunken eyeslooking at nothing,
betraying nothing.

Rest.

Men sink down in the mud, fall on their packs. Heads thrown back, mouths open, rain splashing on
yelow teeth. Hands immobile-scrawny hegps of flesh and bone. Legs without motion-khaki lengths of
worm-eaten wood. Hundreds of uselesslimbs fixed to hundreds of usdlesstrunks.

In back, ahead, beside, rumble trucks and tanks and tiny cars. Thick tires splattering mud. Fat treads
snking, tearing a mucky dime. Rain drumming wet fingers on metal and canvas.

Lightning flashbulbs without pictures. Momentary burst of light. The face of war seenfor a
second-made of rusty guns and turning wheels and faces staring.

Blackness. A night hand blotting out the brief storm glow. Windblown rain flitting over fieldsand
roads, drenching trees and trucks. Rivulets of bubbly rain tearing scars from the earth. Thunder, lightning.

A whistle. Dead men resurrected. Boots in sucking mud again-deeper, closer, nearer. Approachto a
city that barsthe way to acity that barstheway to a....

An officer sat in the communication room of the P.G. Centre. He peered at the operator, who sat
hunched over the control board, phones over his ears, writing down amessage.

The officer watched the operator. They are coming, he thought. Cold, wet and afraid they are
marching at us. He shivered and shut hiseyes.

He opened them quickly. Visionsfill his darkened pupils- of curling smoke, flaming men, unimaginable
horrors that shape themsel ves without words or pictures.

"Sir," said the operator, "from advance observation post. Enemy forces sighted.”

The officer got up, walked over to the operator and took the message. He read it, face blank, mouth
parenthesized. "Yes" hesaid.

Heturned on his hedl and went to the door. He opened it and went into the next room. The seven girls
stopped talking. Silence breathed on thewalls.

The officer stood with his back to the plastic window. "Enemies" he said, "two milesaway. Rightin
front of you."

He turned and pointed out the window. "Right out there. Two miles away. Any questions?”'

A girl giggled.

"Any vehicles?' another asked.

"Y es. Fivetrucks, five small command cars, two tanks."

"That'stoo easy," laughed the girl, dender fingersfussing with her hair.

"That'sdl," said the officer. He started from theroom. "Go toit," he added and, under his breath,
"Mongerd"

Heleft.

"Oh, me" Sghed one of the girls, "herewe go again.”

"What abore," said another. She opened her ddlicate mouth and plucked out chewing gum. She put it
under her chair sest.

"At leadt it stopped raining,” said aredhead, tying her shoelaces.

The seven girlslooked around at each other. Are you ready? said their eyes. I'mready, | suppose.
They adjusted themsalves on the chairs with girlish grunts and sighs. They hooked their feet around the
legs of their chairs. All gum was placed in storage. M ouths were tightened into prudish fixity. The pretty
little girls made ready for the game.

Finally they were silent on their chairs. One of them took a deep bresth. So did another. They dl
tensed their milky flesh and clasped fragile fingers together. One quickly scratched her head to get it over
with. Another sneezed prettily.

"Now," said agirl ontheright end of the row.

Seven pairs of beady eyes shut. Seven innocent little minds began to picture, to visuaize, to transport.

Lipsrolled into thin gashes, faces drained of colour, bodies shivered passionately. Ther fingers



twitching with concentration, seven pretty little girlsfought awar.

The men were coming over therise of ahill when the attack came. The leading men, feet poised for
the next step, burst into flame.

There was no timeto scream. Their rifles dapped down into the muck, their eyeswerelost infire.
They sumbled afew steps and fell, hissng and charred, into the soft mud.

Men yelled. The ranks broke. They began to throw up their wegpons and fire at the night. More
troops puffed incandescently, flared up, were dead.

"Spread out!" screamed an officer as his gesturing fingers sprouted flame and hisface went upin
licking yellow hest.

The men looked everywhere. Their dumb terrified eyes searched for an enemy. They fired into the
fidlds and woods. They shot each other. They broke into flopping runs over the mud.

A truck was enveloped in fire. Its driver legped out, atwo-legged torch. The truck went bumping over
the road, turned, wove crazily over thefield, crashed into atree, exploded and was eaten up in blazing
light. Black shadowsflitted in and out of the aura of light around the flames. Screams rent the night.

Man after man burst into flame, fdll crashing on hisfacein the mud. Spots of searing light lashed the
wet darkness- screams-running codls, sputtering, glowing, dying-incendiary ranks-trucks cremated-tanks
blowing up.

Alittle blonde, her body tense with repressed excitement. Her lipstwitch, a giggle hoversin her
throat. Her nostrils dilate. She shuddersin giddy fright. She imagines, imagines... ...

A soldier runs headlong across afield, screaming, his eyesinsane with horror. A gigantic boulder
rushes at him from the black sky.

His body isdriven into the earth, mangled. From the rock edge, fingertips protrude.

The boulder lifts from the ground, crashes down again, a shapelesstrip hammer. A flaming truck is
flattened. The boulder flies again to the black sky.

A pretty brunette, her face a feverish mask. Wild thoughts tumble through her virginal brain.
Her scalp growstaut with ecstatic fear. Her lips draw back from clenching teeth. A gasp of terror
hisses from her lips. Sheimagines, imagines. ...

A soldier fdlsto hisknees. His head jerks back. In the light of burning comrades, he stares dumbly at
the white foamed wave that towers over him.

It crashes down, sweeps his body over the muddy earth, fills hislungswith sat water. Thetidd wave
roars over thefield, drowns ahundred flaming men, tossestheir corpsesin the air with thundering
whitecaps.

Suddenly the water stops, fliesinto amillion pieces and disintegrates.

A lovely little redhead, hands drawn under her chinin tight bloodless fists. Her lipstremble, a
throb of delight expands her chest. Her white throat contracts, she gulpsin a breath of air. Her
nose wrinkles with dreadful joy. She imagines, imagines...

A running soldier collideswith alion. He cannot seein the darkness. Hishands strike wildly &t the
shaggy mane. He clubswith hisrifle buit.

A scream. Hisfaceistorn off with one blow of thick claws. A jungleroar billowsin the night.

A red-eyed eephant tramples wildly through the mud, picking up men initsthick trunk, hurling them
through the air, mashing them under driving black columns.

Wolves bound from the darkness, spring, tear at throats. Gorillas scream and bounce in the mud, lesp
a fdling soldiers.

A rhinoceras, leather skin glowing in the light of living torches, crashesinto aburning tank, wheels,
thundersinto blackness, isgone.

Fangs-claws-ripping teeth-shrieks-trumpeting-roars. The sky rains snakes.

Silence. Vast brooding silence. Not abreeze, not adrop of rain, not agrumble of distant thunder. The
battleis ended.

Gray morning mist rolls over the burned, the torn, the drowned, the crushed, the poisoned, the



sprawling dead.

Motionlesstrucks-dlent tanks, wisps of oily smoke still risng from their shattered hulks. Greeat degth
covering thefield. Another battle in another war.

Victory-everyoneis dead.

The girls stretched languidly. They extended their arms and rotated their round shoulders. Pink lips
grew widein pretty little yawns. They looked at each other and tittered in embarrassment. Some of them
blushed. A few looked guilty.

Then they al laughed out loud. They opened more gum-packs, drew compacts from pockets, spoke
intimately with schoolgirl whispers, with late-night dormitory whispers.

Muted gigglesrose up fluttering in the warm room.

"Arent we awful?' one of them said, powdering her pert nose.

Later they al went downgtairs and had breakfast.

4 - Disappearing Act

These entries are from a school notebook which was found two weeks ago in a Brooklyn candy
store. Next to it on the counter was a half finished cup of coffee. The owner of the store said no
one had been there for three hours prior to the time he first noticed the book.

Saturday morning early

| shouldn't be writing this. What if Mary found it? Then what? The end, that's what, five years out the
window.

But | haveto put it down. I've been writing too long. There's no peace unless| put things on paper. |
have to get them out and smplify my mind. But it's so hard to make things Smple and so easy to make
them complicated.

Thinking back through the months.

Wheredid it start? An argument of course. There must have been athousand of them since we
married. And aways the same one, that's the horror.

Money.

"It's not aquestion of confidencein your writing," Mary will say. "It'saquestion of billsand are we or
aren't we going to pay them?"

"Billsfor what?' I'll say. "For necessities? No. For things we don't even need.”

"Don't need!" And off we go. God, how impossible lifeiswithout money. Nothing can overcomeit, it's
everything when it's anything. How can | write in peace with endless worries of money, money, money?
Thetelevison s, the refrigerator, the washer-none of them paid for yet. And the bed she wants. ..

But despite dl, I-1 with wide-eyed idiocy keep making it even worse.

Why did | have to storm out of the apartment that first time? Wed argued, sure, but we'd argued
before. Vanity, that's al. After seven years-seven! -of writing I've made only $316 fromit. And I'm il
working nights at the lousy part-time typing job. And Mary hasto keep working at the same place with
me. Lord knows she has a perfect right to doubt. A perfect right to keep insisting | take that full-time job
Jm keeps offering me on hismagazine.

All up to me. An admission of lack, aright move and everything would be solved. No more night
work. Mary could stay home the way she wants to, the way she should. Theright move, that'sall.

So, I've been making the wrong one. God, it makes me sick.

Me, going out with Mike. Both of us glassy-eyed imbeciles meeting Jean and Sally. For months now,
pushing aside the obvious knowledge that we were being fools. Losing ourselvesin anew experience.
Paying the assto perfection.

And, last night, both of us married men, going with them to their club gpartment and. ..



Can't | say it? Am | afraid, too weak? Fool!
Adulterer.
How can things get so mixed up?| love Mary. Very much. And yet, even loving her, | did thisthing.

And to makeit al even more complicated, | enjoyed it. Jean is sweet and understanding, passionate, a
sort of symbol of lost things. It waswonderful. | can't say it wasn't.

But how can wrong be wonderful? How can crudty be exhilarating? It'sall perverse, it'sjumbled and
confused and enraging.

Saturday afternoon

Sheisforgiven me, thank God. I'll never see Jean again. Everything will be dl right.

Thismorning | went and sat on the bed and Mary woke up. She stared up at me, then looked at the
clock. Sheld been crying.

"Where have you been?' she asked in that thin little girl's voice she gets when she's scared.

"With Mike," | told her. "We drank and talked dl night."

She stared a second more. Then she took my hand dowly and pressed it against her cheek.

"I'm sorry," she said and tears cameto her eyes.

| had to put my head next to hers so she wouldn't see my face. "Oh, Mary," | said. "I'm sorry too."

I'll never tell her. She meanstoo much to me. | can't lose her.

Saturday night

We went down to Mandel's Furniture Mart this afternoon and got a new bed.
"We can't afford it, honey,” Mary said. "Never mind,” | said. "Y ou know how lumpy the old oneis. |

want my baby to deepin syle”

She kissed my cheek happily. She bounced on the bed like an excited kid. "Oh, fed how soft!" she
sad.

Everything isdl right. Everything except the new batch of' billsin today's mail. Everything except for
my latest story which won't get started. Everything except for my novel which has bounced fivetimes.
Burney House has to takeit. They've held it long enough. I'm counting on it. Things are coming to a head
with my writing. With everything. More and more | get the fedling that I'm awound-up spring.

Widl, Mary'sdl right.

Sunday night

Moretrouble. Another argument. | don't even know what it was about. She's sulking. I'm burning. |
can't write when I'm upset. She knows that.

| fed like caling Jean. At least she wasinterested in my writing. | fed like saying the hell with
everything. Getting drunk, jumping off a bridge, something. No wonder babies are happy. Lifeissmple
for them. Some hunger, some cold, alittle fear of darkness. That'sall. Why bother growing up? Life gets
too complicated.

Mary just called mefor supper. | don't fed like eating. | don't even fed like staying in the house.
Maybe I'll call up Jean later. Just to say hello.

Monday morning
Damn, damn, damn!

Not only to hold the book for over three months. That's not bad enough, oh no! They had to spill
coffeedl over the manuscript and send mea printed rejection dip to boot. | could kill them! I wonder if



they think they know what they're doing?

Mary saw thedip. "Wdl, what now?" shesad disgustedly.

"Now?' | said. | tried not to explode.

"Still think you can write?' she said.

| exploded. "Oh, they'rethelast judge and jury, aren't they?" | raged. "They're the final word on my
writing aren't they?"

"Y ou've been writing seven years," she said. "Nothing's happened.”

"And I'll write savenmore,” | said. "A hundred, a thousand!"

"Y ou won' take that job on Jm's magazine?'

"No, I will not."

"Y ou said you would if the book failed.”

"l have ajob," | said, "and you have ajob and that's the way it isand that's the way it's going to stay."

"It's not the way 1'm going to Stay!" she snapped.

Shemay leave me. Who cares! I'm sick of it al anyway. Bills, bills. Writing, writing. Failures, failures,
failures! And little old life dribbling on, building up its beautiful, brain-bursting complexitieslike anidiot
with blocks.

Y ou! Who run the world, who spin the universe. If there's anybody listening to me, make the world
ampler! | don't believein anything but I'd give... anything. If only...

Oh, what'sthe use? | don't care anymore.

I'm calling Jean tonight.

M onday afternoon

| just went down to call up Jean about Saturday night. Mary isgoing to her sister's house that night.
She hasn't mentioned me going with her so I'm certainly not going to mentionit.

| called Jean last night but the switchboard operator at the Club Stanley said shewasout. | figured I'd
be able to reach her today at her office.

So | went to the corner candy store to look up the number. | probably should have memorized it by
now. I've caled her enough. But somehow, | never bothered. What the hell, there are dways telephone
books.

She works for amagazine called Design Handbook or Designer's Handbook or something like that.
Odd, | can't remember that either. Guess | never gave it much thought.

| do remember where the office isthough. | called for her there afew months ago and took her to
lunch. I think | told Mary | was going to the library that day.

Now, as| recall, the telephone number of Jean's office wasin the upper right hand corner of the right
page in the directory. I'velooked it up dozens of times and that'swhere it dwayswas.

Today it wasnt.

| found the word Design and different business names starting with that word. But they werein the
lower left hand corner of theleft page, just the opposite. And | couldn't seem to find any name that
clicked. Usualy as soon as| seethe name of the magazine | think: thereit is. Then | look up the number.
Today it wasnt like that.

| looked and looked and thumbed around but | couldn't find anything like Design Handbook. Fndly |
eitled for the number of Design Magazine but | had the fedling it wasn't the one | was searching for.

l... I'll havetofinish thislater. Mary just called me for lunch, dinner, what have you? The big med of
the day anyway since we both work at night.

Later
It was agood meal. Mary can certainly cook. If only there weren't those arguments. | wonder if Jean

can cook.
At any rate the med steadied me alittle. | needed it. | was alittle nervous about that telephone call.



| didled the number. A woman answered.

"Design Magazine," shesad.

"I'dliketo talk to MissLane," | told her.

"Who?"

"MissLane"

"Onemoment,” shesaid. And | knew it was the wrong number. Every other time I'd called the woman
who answered had said, "All right” immediately and connected me with Jean.

"What was that name again?' she asked.

"MissLane. If you don't know her, | must have the wrong number.”

"Y ou might mean Mr. Payne."

"No, no. Before, the secretary who answered aways knew right away who | wanted. | havethe
wrong number. Excuse me.”

I hung up. | was pretty irritated. I've looked that number up so many timesit isn't funny.

Now, | can't find it.

Of course | didn't et it get me at first. | thought maybe the phone book in the candy store wasan old
one. So | went down the street to the drugstore. It had the same book.

Wédll, I'll just haveto cdl her from work tonight. But | wanted to get her this afternoon so I'd be sure
sheld save Saturday night for me.

| just thought of something. That secretary. Her voice. It was the same one who used to answer for
Design Handbook.

But... Oh, I'm dreaming.

Monday night

| called the club while Mary was out of the office getting us some coffee.

| told the switchboard operator the same way I'vetold her dozens of times. "I'd like to speak to Miss
Lane, please”

"Yesdr, one moment,” shesad.

Therewas slence along time. | got impatient. Then the phone clicked again.

"What was that name?’ the operator asked.

"MissLane, Miss Lane," | said. "I've cdled her any number of times.”

"I'll look at thelist again,” she said.

| waited some more. Then | heard her voice again.

"I'm sorry. No one by that nameislisted here.”

"But I've called her any number of timesthere.”

"Areyou sure you have the right number?*

"Yes, yes, I'm sure. Thisisthe Club Stanley, isnt it?!

"Yes itis"

"Well, that'swhere I'm cdling.”

"l don't know what to say," she said. "All | cantdll you isthat I'm certain there isn't anyone by that
nameliving here”

"But | just caled last night! You sad shewasn'tin."

"I'm sorry, | don't remember.”

"Areyou sure? Absolutely sure?"

"Well, if youwant, I'll look at thelist again. But no one by that nameisonit, I'm positive.”

"And no one by that name moved out within the last few days?’

"We haven't had avacancy for ayear. Rooms are hard to get in New Y ork, you know."

"l know," | said, and hung up.

| went back to my desk. Mary was back from the drugstore.

Shetold me my coffee was getting cold. | said | was caling Jm in regard to that job. That wasan



ill-chosen lie. Now shéll start in on that again.

| drank my coffee and typed awhile. But | didn't know what | was doing. | wastrying hard to settle
my mind.

She hasto be somewhere, | thought. | know | didn't dream al those moments together. | know |
didntimaginedl thetrouble | had keeping it asecret from Mary. And | know that Mike and Sally
didn't...

Sdly! Sdly lived a the Club Stanley too.

| told Mary | had a headache and was going out for an aspirin. She said there must be somein the
men'sroom. | told her they wereakind | didn't like. | get involved intheflimsiest lies!

| haf ran to the nearby drugstore. Naturally | didn't want to use the phone a work again.

The same operator answered my ring.

"IsMiss Sdly Norton there?' | asked.

"One moment please," she said, and | felt asinking sensation in my stomach. She dways knew the
regular membersright away. And Sally and Jean had been living therefor at least two years.

"I'm sorry," she said. "No one by that nameislisted here."

| groaned. "Oh my God."

"|s something wrong?" she asked.

"No Jean Lane and no Sdlly Norton live there?”

"Areyou the same party who called alittle while ago?’

"y es

"Now look. If thisisajoke..."

"A joke! Last night | called you and you told me Miss Lanewas out and would | liketo leave a
message. | said no. Then | call tonight and you tell me there's nobody there by that name.”

"I'm sorry. | don't know what to say. | was on the board last night but | don't recal what you say. If
you like I'll connect you with the house manager.”

"No, never mind," | said and hung up.

Then | didled Mike's number. But he wasn't home. Hiswife Gladys answered, told me Mike had gone
bowling.

| wasalittle nervous or | wouldn't have dipped up.

"With the boys?' | asked her.

She sounded kind of dighted. "Well, | hope s0," she said.

I'm getting scared.

Tuesday night
| called Mike again tonight. | asked him about Sdlly.
"Who?"'

"Sly."

"Saly who?" he asked.

"Y ou know damn well Sally who, you hypocritel

"What isthis, agag?' he asked.

"Maybeitis" | said. "How about cutting it out?"

"Let'sgart dl over," hesaid. "Who the hell isSally?!

"Y ou don't know Sdlly Norton?'

"No. Who is she?'

"Y ou never went on adate with her and Jean Lane and me?”

"Jean Lane! What are you talking about?'

"Y ou don't know Jean Lane either?’

"No, | don't and thisis getting very unfunny. | don't know what you're trying to pull but cut it out. As
two married menwe..."



"Listen!" | dmost shouted into the phone. "Where were you three weeks ago Saturday night?”
He was sillent amoment.

"Wasn't that the night you and | bached while Mary and Glad went to see the fashion show at..."

"Bached! Therewas no onewith us?'

"Who?'

"No girls? Sdly? Jean?"

"Oh, herewego again,” he groaned. "L ook, pal, what's esting you? Anything | can do?'

| dumped againgt the wall of the telephone booth.

"No," | said weakly "No."

"Areyou sureyou'redl right?Y ou sound upset as hell.”

| hung up. | am upset. | have afeding asthough I'm starving and thereisn't a scrap of food in the
wholeworld to feed me.

Wheat's wrong?

Wednesday afternoon

Therewas only one way to find out if Sdly and Jean had redlly disappeared.

| had met Jean through afriend | knew &t college. Her homeisin Chicago and so ismy friend Dave's.
He was the one who gave me her New Y ork address, the Club Stanley. Naturaly | didn't tell Davel
was married.

So I'd looked up Jean and | went out with her and Mike went out with her friend Sdly. That's the way
it was, | know it happened.

So today | wrote aletter to Dave. | told him what had happened. | begged him to check up at her
home and write quickly and tell meit was ajoke or some amazing set of coincidences. Then | got out my
address book.

Dave's name is gone from the book.

Am | redlly going crazy? | know perfectly well that the address wasin there. | can remember the night,
years ago, when | carefully wrote it down because | didn't want to lose contact with him after we
graduated from college. | can even remember theink blot | made when | wroteit because my pen
leaked.

The pageisblank.

I remember his name, how he looked, how he talked, the things we did, the classes we took together.

| even had aletter of his he sent me one Easter vacation while | was at school. | remember Mike was
over a my room. Sincewe lived in New Y ork there wasn't time to get home because the vacation was
only for afew days.

But Dave had gone home to Chicago and, from there, sent usavery funny letter, specid delivery. |
remember how he sedled it with wax and stamped it with hisring for agag.

The letter is gone from the drawer where | dways kept it.

And | had three pictures of Dave taken on graduation day. Two of them | kept in my picture abum.
They'redill there...

But he's not on them.

They'rejust pictures of the campus with buildingsin the background.

I'm afraid to go on looking. | could write the college or cal them and ask if Dave ever went there.

But I'm afraid to try.

Thursday afternoon
Today | went out to Hempstead to see Jim. | went to his office. He was surprised when | walked in.

He wanted to know why I'd travelled so far just to see him.
"Don' tell me you've decided to take that job offer,” he said.



| asked him, "Jim, did you ever hear metalking about agirl named Jeanin New Y ork?"

"Jean? No, | don't think so."

"Comeon, Jm. | did mention her to you. Don't you remember the last time you and | and Mike played
poker? | told you about her then.”

"I don't remember, Bob," he said. "What about her?'

"l can't find her. And | can't find the girl Mike went out with. And Mike deniesthat he ever knew
ether of them."

Helooked confused so | told him again. Then he said, "What's this? Two old married men gdlivanting
around with..."

"They werejust friends,” | cut in. "I met them through afdlow | knew at college. Don't get any bright
idess”

"All right, dl right, kipit. Wheredo | fitin?"

"l can't find them. They're gone. | can't even prove they existed.”

He shrugged. "So what?' Then he asked me if Mary knew about it. | brushed that off.

"Didn't | mention Jeanin any of my letters?' | asked him.

"Couldn't say. | never keep letters.”

| left soon after that. He was getting too curious. | can seeit now. Hetellshiswife, hiswifetells
Mary-fireworks.

When | rode to work late this afternoon | had the most awful fedling that | was something temporary.
When | sat down it waslikeresting on air.

| guess| must be cracking. Because | bumped into an old man deliberately to find out if he saw me or
felt me. He snarled and called me aclumsy idiot.

| was grateful for that.

Thursday night
Tonight a work | called up Mike again to seeif he remembered Dave from college.

The phone rang, then it clicked off. The operator cut in and asked, "What number areyou caling, Sr?"

A chill covered me. | gave her the number. She told me there wasn't any such number.

The phonefdl out of my hand and clattered on the floor. Mary stood up at her desk and looked over.
The operator was saying, "Hello, hdllo, hdllo..." I hurriedly put the phone back in the cradle.

"What happened?' Mary asked when | came back to my desk.

"| dropped the phone." | said.

| sat and worked and shivered with cold.

I'm afraid to tell Mary about Mike and hiswife Gladys.

I'm afraid shelll say she never heard of them.

Friday

Today | checked up on Design Handbook. Information told me there was no such publication listed.
But | went over to the city anyway. Mary was angry about me going. But | had to go.

| went to the building. | looked at the directory in the lobby. And even though | knew | wouldn't find
the magazine listed there, it was till ashock that made mefed sick and hollow.

| wasdizzy as| rode up the levator. | felt asif | were drifting away from everything.

| got off at thethird floor at the exact spot where I'd called for Jean that afternoon.

There was atextile company there.

"There never was amagazine here?" | asked the receptionist.

"Not aslong as| can remember,” she said. "Of course I've only been here three years.”



| went home. | told Mary | was sick and didn't want to go to work tonight. She said al right she
wouldn't go ether. | went into the bedroom to be done. | stood in the place where we're going to put the
new bed when it's delivered next week.

Mary camein. She stood in the doorway restively.

"Bob, what's the matter?' she asked. "Don't | have aright to know?'

"Nothing," | told her.

"Oh, please don't tell methat,” she said. "I know thereis."

| started toward her. Then | turned away.

"l... | havetowritealetter,” | said.

"Who to?"

| flared up. "That'smy business,” | said. Then | told her to Jim.

Sheturned away. "l wish | could believeyou,” she said.

"What does that mean?' | asked. Shelooked a me for along moment and then turned away again.

"Give Jim my best," she said, and her voice shook. Theway she said it made me shudder.

| sat down and wrote the letter to Jm. | decided he might help. Things were too desperate for
secrecy. | told him that Mikewas gone. | asked him if he remembered Mike,

Funny. My hand hardly shook at al. Maybe that'sthe way it is when you're dmost gone.

Saturday

Mary had to work on some specia typing today. She left early.
After | had breskfast | got the bank book out of the metal box in the bedroom closet. | was going
down to the bank to get the money for the bed.

At the bank | filled out awithdrawal dip for $97. Then | waited in line and findly handed the dip and
the book to the teller.

He opened it and looked up with afrown.

"This supposed to be funny?' he asked.

"What do you mean, funny?'

He pushed the book acrossto me. "Next," he said.

| guess| shouted. "What's the matter with you!™

Out of the corner of my eye | saw one of the men at the front desks jump up and hurry over. A
woman behind me said, "Let me at the window, if you please.”

The man came fussing up.

"What seemsto be the trouble, sir?' he asked me.

"Thetdler refusesto honour my bank book," | told him.

He asked for the book and | handed it to him. He opened it. Then he looked up in surprise. He spoke
quigtly.

"Thisbook isblank," he said.

| grabbed it and stared at it, my heart pounding.

It was completely unused.

"Oh, my God," | moaned.

" Perhaps we can check on the number of the book," the man said. "Why don't you step over to my
desk?'

But there wasn't any number on the book. | saw that. And | felt tears coming into my eyes.

"No," | said. "No." | walked past him and started toward the doorway

"One moment, Sir," he called after me.

| ran out and ran dl the way home.

| waited in the front room for Mary to come home. I'm waiting now. I'm looking at the bank book. At
the line where we both signed our names. At the spaces where we had made our deposits. Fifty dollars
from her parentson our first anniversary



Two hundred and thirty dollars from my veteran'sinsurance dividend. Twenty dollars. Ten dollars.
All blank.

Everything isgoing. Jean. Sdly. Mike. Namesfluttering away and the people with them.

Now this. What's next?

Later

I know.

Mary hasn't come home.

| called up the office. | heard Sam answer and | asked him if Mary wasthere. He said | must havethe
wrong number, no Mary worksthere. | told himwho | was. | asked him if | worked there.

"Stop the kidding around,” he said. " See you Monday night."

| called up my cousin, my sister, her cousin, her Sster, her parents. No answer. Not even ringing.
None of the numberswork. Then they're al gone.

Sunday

| don't know what to do. All day I've been ditting in the living room looking out at the Street. 1've been
watching to seeif anybody | know comes by the house. But they don't. They're dl strangers.

I'm afraid to leave the house. That's dl thereisleft. Our furniture and our clothes.

I mean my clothes. Her closet isempty. | looked into it this morning when | woke up and there wasn't
ascrap of clothing left. It'slike amagic act, everything disappearing, it'slike...

| just laughed. | must be...

| called the furniture store. 1t's open Sunday afternoons. They said they had no record of us buying a
bed. Would | like to comein and check?

| hung up and looked out the window some more.

| thought of calling up my aunt in Detroit. But | can't remember the number. And it isn't in my address
book any more. The entire book is blank. Except for my name on the cover stamped in gold.

My name. Only my name. What can | say? What can | do? Everything is so smple. Theré's nothing
to do.

I've been looking a my photograph album. Almost al the pictures are different. There aren't any
people on them.

Mary isgone and dl of our friendsand our relatives.

[t'sfunny

Inthewedding picture | st dl by myself at ahuge table covered with food. My left armis out and bent
asthough I were embracing my bride. And dl dong the table are glassesfloating in the air.

Toagting me.

Monday morning

| just got back the letter | sent Jm. It has NO SUCH ADDRESS stamped on the envelope.

| tried to catch the mailman but | couldn't. He was gone before | woke up.

| went down to the grocer before. He knew me. But when | asked him about Mary he said stop
kidding, I'd die abachelor and we both knew it.

| have only onemoreidea. It'sarisk, but I'll have to takeit. I'll have to leave the house and go
downtown to the Veteran's Adminigtration. | want to seeif my records are there. If they are, they'll have
something about my schooling and about my marriage and the people who werein my life.

I'm taking this book with me. | don't want to loseit. If | lost it, then | wouldn't have athing in the world
to remind methat I'm not insane.



Monday night

The houseisgone.

I'm gitting in the corner candy store.

When | got back from the V.A. | found an empty lot there. | asked some of the boys playing there if
they knew me. They said they didn't. | asked them what happened to the house. They said they'd been
playing in that empty lot sSince they were babies.

TheV.A. didn't have any records about me. Not athing.

That means|'m not even aperson now. All | haveisall | am, my body and the clothesoniit. All the
identification papers are gone from my wallet.

My watch is gonetoo. Just like that. From my wrist.

It had an inscription on the back. | remember it.

To my own darling with all my love. Mary.

I'm having acup of cof

5-Dud

At 11:32 am., Mann passed the truck.

He was heading west, en route to San Francisco. It was Thursday and unseasonably hot for April. He
had his suit coat off, histie removed and shirt collar opened, his deeve cuffsfolded back. There was
sunlight on hisleft arm and on part of hislap. He could fed the heat of it through his dark trousersas he
drove adong the two-lane highway. For the past twenty minutes, he had not seen another vehicle going in
ether direction.

Then he saw the truck ahead, moving up a curving grade between two high green hills. He heard the
grinding strain of its motor and saw a double shadow on the road. The truck was pulling atrailer.

He paid no attention to the details of the truck. As he drew behind it on the grade, he edged his car
toward the opposite lane. The road ahead had blind curves and he didn't try to pass until the truck had
crossed theridge. He waited until it started around aleft curve on the downgrade, then, seeing that the
way was clear, pressed down on the accelerator pedal and steered his car into the eastbound lane. He
waited until he could see the truck front in hisrear-view mirror before he turned back into the proper
lane.

Mann looked across the countryside ahead. There were ranges of mountains asfar as he could see
and, al around him, rolling green hills. He whistled softly asthe car sped down the winding grade, itstires
making crisp sounds on the pavement.

At the bottom of the hill, he crossed a concrete bridge and, glancing to the right, saw adry stream bed
strewn with rocks and gravel. Asthe car moved off the bridge, he saw atrailer park set back from the
highway to hisright. How can anyone live out here? he thought. His shifting gaze caught Sght of a pet
cemetery ahead and he smiled. Maybe those people in the trailers wanted to be close to the graves of
their dogs and cats.

The highway ahead was straight now. Mann drifted into areverie, the sunlight on hisarm and lap. He
wondered what Ruth was doing. The kids, of course, werein school and would be for hours yet. Maybe
Ruth was shopping; Thursday was the day she usually went. Mann visuaized her in the supermarket,
putting variousitemsinto the basket cart. He wished he were with her instead of starting on another sdles
trip. Hours of driving yet before he'd reach San Francisco; Three days of hotel deeping and restaurant
egting, hoped-for contacts and likely disgppointments. He sighed; then, reaching out impulsively, he
switched on the radio. He revolved the tuning knob until he found astation playing soft, innocuous music.
He hummed aong with it, eyes almost out of focus on the road ahead.

He stared as the truck roared past him on the l€eft, causing his car to shudder dightly. He watched the
truck and trailer cut in abruptly for the westbound lane and frowned as he had to brake to maintain asafe
distance behind it. What's with you? he thought.



He eyed the truck with cursory disgpproval. It was a huge gasoline tanker pulling atank trailer, each of
them having six pairs of whedls. He could see that it was not anew rig but was dented and in need of
renovation, its tanks painted a chegp-looking silvery colour. Mann wondered if the driver had done the
painting himsdlf. His gaze shifted from the word flammable printed across the back of thetrailer tank, red
|etters on awhite background, to the parald reflector lines painted in red across the bottom of the tank
to the massive rubber flaps swaying behind the reer tires, then back up again. The reflector lineslooked
asthough they'd been clumsily applied with a stencil. The driver must be an independent trucker, he
decided, and not too affluent aone, from the looks of his outfit. He glanced at the trailer's license plate. It
wasaCdiforniaissue.

Mann checked his speedometer. He was holding steady at 55 miles an hour, as he invariably did when
he drove without thinking on the open highway. The truck driver must have done agood 70 to passhim
so quickly. That seemed alittle odd. Weren't truck drivers supposed to be a cautiouslot?

He grimaced at the smdll of the truck's exhaust and |ooked at the vertical pipeto the left of the cab. It
was spewing smoke, which clouded darkly back acrossthetrailer. Christ, he thought. With al the furore
about air pollution, why do they keep alowing that sort of thing on the highways?

He scowled at the constant fumes. They'd make him nausested in alittle while, he knew. He couldn't
lag back herelikethis. Either he dowed down or he passed the truck again. He didn't have thetimeto
dow down. HEd gotten alate start. Keeping it at 55 al the way, he'd just about make his afternoon
appointment. No, he'd have to pass.

Depressing the gas peda, he eased his car toward the opposite lane. No sign of anything ahead.
Traffic on this route seemed dmost nonexistent today. He pushed down harder on the accelerator and
steered dl the way into the eastbound lane.

As he passed the truck, he glanced at it. The cab wastoo high for him to seeinto. All he caught sight
of wasthe back of the truck driver'sleft hand on the steering whedl. It was darkly tanned and
square-looking, with large veins knotted on its surface.

When Mann could see the truck reflected in the rear view mirror, he pulled back over to the proper
lane and looked ahead again.

He glanced at the rear view mirror in surprise as the truck driver gave him an extended horn blast.
What was that? he wondered; a greeting or acurse? He grunted with amusement, glancing at the mirror
as he drove. Thefront fenders of the truck were adingy purple colour, the paint faded and chipped;
another amateurish job. All he could see was the lower portion of the truck; the rest was cut off by the
top of hisrear window.

To Mann'sright, now, was adope of shae like earth with patches of scrub grassgrowing onit. His
gaze jumped to the clapboard house on top of the dope. Thetelevision aerid onitsroof was sagging at
an angle of lessthan 40 degrees. Must give great reception, he thought.

Helooked to the front again, glancing aside abruptly at asign printed in jagged block letters on a piece
of plywood: night crawlers-bait. What the hell isanight crawler? he wondered. 1t sounded like some
monster in alow-grade Hollywood thriller.

The unexpected roar of the truck motor made his gaze jump to the rear view mirror. Instantly, his
dartled look jumped to the sde mirror. By God, the guy was passing him again. Mann turned his head
to scowl at the leviathan form asit drifted by. Hetried to see into the cab but couldn't because of its
height. What'swith him, anyway? he wondered. What the hell are we having here, a contest? See which
vehicle can say ahead the longest?

He thought of speeding up to stay ahead but changed his mind. When the truck and trailer sarted
back into the westbound lane, he let up on the pedd, voicing anewly incredul ous sound as he saw thet if
he hadn't dowed down, he would have been prematurely cut off again. Jesus Christ, he thought. What's
with thisguy?

His scowl deepened as the odour of the truck's exhaust reached his nostrils again. Irritably, he cranked
up thewindow on hisleft. Damn it, was he going to have to breathe that crap dl the way to San
Francisco? He couldn't afford to dow down. He had to meet Forbes at a quarter after three and that was
that.



He looked ahead. At least there was no traffic complicating matters. Mann pressed down on the
accelerator pedal, drawing close behind the truck. When the highway curved enough to the left to give
him a completely open view of the route aheed, he jarred down on the pedd, steering out into the
oppositelane.

Thetruck edged over, blocking hisway.

For several moments, al Mann could do was stare at it in blank confusion. Then, with astartled noise,
he braked, returning to the proper lane. The truck moved back in front of him.

Mann could not alow himself to accept what apparently had taken place. It had to be a coincidence.
Thetruck driver couldn't have blocked hisway on purpose. He waited for more than aminute, then
flicked down the turn-indicator lever to make hisintentions perfectly clear and, depressing the accelerator
pedal, steered again into the eastbound lane.

Immediatdly, thetruck shifted, barring hisway.

"Jesus Christ!" Mann was astounded. Thiswas unbdievable. HEd never seen such athingin
twenty-six years of driving. He returned to the westbound lane, shaking his head as the truck swung back
infront of him.

He eased up on the gas pedd, faling back to avoid the truck's exhaust. Now what? he wondered. He
gtill had to make San Francisco on schedule. Why in God's name hadn't he gone alittle out of hisway in
the beginning, so he could have travelled by freeway? This damned highway wastwo lane dl theway.

Impulsively, he sped into the eastbound lane again. To his surprise, the truck driver did not pull over.
Instead, the driver stuck hisleft arm out and waved him on. Mann started pushing down on the
accelerator. Suddenly, he let up on the pedd with agasp and jerked the steering whedl around, raking
back behind the truck so quickly that his car began to fishtail. He was fighting to control its zigzag
whipping when ablue convertible shot by him in the opposite |lane. Mann caught amomentary vision of
theman ingdeit glaring at him.

The car came under his control again. Mann was sucking breath in through his mouth. His heart was
pounding dmost painfully. My God! he thought. He wanted me to hit that car head on. Theredization
stunned him. True, he should have seen to it himsdlf that the road ahead was clear; that was hisfalure.
But to wave him on... Mann felt appaled and sickened. Boy, oh, boy, oh, boy, he thought. Thiswas
redly onefor the books. That son of abitch had meant for not only him to bekilled but atotaly
uninvolved passerby aswell. The idea seemed beyond his comprehension. On a Cdiforniahighway ona
Thursday morning? Why?

Mann tried to cam himsdf and rationdize the incident. Maybe it's the heat, he thought. Maybe the
truck driver had atension headache or an upset ssomach; maybe both. Maybe held had afight with his
wife. Maybe sheld failed to put out last night. Mann tried in vain to smile. There could be any number of
reasons. Reaching out, he twisted off the radio. The cheerful music irritated him.

He drove behind the truck for severa minutes, hisface amask of animosity. Asthe exhaust fumes
started putting his scomach on edge, he suddenly forced down the hedl of hisright hand on the horn bar
and held it there. Seeing that the route ahead was clear, he pushed in the accel erator peda dl the way
and steered into the opposite lane.

The movement of his car was paraleled immediately by the truck. Mann stayed in place, right hand
jammed down on the horn bar. Get out of the way, you son of abitch! he thought. He felt the muscles of
hisjaw hardening until they ached. Therewas atwisting in his ssomach.

"Damn!" He pulled back quickly to the proper lane, shuddering with fury. ™Y ou miserable son of a
bitch," he muttered, glaring at the truck asit was shifted back in front of him. What the hell iswrong with
you? | pass your goddamn rig a couple of times and you go flying off the deep end? Are you nuts or
something? Mann nodded tensaly. Y es, he thought; he is. No other explanation.

He wondered what Ruth would think of &l this, how shed react. Probably, sheld start to honk the
horn and would keep on honking it, assuming that, eventualy, it would attract the attention of a
policeman. He looked around with a scowl. Just wherein hell were the policemen out here, anyway? He
made a scoffing noise. What policemen? Here in the boondocks? They probably had a sheriff on



horseback, for Christ's sake.

He wondered suddenly if he could fool the truck driver by passing on the right. Edging his car toward
the shoulder, he peered ahead. No chance. There wasn't room enough. The truck driver could shove him
through that wire fence if he wanted to. Mann shivered. And hed want to, sure as hell, he thought.

Driving where he was, he grew conscious of the debrislying beside the highway: beer cans, candy
wrappers, ice-cream containers, newspaper sections browned and rotted by the wesather, afor sdesign
torn in half. Kegp Americabeautiful, he thought sardonicaly. He passed a boulder with the name will
jasper painted on it in white. Who the hell isWill Jasper? he wondered. What would he think of this
gtugion?

Unexpectedly, the car began to bounce. For severa anxious moments, Mann thought that one of his
tires had goneflat. Then he noticed that the paving aong this section of highway consisted of pitted dabs
with gaps between them. He saw the truck and trailer jolting up and down and thought: | hope it shakes
your brainsloose. Asthe truck veered into asharp left curve, he caught afleeting glimpse of the driver's
face in the cab's sde mirror. There was not enough time to establish his appearance.

"Ah," hesaid. A long, steep hill waslooming up ahead. The truck would haveto climb it dowly. There
would doubtless be an opportunity to pass somewhere on the grade. Mann pressed down on the
accelerator pedd, drawing as close behind the truck as safety would alow.

Hafway up the dope, Mann saw aturnout for the east-bound lane with no oncoming traffic anywhere
in sight. Flooring the accel erator pedd, he shot into the opposite lane. The dow-moving truck began to
angle out in front of him. Face stiffening, Mann steered his speeding car across the highway edge and
curved it sharply on the turnout. Clouds of dust went billowing up behind his car, making him lose sght of
the truck. Histires buzzed and crackled on the dirt, then, suddenly, were humming on the pavement once
agan.

He glanced at the rear view mirror and a barking laugh erupted from histhroat. Hed only meant to
pass. The dust had been an unexpected bonus. Let the bastard get a sniff of something rotten smellingin
his nose for achange! he thought. He honked the horn elatedly, a mocking rhythm of bleats. Screw you,
Jack!

He swept across the summit of the hill. A striking vistalay ahead: sunlit hills and flatland, acorridor of
dark trees, quadrangles of cleared-off acreage and bright-green vegetable patches, far off, inthe
distance, amammoth water tower. Mann fdlt stirred by the panoramic sight. Lovely, he thought.
Reaching out, he turned the radio back on and started humming cheerfully with the music.

Seven minutes | ater, he passed a billboard advertising chuck's cafe. No thanks, Chuck, he thought. He
glanced at agray house nestled in ahollow. Wasthat a cemetery initsfront yard or agroup of plaster
datuary for sde?

Hearing the noise behind him, Mann looked at the rear view mirror and felt himself go cold with fear.
Thetruck was hurtling down the hill, pursuing him.

His mouth fell open and he threw a glance at the speedometer. He was doing more than 60! On a
curving downgrade, that was not at al a safe speed to be driving. Y et the truck must be exceeding that
by a considerable margin, it was closing the distance between them so rapidly. Mann swallowed, leaning
to the right as he steered his car around a sharp curve. Isthe man insane? he thought.

His gaze jumped forward searchingly. He saw aturnoff half amile ahead and decided that hed useit.
In the rear view mirror, the huge square radiator grille was dl he could see now. He stamped down on
the gas peda and histires screeched unnervingly as he wheeled around another curve, thinking that,
surely, the truck would have to dow down here.

He groaned as it rounded the curve with ease, only the sway of its tanks revealing the outward
pressure of the turn. Mann bit trembling lips together as he whipped his car around another curve. A
sraight descent now. He depressed the peda farther, glanced at the speedometer. Almost 70 milesan
hour! He wasn't used to driving thisfast!

In agony, he saw the turnoff shoot by on hisright. He couldn't have left the highway at this speed,
anyway; held have overturned. Goddamn it, what was wrong with that son of a bitch? Mann honked his
horn in frightened rage. Cranking down the window suddenly, he shoved hisleft arm out to wave the



truck back. "Back!" heyeled. He honked the horn again. " Get back, you crazy bastard!"

Thetruck was dmost on him now. He'sgoing to kill me! Mann thought, horrified. He honked the horn
repeatedly, then had to use both hands to grip the steering whedl as he swept around another curve. He
flashed alook at the rear view mirror. He could see only the bottom portion of the truck'sradiator grille.
Hewas going to lose control! He felt the rear whedls start to drift and let up on the peda quickly. The
tiretreads bit in, the car legped on, regaining its momentum.

Mann saw the bottom of the grade ahead, and in the distance there was a building with asign that read
chuck's cafe. Thetruck was gaining ground again. Thisisinsane! he thought, enraged and terrified at
once. The highway straightened out. He floored the pedal: 74 now-75. Mann braced himsdlf, trying to
easethe car asfar to theright as possible.

Abruptly, he began to brake, then swerved to the right, raking his car into the open areaiin front of the
cafe. He cried out asthe car began to fishtail, then careened into askid. Seer with it! screamed avoice
inhismind. Therear of the car was lashing from side to Side, tires spewing dirt and raising clouds of dust.
Mann pressed harder on the brake pedal, turning further into the skid. The car began to Straighten out
and he braked harder yet, conscious, on the sides of hisvision, of the truck and trailer roaring by on the
highway. He nearly sideswiped one of the cars parked in front of the cafe, bounced and skidded by it,
going aimost straight now. He jammed in the brake pedal as hard as he could. The rear end broke to the
right and the car spun half around, sheering sideways to a neck-wrenching hat thirty yards beyond the
cafe.

Mann sat in pulsing silence, eyes closed. His heartbeats fdlt like club blowsin his chest. He couldn't
seem to catch his bregth. If he were ever going to have a heart attack, it would be now. After awhile, he
opened hiseyes and pressed hisright palm againgt his chest. His heart was till throbbing labouredly. No
wonder, he thought. It isn't every day I'm amost murdered by atruck.

He raised the handle and pushed out the door, then started forward, grunting in surprise as the safety
belt held himin place. Reaching down with shaking fingers, he depressed the release button and pulled
the ends of the belt apart. He glanced at the cafe. What had its patrons thought of his break-neck
appearance? he wondered.

He stumbled as he walked to the front door of the cafe. truckers welcome, read asign in the window.
It gave Mann aqueasy feding to seeit. Shivering, he pulled open the door and went inside, avoiding the
sght of its customers. Hefdt certain they were watching him, but he didn't have the strength to face their
looks. Keeping his gaze fixed straight ahead, he moved to the rear of the cafe and opened the door
marked gents.

Moving to the sink, he twisted the right-hand faucet and leaned over to cup cold water in his pams
and splash it on hisface. There was afluttering of his somach muscles he could not control.

Straightening up. he tugged down severd towels from their dispenser and patted them againgt hisface,
grimacing at the smell of the paper. Dropping the soggy towelsinto awaste-basket beside the sink, he
regarded himsdlf in the wall mirror. Still with us, Mann, he thought. He nodded, swalowing. Drawing out
his metal comb, he neatened his hair. Y ou never know, he thought. Y ou just never know. Y ou drift along,
year after year, presuming certain values to be fixed; like being able to drive on a public thoroughfare
without somebody trying to murder you. Y ou come to depend on that sort of thing. Then something
occurs and all bets are off. One shocking incident and al the years of logic and acceptance are displaced
and, suddenly, thejungleisin front of you again. Man, part animal, part angel. Where had he come
acrossthat phrase? He shivered.

It was entirely an animal in that truck out there.

His breath was dmost back to norma now. Mann forced asmile a hisreflection. All right, boy, he
told himsdlf. It's over now. It was agoddamned nightmare, but it's over. Y ou are on your way to San
Francisco. You'll get yoursdlf anice hotel room, order a bottle of expensive Scotch, soak your body ina
hot bath and forget. Damn right, he thought. He turned and walked out of the washroom.

Hejolted to ahdlt, his breath cut off. Standing rooted, heartbeat hammering at his chest, he gaped
through the front window of the cafe.

The truck and trailer were parked outside.



Mann stared at them in unbelieving shock. It wasn't possible. Hed seen them roaring by at top speed.
Thedriver had won; hed won\ He'd had the whole damn highway to himsdf! Why had he turned back?

Mann looked around with sudden dread. There were five men eating, three along the counter, two in
booths. He cursed himsdlf for having failed to look at faces when held entered. Now there was no way of
knowing who it was. Mann felt hislegs begin to shake.

Abruptly, he walked to the nearest booth and did in clumsly behind the table. Now wait, hetold
himsdlf; just wait. Surely, he could tell which oneit was. Masking his face with the menu, he glanced
acrossitstop. Wasit that one in the khaki work shirt? Mann tried to see the man's hands but couldntt.
His gaze flicked nervoudy across the room. Not that one in the suit, of course. Three remaining. That one
in the front booth, square faced, black-haired? If only he could see the man's hands, it might help. One of
the two others at the counter? Mann studied them uneasily. Why hadn't he looked at faceswhen held
comein?

Now wait, hethought. Goddamn it, wait! All right, thetruck driver wasin here. That didn't
automatically signify that he meant to continue the insane duel. Chuck's Cafe might be the only placeto
eat for milesaround. It was lunch time, wasn't it? The truck driver had probably intended to eat here dl
the time. He'd just been moving too fast to pull into the parking lot before. So hed dowed down, turned
around and driven back, that was al. Mann forced himsdlf to read the menu. Right, he thought. No point
in getting o rattled. Perhaps abeer would help relax him.

The woman behind the counter came over and Mann ordered a ham sandwich on rye toast and a
bottle of Coors. Asthe woman turned away, he wondered, with a sudden twinge of self-reproach, why
he hadn't amply left the cafe, jumped into his car and sped away. He would have known immediatdly,
then, if thetruck driver was till out to get him. Asit was, held have to suffer through an entire medl to
find out. He amost groaned at his stupidity.

Stll, what if the truck driver had followed him out and started after him again? Held have been right
back where held started. Even if hed managed to get agood lead, the truck driver would have overtaken
him eventudly. It just wasn't in him to drive a 80 and 90 miles an hour in order to stay ahead. True, he
might have been intercepted by a CdiforniaHighway Patrol car. What if he weren't, though?

Mann repressed the plaguing thoughts. He tried to calm himself. He looked deliberately at the four
men. Either of two seemed alikely possibility asthe driver of the truck: the square faced one in the front
booth and the chunky onein the jumpsuit Stting at the counter. Mann had an impulse to walk over to
them and ask which oneit was, tell the man he was sorry hed irritated him, tell him anything to cam him,
since, obvioudy, he wasn't rational, was a manic-depressive, probably. Maybe buy the man abeer and
gt with him awhileto try to settle things.

He couldn't move. What if the truck driver were letting the whole thing drop? Mightn't his gpproach
rilethe man dl over again? Mann felt drained by indecision. He nodded weakly as the waitress set the
sandwich and the bottle in front of him. He took a swallow of the beer, which made him cough. Wasthe
truck driver amused by the sound? Mann felt astirring of resentment deep insde himsalf. What right did
that bastard have to impose this torment on another human being? It was a free country, wasn't it? Damn
it, he had every right to pass the son of abitch on ahighway if he wanted to!

"Oh, hdll," he mumbled. Hetried to fed amused. He was making entirely too much of this. Wasn't he?
He glanced at the pay telephone on the front wall. What was to prevent him from calling the locd police
and tdling them the Stuation? But, then, held have to stay here, lose time, make Forbes angry, probably
losethe sdle. And what if thetruck driver stayed to face them? Naturdly, held deny the whole thing.
What if the police believed him and didn't do anything about it? After they'd gone, the truck driver would
undoubtedly takeit out on him again, only worse. God! Mann thought in agony.

The sandwich tasted flat, the beer unpleasantly sour. Mann stared at the table as he ate. For God's
sake, why was he just sitting here like this? He was a grown man, wasn't he? Why didn't he settle this
damn thing once and for al?

Hisleft hand twitched so unexpectedly, he spilled beer on histrousers. The man in the jJump suit had
risen from the counter and was strolling toward the front of the cafe. Mann felt his heartbeat thumping as
the man gave money to the waitress, took his change and a toothpick from the dispenser and went



outsde. Mann watched in anxious silence.

The man did not get into the cab of the tanker truck.

It had to be the one in the front booth, then. His face took form in Mann's remembrance: square, with
dark eyes, dark hair; the man who'd tried to kill him.

Mann stood abrupitly, letting impulse conquer fear. Eyesfixed ahead, he started toward the entrance.
Anything was preferable to Sitting in that booth. He stopped by the cash register, conscious of the
hitching of his chest ashe gulped in air. Was the man observing him? he wondered. He swalowed,
pulling out the clip of dollar billsin his right-hand trouser pocket. He glanced toward the waitress. Come
on, hethought. He looked at his check and, seeing the amount, reached shakily into histrouser pocket
for change. He heard a coin fdl onto the floor and roll away. Ignoring it, he dropped adollar and a
quarter onto the counter and thrust the clip of billsinto his trouser pocket.

Ashedid, he heard the man in the front booth get up. Anicy shudder spasmed up hisback. Turning
quickly to the door, he shoved it open, seeing, on the edges of hisvision, the square faced man approach
the cash register. Lurching from the cafe, he started toward his car with long strides. His mouth was dry
again. The pounding of his heart was painful in hischest.

Suddenly, he started running. He heard the cafe door bang shut and fought away the urge to ook
across his shoulder. Wasthat a sound of other running footsteps now? Reaching his car, Mann yanked
open the door and jarred in awkwardly behind the steering wheel. He reached into his trouser pocket for
the keys and snatched them out, almost dropping them. His hand was shaking so badly he couldn't get
theignition key into its dot. He whined with mounting dread. Come on! he thought.

Thekey didin, hetwisted it convulsively. The motor started and he raced it momentarily before
jerking the transmission shift to drive. Depressing the accelerator pedal quickly, he raked the car around
and steered it toward the highway. From the corners of his eyes, he saw the truck and trailer being
backed away from the cafe.

Reaction burst insgde him. "No!" he raged and dammed hisfoot down on the brake pedd. Thiswas
idiotic! Why the hell should he run way? His car did sdewaysto arocking hat and, shouldering out the
door, he lurched to hisfeet and started toward the truck with angry strides. All right, Jack, he thought.
He glared a the man ingde the truck. Y ou want to punch my nose, okay, but no more goddamn
tournament on the highway.

Thetruck began to pick up speed. Mann raised hisright arm. "Hey!" heyelled. He knew the driver
saw him. "Hey!" He started running asthe truck kept moving, engine grinding loudly. It was on the
highway now. He sprinted toward it with asense of martyred outrage. The driver shifted gears, the trudk
moved fagter. "Stop!" Mann shouted. "Damnit, stop!”

He thudded to a panting hdt, staring at the truck asit receded down the highway, moved around a hill
and disappeared. "Y ou son of abitch,” he muttered. "Y ou goddamn, miserable son of abitch.”

He trudged back dowly to hiscar, trying to believe that the truck driver had fled the hazard of a
fistfight. It was possible, of course, but, somehow he could not believeit.

He got into his car and was about to drive onto the highway when he changed his mind and switched
the motor off. That crazy bastard might just be tooling along at 15 miles an hour, waiting for him to catch
up. Nutsto that, he thought. So he blew his schedule; screw it. Forbeswould have to wait, that was al.
And if Forbesdidn't careto wait, that was dl right, too. HEd sit here for awhile and let the nut get out of
range, let him think he'd won the day. He grinned. Y ou're the bloody Red Baron, Jack; you've shot me
down. Now go to hdll with my sincerest compliments. He shook his head. Beyond belief, he thought.

Heredly should have done this earlier, pulled over, waited. Then the truck driver would have had to
let it pass. Or picked on someone else, the startling thought occurred to him. Jesus, maybe that was how
the crazy bastard whiled away hiswork hours! Jesus Christ Almighty! wasit possible?

Helooked at the dashboard clock. It wasjust past 12:30. Wow, he thought. All that in lessthan an
hour. He shifted on the seat and stretched hislegs out. Leaning back against the door, he closed hiseyes
and mentally perused the things he had to do tomorrow and the following day. Today was shot to hell, as
far ashe could see.



When he opened hiseyes, afraid of drifting into deep and losing too much time, amost even minutes
had passed. The nut must be an ample distance off by now, he thought; at least 11 milesand likely more,
the way he drove. Good enough. He wasn't going to try to make San Francisco on schedule now,
anyway. Hed take it real easy.

Mann adjusted his safety belt, switched on the motor, tapped the transmission pointer into drive
position and pulled onto the highway, glancing back across his shoulder. Not acar in sight. Great day for
driving. Everybody was staying at home. That nut must have areputation around here. When Crazy Jack
ison the highway, lock your car in the garage.

Mann chuckled at the notion as his car began to turn the curve ahead.

Mindlessreflex drove hisright foot down againgt the brake pedal. Suddenly, his car had skidded to a
halt and he was staring down the highway. The truck and trailer were parked on the shoulder less than 90
yards away.

Mann couldn't seem to function. He knew his car was blocking the west-bound lane, knew that he
should either make a U-turn or pull off the highway, but al he could do was gape at the truck.

He cried out, legs retracting, as ahorn blast sounded behind him. Snapping up his head, helooked at
the rear view mirror, gasping as he saw ayellow station wagon bearing down on him at high speed.
Suddenly, it veered off toward the eastbound lane, disappearing from the mirror. Mann jerked around
and saw it hurtling past his car, its rear end snapping back and forth, its back tires screeching. He saw the
twisted features of the man insde, saw hislips move rapidly with cursing.

Then the station wagon had swerved back into the westbound lane and was speeding off. It gave
Mann an odd sensation to see it pass the truck. The man in that station wagon could drive on,
unthreatened. Only he'd been singled out. What happened was demented. Y et it was happening.

He drove his car onto the highway shoulder and braked. Putting the transmission into neutra, he
leaned back, staring at the truck. His head was aching again. There was a pulsing at histempleslikethe
ticking of amuffled clock.

What was heto do? He knew very well that if heleft his car to walk to the truck, the driver would pull
away and re-park farther down the highway. He may aswell face the fact that he was deadling with a
madman. He felt the tremor in his somach muscles starting up again. His heartbest thudded dowly,
griking at hischest wall. Now what?

With a sudden, angry impulse, Mann snapped the transmission into gear and stepped down hard on
the accelerator pedal. Thetires of the car soun sizzlingly before they gripped; the car shot out onto the
highway. Ingtantly, the truck began to move. He even had the motor on! Mann thought in raging fear. He
floored the pedd, then, abruptly, redized he couldn't make it, that the truck would block hisway and
hed collidewithitstrailer. A vison flashed across hismind, afiery exploson and a sheet of flame
incinerating him. He started braking fagt, trying to decel erate evenly, so he wouldn't lose control.

When held dowed down enough to fedl that it was safe, he steered the car onto the shoulder and
stopped it again, throwing the transmission into neutrd.

Approximately eighty yards ahead, the truck pulled off the highway and stopped.

Mann tapped hisfingers on the steering whedl. Now what? he thought. Turn around and head east until
he reached a cut-off that would take him to San Francisco by another route? How did he know the truck
driver wouldn't follow him even then? His cheeks twisted as he bit hislips together angrily. No! He
wasn't going to turn around!

His expression hardened suddenly. Well, he wasn't going to sit here dl day, that was certain. Reaching
out, he tapped the gearshift into drive and steered his car onto the highway once again. He saw the
massive truck and trailer start to move but made no effort to speed up. He tapped at the brakes, taking a
position about 30 yards behind the trailer. He glanced at his speedometer. Forty miles an hour. The truck
driver had hisleft arm out of the cab window and was waving him on. What did that mean? Had he
changed hismind? Decided, findly, that thisthing had gonetoo far? Mann couldn't let himsdlf believeit.

He looked ahead. Despite the mountain ranges al around, the highway wasflat asfar as he could see.
Hetapped afingernail against the horn bar, trying to make up his mind. Presumably, he could continue all



the way to San Francisco at this speed, hanging back just far enough to avoid the worst of the exhaust
fumes. It didn't seem likely that the truck driver would stop directly on the highway to block hisway. And
if the truck driver pulled onto the shoulder to let him pass, he could pull off the highway, too. It would be
adraining afternoon but a safe one.

On the other hand, outracing the truck might be worth just one more try. Thiswas obvioudy what that
son of abitch wanted. Y et, surely, avehicle of such size couldn't be driven with the same daring as,
potentidly, hisown. The laws of mechanicswere againg it, if nothing € se. Whatever advantage the truck
had in mass, it had to lose in sability, particularly that of itstrailer. If Mann wereto drive at, say, 80 miles
an hour and there were afew steep grades-as he felt sure there were-the truck would have to fall behind.

The question was, of course, whether he had the nerve to maintain such a speed over along distance.
He'd never doneit before. Still, the more he thought about it, the more it appealed to him; far more than
the dternative did.

Abruptly, he decided. Right, he thought. He checked ahead, then pressed down hard on the
accelerator pedal and pulled into the eastbound lane. As he neared the truck, he tensed, anticipating that
the driver might block hisway. But the truck did not shift from the westbound lane. Mann's car moved
along itsmammoth side. He glanced at the cab and saw the name keller printed on its door. For a
shocking instant, he thought it read killer and started to dow down. Then, glancing a the name again, he
saw what it redlly was and depressed the pedd sharply. When he saw the truck reflected in the rear view
mirror, he steered his car into the westbound lane.

He shuddered, dread and satisfaction mixed together, as he saw that the truck driver was speeding up.
It was strangdly comforting to know the man'sintentions definitely again. That plusthe knowledge of his
face and name seemed, somehow, to reduce his stature. Before, he had been facel ess, nameless, an
embodiment of unknown terror. Now, at least, hewas an individud. All right, Kdller, said hismind, let's
see you beat me with that purple silver relic now. He pressed down harder on the peda. Here we go, he
thought.

He looked at the speedometer, scowling as he saw that he was doing only 74 miles an hour.
Ddliberately, he pressed down on the pedal, aternating his gaze between the highway ahead and the
speedometer until the needle turned past 80. He fdlt aflickering of satisfaction with himsdlf. All right,
Kéller, you son of abitch, top that, he thought.

After severa moments, he glanced into the rear view mirror again. Wasthe truck getting closer?
Stunned, he checked the speedometer. Damn it! He was down to 76! He forced in the accelerator pedal
angrily. He mustn't go less than 80! Mann's chest shuddered with convulsive breath.

He glanced aside as he hurtled past a beige sedan parked on the shoulder underneath atree. A young
couplesat inddeit, talking. Already they were far behind, their world removed from his. Had they even
glanced aside when held passed? He doubted it.

He started as the shadow of an overhead bridge whipped across the hood and windshield. Inhaling
raggedly, he glanced at the speedometer again. He was holding at 81. He checked the rear view mirror.
Wasit hisimagination that the truck was gaining ground? He looked forward with anxious eyes. There
had to be some kind of town ahead. To hell with time; hed stop at the police Sation and tell them what
had happened. They'd have to believe him. Why would he stop to tell them such astory if it weren't true?
For dl he knew, Keller had a police record in these parts. Oh, sure, we're on to him, heheard a
faceless officer remark. That crazy bastard's asked for it before and now he's going to get it.

Mann shook himsalf and looked at the mirror. The truck was getting closer. Wincing, he glanced at the
speedometer, goddamn it, pay attention! raged his mind. He was down to 74 again! Whining with
frustration, he depressed the pedd. Eighty!-80! he demanded of himself. There was amurderer behind
him!

His car began to pass afield of flowers; lilacs, Mann saw, white and purple stretching out in endless
rows. There was asmal shack near the highway, the wordsfield fresh flowers painted onit. A
brown-cardboard square was propped against the shack, the word funerds printed crudely onit. Mann
saw himsdlf, druptly, lying in a casket, painted like some grotesgque mannequin. The overpowering smll
of flowers seemed to fill hisnogtrils. Ruth and the children sitting in thefirst row, heads bowed. All his



relatives-

Suddenly, the pavement roughened and the car began to bounce and shudder, driving bolts of pain
into his head. He felt the steering whed resisting him and clamped his hands around it tightly, harsh
vibrations running up hisarms. He didn't dare look at the mirror now. He had to force himsdlf to keep the
speed unchanged. Keller wasn't going to dow down; he was sure of that. What if he got a flat tire,
though? All control would vanish in an ingtant. He visudized the somersaulting of hiscar, itsgrinding,
shrieking tumble, the explosion of its gas tank, hisbody crushed and burned and-

The broken span of pavement ended and his gaze jumped quickly to therear view mirror. The truck
was no closer, but it hadn't lost ground, either. Mann's eyes shifted. Up ahead were hills and mountains.
Hetried to reassure himsdlf that upgrades were on his side, that he could climb them at the same peed
he was going now. Y et dl he could imagine were the downgrades, the immense truck close behind him,
damming violently into his car and knocking it across some cliff edge. He had a horrifying vision of
dozens of broken, rusted carslying unseen in the canyons ahead, corpsesin every one of them, al flung
to shattering desths by Keller.

Mann's car went rocketing into acorridor of trees. On each side of the highway was a eucayptus
windbreak, each trunk three feet from the next. It was like speeding through a high-walled canyon. Mann
gasped, twitching, asalarge twig bearing dusty leaves dropped down across the windshield, then did out
of dght. Dear God! he thought. He was getting near the edge himsdlf. If he should lose hisnerve at this
Speed, it was over. Jesus! That would beided for Kdler! heredlized suddenly. He visualized the square
faced driver laughing as he passed the burning wreckage, knowing that he'd killed his prey without so
much astouching him.

Mann gtarted as his car shot out into the open. The route ahead was not straight now but winding up
into thefoothills

Mann willed himsdlf to press down on the pedal even more. Eighty-three now, amost 84.

To hisleft was abroad terrain of green hills blending into mountains. He saw ablack car on adirt
road, moving toward the highway. Was its side painted white? Mann's heartbest lurched. Impulsivdly,
he jammed the hed of hisright hand down againgt the horn bar and held it there. The blast of the horn
was shrill and racking to his ears. His heart began to pound. Wasit a police car? Wasiit?

He let the horn bar up abruptly. No, it wasn't. Damn! hismind raged. Keller must have been amused
by his pathetic efforts. Doubtless, he was chuckling to himsalf right now. He heard the truck driver's
voicein hismind, coarse and dy. You think you gonna get a cop to save you, boy? Shee-it. You
gonna die. Mann's heart contorted with savage hatred. You son of a bitch! hethought. Jerking hisright
hand into afist, he drove it down againgt the seat. Goddamn you, Keller! I'm going to kill you, if it'sthe
last thing | do!

The hillswere closer now. There would be dopes directly, long steep grades. Mann felt aburst of
hope within himself. He was sureto gain alot of distance on the truck. No matter how hetried, that
bastard Kéeller couldn't manage 80 miles an hour on ahill. But I can! cried hismind with fierce dation. He
worked up sdivain hismouth and swallowed it. The back of his shirt was drenched. He could fed sweat
trickling down hissides. A bath and adrink, first order of the day on reaching San Francisco. A long, hot
bath, along, cold drink. Cutty Sark. Hed splurge, by Christ. Herated it.

The car swept up ashallow rise. Not steep enough, goddamn it! The truck's momentum would
prevent itslosing speed. Mann felt mindless hatred for the landscape. Already, he had topped therise
and tilted over to a shalow downgrade. He looked at the rear view mirror. Square, hethought,
everything about the truck was square; the radiator grille, the fender shapes, the bumper ends, the outline
of the cab, even the shape of Kdler's hands and face. He visualized the truck as some grest entity
pursuing him, insentient, brutish, chasing himwith ingtinct only.

Mann cried out, horror-stricken, as he saw the road repairs sign up ahead. His frantic gaze leaped
down the highway. Both lanes blocked, a huge black arrow pointing toward the alternate route! He
groaned in anguish, seeing it was dirt. Hisfoot jumped automaticaly to the brake peda and sarted



pumping it. He threw adazed |ook at the rear view mirror. The truck was moving asfast asever! It
couldn't, though! Mann's expression froze in terror as he sarted turning to the right.

He stiffened as the front wheels hit the dirt road. For an instant, he was certain that the back part of
the car was going to spin; he fdt it breaking to the left. "No, don't!" he cried. Abruptly, hewasjarring
down the dirt road, elbows braced againgt his sdes, trying to keep from losing control. Histires battered
at theruts, dmost tearing the whed from his grip. The windows rattled noisily. His neck snapped back
and forth with painful jerks. Hisjolting body surged against the binding of the safety belt and dammed
down violently on the seet. He felt the bouncing of the car drive up his spine. His clenching teeth dipped
and he cried out hoarsely as his upper teeth gouged deep into hislip.

He gasped asthe rear end of the car began surging to the right. He started to jerk the steering whee to
the left, then, hissing, wrenched it in the opposite direction, crying out astheright rear fender cracked into
afence pole, knocking it down. He started pumping at the brakes, struggling to regain control. The car
rear yawed sharply to the left, tires shooting out aspray of dirt. Mann felt ascream tear upward in his
throat. He twisted wildly at the steering whedl. The car began careening to the right. He hitched the whed!
around until the car was on course again. His head was pounding like his heart now, with gigantic,
throbbing spasms. He started coughing as he gagged on dripping blood.

The dirt road ended suddenly, the car regained momentum on the pavement and he dared to look at
therear view mirror. The truck was dowed down but was gill behind him, rocking like afreighter ona
storm-tossed seq, its huge tires scouring up apal of dust. Mann shoved in the accelerator pedd and his
car surged forward. A good, steep grade lay just ahead; held gain that distance now. He swallowed
blood, grimacing at the taste, then fumbled in histrouser pocket and tugged out his handkerchief. He
pressed it to hisbleeding lip, eyesfixed on the dope ahead. Another fifty yards or so. Hewrithed his
back. His undershirt was soaking wet, adhering to his skin. He glanced at the rear view mirror. Thetruck
had just regained the highway. Tough! he thought with venom. Didn't get me, did you, Keller?

His car was on the firgt yards of the upgrade when steam began to issue from beneath its hood. Mann
stiffened suddenly, eyes widening with shock. The steam increased, became asmoking mist. Mann's gaze
jumped down. Thered light hadn't flashed on yet but had to in amoment. How could this be happening?
Just as he was st to get away! The dope ahead was long and gradud , with many curves. He knew he
couldn't stop. Could he U-turn unexpectedly and go back down? the sudden thought occurred. He
looked ahead. The highway was too narrow, bound by hills on both sides. There wasn't room enough to
make an uninterrupted turn and there wasn't time enough to ease around. If hetried that, Keller would
shift direction and hit him head on. "Oh, my God!" Mann murmured suddenly.

He was going to die.

He stared ahead with stricken eyes, hisview increasingly obscured by steam. Abruptly, he recaled the
afternoon hel'd had the engine steam cleaned at thelocal car wash. The man who'd done it had suggested
he replace the water hoses, because steam cleaning had a tendency to make them crack. He'd nodded,
thinking that he/d do it when he had moretime. Moretime! The phrase was like adagger in hismind.
Hed failed to change the hoses and, for that failure, he was now about to die.

He sobbed in terror asthe dashboard light flashed on. He glanced at it involuntarily and read the word
hot, black on red. With a breathless gasp, he jerked the transmission into low. Why hadn't he done that
right away! He looked ahead. The dope seemed endless. Already, he could hear abailing throb inside
theradiator. How much coolant was there |eft? Steam was clouding faster, hazing up the windshield.
Reaching out, he twisted at a dashboard knob. The wipers started flicking back and forth in fan-shaped
sweeps. There had to be enough coolant in the radiator to get him to the top. Then what? cried hismind.
He couldn't drive without coolant, even downhill. He glanced at the rear view mirror. The truck was
faling behind. Mann snarled with maddened fury. If it weren't for that goddamned hose, he'd be
escaping now!

The sudden lurching of the car snatched him back to terror. If he braked now, he could jump out, run,
and scrabble up that dope. Later, he might not have the time. He couldn't make himself stop the car,
though. Aslong asit kept on running, he felt bound to it, less vulnerable. God knows what would happen
if heleftit.



Mann started up the dope with haunted eyes, trying not to see the red light on the edges of hisvision.
Yard by yard, his car was dowing down. Make it, makeit, pleaded his mind, even though he thought that
it wasfutile. The car was running more and more unevenly. The thumping percolation of itsradiator filled
his ears. Any moment now, the motor would be choked off and the car would shudder to a stop, leaving
him agtting target. No, he thought. He tried to blank his mind.

He was almogt to the top, but in the mirror he could see the truck drawing up on him. Hejammed
down on the peda and the motor made agrinding noise. He groaned. It had to make the top! Please,
God, help me! screamed hismind. The ridge was just ahead. Closer. Closer. Makeit. "Makeit." The car
was shuddering and clanking, dowing down-oil, smoke, and steam gushing from beneath the hood. The
windshield wipers swept from side to Sde. Mann's head throbbed. Both his hands felt numb. His
heartbeat pounded as he stared ahead. Make it, please, God, make it. Makeit. Make it!

Over! Mann'slips opened in acry of triumph asthe car began descending. Hand shaking
uncontrollably, he shoved the transmission into neutral and let the car go into aglide. The triumph
grangled in histhroat as he saw that there was nothing in sight but hills and more hills. Never mind! He
was on a downgrade now, along one. He passed a sign that read, trucks use low gears next 12 miles.
Twelve milesl Something would come up. It had to.

The car began to pick up speed. Mann glanced at the speedometer. Forty-seven milesan hour. The
red light till burned. Hed save the motor for along time, too, though; let it cool for twelve miles, if the
truck was far enough behind.

His speed increased. Fifty... 51. Mann watched the needle turning dowly toward theright. He
glanced a the rear-view mirror. The truck had not appeared yet. With alittle luck, he might till get a
good lead. Not as good as he might have if the motor hadn't overheated but enough to work with. There
had to be some place aong the way to stop. The needle edged past 55 and started toward the 60 mark.

Again, helooked at the rear view mirror, jolting as he saw that the truck had topped the ridge and was
onitsway down. Hefdt hislips begin to shake and crimped them together. His gaze jumped fitfully
between the steam obscured highway and the mirror. The truck was accelerating rapidly. Keller
doubtless had the gas pedd floored. It wouldn't be long before the truck caught up to him. Mann'sright
hand twitched unconscioudy toward the gearshift. Noticing, he jerked it back, grimacing, glanced at the
speedometer. The car's velocity had just passed 60. Not enough! He had to use the motor now! He
reached out desperately.

Hisright hand froze in mid-air as the motor staled; then, shooting out the hand, he twisted theignition
key. The motor made a grinding noise but wouldn't start. Mann glanced up, saw that he was almost on
the shoulder, jerked the steering whedl around. Again, he turned the key, but there was no response. He
looked up at the rear view mirror. The truck was gaining on him swiftly. He glanced at the speedometer.
The car's speed wasfixed a 62. Mann fet himsdlf crushed in avice of panic. He stared ahead with
haunted eyes.

Then he saw it, severa hundred yards ahead: an escape route for trucks with burned-out brakes.
Therewas no aternative now. Either he took the turnout or his car would be rammed from behind. The
truck was frighteningly close. He heard the high-pitched wailing of its motor. Unconscioudy, he Sarted
easing to the right, then jerked the whedl back suddenly. He mustn't give the move away! He had to wait
until the last possible moment. Otherwise, Keller would follow himin.

Just before he reached the escape route, Mann wrenched the steering whedl around. The car rear
started breaking to the | eft, tires shrieking on the pavement. Mann steered with the skid, braking just
enough to keep from losing dl control. The rear tires grabbed and, at 60 miles an hour, the car shot up
thedirt trail, tiresdinging up acloud of dust. Mann began to hit the brakes. The rear whedls side dipped
and the car dammed hard against the dirt bank to the right. Mann gasped as the car bounced off and
garted to fishtail with violent whipping motions, angling toward thetrail edge. He drove hisfoot down on
the brake pedal with al hismight. The car rear skidded to the right and dammed against the bank again.
Mann heard agrinding rend of metal and felt himsalf heaved downward suddenly, his neck snapped, as
the car plowed to aviolent halt.

Asinadream, Mann turned to see the truck and trailer swerving off the highway. Paralyzed, he



watched the massive vehicle hurtle toward him, staring &t it with ablank detachment, knowing he was
going to die but so stupefied by the Sght of the looming truck that he couldn't react. The gargantuan
shape roared closer, blotting out the sky. Mann felt a strange sensation in histhroat, unaware that he was
screaming.

Suddenly, the truck began totilt. Mann stared &t it in choked-off Slence asit started tipping over like
some ponderous beast toppling in dow motion. Beforeit reached his car, it vanished from hisrear
window.

Hands pasied, Mann undid the safety belt and opened the door. Struggling from the car, he stumbled
to thetrail edge, staring downward. Hewas just in time to see the truck capsize like afoundering ship.
The tanker followed, huge whedls spinning asit overturned.

The storage tank on the truck exploded firg, the violence of its detonation causing Mann to stagger
back and sit down clumsily on thedirt. A second explosion roared below, its shock wave buffeting
across him hotly, making his ears hurt. His glazed eyes saw afiery column shoot up toward the sky in
front of him, then another.

Mann crawled dowly to thetrail edge and peered down at the canyon. Enormous gouts of flame were
towering upward, topped by thick, black, oily smoke. He couldn't seethe truck or trailer, only flames.
He gaped a them in shock, dl feding drained from him.

Then, unexpectedly, emotion came. Not dread, at first, and not regret; not the nausea that followed
soon. It was a primeval tumult in hismind: the cry of some ancestral beast above the body of its
vanquished foe.

6 - Mute

The manin the dark raincoat arrived in German Corners at two-thirty that Friday afternoon. He
walked across the bus station to a counter behind which aplump, grey-haired woman was polishing
glasses.

'Please, hesad, 'Where might | find authority?

Thewoman peered through rimless glasses at him. She saw aman in hislatethirties, atall,
good-looking man.

‘Authority? she asked.

'Y es- how do you say it? The constable? The -7

‘Sheriff?

'Ah." The man smiled. 'Of course. The sheriff. Where might | find him?

After being directed, he walked out of the building into the overcast day. The threat of rain had been
congtant since he'd woken up that morning as the bus was pulling over the mountainsinto CascaValley.
The man drew up his collar, then did both handsinto the pockets of his raincoat and started briskly down
Main Street.

Redly, hefdt tremendoudy guilty for not having come sooner; but there was so much to do, so many
problems to overcome with his own two children. Even knowing that something was wrong with Holger
and Fanny, held been unable to get away from Germany until now - dmost ayear since they'd last heard
from the Nielsens. It was a shame that Holger had chosen such an out of theway placefor his corner of
the four-sided experiment.

Professor Werner walked more quickly, anxious to find out what had happened to the Nielsensand
their son. Their progress with the boy had been phenomend -redlly an inspiration to them dl. Although,
Werner fdt, degp within himsdlf, that something terrible had happened he hoped they were dl dive and
well. Ye, if they were, how to account for the long silence?

Werner shook his head worriedly. Could it have been the town? Elkenberg had been compelled to
move severd timesin order to avoid the endless prying - sometimes innocent, more often maicious -
into his work. Something smilar might have happened to Nielsen. The workings of the small town



composite mind could, sometimes, be aterrible thing.

The sheriff's office was in the middle of the next block. Werner strode more quickly aong the narrow
sdewalk, then pushed open the door and entered the large, warmly heated room.

'Y es? the sheriff asked, looking up from his desk.

'l have cometo inquire about afamily," Werner said, 'The name of Nidsen.'

Sheriff Harry Wheder looked blankly at thetal man.

Corawas pressing Paul's trousers when the call came. Setting the iron on its stand, she walked across
the kitchen and lifted the receiver from the wall telephone.

'Yes? shesaid.

'Corg, it'sme.’

Her face tightened. 'l s something wrong, Harry?

Hewasdlent.

'Harry?

"The one from Germany is here

Corastood motionless, staring at the calendar on the wall, the numbers blurred before her eyes.

'Cora, did you hear me?

She swadlowed dryly. 'Yes!

'l - 1 haveto bring him out to the house,' he said.

She closed her eyes.

'l know," she murmured and hung up.

Turning, she waked dowly to thewindow. It's going to rain, she thought. Nature was setting the scene
well.

Abruptly, her eyes shut, her fingersdrew in tautly, the nails digging at her pams.

'‘No." It was almost agasp. No.'

After afew moments she opened her tear glistening eyes and looked out fixedly at the road. She stood
there numbly, thinking of the day the boy had cometo her.

If the house hadn't burned in the middie of the night there might have been achance. It was twenty-one
miles from German Corners but the state highway ran fifteen of them and the last S - the Six miles of dirt
road that led north into the wood doped hills - might have been navigated had there been moretime.

Asit happened, the house was a night-lashing sheet of flame before Bernhard Klaus saw it.

Klausand hisfamily lived some five miles away on Skytouch Hill. He had gotten out of bed around
one-thirty to get adrink of water. The window of the bathroom faced north and that was why, entering,
Klaus saw thetiny flaring blaze out in the darkness.

‘Gott'n'immel!" he dung startled words together and was out of the room before he'd finished. He
thumped heavily down the carpeted steps, then, feding at the wall for guidance, hurried for theliving
room.

'Freat Nielsen house!" he gasped after agitated cranking had roused the night operator from her nap.

The hour, the remoteness, and one more thing doomed the house. German Corners had no officia fire
brigade. The security of itsbrick and timbered dwellings depended on voluntary effort. In the town itself
this posed no serious problem. It was different with those housesin the outlying aress.

By thetime Sheriff Whedler had gathered five men and driven them to thefire in the ancient truck, the
house was|ogt. While four of the six men pumped futile streams of water into the legping, crackling
inferno, Sheriff Wheder and his deputy, Max Ederman, circuited the house.

Therewasno way in. They stood in back, raised arms warding off the singeing buffet of hest,
grimacing at the blaze.

"They're done for!" Ederman yelled above the windswept roar.

Sheriff Wheder looked sick. The boy," he said but Ederman didn't hear.

Only awaterfall could have doused the burning of the old house. All the six men could do was prevent
ignition of the woods that fringed the clearing. Their slent figures prowled the edges of the glowing aura,



stamping out sparks, hosing out the occasiona flare of bushes and tree foliage.

They found the boy just asthe eastern hill peaks were being edged with grey morning.

Sheriff Whedler wastrying to get close enough to seeinto one of the sde windowswhen he heard a
shout. Turning, he ran towards the thick woods that doped downwards afew dozen yards behind the
house. Before held reached the underbrush, Tom Poulter emerged from them, histhin frame staggering
benesth the weight of Paal Nielsen.

'Whereld you find him? Whedler asked, grabbing the boy's legs to ease weight from the older man's
back.

'Down the hill," Poulter gasped. ‘Lyin' on the ground.’

'Ishe burned?

‘Don't look it. His pyjamas ain't touched.’

'Give him here, the sheriff said. He shifted Paal into his own strong arms and found two large, green
pupilled eyes saring blankly a him.

"You're awake," he said, surprised.

The boy kept staring a him without making a sound.

"You all right, son? Wheeler asked. It might have been a statue he held, Pad's body was so inert, his
expresson so dumbly static.

‘Let'sget ablanket on him,' the sheriff muttered aside and started for the truck. As he walked he
noticed how the boy stared at the burning house now, alook of mask-likerigidity on hisface.

'Shock,” murmured Poulter and the sheriff nodded grimly.

They tried to put him down on the cab seat, a blanket over him but he kept sitting up, never speaking.
The coffee Wheder tried to give him dribbled from his lips and across his chin. The two men stood
beside the truck while Pad stared through the windshield at the burning house.

'Bad off,’ said Poulter, 'Can't talk, cry nor nothing.'

'Heisn't burned,” Wheder said, perplexed, ‘How'd he get out of the house without getting burned?

'Maybe hisfolks got out too,' said Poulter.

'Where are they then?

The older man shook his head. 'Dunno, Harry.'

'WEell, | better take him hometo Cora," the sheriff said, 'Can't leave him sitting out here!’

"Think 1'd better go with you,' Poulter said, 'l havet' get the mail sorted for ddlivery.’

‘All right.”

Whedler told the other four men held bring back food and replacementsin an hour or so. Then Poulter
and he climbed into the cab beside Paal and he jabbed his boot toe on the Sarter. The engine coughed
spasmodically, groaned over, then caught. The sheriff raced it until it waswarm, then eased it into gear.
Thetruck rolled off dowly down thedirt road that |ed to the highway.

Until the burning house was no longer visible, Paal stared out the back window, face till immobile.
Then, dowly, heturned, the blanket dipping off histhin shoulders. Tom Poulter put it back over him.

"Warm enough? he asked.

The silent boy looked at Poulter asif held never heard ahuman voicein hislife,

As so0n as she heard the truck turn off the road, Cora Whedler's quick right hand moved aong the
stove-front switches. Before her husband's bootfalls sounded on the back porch steps, the bacon lay
neetly in strips across the frying pan, white moons of pancake batter were browning on the griddle, and
the already brewed coffee was hesting.

‘Harry,’

Therewas asound of pitying distressin her voice as she saw the boy in hisarms. She hurried across
the kitchen.

‘Let'sget him to bed," Wheder said, 'l think maybe he'sin shock.'

The dender woman moved up the stairs on hurried feet, threw open the door of what had been
David'sroom, and moved to the bed. When Whedler passed through the doorway she had the covers
peded back and was plugging in an dectric blanket.

'Ishe hurt? she asked.



'‘No.' He put Paal down on the bed.

'Poor darling,” she murmured, tucking in the bedclothes around the boy's frail body. 'Poor little darling.’
She siroked back the soft blond hair from hisforehead and smiled down a him.

"There now, go to deep, dear. It'sdl right. Go to deep.’

Whed er stood behind her and saw the seven-year-old boy staring up at Corawith that same dazed,
lifdless expression. It hadn't changed once since Tom Poulter had brought him out of the woods.

The sheriff turned and went down to the kitchen. There he phoned for replacements, then turned the
pancakes and bacon, and poured himsealf a cup of coffee. He was drinking it when Cora came down the
back stairs and returned to the stove.

'Are his parents -7 she began.

I don't know," Whedler said, shaking his head, "We couldn't get near the house.’

‘But the boy -7

"Tom Poulter found him outsde.’

'‘Outside!’

"We don't know how he got out,’ he said, 'All we know's he was there.’

Hiswife grew slent. She did pancakes on adish and put the dish in front of him. She put her hand on
his shoulder.

"You look tired,' she said, 'Can you go to bed?

‘Later,' hesaid.

She nodded, then, patting his shoulder, turned away. 'The bacon will be done directly,’ she said.

He grunted. Then, as he poured maple syrup over the stack of cakes, he said, 'l expect they are dead,
Cora. It'san awful fire; still going when | left. Nothing we could do about it.'

‘That poor boy," she said.

She stood by the stove watching her husband eat wesarily.

'l tried to get him to talk," she said, shaking her head, 'but he never said aword.’

‘Never said aword to us either,’ hetold her, 'Just stared.'

He looked &t the table, chewing thoughtfully.

‘Like he didn't even know how to talk,' he said.

A little after ten that morning the waterfall came - awaterfal of rain - and the burning house sputtered
and hissed into charred, smoke-fogged ruins.

Red-eyed and exhausted, Sheriff Wheder sat motionlessin the truck cab until the deluge had
dackened. Then, with a chest-deep groan, he pushed open the door and did to the ground. There, he
raised the collar of hisdicker and pulled down the wide-brimmed Stetson moretightly on hisskull. He
walked around to the back of the covered truck.

'‘Comeon," he said, hisvoice hoarsdly dry. He trudged through the clinging mud towards the house.

The front door still stood. Whedler and the other men by-passed it and clambered over the collapsed
living room wall. The sheriff felt thin waves of heet from the till-glowing timbers and the throat-clogging
reek, of wet, smouldering rugs and upholstery turned his edgy stomach.

He stepped across some half-burned books on the floor and the roasted bindings crackled beneath his
tread. He kept moving, into the hdl, breathing through gritted teeth, rain spattering off his shoulders and
back. | hope they got out, he thought, | hope to God they got ouit.

They hadn't. They were dtill intheir bed, no longer human, blackened to a hideous, joint twisted crisp.
Sheriff Wheder's face was taut and pal e as he looked down at them.

One of the men prodded awet twig at something on the mattress.

'Pipe, Whedler heard him say above the drum of rain, 'Must have fell adeep smokin'.'

'Get some blankets,' Whedler told them, 'Put them in the back of the truck.’

Two of the men turned away without aword and Wheder heard them clump away over the rubble,

He was unable to take his eyes off Professor Holger Nielsen and his wife Fanny, scorched into
grotesgque mockeries of the handsome couple he remembered - the tall, big-framed Holger, camly
imperious, the dender, auburn-haired Fanny, her face a soft, rose cheeked -

Abruptly, the sheriff turned and ssumped from the room, amost tripping over afalen beam.



The boy - what would happen to the boy now? That day wasthe first time Paal had ever |€eft this
housein hislife. His parents were the fulcrum of hisworld; Wheder knew that much. No wonder there
had been that ook of shocked incomprehension on Paal'sface.

Y et how did he know his mother and father were dead?

Asthe sheriff crossed the living room, he saw one of the men looking at apartialy charred book.

'Look at this," the man said, holding it out.

Wheder glanced at it, his eyes catching thetitle: The Unknown Mind.

Heturned away tensdly. 'Put it down!" he snapped, quitting the house with long, anxious strides. The
memory of how the Nielsenslooked went with him; and something else. A question.

How did Paal get out of the house?

Paal woke up.

For along moment he stared up at the formless shadows that danced and fluttered across the celling.
It was raining out. The wind was rustling tree boughs outside the window, causing shadow movementsin
this strange room. Padl lay motionlessin the warm centre of the bed, air crisp in hislungs, cold againgt his
pale cheeks.

Where werethey? Paal closed his eyes and tried to sense their presence. They weren't in the house.
Where then? Where were his mother and father?

Hands of my mother. Paa washed hismind clean of dl but thetrigger symbol. They rested on the
ebony velvet of his concentration - pale, lovely hands, soft to touch and be touched by, the mechanism
that could raise hismind to the needed level of clarity.

In hisown home it would be unnecessary. His own home was filled with the sense of them. Each
object touched by them possessed a power to bring their minds close. The very air seemed charged with
their consciousness, filled with aconstancy of attention.

Not here. He needed to lift himself above the dien drag of here.

Therefore, | am convinced that each child is born with thisinstinctive ability. Wordsgivento him
by hisfather appearing again like dew-jewdled spider web across the fingers of his mother's hands. He
stripped it off. The hands were free again, stroking dowly at the darkness of his mental focus. His eyes
were shut; atracery of lines and ridges scarred his brow, histightened jaw was bloodless. The leve of
awareness, like waters, rose.

His senses rose aong, unbidden.

Sound revedled its woven maze - the rushing, thudding, drumming, dripping rain; the tangled knit of
windsthrough air and tree and gabled eave; the crackling settle of the house; each whispering transence
of process.

Sense of smell expanded to acloud of brain-filling odours - wood and wool, damp brick and dust and
sweset starched linens. Beneath his tensing fingers weave became apparent - coolness and warmth, the
weight of covers, the ddlicate, skin-scarring press of rumpled sheet. In his mouth the taste of cold air, old
house. Of sight, only the hands.

Silence; lack of response. HEd never had to wait so long for answers before. Usudly, they flooded on
him easly. His mother's hands grew clearer. They pulsed with life. Unknown, he climbed beyond. This
bottom level sets the stage for more important phenomena. Words of hisfather. Hed never gone
above that bottom level until now.

Up, up. Like cool hands drawing him to rarified heights. Tendrils of acute consciousness rose towards
the peak, searching desperately for aholding place. The hands began breaking into clouds. The clouds
dispersed.

It seemed he floated towards the blackened tangle of his home, rain aglistening lace before his eyes.
He saw the front door standing, waiting for his hand. The house drew closer. It was engulfed in licking
mists. Closer, closer -

Paal, no.

His body shuddered on the bed. Ice frosted hisbrain. The house fled suddenly, bearing with itself a
horrid image of two black figureslying on -



Padl jolted up, staring and rigid. Awareness maglstromed into its hiding place. One thing done
remained. He knew that they were gone. He knew that they had guided him, deeping, from the house.

Even asthey burned.

That night they knew he couldn't speak.

There was no reason for it, they thought. Histongue was there, his throat looked hedlthy. Wheder
looked into his opened mouth and saw that. But Paal did not speak.

'So that's what it was,' the sheriff said, shaking his head gravely. It was near deven. Paal was adeep
agan.

'What'sthat, Harry? asked Cora, brushing her dark blonde hair in front of the dressing table mirror.

"Those times when Miss Frank and | tried to get the Nielsensto start the boy in school.' He hung his
pants across the chair back. The answer was dways no. Now | seewhy.'

She glanced up at hisreflection. There must be something wrong with him, Harry,' she said.

'Well, we can have Doc Steiger look at him but | don't think so.’

'But they were college people,’ she argued, There was no earthly reason why they shouldn't teach him
how to talk. Unless there was some reason he couldn't.’

Whedler shook hishead again.

"They were strange people, Cora,' he said, 'Hardly spoke aword themselves. Asif they weretoo
good for talking - or something.' He grunted disgustedly. 'No wonder they didn't want that boy to
schoal.!

He sank down on the bed with agroan and shucked off boots and caf-high stockings. 'What aday,’
he muttered.

'Y ou didn't find anything at the house?

‘Nothing. No identification papersat al. The house is burned to acinder. Nothing but a pile of books
and they don't lead us anywhere.’

'lan't there any way?
"The Nielsens never had a charge account in town. And they weren't even citizens so the professor
wasn't registered for the draft.’

'Oh.' Coralooked amoment at her face reflected in the ova mirror. Then her gaze lowered to the
photograph on the dressing table - David as he was when he was nine. The Nielsen boy looked a great
dedl like David, she thought. Same height and build. Maybe David's hair had been atrifle darker but -

'What's to be done with him? she asked.

‘Couldn’t say, Cora," he answered, 'We have to wait till the end of the month, | guess. Tom Poulter
saysthe Nidsens got three letters the end of every month. Come from Europe, he said. Well just haveto
wait for them, then write back to the addresses on them. May be the boy has relations over there!

'Europe,’ she said, dmost to hersdlf. That far away.'

Her husband grunted, then pulled the covers back and sank down heavily on the mattress.

Tired," he muttered.

He stared at the celling. 'Cometo bed,' he said.

'Inalittlewnhile’

She sat there brushing distractedly at her hair until the sound of his snoring broke the silence. Then,
quietly, she rose and moved acrossthe hall.

There was ariver of moonlight across the bed. It flowed over Padl's small, motionless hands. Cora
stood in the shadows along time looking &t the hands. For amoment she thought it was David in his bed
agan.

It was the sound.

Like endless club strokes across his vivid mind, it pulsed and throbbed into him in an endless, garbled
din. He sensed it was communication of asort but it hurt his ears and chained awareness and locked
incoming thoughts behind dense, impassable wdlls.

Sometimes, in an infrequent moment of silence hewould sense afissurein thewalsand, for that



fleeting moment, catch hold of fragments - like an animal snatching scraps of food before the trap jaws
clash together.

But then the sound would start again, risng and faling in rhythmless best, jarring and grating, rubbing
at thelive, glistening surface of comprehension until it was dry and aching and confused.

'Paal,' she said.

A week had passed; another week would pass before the |etters came.

'Paal, didn't they ever talk to you? Paal?

Figts striking at delicate acuteness. Hands squeezing senstivity from the vibrant gangliaof hismind.

'Paal, don't you know your name? Paal? Paal.”

There was nothing physicaly wrong with him. Doctor Steiger had made sure of it. Therewasno
reason for him not to talk.

'WEell teach you, Padl. It'sdl right, darling. Well teach you.' Like knife strokes across the weave of
consciousness. 'Paal. Paal."

Padl. It was himsdlf; he sensed that much. But it was different in the ears, a dead, depressive sound
standing alone and drab, without the host of linked associationsthat existed in hismind. In thought, his
name was more than letters. It was him, every facet of his person and its meaning to himsdf, his mother
and hisfather, to hislife. When they had summoned him or thought his name it had been more than just
the small hard core which sound made of it. It had been everything interwoven in aflash of knowing,
unhampered by sound.

'Paal, don't you understand? It's your name. Paal Nielsen. Don't you understand?

Drumming, pounding at raw sengtivity. Padl. The sound kicking at him. Paal. Paal. Trying to didodge
hisgrip and fling himinto the maw of sound.

'Padl. Try, Pad. Say it after me. Pa-dl. Pa-al.'

Twisting away, he would run from her in panic and she would follow him to where he cowered by the
bed of her son.

Then, for long moments, there would be peace. Shewould hold him in her aamsand, asif she
understood, would not spesk. There would be stillness and no pounding clash of sound againgt his mind.
She would stroke his hair- and kiss away sobless tears. He would lie againgt the warmth of her, hismind,
likeatimid anima, emerging fromits hiding place again - to sense aflow of understanding from this
woman.

Fedling that needed no sound.

Love - wordless, unencumbered, and beautiful.

Sheriff Wheder wasjust leaving the house that morning when the phone rang. He stood in the front
halway, waiting until Cora picked it up.

'Harry!" he heard her call. 'Are you gone yet?

He came back into the kitchen and took the receiver from her. 'Whedler,' he said into it.

"Tom Poulter, Harry," the postmaster said, "Them lettersisin.’

‘Beright there,' Wheder said and hung up.

"Theletters? hiswife asked.

Wheeler nodded.

'Oh," she murmured so that he barely heard her.

When Whed er entered the post office twenty minutes later, Poulter did the three | etters across the
counter. The sheriff picked them up.

‘Switzerland," he read the postmarks, 'Sweden, Germany.'

‘That'sthelot, Poulter said, 'Like aways. On the thirtieth of the month.’

'‘Can't open them, | suppose,’ Whedler said.

"Y'know I'd say yesif | could, Harry,' Poulter answered, '‘But law's law. Y ou know that. | got t'send
them back unopened. That'sthe law.'

‘All right." Wheeler took out his pen and copied down the return addressesin his pad. He pushed the



letters back. "Thanks.'

When he got home at four that afternoon, Corawas in the front room with Padl. There was alook of
confused emotion on Pad's face - adesire to please coupled with afrightened need to fleethe
disconcertion of sound. He sat beside her on the couch looking asif he were about to cry.

'Oh, Paal,' she said as Whed er entered. She put her arms around the trembling boy. "There's nothing
to be afraid of, darling."

She saw her husband.

'What did they do to him? she asked, unhappily.

He shook his head. 'Don't know," he said, 'He should have been put in school though.’

'We can't very well put him in school when he'slike this," shesaid.

'We can't put him anywhere till we see what'swhat," Wheder said, 'I'll write those people tonight.’

Inthe slence, Pad felt asudden burst of emotion in the woman and he looked up quickly at her
dtricken face.

Pain.

Hefdt it pour from her like blood from amorta wound.

And while they ate supper in an amost silence, Paal kept sensing tragic sadnessin the woman. It
seemed he heard sobbing in adistant place. Asthe silence continued he began to get momentary flashes
of remembrancein her pain-opened mind. He saw the face of another boy. Only it swirled and faded and
there was his facein her thoughts. The two faces, like contesting wraiths, lay and overlay upon each
other asif fighting for the dominance of her mind.

All fleeing, locked abruptly behind black doors as she said, 'Y ou have to write to them, | suppose.’

'Y ou know | do, Cora,' Wheeler said.

Silence. Pain again. And when she tucked him into bed, he looked at her with such soft, gpparent pity
on hisface that she turned quickly from the bed and he could fed the waves of sorrow break acrosshis
mind until her footsteps could no longer be heard. And; even then, like the faint fluttering of bird wingsin
the night, he fdlt her pitiable despair moving inthe house. ..

'What are you writing? she asked.

Whedler looked over from his desk as midnight chimed its seventh stroke in the hall. Cora came
waking across the room and set the tray down at his elbow. The steamy fragrance of freshly brewed
coffeefilled his nogtrils as he reached for the pot.

‘Just telling them the Situation,’ he said, 'About thefire, the Nielsensdying. Asking them if they're
related to the boy or know any of hisrelations over there.'

'‘And what if hisrelations don't do any better than his parents?

'Now, Cora,'" he said, pouring cream, 'l thought we'd already discussed that. It's not our business.'

She pressed pale lips together.

‘A frightened child ismy business,' she said angrily, ‘Maybe you -

She broke off as helooked up at her patiently, no argument in his expression.

"Well,' she said, turning from him, ‘It'strue.’

'It's not our business, Cora.' He didn't see the tremor of her lips.

'So helll just go on not talking, | suppose! Being afraid of shadows!'

Shewhirled. 'It's criminal!" she cried, love and anger burgting from her in atwisted mixture.

'It'sgot to be done, Cora' He said quietly. 'It's our duty.'

"Duty." She echoed it with an empty lifelessnessin her voice.

Shedidn't deep. Theliquid flutter of Harry's snoring in her ears, shelay staring at the jump of shadows
on the cealling, ascene enacted in her mind.

A summer's afternoon; the back doorbell ringing. Men standing on the porch, John Carpenter among
them, a blanket-covered gtillness weighing down hisarms, ablank look on hisface. In the silence, adrip
of water on the sunbaked boards - dowly, unsteadily, like the beats of adying heart. He was svimming
in the lake, Miz Wheeler and -

She shuddered on the bed as she had shuddered then - numbly, mutely. The hands beside her were a
crumpled whiteness, twisted by remembered anguish. All these yearswaiting, waiting for achild to bring



lifeinto her house again.

Af bregkfast she was hollow-eyed and drawn. She moved about the kitchen with awilful tread, diding
eggs and pancakes on her hushand's plate, pouring coffee, never speaking once.

Then he had kissed her goodbye and she was standing &t the living room window watching him trudge
down the path to the car. Long after hed gone, taring at the three envelopes held stuck into the side clip
of the mailbox.

When Pad came downstairs he smiled at her. She kissed his cheek, then stood behind him, wordless
and watching, while hedrank his orangejuice. Theway he sat, theway he held hisglass, it was so like -

While Padl ate his ceredl she went out to the mailbox and got the three I etters, replacing them with
three of her own - just in case her husband ever asked the mailman if held picked up three letters at their
house that morning.

While Padl was egting his eggs, she went down into the cellar and threw the lettersinto the furnace.
The one to Switzerland burned, then the onesto Germany and Sweden. She stirred them with a poker
until the pieces broke and disappesred like black confetti in the flames.

Weeks passed; and, with every day, the service of his mind grew wesker.

'Paal, dear, don't you understand? The patient, loving voice of the woman he needed but feared.
'Won't you say it once for me? Just for me? Paal ?

He knew there was only love in her but sound would destroy him. 1t would chain histhoughts - like
putting shackles on thewind.

"Would you like to go to schoal, Paal? Would you? School ?

Her face amask of worried devotion.

Try to talk, Paal. Just try:

He fought it off with mounting fear. Silence would bring him scraps of meaning from her mind. Then
sound returned and grossed each meaning with unwieldy flesh. Meaningsjoined with sounds. The links
formed quickly, frighteningly. He struggled against them. Sounds could cover fragile, darting symbolswith
ahideous, restraining dough, dough that would be baked in ovens of articulation, then chopped into the
stunted lengths of words.

Afraid of the woman, yet wanting to be near the warmth of her, protected by her arms. Likea
pendulum he swung from dread to need and back to dread again.

And gtill the sounds kept shearing a hismind.

'We can't wait any longer to hear from them,’

"Harry said, 'H€ell haveto go to school, that's all.’

‘No,' she said.

He put down his newspaper and looked acrossthe living room at her. She kept her eyesonthe
movements of her knitting needles.

'What do you mean, no? he asked, irritably. 'Every time | mention school you say no. Why shouldn't
he go to school ?

The needles stopped and were lowered to her |ap. Corastared at them.

I don't know,' she said, 'It'sjust that - * A sigh emptied from her. ‘I don't know,' she said.

'Hell start on Monday,' Harry said.

‘But he'sfrightened,’ she said.

‘Sure he'sfrightened. Y ou'd be frightened too if you couldn't talk and everybody around you was
talking. He needs education, that's al '

‘But hesnot ignorant, Harry. | - | swear he understands me sometimes. Without talking.

'How?

I don't know. But - well, the Nielsens weren't stupid people. They wouldn't just refuse to teach him.'

'Well, whatever they taught him," Harry said, picking up his paper, ‘it sure doesn't show.'

When they asked Miss Edna Frank over that afternoon to meet the boy she was determined to be
impartial.

That Paal Nielsen had been reared in miserable fashion was beyond cavil, but the maiden teacher had
decided not to alow the knowledge to affect her attitude. The boy needed understanding. The cruel



mistrestment of his parents had to be undone and Miss Frank had elected hersdlf to the office.

Striding with aresolute quickness down German Corners main artery, she recalled that scenein the
Niel sen house when she and Sheriff Whedler had tried to persuade them to enter Paal in school.

And such asmugnessin their faces, thought Miss Frank, remembering. Such a polite disdain. We do
not wish our boy in school, she heard Professor Nielsen'swords again. Just like that, Miss Frank
recalled. Arrogant asyou please. We do not wish - Disgusting attitude.

Wéll, at least the boy was out of it now. That fire was probably the blessing of hislife, she thought.

"We wrote to them four, five weeks ago,' the sheriff explained, 'and we haven't gotten an answer yet.
We can't just |et the boy go on the way heis. He needs schooling.’

'He most certainly does,' agreed Miss Frank, her pae features drawn into their usual sum of unyielding
dogmatism. There was awisp of moustache on her upper lip, her chin came amost to apoint. On
Halloween the children of German Corners watched the sky above her house.

'He'svery shy,' Corasaid, sensing that harshness in the middle-aged teacher. 'HEll be terribly
frightened. HEll need alot of understanding.’

'He shdl receiveit,’ Miss Frank declared. 'But let's see the boy.'

Coraled Paal down the steps speaking to him softly. ‘Don't be afraid, darling. There's nothing to be
afrad of .

Pad entered the room and looked into the eyes of Miss Edna Frank.

Only Corafdt the stiffening of hisbody - asthough, instead of the gaunt virgin, he had looked into the
petrifying gaze of the Medusa. Miss Frank and the sheriff did not catch the flare of irisin hisbright, green
eyes, the minute twitching at one corner of his mouth. None of them could sense the legp of panicin his
mind.

Miss Frank sat smiling, holding out her hand.

'‘Come here, child,' she said and, for amoment, the gates dammed shut and hid away the shimmering
writhe.

'‘Come on, darling,’ Corasaid, 'Miss Frank is here to help you.' She led him forward, fedling beneath
her fingersthe shuddering of terror in him.

Silence again. And, in the moment of it, Padl felt asthough he were walking into a century-sealed
tomb. Dead winds gushed out upon him, cregtures of frustration dithered on his heart, strange flying
jealousies and hates rushed by - al obscured by clouds of twisted memory. It was the purgatory that his
father had pictured to him oncein teling him of myth and legend. Thiswas no legend though.

Her touch was cool and dry. Dark wrenching terrors ran down her veins and poured into him.
Inaudibly, the fragment of a scream tightened histhroat. Their eyes met again and Padl saw that, for a
second, the woman seemed to know that he was looking at her brain.

Then she spoke and he was free again, limp and staring.

'I think welll get dong just fine,' she said.

Mael strom!

He lurched back on hishedsand fell againgt the sheriff'swife.

All the way acrossthe grounds, it had been growing, growing - asif he were aGeiger counter moving
towards some fantastic pulsing strata of atomic force. Closer, yet closer, the delicate controlswithin him
dtirring, glowing, trembling, reacting with increasing violence to the nearness of power. Even though his
sengitivity had been weakened by over three months of sound he felt this now, strongly. Asthough he
walked into a centre of vitaity.

It was the young.

Then the door opened, the voices stopped, and dl of it rushed through him like avast, dectric current
- adl wild and unharnessed. He clung to her, fingersrigid in her skirt, eyeswidened, quick breathsfdling
from his parted lips. His gaze moved shakily across the rows of staring children faces and waves of
distorted energies kept bounding out from them in a snarled, uncontrolled network.

Miss Frank scraped back her chair, stepped down from her six-inch eminence and started down the
adetowardsthem.



'‘Good morning,’ she said, crisply. "We're just about to start our classesfor the day.'

'I - do hope everything will be dl right,' Cora said. She glanced down. Paal was|ooking at the class
through awelling haze of tears. 'Oh, Paal." Sheleaned over and ran her fingers through hisblond hair, a
worried look on her face. 'Paal, don't be afraid, dear,’ she whispered.

Helooked at her blankly.

'Darling, theré'snothing to be -

‘Now just you leave him here,' Miss Frank broke in, putting her hand on Paal's shoulder. She ignored
the shudder that rippled through him. 'Helll beright & homein no time, Mrs. Wheder. But you've got to
leave him by himsdif.'

'Oh, but - * Cora started.

'No, believe me, it'sthe only way, Miss Frank inssted. 'Aslong asyou stay helll be upset. Believe me.

I've seen such things before."

At first hewouldn' let go of Corabut clung to her asthe one familiar thing in thiswhirlpool of
frightening newness. It was only when Miss Frank's hard, thin hands held him back that Cora backed off
dowly, anxioudy, closing the door and cutting off from Paal the Sight of her soft pity.

He stood there trembling, incapable of uttering asingle word to ask for help. Confused, his mind sent
out tenuous shoots of communication but in the undisciplined tangle they were broken off and lost. He
drew back quickly and tried, in vain, to cut himself off. All he could manageto do was|et the torrent of
needling thoughts continue unopposed until they had become a numbing, meaningless surge.

'‘Now, Padl,' he heard Miss Frank's voice and looked up gingerly at her. The hand drew him from the
door. "Come along.’

He didn't understand the words but the brittle sound of them was clear enough, the flow of irrational
animosity from her was unmistakable. He stumbled along at her side, threading athin path of
consciousness through the living undergrowth of young, untrained minds; the strange admixture of them
with their retention of born sengtivity overlaid with the dulling coat of forma incul cation.

She brought him to the front of the room and stood him there, his chest Iabouring for bresth asif the
fedlings around him were hands pushing and congtraining on his body.

ThisisPaal Nielsen, class,’ Miss Frank announced, and sound drew a momentary blade acrossthe
stunted weave of thoughts. 'We're going to have to be very patient with him. Y ou see his mother and
father never taught him how to talk.'

Shelooked down at him as a prosecuting lawyer might gaze upon exhibit A.

'He can't understand aword of English,’ she said.

Silence amoment, writhing. Miss Frank tightened her grip on his shoulder.

'Well, well hep him learn, won't we, class?

Faint mutterings arose from them; onethin, piping, 'Y es, Miss Frank.’

‘Now, Paal,' she said. He didn't turn. She shook his shoulder. 'Paal,’ she said.

Helooked at her.

'Can you say your name? she asked. 'Paal? Paal Nielsen? Go ahead. Say your name.'

Her fingersdrew in liketalons.

'Say it. Padl. Pa-al.’

He sobbed. Miss Frank released her hand.

'Youll learn, shesaid camly.

It was not encouragement.

Hesat inthe middle of it like hooked bait in a current that swirled with devouring mouths, mouths from
which endlesdy came mind-deadening sounds.

‘Thisisaboat. A boat sails on the water. Then men who live on the boat are called sailors.'

And, in the primer, the words about the boat printed under a picture of one.

Paal remembered a picture hisfather had shown him once. It had been a picture of aboat too; but his
father had not spoken futile words about the boat. His father had created about the picture every sight



and sound heir to it. Great bluerising swells of tide. Grey-green mountain waves, their white tops lashing.
Storm winds whistling through the rigging of abucking, surging, shuddering vessdl. The quiet mgesty of
an ocean suUnset, joining, with ascarlet sedl, seaand sky.

‘Thisisafarm. Men grow food on the farm. The men who grow food are called farmers.”

Words. Empty, with no power to convey the moist, warm fedl of earth. The sound of grain fields
rugtling in the wind like golden seas. The sight of sun setting on ared barn wall. The sméll of soft lea
winds carrying, from afar, the ddlicate clank of cowbells.

Thisisaforest. A forestis made of trees.’

No sense of presence in those black, dogmatic symbols whether sounded or looked upon. No sound
of windsrushing like eternd rivers through the high green canopies. No smdll of pine and birch, oak and
maple and hemlock. No fed of treading on the century-thick carpet of leafy forest floors.

Words. Blunt, sawed-off lengths of hemmed-in meaning; incagpable of evocation, of expansion. Black
figureson white. Thisisacat. Thisisadog. Cat, dog. Thisisaman. Thisisawoman. Man, woman.
Car. Horse. Tree. Desk. Children. Each word atrap, stalking hismind. A snare st to enclose fluid and
unbounded comprehension.

Every day she stood him on the platform.

'Padl,' she would say, pointing a him, 'Padl. Say it. Pad.'

He couldn't. He stared at her, too intelligent not to make the connection, too much afraid to seek
further.

'Paal." A bony finger prodding at his chest. 'Paal. Paal Paal!’

Hefought it He had to fight it He blanked his gaze and saw nothing of the room around him,
concentrating only on his mother's hands. He knew it was abattle. Like agelling of sickness, he had felt
each new encroachment on his sengtivity.

"You're not listening, Padl Nielsen!" Miss Frank would accuse, shaking him, Y ou're a stubborn,
ungrateful boy. Don't you want to be like other children?

Staring eyes,; and her thin, never-to-be-kissed lips stirring, pressingin.

'St down," shed say. He didn't move. Sheld move him off the platform with rigid fingers.

'Sit down,' sheld say asif talking to amulish puppy.

Every day.

She was awake in an ingtant; in another ingtant, on her feet and hurrying across the darkness of the
room. Behind her, Harry dept with [abouring breaths. She shut away the sound and let her hand dip off
the door knob as she started acrossthe hall.

'‘Darling.'

He was standing by the window looking out. As she spoke, he whirled and, in thefaint illumination of
the night light, she could see the terror written on hisface,

'Darling, cometo bed." She led him there and tucked himin, then sat beside him, holding histhin, cold
hands.

'What isit, dear?

Helooked at her with wide, pained eyes.

'Oh - ' She bent over and pressed her warm cheek to his. 'What are you afraid of ?

Inthe dark slence it seemed asif avision of the schoolroom and Miss Frank standing in it crossed her
mind.

'Isit the school ? she asked, thinking it only an ideawhich had occurred to her.

The answer wasin hisface.

‘But school is nothing to be afraid of, darling,’ she said, 'Y ou-'

She saw tearswelling in hiseyes, and abruptly she drew him up and held him tightly against herslf.
Don't be afraid, shethought. Darling, please don't be afraid. I'm here and | love you just as much
asthey did. I love you even more -

Paal drew back. He stared at her asif he didn't understand.



Asthe car pulled up in back of the house Werner saw awoman turn away from the kitchen window.

'If weld only heard from you,' said Whedler, 'but there was never aword. Y ou can't blame usfor
adopting the boy. We did what we thought was best.'

Werner nodded with short, distracted movements of his head.

'l understand,’ he said quiietly. "We received no | etters however.'

They sat inthe car in sllence, Werner staring through the windshield, Whedler looking at his hands.

Holger and Fanny dead, Werner wasthinking. A horrible discovery to make. The boy exposed to the
cruel blunderings of people who did not understand. That was, in away, even more horrible,

Wheder was thinking of those letters and of Cora. He should have written again. Still, those letters
should have reached Europe. Wasit possible they were dl miss sent?

'Wdll," he said, finally, Y ou'll - want to see the boy.'

'Yes,' said Werner.

The two men pushed open the car doors and got ouit.

They walked across the back yard and up the wooden porch steps. Have you taught him how to
speak? -Werner dmost said but couldn't bring himsalf to ask. The concept of aboy like Paa exposed to
the blunt, deadening forces of usua speech was something he felt uncomfortabl e thinking about.

T'll get my wife,' said Wheder, Theliving room'sin there.'

After the sheriff had gone up the back stairs, Werner walked dowly through the hall and into the front
room. There he took off his raincoat and hat and dropped them over the back of awooden chair.
Upstairs he could hear the faint sound of voices - aman and woman. The woman sounded upset.

When he heard footsteps, he turned from the window.

The sheriff's wife entered beside her husband. She was amiling politely, but Werner knew she wasn't
happy to see him there,

'Please 5it down," she said.

Hewaited until shewasin achair, then settled down on the couch.

'What isit you want? asked Mrs. Whesdler.

'Did your husband tell you -?

'He told me who you were," she interrupted, 'but not why you want to see Paul.’

'‘Paul? asked Werner, surprised.

'We - ' Her hands sought out each other nervoudy. ' - we changed it to Paul. It - seemed more
appropriate. For aWhedler, | mean.'

I see.’ Werner nodded politely.

Silence.

'Well," Werner said then, 'Y ou wish to know why | am hereto see - the boy. | will explain asbriefly as
possible.

"Ten years ago, in Heidelberg, four married couples -the Elkenbergs, the Kaders, the Nielsens, and
my wifeand | - decided to try an experiment on our children -some not yet born. An experiment of the
mind.

"We had accepted, you see, the proposition that ancient man, deprived of the dubious benefit of
language, had been telepathic

Corastarted in her chair.

'Further,” Werner went on, not noticing, 'that the basic organic source of this ability istill functioning
though no longer made use of - asort of ethered tonsl, ahigher gppendix - not used but neither usaless.

'So we began our work, each searching for physiologica facts while, at the sametime, developing the
ability in our children. Monthly correspondence was exchanged, a systematic methodology of training
was arrived at dowly. Eventually, we planned to establish a colony with the grown children, acolony to
be gradually consolidated until these abilities would become second nature to its members.

'‘Paal isone of these children.’

Wheeler |ooked almost dazed.



‘Thisisafact? he asked.

‘A fact,' said Werner.

Corasat numbly in her chair staring at the tall German. She was thinking about the way Paal seemed
to understand her without words. Thinking of hisfear of the school and Miss Frank. Thinking of how
many times she had woken up and gone to him even though he didn't make asound.

'What? she asked, looking up as Werner spoke.

'l say - may | seethe boy now?

'He'sin school,' she said, 'HEll be homein -’

She stopped as alook of amost revulsion crossed Werner's face.

'School ?' he asked.

'Paal Nielsen, stand.’

The young boy did from his seat and stood beside the desk. Miss Frank gestured to him once and,
more like an old man than a boy, he trudged up to the platform and stood beside her as he always did.

‘Straighten up,” Miss Frank demanded, 'Shoulders back.'

The shoulders moved, the back grew flat.

‘What's your name? asked Miss Frank.

The boy pressed hislipstogether dightly. His swallowing made adry, rattling noise.

"What is your name ?

Silencein the classroom except for the restive stirring of the young. Erratic currents of their thought
deflected off him like random winds.

"Your name,’ shesaid.

He made no reply.

Thevirgin teacher looked at him and, in the moment that she did, through her mind ran memories of
her childhood. Of her gaunt, mania-driven mother keeping her for hours at atime in the darkened front
parlour, sitting at the great round table, her fingers arched over the smoothly worn ouija board - making
her try to communicate with her dead father.

Memories of those terrible years were il with her -dwayswith her. Her minor sengitivity being
abused and twisted into knots until she hated every single thing about perception. Perception was an evil,
full of suffering and anguish.

The boy must be freed of it.

'Class,’ shesaid, 'l want you dl to think of Paal's name.’ (Thiswas his name no matter what Mrs.
Wheder choseto cdl him.) 'Just think of it. Don't say it. Just think: Paal, Padl, Paal. When | count three.
Do you understand?

They stared at her, some nodding.' Yes, Miss Frank,' piped up her only faithful.

‘All right," she said, 'One - two - three!’

It flung into hismind like the blast of a hurricane, pounding and tearing a his hold on wordless
sengtivity. Hetrembled on the platform, hismouth falen gar.

The blast grew stronger, al the power of the young directed into asingle, irresistible force. Padl, Paal,
PAAL!! It screamed into thetissues of hisbrain.

Until, a the very pesk of it, when he thought his head would explode, it was dl cut away by the voice
of MissFrank scapdling into hismind.

'Sy it! Paul!

'Here he comes,’ said Cora. She turned from the window. ‘Before he gets here, | want to apologize for
my rudeness.’

‘Not a al,' ssid Werner, distiractedly, 'I| understand perfectly. Naturaly, you would think that | had
cometo take the boy away. As| have said, however, | have no legal powers over him - being no
relation. | smply want to see him asthe child of my two colleagues -whose shocking death | have only
now learned of

He saw the woman's throat move and picked out the legp of guilty panic in her mind. She had
destroyed the letters her husband wrote. Werner knew it instantly but said nothing. He sensed that the



husband aso knew it; she would have enough trouble asit was.

They heard Pad's footsteps on the bottom step of the front porch.

'l will take him out of school,’ Corasaid.

'Perhaps not,’ said Werner, looking towards the door. In spite of everything he felt his heartbeat
quicken, fdt thefingers of hisleft hand twitch in hislap. Without aword, he sent out the message. It was
agreeting the four couples had decided on; asort of password.

Telepathy, hethought, is the communication of impressions of any kind from one mind to
another independently of the recognized channels of sense.

Werner sent it twice before the front door opened.

Paal stood there, motionless.

Werner saw recognition in his eyes, but, in the boy's mind, was only confused uncertainty. The misted
vison of Werner'sface crossed it. In hismind, al the people had existed - Werner, Elkenberg, Ka der,
all their children. But now it was locked up and hard to capture. The face disappeared.

'Paul, thisisMister Werner,' Corasaid.

Werner did not speak. He sent the message out again - with such force that Paal could not possibly
missit. He saw alook of uncomprehending dismay creep acrossthe boy's features, asif Pad suspected
that something was happening yet could not imagine what.

The boy's face grew more confused. Cora's eyes moved concernedly from him to Werner and back
again. Why didn't Werner speak? She arted to say something, then remembered what the German had
sad.

'Say, what -7 Wheder began until Corawaved her hand and stopped him.

Paal, think! - Werner thought desperately - Whereis your mind?

Suddenly, there was a great, wracking sob in the boy's throat and chest. Werner shuddered.

'My nameisPaal,' the boy said.

The voice made Werner's flesh crawl. It was unfinished, like a puppet voice, thin, wavering, and
brittle.

'My nameisPad.

He couldn't stop saying it. It was asif he were whipping himself on, knowing what had happened and
trying to suffer as much as possible with the knowledge.

'My nameis Pad. My nameis Pad.' An endless, frightening babble; in it, a panic-stricken boy seeking
out an unknown power which had been torn from him.

'‘My nameisPad.' Even held tightly in Cordsarms, he said it. 'My nameis Paal." Angrily, pitiably,
endedy. 'My name is Paal. My nameis Paal .

Werner closed his eyes.

Lost.

Wheder offered to take him back to the bus station, but Werner told him held rather walk. He said
goodbye to the sheriff and asked him to relay hisregretsto Mrs. Wheder, who had taken the sobbing
boy up to hisroom.

Now, in the beginning fal of afine, mist likerain, Werner walked away from the house, from Padl.

It was not something eadily judged, he was thinking. There was no right and wrong of it. Definitely, it
was not acase of evil versus good. Mrs. Whedler, the sheriff, the boy's teacher, the people of German
Corners - they had, probably, al meant well. Understandably, they had been outraged at theideaof a
seven-year-old boy's not having been taught to speak by his parents. Their actionswere, in. light of thet,
judtifiable and good.

It was Ssmply that, o often, evil could come of misguided good.

No, it was better |eft asit was. To take Paal back to Europe - back to the others - would be a
mistake. He could if he wanted to; al the couples had exchanged papers giving each other theright to
take over rearing of the children should anything happen to the parents. But it would only confuse Pad
further. He had been atrained sengtive, not aborn one. Although, by the principle they al worked on, al



children were born with the atavistic ability to telepath, it was so easy to lose, so difficult to recapture.

Werner shook his head. It was a pity. The boy was without his parents, without histalent, even
without hisname.

He had lost everything.

Wi, perhaps, not everything.

Ashewalked, Werner sent hismind back to the house to discover them standing at the window of
Pad's room, watching sunset cast itsfiery light on German Corners. Paal was clinging to the sheriff'swife,
his cheek pressed to her sde. Thefind terror of losing his awareness had not faded but there was
something else counterba ancing it. Something CoraWhedler sensed yet did not fully redlize,

Padl's parents had not loved him. Werner knew this. Caught up in the fascination of their work they
had not had the time to love him asachild. Kind, yes, affectionate, dways, Hill, they had regarded Padl
astheir experiment in flesh.

Which waswhy CoraWheder'slovewas, in part, as strange athing to Padl asdll the crushing horrors
of gpeech. It would not remain so. For, in that moment when thelast of his gift had fled, leaving hismind
anaked rawness, she had been there with her love, to soothe away the pain. And alwayswould be there.

'Did you find who you were looking for? the grey-haired woman at the counter asked Werner asshe
served him coffee.

'Yes. Thank you,' he said.

'Where was he? asked the woman.

Werner smiled.

‘At home," he said.

7 - Mad House

He stsdown at hisdesk. He picks up along, yellow pencil and starts to write on apad. The lead
point breaks.

The ends of hislipsturn down. The eye pupils grow smal in the hard mask of hisface. Quietly, mouth
pressed into an ugly, lipless gash, he picks up the pencil sharpener.

He grinds off the shavings and tosses the sharpener back in the drawer. Once more he sartsto write.
As he does 0, the point snaps again and the lead rolls across the paper.

Suddenly hisface becomes livid. Wild rage clamps the muscles of hisbody He yells at the pencil,
cursesit with astream of outrage. He glares at it with actua hate. He bregksit in two with a brutal snap
and flingsit into the wastebasket with atriumphant, "Therel See how you likeit in there!™

He ststensdly on the chair, hiseyeswide, hislipstrembling. He shakeswith afrenzied wrath; it sprays
hisingdeswith acid.

The pencil liesin the wastebasket, broken and till. It iswood, lead, meta, rubber; al dead, without
gppreciation of the burning fury it has caused.

Andyet...

Heisquietly standing by the window, peering out at the street. He is|etting the tightness sough away
He does not hear the rustle in the wastebasket which ceasesimmediately.

Soon hisbody isnormal again. He sits down. He uses afountain pen.

He stsdown before histypewriter.

He inserts a sheet of paper and begins tapping on the keys.

Hisfingersarelarge. He hitstwo keys at once. The two strikers are jammed together. They stand in
theair, hovering impotently over the black ribbon.

He reaches over in disgust and daps them back. They separate, flap back into their separate berths.
He Sartstyping again.

He hitsawrong key. The start of a cursefalsfrom hislips, unfinished. He snatches up the round
eraser and rubs the unwanted letter from the sheet of paper.

He drops the eraser and startsto type again. The paper has shifted on theroller. The next sentences



areon alevd dightly abovethe origina. He clenches afig, ignores the mistake.

The machine sticks. His shoulders twitch, he damsafist on the space bar with aloud curse. The
carriage jJumps, the bell tinkles. He shovesthe carriage over and it crashesto a halt.

Hetypesfaster. Three keys stick together. He clenches histeeth and whinesin helplessfury. He
smacksthe type arms. They will not come apart. He forces them to separate with bent, shaking fingers.
They fall away. He seesthat hisfingers are smudged with ink. He curses out loud, trying to outrage the
very air for revenge on the stupid machine.

Now he hitsthe keys brutaly, fingersfaling like the stiff claws of aderrick. Another mistake, he erases
savagely. Hetypes dill faster. Four keys stick together.

He screams.

He damshisfist on the machine. He clutches at the paper and ripsit from the machine in jagged
pieces. He welds the fragmentsin hisfist and hurls the crumpled ball across the room. He bests the
carriage over and damsthe cover down on the machine.

He jumps up and glares down.

"Youfool!" he shouts with a bitter, revolted voice. "Y ou stupid, idiotic, asinine fool!"

Scorn drips from his voice. He kegpstalking, he drives himsdlf into acraze.

"Y ou're no damn good. Y ou're no damn good & dl. I'm going to break you in pieces. I'm going to
crack you into splinters, melt you, kill you! Y ou stupid, moronic, lousy goddamn machine!™

He quivers as he yels. And he wonders, deep in the self-isolated recesses of hismind whether heis
killing himself with anger, whether heisdestroying his sysem with fury.

Heturns and stalks away. He istoo outraged to notice the cover of the machine dip down and hear
the dight whirring of metal such ashe might hear if the keystrembled intheir dots.

Heis shaving. Therazor will not cut. Or the razor istoo sharp and cuts too much.

Both timesamuffled curse billows through hislips. He hurlsthe razor on the floor and kicksit against
thewdl|.

Heiscleaning histeeth. He drawsthe fine Silk floss between histeeth. It shreds off. A fuzzy bit remains
inthe gap. He tries to press another piece down to get that bit out. He cannot force the white thread
down. It snagpsin hisfingers.

He screams. He screams at the man in the mirror and draws back his hand, throws the floss away
violently. It hitsthewall.

It hangs there and waves in the rush of angry breeze from the man.

He hastorn another piece of flossfrom the container. Heis giving the dental floss another chance. He
isholding back hisfury. If thefloss knowswhat isgood for it, it will plunge down between the teeth and
draw out the shredded bit immediately.

It does. The man ismoallified. The systematic juicesleave off bubbling, the firessink, the codsare
scattered.

But the anger is il there, gpart. Energy isnever logt; aprimal law.

Heisesting.

Hiswife places a steak before him. He picks up the knife and fork and dices. The meat istough, the
bladeisdull.

A spot of red puffsup in the flesh of his cheeks. His eyes narrow. He draws the knife through the
mest. The blade will not sever the browned flesh.

His eyes widen. Withheld tempest tightens and shakes him. He saws at the mesat asthough to give it
one last opportunity to yield.

The meat will not yidd.

He howls. "God damn it!" White teeth jam together. The knifeis hurled across the room.

The woman appears, dlarm etching trangent scars on her forehead. Her husband is beyond himsdif.
Her husband is shooting poison through his arteries. Her husband is releasing another cloud of anima
temper. Itismist that clings. It hangs over the furniture, dripsfrom thewalls.



Itisdive.

So through the days and nights. His anger fdling like frenzied axe blowsin hishouse, on everything he
owns. Sprays of teeth-grinding hysteriaclouding hiswindows and falling to hisfloors. Oceans of wild,
uncontrolled hate flooding through every room of his housg; filling each iota of space with ashifting,
throbbing life.

Helay on hisback and stared at the sun-moittled celling.

The last day, he told himsdlf. The phrase had been cregping in and out of his brain since hed
awakened.

In the bathroom he could hear the water running. He could hear the medicine cabinet being opened
and then closed again. He could hear the sound of her dippers shuffling on thetile floor.

Sdly, hethought, don't leave me.

"I'll takeit easy if you stay," he promised the air in awhisper.

But he knew he couldn't takeit easy. That wastoo hard. It was easier to fly off the handle, easier to
scream and rant and attack.

Heturned on his side and stared out into the hall at the bathroom door. He could see theline of light
under the door. Sally isin there, he thought. Sdly, my wife, whom | married many years ago when | was
young and full of hope.

He closed his eyes suddenly and clenched hisfisgts. It came on him again. The sickness that prevailed
with more violence every time he contracted it. The sickness of despair, of lost ambition. It ruined
everything. It cast avapour of bitterness over al his comings and goings. It jaded appetite, ruined deep,
destroyed affection.

"Perhapsif weld had children,” he muttered and knew before he said it that it wasn't the answer.

Children. How happy they would be watching their wretched father sinking deeper into his pit of
introspective fever each day.

All right, tortured hismind, |et's have the facts. He gritted histeeth and tried to make hismind a blank.
But, like adull-eyed idiot, hismind repested the words that he muttered often in his deep through
restless, tossing nights.

I'mforty yearsold. | teach English a Fort College. Once | had hoped to be awriter. | thought this
would be afine placeto write. | would teach class part of the day and write with therest of my time. |
met Sdly at school and married her. | thought everything would be just fine. | thought successwas
inevitable. Eighteen years ago.

Eighteen years.

How, he thought, did you mark the passing of dmost two decades? The time seemed a shapeless
lump of failing efforts, of nights spent in anguish; of the secret, the answer, the revelaion aways being
withheld from him. Dangled overhead like cheese swinging in amaddening arc over the head of aberserk
ret.

And resentment cregping. Days spent watching Sally buy food and clothing and pay rent with his
meagre sdary. Watching her buy new curtains or new chair covers and feding astab of pain every time
because he was that much farther removed from the point where he could devote his time to writing.
Every penny she spent he felt likeablow at hisaspirations.

Heforced himsdf to think that way. He forced himsdf to believe that it was only the time he needed to
do good writing.

But once afurious student had yelled at him, ™Y ou're just athird-rate talent hiding behind a desk!"

He remembered that. Oh, God, how he remembered that moment. Remembered the cold sickness
that had convulsed him when those words hit his brain. Recaled the trembling and the shaky unreason of
hisvoice.

He had failed the student for the semester despite good marks. There had been a great to-do abot it.
The student's father had come to the school. They had al gone before Dr. Ramsay, the head of the
English Department.

He remembered that too; the scene could crowd out al other memories. Him, Sitting on one side of the



conference table, facing the irate father and son. Dr. Ramsay stroking his beard until he thought held hurl
something a him. Dr. Ramsay had said-wdll |et's seeif we can't Sraighten out this matter.

They had consulted the record book and found the student was right. Dr. Ramsay had looked up at
himin great surprise. Well, | can't ssewhat... he had said and let his syrupy voice bregk off and looked
probingly at him, waiting for an explanation.

And the explanation had been hopeless, ajumbled and pointless affair. Irresponsible attitude, he had
sad, flaunting of unpardonable behavior; moraly afalure. And Dr. Ramsay, histhick neck getting red,
telling him in no uncertain terms that morals were not subject to the grading system at Fort College.

There was more but hed forgotten it. HEd made an effort to forget it. But he couldn't forget that it
would be years before he made a professorship. Ramsay would hold it back. And his salary would go on
being insufficient and billswould mount and he would never get hiswriting done.

He regained the present to find himsdlf clutching the sheets with taut fingers. He found himsdlf glaringin
hate at the bathroom door. Go on!-his mind snapped vindictively-Go home to your precious mother. See
if | care. Why just atrial separation? Make it permanent. Give me some peace. Maybe | can do some
writing then.

Maybe | can do some writing then.

The phrase made him sick. It had no meaning anymore. Like aword that is repeated until it becomes
gibberish that sentence, for him, had been used to extinction. It sounded slly; like some bit of cliche from
asoap opera. Hero saying in dramatic tones- Now, by God, maybe | can do some writing. Senseless.

For amoment, though, he wondered if it was true. Now that she was leaving could he forget about her
and redly get somework done? Quit hisjob? Go somewhere and hole up in a cheap furnished room and
write?

Y ou have $123.89 in the bank, his mind informed him. He pretended it was the only thing that kept
him from it. But, far back in hismind, he wondered if he could write anywhere. Often the question threw
itsdf a him when he was least expecting it. Y ou have four hours every morning, the statement would rise
like amenacing wraith. Y ou have time to write many thousands of words. Why don't you?

And the answer was dwayslost in atangle of because and wells and endless reasons that he clung to
like adrowning man at straws.

The bathroom door opened and she came out, dressed in her good red suiit.

For no reason at dl, it seemed, he suddenly realized that she'd been wearing that same ouitfit for more
than three years and never anew one. The redlization angered him even more. He closed hiseyesand
hoped she wasn't looking at him. | hate her, he thought. | hate her because she has destroyed my life.

He heard the rustle of her skirt as she sat at the dressing table and pulled out a drawer. He kept his
eyes shut and listened to the Venetian blinds tap lightly against the window frame as morning breeze
touched them. He could smell her perfumefloating lightly onthe air.

And hetried to think of the house empty all thetime. Hetried to think of coming home from classand
not finding Sally there waiting for him. The idea seemed, somehow, impossible. And that angered him.

Y es, he thought, she's gotten to me. She'sworked on me until | am so dependent of her for really
unessentid thingsthat | suffer under the delusion that | cannot do without her.

He turned suddenly on the mattress and looked at her.

"S0, you'reredly going," hesaid in acold voice.

Sheturned briefly and looked at him. There was no anger on her face. She looked tired... "Yes" she
sd. "I'mgoing.”

Good riddance. The wordstried to pass hislips. He cut them off.

"| suppose you have your reasons," he said.

Her shoulders twitched amoment in what he took for a shrug of weary amusement.

"I have no intention of arguing with you," hesaid. "Y our lifeisyour own."

"Thank you," she murmured.

Shel'swaiting for apologies, he thought. Waiting to be told that he didn't hate her asheld said. That he
hadn't struck her but al histwisted and shattered hopes; the mocking spectacle of hisown lost faith.



"And just how long isthis trial separation going to last?" he said, hisvoice acidulous.
She shook her head.
"l don't know, Chris," she said quietly. "It'sup to you."

"Uptome" hesad. "It'sawaysup to me, isn't it?"

"Oh, please darl- Chris. | don't want to argue anymore. I'm too tired to argue.”

"It'seasier to just pack and run away."

Sheturned and looked at him. Her eyes were very dark and unhappy.

"Run away?' she said. "After eighteen years you accuse me of that? Eighteen years of watching you
destroy yoursdlf. And me aong with you. Oh, don't look surprised. I'm sure you know you've driven me
half insanetoo.”

She turned away and he saw her shoulders twitch. She brushed some tears from her eyes.

"It'sn-not just because you hit me," she said. "Y ou kept saying that last night when | said | was
leaving. Do you think it would matter if..." Shetook adeep breeth. "If it meant you were angry with me?
If it wasthat | could be hit every day. But you didn't hit me. I'm nothing to you. I'm not wanted.”

"Oh, stop being o..."

"No," shebrokein. "That'swhy I'm going. Because | can't bear to watch you hate me more every day
for something thet.. . that isn't my fault.”

"l supposeyou..."

"Oh, don't say anymore," she said, getting up. She hurried out of the room and he heard her walk into
theliving room. He stared at the dressing table.

Don't say anymore?-his mind asked as though she were il there. Well, theré's more to say; lots
more. Y ou don't seem to redize what I've lost. Y ou don't seem to understand. | had hopes, oh God,
what hopes | had. | was going to write prose to make the people sit up and gasp. | was going to tell them
things they needed badly to know. | was going to tell them in so entertaining away that they would never
redize that the truth was getting to them. | was going to create immorta works.

Now when | die, | shal only be dead. | am trapped in this depressing village, entombed in a college of
science where men gape at dust and do not even know that there are stars above their heads. And what
can | do, what can...?

The thoughts broke off. He looked miserably at her perfume bottles, at the powder box that tinkled
"Always' when the cover wasllifted off.

I'll remember you. Always.

With a heart that's true. Always.

The words are childish and comicd, he thought. But histhroat contracted and he felt himself shudder.

"Sdly," hesaid. So quietly that he could hardly hear it himsdif.

After awhile he got up and dressed.

While he was putting on histrousers arug did from under him and he had to grab the dresser for
support. He glared down, heart pounding in the total fury he had learned to summon in the space of
seconds.

"Damnyou,” he muttered.

Heforgot Saly. He forgot everything. He just wanted to get even with the rug. He kicked it violently
under the bed. The anger plunged down and disappeared. He shook his head. I'm sick, he thought. He
thought of going in to her and telling her he was sick.

His mouth tightened as he went into the bathroom. I'm not sick, he thought. Not in body anyway. It's
my mind that'sill and she only makesit worse.

The bathroom was still damply warm from her use of it. He opened the window atrifle and got a
splinter in hisfinger. He cursed the window in amuffled voice. Helooked up. Why so quiet? he asked.
So she won't hear me?

"Damn you!" he snarled loudly at the window. And he picked at hisfinger until he had pulled out the
diver of wood.

He jerked at the cabinet door. It stuck. His face reddened. He pulled harder and the door flew open



and cracked him on the wrist. He spun about and grabbed hiswrigt, threw back his head with awhining
gasp. *

He stood there, eyes clouded with pain, staring at the ceiling. Helooked at the crack that ranina
crazy meandering line acrossthe celling. Then he closed hiseyes.

And began to sense something. Intangible. A sense of menace. He wondered about it. Why it's mysdlf,
of course, he answered then. It isthe moral decrepitude of my own subconscious. It is bawling out to me,
saying: Y ou are to be punished for driving your poor wife away to her mother'sarms. Y ou are not aman.
Youarea

"Oh, shut up,” he said.

He washed his hands and face. He ran an inspecting finger over hischin. He needed a shave. He
opened the cabinet door gingerly and took out his straight razor. He held it up and looked &t it.

The handle has expanded. He told himself that quickly as the blade appeared to fal out of the handle
wilfully. It made him shiver to seeit flop out like that and glitter in the light from the cabinet light fixture.

He stared in repelled fascination at the bright steel. He touched the blade edge. So sharp, he thought.
The dightest touch would sever flesh. What ahideousthing it was.

'It's my hand."

Hesad it involuntarily and shut the razor suddenly. It was his hand, it had to be. It couldn't have been
the razor moving by itsdlf. That was Sck imagination.

But he didn't shave. He put the razor back in the cabinet with avague sense of forestalling doom.

Don't careif we are expected to shave every day, he muttered. I'm not taking a chance on my hand
dipping. I'd better get asafety razor anyway. Thiskind isn't for me, I'm too nervous.

Suddenly, impelled by those words, the picture of him eighteen years before flew into hisbrain.

He remembered a date he'd had with Sally. He remembered telling her hewas so cam it was akin to
being dead. Nothing bothers me, he'd said. And it wastrue, at the time. He remembered too telling her
he didn't like coffee, that one cup kept him awake at night. That he didn't smoke, didn't like the taste or
smdl. | liketo stay hedlthy, he/d said. He remembered the exact words.

"And now," he muttered at hislean and worn reflection.

Now he drank galons of coffeeaday. Until it doshed like ablack poal in his stomach and he couldn't
deep any more than he could fly. Now he smoked endless strings of finger-yelowing cigarettes until his
throat felt raw and clogged, until he couldn't write in pencil because his hand shook so much.

But dl that simulation didn't help hiswriting any. Paper till remained blank in the typewriter. Words
never came, plots died on him. Characters € uded him, mocking him with laughter from behind the veil of
their non-creation.

And time passed. It flew by faster and fagter, seeming to single him out for highest punishment. He-a
man who had begun to vauetime so, neuratically that it overbaanced hislife and made him sick to think

of its passing.

As he brushed histeeth hetried to recall when thisirrationa temper had first begun to control him. But
there was no way of tracing its course. Somewhere in miststhat could not be pierced, it had started.
With aword of petulance, an angry contraction of muscles. With aglare of unrecalable animosity.

And from there, like aswelling amoeba, it had gone its own perverted and downward course of
evolution, reaching its present nadir in him; ataut embittered man who found hisonly solacein hating.

He spit out white froth and rinsed his mouth. As he put down the glass, it cracked and abarb of glass
droveinto hishand.

"Damn!" heyeled.

He spun on his hedl and clenched hisfidt. It sprang open ingtantly asthe diver sank into hispam. He
stood with tears on his cheeks, breathing heavily. He thought of Sally listening to him, hearing once more
the audible evidence of his sngpping nerves.

Stop it!-he ordered himsdlf. Y ou can never do anything until you rid yoursdlf of this enervating temper.

He closad his eyes. For amoment he wondered why it seemed that everything was happening to him
latedly. Asif some revenging power had taken roost in the house, pouring asavage lifeinto inanimate



things. Threatening him. But the thought was just afaceless, passing figurein the crushing horde of
thoughts that mobbed past his mind's eye; seen but not appreciated.

He drew the glass diver from his palm. He put on hisdark tie.

Then he went into the dining room, consulting hiswatch. It wasten thirty already. More than haf the
morning was gone.

Morethan haf thetimefor ditting and trying to write the prose that would make people sit up and
gasp.

It happened that way more often now than he would even admit to himsdlf. Sleeping late, making up
errands, doing anything to forestal the terrible moment when he must sit down before his typewriter and
try to wrench some harvest from the growing desert of hismind.

It was harder every time. And he grew more angry every time; and hated more. And never noticed
until now, when it wastoo late, that Sdly had grown desperate and could no longer stand his temper or
his hate.

She was ditting at the kitchen table drinking dark coffee. She too drank more than she once had. Like
him, she drank it black, without sugar. It jangled her nervestoo. And she smoked now athough shed
never smoked until ayear before. She got no pleasure from it. She drew the fumes deep down into her
lungs and then blew them out quickly. And her hands shook dmost as badly ashisdid.

He poured himself acup of coffee and sat down across from her. She started to get up.

"What's the matter? Can't you stand the sight of me?"

She sat back and took adeep pull on the cigarette in her hand. Then she stamped it out on the sauicer.

Hefdt sick. He wanted to get out of the house suddenly. It felt alien and strange to him. He had the
feding that she had renounced dl clamtoit, that she had retrested from it. The touch of her fingersand
the loving indulgences she had bestowed on every room; al these things were taken back. They had lost
tangibility because she was leaving. She was deserting it and it was not their home anymore. Hefelt it
grongly.

Sinking back againgt the chair he pushed away his cup and stared at the yellow oilcloth on thetable.
Hefdt asif heand Sdly werefrozen in time; that seconds were drawn out like some fantadtic taffy until
each one seemed an eternity. The clock ticked dower. And the house was a different house.

"Whét train are you getting?" he asked, knowing before he spoke that there was only one morning
tran.

"Eleven forty-seven,” shesaid.

When she said it, hefdt asif his stomach were pulled back hard against his backbone. He gasped, so
actud wasthe physica pain. She glanced up a him.

"Burned mysdlf,” he said hastily, and she got up and put her cup and saucer in the sink.

Why did | say that?-he thought. Why couldn't | say that | gasped because | wasfilled with terror at the
thought of her leaving me? Why do | dways say the things | don't mean to say? I'm not bad. But every
time | spesk | build higher thewalls of hatred and bitterness around me until I cannot escape from them.

With words | have knit my shroud and will bury mysdf therein.

He looked at her back and asad smileraised hislips. | can think of wordswhen my wifeisleaving
me. It isvery sad.

Sdly had walked out of the kitchen. Hismind reverted to its sullen attitude. Thisisagame we're
playing. Follow the leader. Y ou walk in one room, head high, the justified spouse, theinjured party. | am
supposed to follow, dope shouldered and contrite, pouring out apol ogetic hecatombs.

Once more conscious of himsdlf, he sat tensdly at the table, rage making his body tremble.
Conscioudy he relaxed and pressed hisleft hand over hiseyes. He sat theretrying to lose hismisary in
slence and blackness.

It wouldn't work.

And then his cigarette really burned him and he sat erect. The cigarette hit the floor scattering ashes.
He bent over and picked it up. Hethrew it at the waste can and missed. To hell with it, he thought. He



got up and dumped his cup and saucer in the sink. The saucer broke in haf and nicked his right thumb.
Helet it bleed. He didn't care.

Shewasin the extraroom finishing her packing.

The extraroom. The words tortured him now. When had they stopped cadling it "the nursery”? When
had it begun to eat her insides out because she was so full of love and wanted children badly? When had
he begun to replace this loss with nothing better than vol canic temper and days and nights of
sheath-scraped nerves?

He stood in the doorway and watched her. He wanted to get out the typewriter and sit down and
write reams of words. He wanted to glory in his coming freedom. Think of al the money he could save.
Think of how soon he could go away and write dl the things hed dways meant to write.

He stood in the doorway, sick.

Isdl this possible?his mind asked, incredulous. Possible that she was leaving? But she and he were
man and wife. They had lived and loved in this house for more than eighteen years. Now she was leaving.
Putting articles of clothing in her old black suitcase and leaving. He couldn't reconcile himslf to that. He
couldn't understand it or dly it with the functions of the day. Where did it fit into the patternthe pattern
that was Sally right there cleaning and cooking and trying to make their home happy and warm.

He shivered and, turning abruptly, went back into the bedroom.

He dumped on the bed and stared at the ddlicately whirring electric clock on their bedside table.

Past eleven, he saw. In lessthan an hour | have to hold classfor agroup of idiot freshmen. And, on
the desk in the living room, isamountain of mid-term examinations with essaysthat | must suffer through,
fedling my somach turn at their paucity of inteligence, their adolescent phraseology.

And al that tripe, all those miles of hideous prose, had been wound into an eternal skeinin his head.
And thereit sat unraveling into his own writing until he wondered if he could stand the thought of living
anymore. | have digested the wordt, he thought. Isit any wonder that | exudeit piecemeal ?

Temper began again, alow banking firein him, gradudly fanned by further thinking. I've done no
writing thismorning. Like every morning after every other morning astime passes. | dolessand less. |
write nothing. Or | write worthless materid. | could write better when | was twenty than | can now.

I'll never write anything good!

Hejolted to hisfeet and his head snapped around as he looked for something to strike at, something
to break, something to hate with such hate that it would wither in the blast.

It seemed as though the room clouded. He felt athrobbing. Hisleft leg banged against a.corner of the
bed.

He gasped in fury. Hewept. Tears of hate and repentance and salf commiseration. I'm lost, he
thought. Logst. Thereisnothing.

He became very cadm, icy calm. Drained of pity, of emotion. He put on his suit coat. He put on his hat
and got his briefcase off the dresser.

He stopped before the door to the room where she till fussed with her bag. So she will have
something to occupy hersdf with now, he thought, so she won't haveto look a me. Hefdt his heart
thudding like aheavy drum begt.

"Haveanicetimeat your mother's," he said dispassonately.

Shelooked up and saw the expression on hisface. She turned away and put ahand to her eyes. He
felt asudden need to run to her and beg her forgiveness. Make everything right again.

Then he thought again of papers and years of writing undone. He turned away and walked acrossthe
living room. The smal rug dipped alittle and it hel ped to focus the strength of anger he needed. He
kicked it asde and it fluttered against the wall in arumpled heap.

He dammed the door behind him.

His mind gibbered. Now, soap operalike, she has thrown herself on the coverlet and isweeping tears
of martyr-tinged sorrow. Now sheisdigging nailsinto the pillow and moaning my name and wishing she
were dead.

His shoes clicked rapidly on the sidewalk. God help me, he thought. God help all us poor wretches



who would create and find that we must lose our heartsfor it because we cannot afford to spend our
timed it.

It was abeautiful day. His eyes saw that but his mind would not attest to it. The trees were thick with
green and the air warm and fresh. Spring breezes flooded down the streets. He felt them brush over him
as he walked down the block, crossed Main Street to the bus stop.

He stood there on the corner looking back at the house.

Sheisinthere, hismind perssted in andyss. In there, the house in which weve lived for more than
eight years. Sheis packing or crying or doing something. And soon shewill call the Campus Cab
Company. A cab will comedriving out. The driver will honk the horn, Saly will put on her light spring
coat and take her suitcase out on the porch. She will lock the door behind her for the last time.

"NoO-"

He couldn't keep the word from strangling in histhroat. He kept staring at the house. His head ached.
He saw everything weaving. I'm sick, he thought.

“I'm sick!"

He shouted it. There was no one around to hear. He stood gazing at the house. She is going away
forever, said hismind.

Very well then! I'll write, write, write. He let the words soak into hismind and displace dl else.

A man had achoice, after al. He devoted hislifeto hiswork or to hiswife and children and home. It
could not be combined; not in this day and age. In thisinsane world where God was second to income
and goodnessto wedlth.

He glanced aside as the green-striped bus topped the distant hill and approached. He put the briefcase
under hisarm and reached into his coat pocket for atoken. There was aholein the pocket. Sally had
been meaning to sew it. Well, shewould never sew it now. What did it matter anyway?

| would rather have my soul intact than the suit of clothes| wear.

Words, words, he thought, as the bus stopped before him. They flood through me now that sheis
leaving. Isthat evidence that it is her presence that clogs the channds of thought?

He dropped the token in the coin box and weaved down the length of the bus. He passed a professor
he knew and nodded to him distractedly. He dumped down on the back seat and Stared at the grimy,
rubberized floor boards.

Thisisagrest life, hismind ranted. | am so pleased with this, my life and these, my great and noble
accomplishments.

He opened the briefcase amoment and looked in at the thick prospectus he had outlined with the aid
of Dr. Ramsay.

First week-1. Everyman. Discussion of. Reading of selectionsfrom Classic Readings For College
Freshmen. 2. Beowulf. Reading of. Class discussion. Twenty minute quotation quiz.

He shoved the sheaf of papers back into the briefcase. It Sickens me, he thought. | hate these things.
The classics have become anathemato me. | begin to loathe the very mention of them. Chauicer, the
Elizabethan poets, Dryden, Pope, Shakespeare. What higher insult to aman than to grow to hate these
names because he must share them by part with ungppreciative clods? Because he must strain them thin
and make them pal atable for the dullards who should better be digging ditches.

He got off the bus downtown and started down the long dope of Ninth Street.

Walking, he fdt asthough he were aship with its hawser cut, prey to atwisted network of currents.
Hefdt gpart from the city, the country, the world. If someone told me | were aghogt, he thought, |
would beinclined to believe.

What is she doing now?

He wondered about it as the buildings floated past him. What is she thinking as| stand here and the
town of Fort drifts by me like vaporous stage flats? What are her hands holding? What expression has
she on her lovely face?

Sheisaonein the house, our house. What might have been our home. Now it isonly ashdl, ahollow
box with sticks of wood and metd for furnishings. Nothing but inanimate dead metter.

No matter what John Morton said.



Him with his gold leaves parting and histest tubes and his God of the microscope. For al his erudite
talk and his papers of dideruled figures; despite dl that-it was smple witcheraft he professed. It was
idiocy. Theidiocy that prompted that ass Charles Fort to burden the world with his nebulousfancies. The
idiocy that made that fool of amillionaire endow this place and from the arid soil erect these huge stone
structures and house within azoo of wild-eyed scientists dways searching for some fashion of ixir while
the rest of the clowns blew the world out from under them.

No, thereis nothing right with the world, he thought as he plodded under the arch and onto the wide,
green campus.

Helooked across a the huge Physica Sciences Centre, its granite face beaming in the late morning
un.

Now sheis calling the cab. He consulted hiswatch. No. Sheisin the cab aready. Riding through the
slent streets. Past the houses and down into the shopping digtrict. Past the red brick buildings spewing
out yokels and students. Through the town that was a potpourri of the sophisticated and the rustic.

Now the cab was turning left on Tenth Street. Now it was pulling up the hill, topping it. Gliding down
toward the railroad station. Now...

"Chrigd"

His head snapped around and his body twitched in surprise. He looked toward the wide-doored
entrance to the Menta Sciences Building. Dr. Morton was coming out.

We attended school together eighteen years ago, he thought. But | took only asmall interest in
science. | preferred wasting my time on the culture of the centuries. That'swhy I'm an associate and he's
adoctor and the head of his department.

All thisfled like racing winds through his mind as Dr. Morton approached, smiling. He clapped Chris
on the shoulder.

"Hdlo there" hesaid. "How are things?'

"How arethey ever?'

Dr. Morton's smile faded.

"What isit, Chris?' he asked.

| won't tell you about Sdly, Christhought. Not if | diefirst. Y ou'll never know it from me.

"Theusud," hesaid.

"Still on the outs with Ramsay?"

Chris shrugged. Morton looked over at the large clock on the face of the Mental Sciences Building.

"Say, look," he said. "Why are we standing here? Y our classisn't for ahaf hour yet, isit?

Chrisdidn't answer. HEs going to invite me for coffee, he thought. He's going to regde me with more
of hisinane theories. HE's going to use me as whipping boy for his menta merry-go-round.

"Let's get some coffee,” Morton said, taking Chrissarm. They walked dong in silencefor afew steps.

"How's Sdly?" Morton asked then.

"She'sfine" he answered in an even voice.

"Good. Oh, incidentally. I'll probably drop by tomorrow or the next day for that book | 1eft there last
Thursday night.”

"All right.”

"What were you saying about Ramsay now?"

"l wasn't."

Morton skipped that. "Been thinking anymore about what | told you?' he asked.

"If you'rereferring to your fairy tale about my house-no. | haven't been giving it any more thought than
it deserves- whichisnone.”

They turned the corner of the building and walked toward Ninth Street.

"Chris, that's an indefensible attitude,” Morton said. ™Y ou have no right to doubt when you don't
know."

Chrisfdt like pulling hisarm away, turning and leaving Morton standing there. He was sick of words



and words and words. He wanted to be aone. He dmost felt asif he could put apistol to his head now,
get it over with. Yes, | could-he thought. If someone handed it to me now it would be done in amoment.

They went up the stone steps to the sidewalk and crossed over to the Campus Cafe. Morton opened
the door and ushered Chrisin. Chriswent in back and did into awooden booth.

Morton brought two coffees and sat across from him.

"Now ligen," he said, stirring in sugar, "I'm your best friend. At least | regard mysdlf assuch. And I'm
damned if I'll St by like amute and watch you kill yoursdf.”

Chrisfedt hisheart jump. He swallowed. He got rid of the thoughts as though they werevisibleto
Morton.

"Forget it," hesaid. "I don't care what proofsyou have. | don't believe any of it."

"What'll it take to convince you, damn it?" Morton said. "Do you haveto lose your lifefirg?!

"Look," Chrissaid pettishly. "I don't believeit. That's it. Forget it now, let it go.”

"Ligten, Chris, | can show you..."

"Y ou can show me nothing!" Chriscut in.

Morton was patient. "It's a recognized phenomenon,” he said.

Chrislooked at him in disgust and shook his head.

"What dreams you white frocked kiddies have in the sanctified cloister of your laboratories. Y ou can
make yourself believe anything after awhile. Aslong as you can make up ameasurement for it."

"Will you listen to me, Chris? How many times have you complained to me about splinters, about
closet doors flying open, about rugs dipping? How many times?'

"Oh, for God's sake, don't start that again. I'll get up and walk out of here. I'm in no mood for your
lectures. Save them for those poor idiots who pay tuition to hear them."”

Morton looked at him with a shake of his head.

"l wish | could get to you," he said.

"Forget it."

"Forget it?' Morton squirmed. "Can't you see that you're in danger because of your temper?’

"I'mtdling you, John..."

"Where do you think that temper of yours goes? Do you think it disappears? No. It doesn't. It goes
into your rooms and into your furniture and into the air. It goesinto Sally. It makes everything sick;
including you. It crowdsyou out. It welds alink between animate and inanimate. Psychobolie. Oh, don't
look so petulant; like achild who can't stand to hear the word spinach. Sit down, for God's sake. Y ou're
an adult; ligenlikeone.”

Chrislit acigarette. He let Morton's voice drift into a non-intelligent hum. He glanced at thewall clock.
Quarter to twelve. In two minutes, if the schedule was adhered to, she would be going. Thetrain would
move and the town of Fort would pass away from her.

"I'vetold you any number of times,” Morton was saying. "No one knows what matter is made of.
Atoms, eectrons, pure energy-all words. Who knows where it will end? We guess, we theorize, we
make up means of measurement. But we don't know.

"And that's for matter. Think of the human brain and its till unknown capacities. It's an uncharted
continent, Chris. It may stay that way for along time. And dl that time the suspected powerswill still be
affecting us and, maybe, affecting matter, even if we can't measureit on agauge.

"And | say you're poisoning your house. | say your temper has become ingrained in the structure, in
every article you touch. All of them influenced by you and your ungovernable rages. And | think too that
if it weren't for Sally's presence acting as an abortive factor, well... you might actualy be attacked by..."

Chris heard the last few sentences.

"Oh, stop this gibberish!" he sngpped angrily. "Y ou're talking like ajuvenile after hisfirst Tom Swift
nove."

Morton sighed. He ran hisfingers over the cup edge and shook his head sadly.

"Wadl," hesad, "dl | can do is hope that nothing breaks down. It's obvious to me that you're not going
toligen.”



"Congratulations on one statement | can agree with," said Chris. Helooked at hiswatch. "And now if
you'll excuse me I'll go and listen to saddle-shoed cretins sumble over passages they haven't the dightest
ability to assmilate”

They got up.

"I'll takeit," said Morton but Chris dapped a coin on the counter and walked out. Morton followed,
putting his change into his pocket dowly.

In the street he patted Chris on the shoulder.

"Try totakeit easy,” he said. "Look, why don't you and Sally come out to the house tonight? We
could have afew rounds of bridge."

"That'simpossble" Chrissaid.

The students were reading a selection from King Lear. Their heads were bent over the books. He
gared at them without seeing them.

I've got to resgn mysdlf toit, hetold himsdlf. I've got to forget her, that's al. She's gone. I'm not going
to bewail thefact. I'm not going to hope againgt hope that shelll return. | don't want her back. I'm better
off without her. Free and unfettered now.

Histhoughts drained off. He felt empty and helpless. He felt as though he could never write another
word for the rest of hislife. Maybe, he thought, sullenly displeased with theidea, maybe it was only the
upset of her leaving that enabled my brain to find words. For, after dl, the words | thought of, the ideas
that nourished, though briefly, were all to do with her-her going and my wretchedness because of it.

He caught himsdlf short. No!-he cried in slent battle. | will not let it be that way. I'm strong. This
feding isonly temporary, I'll very soon have learned to do without her. And then I'll do work. Such work
as| have only dreamed of doing. After dl, havent | lived eighteen years more? Haven't those yearsfilled
me to overflowing with sights and sounds, idedl's, impressions, interpretations?

He trembled with excitement.

Someone waswaving ahand in hisface. He focused his eyes and looked coldly at the girl.

"Wdl?' hesad.

"Could you tell uswhen you're going to give back our midterm papers, Professor Ned?' she asked.

He stared at her, hisright cheek twitching. He felt about to hurl every invective at his command into
her face. Hisfists closed.

"You'll get them back when they're marked,” he said tensly.

"Yes but..."

"You heard me" hesaid.

Hisvoicerose at the end of the sentence. The girl sat down.

Ashe lowered his head he noticed that she looked at the boy next to her and shrugged her shoulders,
alook of disgust on her face.

"Miss..."

He fumbled with his record book and found her name.

"Miss Forbes!"

Shelooked up, her features drained of colour, her red lips standing out sharply against her white skin.
Painted alabaster idiot. The words clawed at him.

"Y ou may get out of thisroom," he ordered sharply.

Confusionfilled her face.

"Why?' sheasked in athin, plaintive voice.

"Perhaps you didn't hear me," he said, thefury riang. "'l said get out of thisroom!"

"But..."

"Do you hear me!" he shouted.

Hurriedly she collected her books, her hands shaking, her face burning with embarrassment. She kept
her eyes on the floor and her throat moved convulsively as she edged aong the aide and went out the
doorway.

The door closed behind her. He sank back. He fdlt aterrible sicknessin himself. Now, he thought,



they will dl turn againgt mein defence of an addle-witted little girl. Dr. Ramsay would have more fud for
hisamplelittlefire

And they wereright.

He couldn't keep hismind from it. They were right. He knew it. In that far recess of mind which he
could not cow with thoughtless passion, he knew he was a stupid fool. | have no right to teach others. |
cannot even teach mysalf to be a human being. He wanted to cry out the words and weep confessions
and throw himsalf from one of the open windows.

"Thewhispering will stop!" he demanded fiercdly.

The room was quiet. He sat tensdly, waiting for any signs of militance. | am your teacher, hetold
himsdf, | anto be obeyed, | am...

The concept died. He drifted away again. What were students or agirl asking about mid-term papers?
What was anything?

He glanced a hiswatch. In afew minutes the train would pull into Centralia. She would changeto the
main line expressto Indianapolis. Then up to Detroit and her mother. Gone,

Gone. Hetried to visualize the word, put it into living terms. But the thought of the house without her
was amost beyond his means. Because it wasn't the house without her; it was something else.

He began to think of what John had said.

Weasit possible? He was in amood to accept the incredible. It wasincredible that she had left him.
Why not extend the impossibilities that were happening to him?

All right then, he thought angrily. The houseisdive. I've given it thislife with deedly outpourings of
wrath. | hope to God that when | get back there and enter the door, the roof collapses. | hope thewalls
buckle and I'm crushed to pulp by the crushing weight of plaster and wood and brick. That'swhat |
want. Some agency to do away with me. | cannot drive mysdlf toiit. If only agun would commit my
suicidefor me. Or gasblow its deadly fumes at me for the asking or arazor dice my flesh upon request.

The door opened. He glanced up. Dr. Ramsay stood there, face drawn into a mask of indignation.
Behind him inthe hall Chris could seethe girl, her face streaked with tears.

"A moment, Neal," Ramsay said sharply and stepped back into the hall again.

Chris sat at the desk staring at the door. He felt suddenly very tired, exhausted. He felt asif getting up
and moving into the hall was more than he could possibly manage. He glanced at the class. A few of them
weretrying to repress smiles.

"For tomorrow you will finish the reading of King Lear," he said. Some of them groaned.

Ramsay appeared in the doorway again, his cheeks pink.

"Areyou coming, Ned?' he asked loudly.

Chrisfdt himsdf tighten with anger as he waked across the room and out into the hall. The girl
lowered her eyes. She stood beside Dr. Ramsay's portly frame.

"What'sthis| hear, Neal 7' Ramsay asked.

That'sright, Christhought. Don't ever call me professor. I'll never be one, will 1?Y oull seeto that, you
bastard.

"l don't understand,” he said, as coolly as possible.

"Miss Forbes here clams you g ected her from classfor no reason at all.”

"Then Miss Forbesislying quite stupidly,” he said. Let me hold thisanger, he thought. Don't let it flood
loose. He shook with holding it back.

The girl gasped and took out her handkerchief again. Ramsay turned and patted her shoulder.

"Goinmy office, child. Wait for me."

She turned away dowly. Politician!-cried Neal's mind. How easy it isfor you to be popular with them.
Y ou don't have to ded with their bungling minds.

Miss Forbes turned the corner and Ramsay |ooked back.

"Y our explanation had better be good,” he said. "I'm getting alittle weary, Nedl, of your behaviour.”

Chrisdidn't speak. Why am | standing here?-he suddenly wondered. Why, in al theworld, am |
ganding inthisdim lit hal and, voluntarily, listening to this pompous boor berate me?



"I'mwaiting, Ned."

Christightened. "I told you shewaslying," he said quietly.

"l chooseto believe otherwise" said Dr. Ramsay, hisvoice trembling.

A shudder ran through Chris. His head moved forward and he spoke slowly, teeth clenched.

"Y ou can believe anything you damn well please.”

Ramsay's mouth twitched.

"| think it'stime you appeared before the board," he muttered.

"Fine!" said Chrisloudly. Ramsay made a moveto close the classroom door. Chrisgaveit akick and
it banged againgt thewall. A girl gasped.

"What'sthe matter?' Chrisyelled. "Don't you want your studentsto hear metell you off? Don't you
even want them to suspect that you're adolt, awindbag, an assl"

Ramsay raised shaking fists before his chest. Hislipstrembled violently.

"Thiswill do, Ned!" he cried.

Chrisreached out and shoved the heavy man aside, snarling, "Oh, get out of my way!"

He started away. The hall fled past him. He heard the bell ring. It sounded as though it rang in another
existence. The building throbbed with life; students poured from classrooms.

"Ned!" caled Dr. Ramsay.

He kept walking. Oh, God, let me out of here, I'm suffocating, he thought. My hat, my briefcase.
Leavethem. Get out of here. Dizzily he descended the stairs surrounded by milling students. They swirled
about him like an unidentifiable tide. His brain wasfar from them.

Staring ahead dully he waked aong thefirs floor hal. He turned and went out the door and down the
porch stepsto the campus sidewalk. He paid no attention to the students who stared at his ruffled blond
hair, his mussed clothes. He kept walking. I've doneit, he thought belligerently. I've made the bresk. I'm
freel

I'msick.

All the way down to Main Street and out on the bus he kept renewing his stores of anger. He went
over those few momentsin the halway again and again. He summoned up the vison of Ramsay's golid
face, repeated hiswords. He kept himsdlf taut and furious. I'm glad, hetold himself forcibly. Everythingis
solved. Sdlly hasleft me. Good. My job isdone. Good. Now I'm freeto do as| like. A strained and
angry joy pounded through him. Hefelt done, astranger in the world and glad of it.

At hisstop, he got off the bus and walked determinedly toward the house pretending to ignore the pain
he felt a gpproaching it. It'sjust an empty house, he thought. Nothing more. Despite dl pueriletheories; it
isnothing but ahouse.

Then, when he went in, he found her sitting on the couch.

He dmost staggered as if someone had struck him. He stood dumbly, staring at her. She had her
handstightly clasped. She waslooking a him.

He swallowed.

"Well," he managed to say.

“l..." Her throat contracted. "Well..."

"Well what!" he said quickly and loudly to hide the shaking in hisvoice.

She stood up. "Chris, please. Won't you... ask meto stay?' Shelooked a him like alittle girl,
pleading.

Thelook enraged him. All his day dreams shattered; he saw the growing thing of new ideas ground
under foot.

"Ask youto stay!" heyeled at her. "By God, I'll ask you nothing!™

"Chrigl Don't!"

She'sbuckling, cried hismind. She's cracking. Get her now. Get her out of here. Drive her from these
wadld

"Chris," she sobbed, "be kind. Please be kind."



"Kind!"

He dmost choked on theword. He felt awild heat couraing his body.

"Have you been kind? Driving me crazy, into apit of despair. | can't get out. Do you understand?
Never. Never! Do you understand that! I'll never write. | can't writel You drained it out of me! You
killedit! Understand that? Killed it!"

She backed away toward the dining room. He followed her, hands shaking at his sides, feeling that she
had driven him to this confession and hating her the morefor it.

"Chris," shemurmured in fright.

It seemed asif hisrage grew cdll-like, swelling him with fury until he was nothing of bone and blood
but a hating accusation made flesh.

"l don't want you!" heydled. "Y oureright, | don't want you! Get out of here!™

Her eyeswere wide, her mouth an open wound. Suddenly she ran past him, eyes glistening with tears.
She fled through the front doorway .

He went to the window and watched her running down the block, her dark brown hair streaming
behind her.

Dizzy suddenly, lie sank down on the couch and closed his eyes. He dug his nailsinto hispams. Oh
God, I am sick, hismind churned.

He twitched and looked around stupidly. What was it? Thisfedling that he was sinking into the couch,
into the floorboards, dissolving in the air, joining the molecules of the house. He whimpered softly,
looking around. His head ached; he pressed a pam againgt hisforehead.

"What?' he muttered. "What?'

He stood up. Asthough there were fumes he tried to smell them. Asthough it were asound hetried to
hear it. He turned around to seeit. Asthough there were something with depth and length and width;
something menacing.

Hewavered, fell back on the couch. He stared around. There was nothing, dl intangible. It might only
beinthe mind. Thefurniturelay asit did before. The sunlight filtered through the windows, piercing the
gauzelike curtains, making gold patterns on the inlaid wooden floor. The walswere till creamy, the
calingwas asit was before. Y et there was this darkening, darkening...

What?

He pushed up and walked dizzily around the room. He forgot about Sdlly. He wasin the dining room.
He touched the table, he stared at the dark oak. He went into the kitchen. He stood by the sink and
looked out the window.

Far up the block, he saw her waking, sumbling. She must have been waiting for the bus. Now she
couldn't wait any longer and she was walking away from the house, away from him.

"Il go after her," he muttered.

No, he thought. No, | won't go after her likea...

Heforgot like what. He stared down at the sink. Hefelt drunk. Everything was fuzzy on the edges.

She's washed the cups. The broken saucer was thrown away.

He looked at the nick on histhumb. It was dried. Hed forgotten about it.

Helooked around suddenly as if someone had sneaked behind him. He stared at the wall. Something
wasrisng. Hefdtit. It'snot me. But it had to be; it had to be imagination.

I magination!

He dammed afist on thesink. I'll write. Write, write. Sit down and drainit al away in words; this
feding of anguish and terror and londiness. Writeit out of my system.

Hecried, "Yed"

He ran from the kitchen. He refused to accept the ingtinctive fear in himsalf. Heignored the menace
that seemed to thicken the very air.

A rug dipped. He kicked it aside. He sat down. The air hummed. He tore off the cover on the
typewriter. He sat nervoudly, staring at the keyboard. The moment before attack. It wasin the air. But



it's my attack!-he thought triumphantly, my attack on stupidity and fear.

Herolled a sheet into the typewriter. He tried to collect his throbbing thoughts. Write, the word called
in hismind. Write- now.

"Now!" he cried.

Hefdt the desk lurch againgt hisshins.

Theflaring pain knifed open his senses. He kicked the desk in automatic frenzy. More pain. He kicked
again. The desk flung back at him. He screamed.

He'd seen it move.

Hetried to back off, the anger torn from him. The typewriter keys moved under his hands. His eyes
swept down. He couldn't tell whether he was moving the keys or whether they moved by themselves. He
pulled hystericaly, trying to disodge hisfingers but he couldn't. The keyswere moving faster than hiseye
could see. They were ablur of motion. He felt them shredding his skin, peding hisfingers. They were
raw. Blood started to ooze ouit.

He cried out and pulled. He managed to jerk away hisfingers and jump back in the chair.

His belt buckle caught, the desk drawer came flying out. It dammed into his ssomach. He yelled again.
The pain was ablack cloud pouring over his head.

He threw down ahand to shove in the drawer. He saw the yellow pencilslying there. They glared. His
hand dipped, it banged into the drawer.

One of the pencilsjabbed at him.

He dways kept the points sharp. It was like the bite of a snake. He snapped back his hand with a
gasp of pain. The point wasjanmed under anall. It wasimbedded in raw, tender flesh. He cried out in
fury and pain. He pulled at the pencil with his other hand. The point flew out and jabbed into hispam. He
couldn't get rid of the pencil, it kept dragging over hishand. He pulled at it and it made black, jagged
lineson his skin. It tore the skin open.

He heaved the pencil across the room. It bounced on thewall. It seemed to jump asit fell on the
eraser. It rolled over and was till.

Helost hisbaance. The chair fell back with arush. His head banged sharply against the floorboards.
Hisout clutched hand grabbed at the window sll. Tiny splintersflashed into hisskin likeinvisble needles.
He howled in deathly fear. He kicked hislegs. The mid-term papers showered down over him like the
besting wings of insane bird flocks.

The chair snapped up again on its springs. The heavy whedlsrolled over hisraw, bloody hands. He
drew them back with ashriek. He reared aleg and kicked the chair over violently. It crashed on the side
againg the mantel piece. The whedls pun and chattered like aswarm of furiousinsects.

He jumped up. Helost his baance and fell again, crashing againgt thewindow sill. The curtainsfell on
him like a python. The rods snapped. They flew down and struck him acrossthe scalp. He felt warm
blood trickle across hisforehead. He thrashed about on the floor. The curtains seemed to writhe around
him like serpents. He screamed again. He tore at them wildly. His eyes were terror-stricken.

He threw them off and lurched up suddenly, staggering around for balance. The pain in his hands
assailed him. Helooked at them. They were like raw butcher meet, skin hanging down in shreds. He had
to bandage them. He turned toward the bathroom.

At hisfirgt step the rug did from under him, the rug he had kicked aside. He felt himsdlf rush through
the air. He reached down his handsingtinctively to block thefdll.

The white pain made his body legp. One finger snapped. Splinters shot into hisraw fingers, hefdt a
burning painin oneankle.

Hetried to scramble up but the floor waslike ice under him. He was deadly silent. His heart thudded
inhischest. Hetried to rise again. Hefdl, hissng with pain.

The bookshelf loomed over him. He cried out and flung up an arm. The case came crashing down on
him. Thetop shelf drove into his skull. Black waves dashed over him, a sharp blade of pain droveinto his
head. Books showered over him. Herolled on his side with agroan. Hetried to crawl out from
undernesth. He shoved the books aside weskly and they fell open. He felt the page edges dicing into his



fingerslikerazor blades.

The pain cleared his head. He sat up and hurled the books aside. He kicked the bookcase back
againg thewall. The back fell off it and it crashed down.

He rose up, the room spinning before his eyes. He staggered into the wall, tried to hold on. The wall
shifted under hishands it seemed. He couldn't hold on. He dipped to his knees, pushed up again.

"Bandage mysdlf,” he muttered hoarsdly.

Thewordsfilled hisbrain. He staggered up through the quivering dining room, into the bathroom.

He stopped. No! Get out of the house! He knew it was not hiswill that brought him in there.

Hetried to turn but he dipped on the tiles and cracked his elbow against the edge of the bathtub. A
shooting pain barbed into his upper arm. The arm went numb. He sprawled on the floor, writhing in pain.
Thewalls clouded; they welled around him like ablank shroud.

He sat up, breath tearing at his throat. He pushed himsalf up with agasp. Hisarm shot out, he pulled
open the cabinet door. It flew open againgt his cheek, tearing ajagged rip in the soft flesh.

His head snapped back. The crack in the celling looked like awide idiot smile on ablank, white face.
Helowered his head, whimpering in fright. He tried to back away.

His hand reached out. For iodine, for gauze!-his mind cried.

His hand came out with the razor.

It flopped in hishand like a new caught fish. His other hand reached in. For iodine, for gauze! -shrieked
hismind.

His hand came out with dental floss. It flooded out of the tube like an endless white worm. It coiled
around histhroat and shoulders. It choked him.

Thelong shiny blade dipped from its sheath.

He could not stop his hand. It drew the razor heavily across his chest. It dit open the shirt. It diced a
valley through his chest. Blood spurted out.

Hetried to hurl away the razor. It stuck to hishand. It dashed at him, at hisarms and hands and legs
and bodly.

At histhroat.

A scream of utter horror flooded from hislips. He ran from the bathroom, staggering wildly into the
living room.

"Sdly!" he screamed, "Sdlly, Sdly, Sly..."

The razor touched histhroat. The room went black. Pain. Life ebbing away into the night. Silence over
al theworld.

The next day Dr. Morton came.

He cdled the police.

And later the coroner wrotein hisreport:

Died of sef-inflicted wounds.

8- A Flourish Of Strumpets

One evening in 1959 the doorbdl | rang.

Frank and Sylvia Gussett had just settled down to watch televison. Frank put his gin and tonic on the
table and stood. He walked into the hall and opened the door.

It was awoman.

'‘Good evening,' she said. 'l represent the Exchange.”

"The Exchange? Frank smiled politely.

'Y es,' said the woman. 'We're beginning an experimental programme in this neighbourhood. Asto our
service-'

Their service was a venerable one. Frank gaped.

'‘Areyou serious?' he asked.

'Perfectly,’ the woman said.



‘But - good Lord, you can't - cometo our very houses and - and - that's against the law! | can have
you arrested!’

'Oh, you wouldn't want to do that," said the woman. She absorbed blouse enhancing air.

'Oh, wouldn't 17 said Frank and closed the door in her face.

He stood there breathing hard. Outside, he heard the sound of the woman's spike heels clacking down
the porch steps and fading off.

Frank sumbled into the living room.

It'sunbelievable,’ he said.

Sylvialooked up from the television set 'What is? she asked.
Hetold her.

"What!" Sherosefrom her chair, aghast.

They stood looking at each other amoment. Then Sylvia strode to the phone and picked up the
recaiver.

She spun the dia and told the operator, 'l want the police."

'Strange business,’ said the policeman who arrived afew minutes | ater.

‘Strange indeed,’ mused Frank.

'Well, what are you going to do about it? chalenged Sylvia

'Not much we can do right off, malam," explained the policeman. 'Nothing to go on.’

‘But my description - ' said Frank.

"We can't go around arresting every woman we see in spike heels and awhite blouse,' said the

policeman. 'If she comes back, you let us know. Probably just asorority prank, though.'

'Perhaps he'sright,’ said Frank when the patrol car had driven off.

Sylviareplied. 'Hed better be!

‘Strangest thing happened last night,’ said Frank to Maxwell asthey drove to work.
Maxwell snickered. 'Y eah, she came to our house too,' he said.

'Shedid? Frank glanced over, startled, at his grinning neighbour.

'Yeah, said Maxwell. 'Just my luck the old lady had to answer the door.'

Frank stiffened. "We cdlled the police," he said.

'What for? asked Maxwell. 'Why fight it?

Frank's brow furrowed. 'Y ou mean you - don't think it was asorority girl prank? he asked.
'Hell, no, man,' said Maxwdll, ‘it'sfor real.' He began to sing:

I'mjust a poor little door-to-door whore; A want-to-be-good But misunderstood. ...

‘What on earth? asked Frank.

'Heard it at astag party, said Maxwadll. 'Guessthisisn't thefirst town they've hit.'
"Good Lord" muttered Frank, blanching.

'Why not? asked Maxwell. 'It was just a matter of time. Why should they let dl that home trade go to
waste?

"That's execrable,' declared Frank.
‘Hdl itis' saidd Maxwell. 'It's progress.’

The second one came that night; a black-root blonde, dit-skirted and sweatered to within an inch of
her breathing life.

'Hel-lo, honey,' she said when Frank opened the door. "The name's Janie. Interested?
Frank stood rigid to the heels. 'l - ' he said.

Twenty-three and fancy free,' said Janie.

Frank shut the door, quivering.

'‘Again?' asked Sylviaas he tottered back.

'Yes," he mumbled.

'Did you get her address and phone number so we can tell the police?



'| forgot,’ he said.
'Oh!" Sylviastamped her mule. 'Y ou said you were going to.'
I know." Frank swallowed. 'Her name was - Janie.’
‘That'sa big help,’ Sylviasaid. She shivered. 'Now what are we going to do?
Frank shook his head.
'Oh, thisis monstrous,’ she said. That we should be exposed to such - * She trembled with fury.
Frank embraced her. 'Courage, he whispered.
I'll get adog,' shesaid. 'A viciousone.’
'No, no," hesaid, ‘welll cal the police again. They'll smply have to station someone out here.”
Sylviabegan to cry. 'It'smongtrous,’ she sobbed, ‘that's all.’
'Monstrous,’ he agreed.
'What's that you're humming? she asked at breakfast.
He amost spewed out whole whest toast.
'Nothing," he said, choking. 'Just asong | heard.'
She patted him on the back. 'Oh.’
He left the house, mildly shaken. It ismonstrous, he thought.
That morning, Sylviabought asign at a hardware store and hammered it into the front lawn. It read no
soliciting. She underlined the soliciting. Later she went out again and underlined the underline.
‘Came rright to your door you say? asked the FBI man Frank phoned from the office.
'Right to the door," repeated Frank, 'bold as you please.’
'My, my,' said the FBI man. He clucked.
'Notwithstanding,' said Frank sternly, ‘the police have refused to station a man in our neighbourhood.’
| see,’ said the FBI man.
‘Something has got to be done,’ declared Frank. 'Thisisagrossinvasion of privacy.'
'l certainly is,' said the FBI man, ‘and we will look into the matter, never fear.’
After Frank had hung up, the FBI man returned to his bacon sandwich and thermos of buttermilk.
'I'mjust a poor little - " he had sung before catching himsalf. Shocked, he totted figures the remainder
of hislunch hour.
The next night it was a perky brunette with a blouse front dashed to forever.
'No!" said Frank in aringing voice.
She wiggled sumptuoudy. "Why? she asked.
'l do not have to explain myself to you!" he said and shut the door, heart pistoning against his chest.

Then he sngpped hisfingers and opened the door again. The brunette turned, smiling.
'‘Changed your mind, honey? she asked.
‘No. | mean yes,' said Frank, eyes narrowing. "What's your address?
The brunette looked mildly accusing.
‘Now, honey," she said. 'Y ou wouldn't be trying to get me in trouble, would you?
'Shewouldn't tel me," he said dismaly when he returned to the living room.
Sylvialooked despairing. ‘I phoned the police again,’ she said.
'‘And -7
'‘And nothing. Therésthe amdl of corruptioninthis.'
Frank nodded gravely. "Y ou'd better get that dog,’ he said. He thought of the brunette. 'A big one," he
added.
'Woweg, that Janie,' said Maxwell.
Frank down shifted vigoroudy and yawed around a corner on squedling tyres. Hisface was
adamantine.
Maxwell clapped him on the shoulder.
'Aw, come off it, Frankie-boy," he said, 'you're not fooling me any. Y ou're no different from the rest of

us.
I'll have no part init,' declared Frank, 'and that's dl thereistoit.’



'So keep telling that to the Mrs.,' said Maxwell. ‘But get in afew kicks on the side like the rest of us.
Right?

'Wrong," said Frank. 'All wrong. No wonder the police can't do anything. I'm probably the only willing
witnessin town.'

Maxwel guffawed.

It was araven-haired, limp-lidded vamp that night. On her outfit spangles moved and glittered at
drategic points.

'Hel-lo, honey lamb,’' she said. 'My name's-'

" What have you done with our dog? chadlenged Frank.

"Why, nothing, honey, nothing,' she said. 'He's just off getting acquainted with my poodle Winifred.
Now about us-'

Frank shut the door without aword and waited until the twitching had eased before returning to Sylvia
and tdlevison.

Semper, by God oh God, he thought as he put on his pyjamas later, fidelis.

The next two nights they sat in the darkened living room and, as soon as the woman rang the doorbel l,
Sylviaphoned the police.

"Yes,' shewhispered, furioudy, ‘they're right out there now. Will you please send apatrol car this
instant?'

Both nights the patrol car arrived after the women had gone.

‘Complicity,” muttered Sylvia as she daubed on cold cream. ‘Plain out-and-out complicity.'

Frank ran cold water over hiswrists.

That day Frank phoned city and state officiaswho promised to ook into the matter.

That night it was aredhead sheathed in a green knit dressy that hugged al that was voluminous and
there was much of that.

'Now, see here - ' Frank began.

'Girlswho were here before me," said the redhead, 'tell me you're not interested. Well, | aways say,
where therés adisinterested husband there's alistening wife.'

‘Now you see here - * said Frank.

He stopped as the redhead handed him acard. He looked at it automatically.

39-26-36 MARGIE
(specialties) By appointment only

'If you don't want to set it up here, honey,' said Margie, 'you just meet mein the Cyprian Room of the
Hotd Fillmore.

'l beg your pardon,’ said Frank and flung the card away.

'Any evening between six and seven,’ Margie chirped.

Frank leaned against the shut door and birds with heated wings buffeted &t hisface.

'Mongtrous," he said with agulp. 'Oh, m-monstrous.'

'‘Again 7 asked Sylvia

‘But with adifference, he said vengefully. 'l have traced them to their lair and tomorrow | shall lead the
policethere’

'Oh, Frank!" said Sylvia, embracing him. "Y ou're wonderful.

"Th-thank you," said Frank.

When he came out of the house the next morning he found the card on one of the porch steps. He
picked it up and did it into hiswallet.

Sylviamusin't seeit, he thought.

It would hurt her.

Besides he had to keep the porch nedt.

Besdes, it wasimportant evidence.

That evening he sat in ashadowy Cyprian Room booth revolving aglass of sherry between two



fingers. Jukebox music softly thrummed; there was the mumble of post-work conversationinthe air.
Now, thought Frank. When Margie arrives, I'll duck into the phone booth and call the police,
then keep her occupied in conversation until they come. That's what I'll do. When Margie -
Margie arrived.
Frank sat like aMedusavictim. Only his mouth moved. It opened dowly. His gaze rooted on the
jutting opulence of Margie as she waggled dong the aide, then cameto gelatinousrest on a
|eather-topped bar stool.

Five minuteslater he cringed out of aside door.

'‘Wasn't there?' asked Sylviafor athird time.

'l told you," snapped Frank, concentrating on his breaded cutlet.

Sylviawas gill amoment. Then her fork clinked down.

'WEell have to move, then,' she said. 'Obvioudly, the authorities have no intention of doing anything.'

'What difference does it make where welive? he mumbled.

Shedidn't reply.

'l mean," he said, trying to bresk the painful silence, ‘well, who knows, maybeit's an inevitable cultural
phenomenon. Maybe -'

'Frank Gussett!" shecried. 'Are you defending that awful Exchange ?

'No, no, of course not," he blurted. 'It's execrable. Redlly! But - well, maybeit's Greece dl over again.
Maybeit'sRome. Maybeit's- "

'l don't care what itid' shecried. 'It's awful!’

He put hishand on hers. 'There, there,' he said.

39-26-36, hethought.

That night, in the frantic dark, there was a desperate resffirmation of their love.

It was nice, wasn't it? asked Sylvia, plaintively.

'Of course,' he said. 39-26-36.

That'sright!" said Maxwell asthey drove to work the next morning, ‘a cultural phenomenon. Y ou hit it
on the head, Frankie boy. An inevitable goddamn cultura phenomenon. First the houses. Then the lady
cab drivers, the girls on street corners, the clubs, the teenage pickups roaming the drive-in movies.
Sooner or later they had to branch out more; put it on adoor-to-door basis. And naturaly, the
syndicates are going to run it, pay off complainers. Inevitable. Y ou're so right, Frankie boy; soright."

Frank drove on, nodding grimly.

Over lunch hefound himsdf humming, ‘Mar-gie. I'm always thinkin of you -

He stopped, shaken. He couldn't finish the medl. He prowled the streets until one, marble-eyed. The
mass mind, he thought, that evil old mass mind.

Before he went into his office he tore the little card to confetti and snowed it into adisposal can.

In the figures he wrote that afternoon the number 39 cropped up with dismaying regularity.

Once with an exclamation point.

'I dmost think you' are defending this- this thing," accused Sylvia. Y ou and your cultural
phenomenon’s’

Frank sat in the living room listening to her bang dishesin the kitchen sink. Cranky old thing, he
thought. MARGIE (specialties)

Will you stop! hewhispered furioudy to hismind.

That night while he was brushing histeeth, he sarted to aing, 'I'mjust a poor little -

'‘Damn!” he muttered to hiswild-eyed reflection.

That night there were dreams. Unusua ones.

The next day he and Sylviaargued.

The next day Maxwell told him his system.

The next day Frank muttered to himself morethan once. 'I'm so tired of it dl.’

The next night the women stopped coming.



'Itispossible? sad Sylvia. 'Arethey actudly going to leave us done?

Frank held her close. 'Lookslikeit," he said faintly. Oh, I'm despicable, hethought.

A week went by. No women came. Frank woke daily at sx am. and did alittle dusting and
vacuuming before he left for work.

'l liketo help you," he said when Sylvia asked. Shelooked at him strangely. When he brought home
bouquets three nightsin arow she put them in water with aquizzica look on her face.

It was the following Wednesday night.

The doorbell rang. Frank stiffened. They'd promised to stop coming!

T'll get it," he said.

'Do,' shesaid.

He clumped to the door and opened it.

'Evening, ar.’

Frank stared at the handsome, moustached young man in the jaunty sports clothes.

'I'm from the Exchange,’ the man said. 'Wife home?

9 - From Shadowed Places

Dr. Jennings hooked in towards the kerb, the tyres of his Jaguar spewing out afroth of dush. Braking
hard, he jerked the key loose with hisleft hand while hisright clutched for the satchd at hisside. Ina
moment, he was on the street, waiting for abreach in traffic.

His gaze lesped upward to the windows of Peter Lang's apartment. Was Petriciaal right? She'd
sounded awful on the phone - tremulous, near to panic. Jennings lowered his eyes and frowned uneasily
at theline of passing cars. Then, as an opening appeared in the procession, he lunged forward.

The glass door swung pneumatically shut behind him as he strode across the lobby. Father, hurry!
Please! | don't know what to do with him! Patricias stricken voice re-echoed in his mind. He stepped
into the elevator and pressed the tenth-floor button. | can't tell you on the phone! You've got to come!
Jennings stared ahead with sightless eyes, unconscious of the whispering closure of the doors.

Patricias three-month engagement to Lang had certainly been atroubled one. Even so, he wouldn't
fed judtified intdling her to bresk it off. Lang could hardly be classified as one of theidlerich. True, hed
never had to face ajob of work in his entire twenty-seven years. Still, he wasn't indolent or helpless. One
of theworld's ranking hunter-sportsmen, he handled himsalf and his chosen world with graceful authority.
Therewas areadily mined vein of humour in him and a sense of basic justice despite hisair of swagger.
Mog of dl, he seemed to love Patricia very much.

Stll, al thistrouble -

Jennings twitched, blinking his eyesinto focus. The elevator doors were open. Redizing that the tenth
floor had been reached, he lurched into the corridor, shoe hedls squeaking on the polished tile. Without
thinking, he thrust the satchel undernegth his arm and began pulling off his gloves. Before held reached the
gpartment, they werein his pocket and his coat had been unbuttoned.

A pencilled note was tacked unevenly to the door. Come in. Jenningsfdt atremor at the sght of Pat's
misshapen scrawl. Bracing himsdlf, he turned the knob and went inside.

He froze in unexpected shock. The living room was a shambles, chairs and tables overturned, lamps
broken, aclutter of books hurled across the floor, and, scattered everywhere, adebris of splintered
glasses, matches, cigarette butts. Dozens of liquor stainsidanded the white carpeting. On the bar, an
upset bottle trickled scotch across the counter edge while, from the giant wall speakers, a steedy rasping
flooded the room.

Jennings stared, aghast. Peter must have gone insane.

Thrusting his bag onto the hall table, he shed his hat and coat, then grabbed his bag again, and
hastened down the stepsinto the living-room. Crossing to the built-in high fiddity unit, he switched it off.

‘Father?"



'Y es" Jennings heard his daughter sob with relief and hurried towards the bedroom.

They were on the floor beneath the picture window. Pat was on her knees embracing Peter who had
drawn his naked body into a hesp, arms pressed across hisface. As Jennings knelt beside them, Patricia
looked a him with terror-haunted eyes.

'Hetried to jump,’ she said, 'Hetried to kill himsdlf." Her voice wasfitful, hoarse.

‘All right." Jennings drew away therigid quiver of her arms and tried to raise Lang's head. Peter
gasped, recailing from histouch, and bound himself againinto aball of limbs and torso. Jennings stared at
his constricted form. Almost in horror, he watched the crawl of musclesin Peter's back and shoulders.
Snakes seemed to writhe benesth the sun-darkened skin.

'How long has he been like this? he asked.

I don't know." Her face was amask of anguish. 'l don't know.'

'Go in theliving room and pour yourself adrink,” her father ordered, 'I'll take care of him.'

'Hetried to jump right through the window.'

'Patricia...

She began to cry and Jennings turned away; tears were what she needed. Once again, hetried to
uncurl theinflexible knot of Peter's body. Once again, the young man gasped and shrank away from him.

Try to relax,’ said Jennings, 'l want to get you on your bed.'

No,' said Peter, his voice a pain-thickened whisper.

'l can't help you, boy, unless-

Jennings stopped, hisface gone blank. In an ingtant, Lang's body had lost itsrigidity. Hislegswere
sraightening out, hisarmswere dipping from ther tense position at hisface. A stridulous bregth swelled
out hislungs.

Peter raised his head.

The sight made Jennings gasp. If ever aface could be described astortured, it was Lang's. Darkly
bearded, bloodless, stark-eyed, it was the face of aman enduring inexplicable torment.

'What isit? Jennings asked, appalled.

Peter grinned; it was the final, hideous touch that made the doctor shudder. 'Hasn't Patty told you?
Peter, answered.

"Told mewhat?

Peter hissed, apparently amused. 'I'm being hexed,’ he said, 'Some scrawny -

'Darling, don't,’ begged Pat.

'What are you talking about? demanded Jennings.

'Drink? asked Peter. 'Darling?

Patricia pushed unsteadily to her feet and started for the living room. Jennings hel ped Lang to his bed.

'What's this all about? he asked.

Lang fell back heavily on hispillow. 'What | said," he answered, 'Hexed. Cursed. Witch doctor.' He
snickered feebly. '‘Bastard's killing me. Been three months now - almost since Patty and | met.’

'Areyou -7 Jennings started.

'‘Codeineineffectua, said Lang, 'Even morphine -got some. Nothing.' He sucked in at the air. 'No
fever, no chills. No symptomsfor the AMA. Just - someone killing me." He peered up through ditted
eyes. 'Funny?

"Areyou serious ?

Peter snorted. 'Who the hell knows? he said, 'Maybeit's delirium tremens. God knows I've drunk
enough today to - ' Thetangle of hisdark hair rustled on the pillow as he looked towards the window.
'Hdll, it'snight,’ he said. He turned back quickly. 'Time? he asked.

‘After ten,' said Jennings, "What about -7

Thursday, isn't it? asked Lang.

Jennings stared at him.

'No, | seeitisn't.' Lang started coughing dryly. 'Drink!" he called. As his gaze jumped towards the
doorway, Jennings glanced across his shoulder. Patriciawas back.

It'sdl spilled,’ she said, her voicelike that of afrightened child.



‘All right, don't worry," muttered Lang, 'Don't need it. I'll be dead soon anyway.'

'‘Don't talk like that!"

'Honey, I'd be glad to dieright now,' said Peter, staring at the celling. His broad chest hitched unevenly
as he breathed. 'Sorry, darling, | don't mean it. Uh-oh, here we go again.' He spoke so mildly that his
seizure caught them by surprise.

Abruptly, he was floundering on the bed, his muscle-knotted legs kicking like pistons, hisarms
clamped down across the drumhide tautness of hisface. A noiselike the shrilling of aviolin wavered in
his throat, and Jennings saw sdivarunning from the corners of his mouth. Turning suddenly, the doctor
lurched across the room for his bag.

Before held reached it, Peter's thrashing body had falen from the bed. The young man reared up,
screaming, on his face the wide-mouthed, davering frenzy of an animd. Patriciatried to hold him back
but, with asnarl, he shoved her brutally side and staggered for the window.

Jennings met him with the hypodermic. For severa moments, they were locked in regling struggle,
Peter's distended, teeth-bared face inches from the doctor's, his vein corded hands scrabbling for
Jennings throat. He cried out hoarsely as the needle pierced his skin and, springing backwards, lost his
balance, fell. Hetried to stand, his crazed eyes|ooking towards the window. Then the drug wasin his
blood and he was ditting with the flaccid posture of a rag doll. Torpor glazed his eyes. '‘Bastard's killing
me," he muttered.

They laid him on the bed and covered up the duggish twitching of his body.

‘Killing me,' said Lang, '‘Black bastard.’

'‘Doesheredly believe this? Jennings asked.

'Father, ook a him," she answered.

'You believeit too?

'l don't know." She shook her head impotently. 'All I know isthat I've seen him change from what he
wasto - this. Heisn't sck, Father. There's nothing wrong with him." She shuddered. Y et he'sdying.'

'Why didn't you call me sooner?

'l couldnt,’ shesaid, 'l was afraid to leave him for a second.’

Jennings drew his fingers from the young man's fluttering pulse. 'Has he been examined a al?

She nodded tiredly. 'Y es,’ she answered, "When it started getting worse, he went to see a specidist.
He thought, perhaps his brain - ' She shook her head. 'There's nothing wrong with him.’

‘But why does he say he's being -7 Jennings found himsdlf unable to speak the word.

'I don't know," she said, 'Sometimes, he seemsto believeit. Mostly he jokes about it.'

‘But on what grounds -?

'‘Someincident on hislast safari,’ said Patricia, 'l| don't really know what happened. Some - Zulu native
threatened him; said he was awitch doctor and was going to - ' Her voice broke into awracking sob.
'Oh, God, how can such athing be true? How can it happen ?

The point, | think, iswhether Peter, actudly, believesit's happening,’ said Jennings. He turned to
Lang. 'And, from thelook of him -’

'Father, I've been wondering if -' Patricia swallowed. 'If maybe Doctor Howell could help him.'

Jennings stared at her for amoment. Then he said, 'Y ou do believeit, don't you?

'Father, try to understand.’ There was atrembling undertone of panic in her voice, 'Y ou've only seen
Peter now and then. I've watched it happening to him amost day by day. Something is destroying him! |
don't know what it is, but I'll try anything to stop it. Anything.'

'All right." He pressed areassuring hand againgt her back. 'Go phone while | examine him.'

After shed goneinto theliving room - the telephone connected in the bedroom had been ripped from
the wall - Jennings drew the covers down and looked at Peter's bronzed and muscular body. It was
trembling with minute vibrations - asif, within the chemica imprisoning of the drug, each separate nerve
gtill pulsed and throbbed.

Jennings clenched histeeth in vague distress. Somewhere, at the core of his perception, where the
rationae of science had yet to filter, he sensed that medica inquiry would be pointless. Still, he felt
distaste for what Patricia might be setting up. It went againgt the grain of learned acceptance. It offended



mentality.

It, ds0, frightened him.

The drug's effect was dmaost gone now, Jennings saw. Ordinarily, it would have rendered Lang
unconscious for six to eight hours. Now - in forty minutes - hewasin theliving room with them, lying on
the sofain his bathrobe, saying, 'Patty, it's ridiculous. What good's another doctor going to do?

'All right then, it'sridiculous’ she said, "What would you like for usto do - just stand around and
watch you -7 She couldn't finish.

'Shhh.' Lang stroked her hair with trembling fingers. 'Patty, Patty. Hang on, darling. Maybe | can beat
it

"You're going to best it." Patriciakissed his hand. 'It's both of us, Peter. | won't go on without you.'

'Don't you talk likethat.' Lang twisted on the sofa. 'Oh, Chrigt, it's starting up again.' Heforced a
amile

'No, I'm dl right," hetold her, "Just - crawly, sort of." His smile flared into a sudden grimace of pain.
'So this Doctor Howell is going to solve my problem, ishe? How?

Jennings saw Patriciabite her lip. ‘It'sa- her, darling,' shetold Lang.

'Great,' he said. He twitched convulsively. 'That'swhat we need. What is she, a chiropractor?

'She's an anthropologist.’

‘Dandy. What's she going to do, explain the ethnic origins of superdtition to me? Lang spoke rapidly
asif trying to outdistance pain with words.

'She's been to Africa,’ said Pat, 'She - '

'So have |, said Peter, 'Gresat place to visit. Just don't screw around with witch doctors.” His laughter
withered to agasping cry. 'Oh, God, you scrawny, black bastard, if | had you herel’ His hands clawed
out asif to throttle someinvisble assailant.

'l beg your pardon -

They turned in surprise. A young Negro woman was looking down at them from the entrance hall.

‘There was a card on the door,' she said.

'Of course; weld forgotten.” Jennings was on his feet now. He heard Patriciawhispering to Lang, 'l
meant to tell you. Please don't be biased.’ Peter looked at her sharply, his expression even more
surprised now. 'Biased? hesaid.

Jennings and his daughter moved across the room.

"Thank you for coming.' Patricia pressed her cheek to Dr. Howell's.

'It'sniceto seeyou, Pet,' said Dr. Howell. She smiled across Patricia's shoulder at the doctor.

'Had you any trouble getting here? he asked.

'No, no, the subway never failsme." Lurice Howel | unbuttoned her coat and turned as Jennings
reached to help her. Pat looked at the overnight bag that L urice had set on the floor, then glanced at
Peter.

Lang did not take his eyes from Lurice Howdl| as she approached him, flanked by Pat and Jennings.

'Peter, thisis Dr. Howdll," said Pat, 'She and | went to Columbiatogether. She teaches anthropol ogy
at City College

Lurice smiled. 'Good evening,' she said.

‘Not so very,' Peter answered. From the corners of his eyes Jennings saw the way Petricia stiffened.

Dr. Howel's expression did not ater. Her voice remained the same. 'And who's the scrawny, black
bastard you wish you had here? she asked.

Peter's face went momentarily blank. Then, histeeth clenched againgt the pain, he answered, 'What's
that supposed to mean?

'A question,’ said L urice.

'If you're planning to conduct a seminar on race relaions, skip it," muttered Lang, 'I'm not in the mood.'

'Peter.’

Helooked at Pat through pain-filmed eyes. "What do you want? he demanded, 'Y ou're aready
convinced I'm prejudiced, so - ' He dropped his head back on the sofaarm and jammed his eyes shuit.
‘Jesus, stick a knife in me," he rasped.



The straining smile had gone from Dr. Howell'slips. She glanced at Jennings gravely as he spoke. 'I've
examined him," hetold her, Therésnot asgn of physica imparment, not ahint of braininjury.’

'How should there be? she answered, quietly, 'It's not disease. It'sjuju.’

Jennings stared at her. 'You -

‘There we go,' said Peter, hoarsaly, 'Now we've got it.' He was Sitting up again, whitened fingers
digging at the cushions. That'sthe answer. Juju:

'Do you doubt it? asked Lurice.

'l doubt it

"Theway you doubt your prejudice?

'Oh, Jesus. God: Lang filled hislungswith agutturd, sucking noise. 'l was hurting and | wanted
something to hate so | picked on that lousy savageto - ' Hefdl back heavily. The hell withit. Think what
you like." He clamped a palsied hand across his eyes. 'Just let me die. Oh, Jesus, Jesus God, sweet
Jesus, let me die." Suddenly, helooked at Jennings. 'Another shot? he begged.

'Peter, your heart can't - '

‘Damn my heart!" Peter's head was rocking back and forth now. 'Half strength then! Y ou can't refuse
adying man!'

Pat jammed the edge of a shaking fist againgt her lips, trying not to cry.

'Please!" said Peter.

After theinjection had taken effect, Lang dumped back, hisface and neck soaked with perspiration.
"Thanks," he gasped. His paelipstwitched into asmile as Patriciaknelt beside him and began to dry his
face with atowd. 'Greetings, love," he muttered. She couldn't spesk.

Peter's hooded eyesturned to Dr. Howell. 'All right, I'm sorry, | apologize,” hetold her curtly. 'l thank
you for coming, but | don't believeit.'

"Then why isit working? asked Lurice.

I don't even know what's happening!" snapped Lang.

I think you do," said Dr. Howell, an urgency rising in her voice, '‘And | know, Mr. Lang. Jujuisthe
most fearsome pagan sorcery in the world. Centuries of mass belief aone would be enough to give it
terrifying power. It has that power, Mr. Lang. Y ou know it does.’

'‘And how do you know, Dr. Howell? he countered.

'When | was twenty-two,’ she said, 'l spent ayear in aZulu village doing field work for my Ph.D.
While | wasthere, the ngombo took afancy to me and taught me amost everything she knew.'

'‘Ngombo?' asked Patricia

"Witch doctor,’ said Peter, in disgust.

'l thought witch doctors were men,’ said Jennings.

'No, most of them are women,' said Lurice, 'Shrewd, observant women who work very hard at their
profession.’

'Frauds,’ said Peter.

Luricesmiled a him. 'Yes,' shesad, They are. Frauds. Parasites. Loafers. Scaremongers. Still - ' Her
smilegrew hard. ' - What do you supposeis making you fed asif athousand spiders were crawling dl
over you?

For thefirst time since he'd entered the apartment, Jennings saw alook of fear on Peter'sface. ' You
know that?' Peter asked her.

'l know everything you're going through,’ said Dr. Howdll, 'I've been through it mysdlf.'

"‘When?' demanded Lang. There was no derogation in his voice now.

'During that year, said Dr. Howell, 'A witch doctor from anearby village put a death curse on me.
Kuringasaved mefromit.'

Tell me," said Peter, breaking in on her. Jennings noticed that the young man's breath was quickening.
It appalled him to redlize that the second injection was dready beginning to loseits effect.

"Tell youwhat? said Lurice, 'About the long-nailed fingers scraping at your insdes? About the fedling
that you haveto pull yoursdf into aball in order to crush the snake uncoiling in your belly?

Peter gaped at her.



"Thefedling that your blood has turned to acid? said Lurice, 'That, if you move, you'll crumble because
your bones have al been sucked hollow?

Peter's lips began to shake.

‘Thefeding that your brain isbeing eaten by apack of furry rats? That your eyes are just about to melt
and dribble down your cheekslike jely? That -7

"That's enough.’ Lang's body seemed to jolt as he shuddered so spasmodically.

'l only said these thingsto convince you that | know," said Lurice, 'l remember my own pain asif I'd
suffered it thismorning instead of seven yearsago. | can help you if you'l let me, Mr. Lang. Put aside
your scepticism. You do believeit or it couldn't hurt you, don't you see that?

'Darling, please,' sad Patricia

Peter looked at her. Then his gaze moved back to Dr. Howell.

'We mustn't wait much longer, Mr. Lang,' she warned.

‘All right!" He closed hiseyes. 'All right then, try. | sureashell can't get any worse!'

'Quickly," begged Patricia

'Yes." Lurice Howdl turned and walked across the room to get her overnight bag.

It was as she picked it up that Jennings saw thelook cross her face - asif some formidable
complication had just occurred to her. She glanced at them. 'Pat,’ she said.

es!

'‘Come here amoment.'

Petricia pushed up hurriedly and moved to her side. Jennings watched them for amoment before his
eyes shifted to Lang. The young man was starting to twitch again. It's coming, Jenningsthought. Juju is
the most fear some pagan sorcery in the world -

'What?

Jennings glanced at the women. Pat was staring a Dr. Howell in shock.

'I'm sorry,’ said Lurice, 'l should have told you from the start, but there wasn't any opportunity.’

Pat hesitated. 'It hasto be that way? she asked.

'Yes. It does!’

Patricialooked at Peter with aquestioning apprehension in her eyes. Abruptly, then, she nodded. Al
right,' shesaid, 'but hurry:

Without another word, Lurice Howell went into the bedroom. Jennings watched his daughter as she
looked intently at the door behind which the Negro woman had closeted herself. He could not fathom the
meaning of her look. For now thefear in Pat's expression was of adifferent sort.

The bedroom door opened and Dr. Howell came out. Jennings, turning from the sofa, caught his
breath. L urice was naked to the waist and garbed below with a skirt composed of severd coloured
handkerchiefs knotted together. Her legs and feet were bare. Jennings gaped at her. The blouse and skirt
sheld worn had revealed nothing of her voluptuous breasts, the sinuous abundance of her hips. Suddenly
conscious of his blatant observation, Jennings turned his eyes towards Pat. Her expression, as she stared
at Dr. Howell, was unmistakable now.

Jennings looked back at Peter. Dueto its masking of pain, the young man's face was more difficult to
read.

'Please understand, 1've never done thisbefore,' said Lurice, embarrassed by their staring silence.

'We understand,’ said Jennings, once more unable to take his eyesfrom her.

A bright red spot was painted on each of her tawny cheeks and, over her twisted, twine-held hair, she
wore ahelmet-like plume of feathers, each of achestnut hue with avivid white eye a thetip. Her breasts
thrust out from atangle of necklaces made of animals teeth, skeins of brightly coloured yarn, beads, and
gtrips of snake skin. On her |eft arm - banded &t the bicep with astrip of angorafleece - wasdung a
small shield of dappled oxhide.

The contrast between the bag and her outfit was marked enough. The effect of her appearancein the
Manhattan duplex created aripple of indefinable dread in Jennings as she moved towards them with a
shy, dmogt childlike defiance - asif her shame were bdanced by aknowledge of her physica wedlth.
Jennings was tartled to see that her ssomach was tattooed, hundreds of tiny welts forming adesign of



concentric circlesaround her navel.

'Kuringainssted onit,' said Lurice asif he'd asked, 'It was her price for teaching me her secrets.’ She
amiled flegtingly. ‘| managed to dissuade her from filing my teeth to apoint.’

Jennings sensed that she wastalking to hide her embarrassment and he felt a surge of empathy for her
as she set her bag down, opened it and started to remove its contents.

‘Thewetsareraised by making small incisonsin theflesh,’ she said, 'and pressing into each incison a
dab of pagte.’ She put, on the coffeetable, avid of grumousliquid, ahandful of small, polished bones.
‘The paste | had to make mysdlf. | had to catch aland crab with my bare hands and tear off one of its
claws. | had to tear the skin from aliving frog and the jaw from amonkey." She put on the table abundle
of what looked liketiny lances. The claws, the skin, and the jaw, together with some plant ingredients, |
pounded into the paste.’

Jennings looked surprised as she withdrew an LP record from the bag and set it on the turntable.

'When | say "Now", Doctor,' she asked, ‘will you put on the needle arm?

Jennings nodded mutely, watching her with what was close to fascination. She seemed to know
exactly what she was doing. Ignoring the dit-eyed stare of Lang, the uncertain surveillance of Patricia,
Lurice set the various objects on the floor. As she squatted, Pat could not restrain agasp. Undernesth
the skirt of handkerchiefs, Lurice'sloins were uncovered.

'Well, | may not live,' said Peter - hisface was dmost white now - 'but it looks asif I'm going to have
afascinating death.’

Luriceinterrupted him. 'If the three of you will sitinacircle,' she said. The prim refinement of her voice
coming from the lips of what seemed a pagan goddess struck Jennings forcibly ashe moved to assst
Lang.

The seizure came as Peter tried to stand. In an ingtant, he was in the throes of it, grovelling on the
floor, hisbody doubled, his knees and elbows thumping at the rug. Abruptly, he flopped over, forcing
back his head, the muscles of his spine tensed so acutely that his back arched upward from the floor.
Pale foam ribboned from the dash of hismouth, his staring eyes seemed frozen in their sockets.

‘Lurice!" screamed Pet.

"Theré's nothing we can do until it passes,’ said Lurice. She stared at Lang with sickened eyes. Then,
as his bathrobe came undone and he was thrashing naked on the rug, she turned away, her face tightening
with alook that Jennings, glancing at her, saw, to his added disquietude, was alook of fear. Then he and
Pet were bent across Lang's afflicted body, trying to hold him in check.

'‘Let him go," said Lurice, Theré's nothing you can do.’

Patriciaglared a her in frightened animosity. As

Peter's body finally shuddered into immobility, she drew the edges of his robe together and refastened
the sash.

'‘Now. Into thecircle, quickly, said Lurice, clearly forcing hersalf against some inner dread. 'No, he
hasto St done," she said, as Patricia braced hersalf beside him, supporting his back.

‘Helll fall,' said Pat, an undercurrent of resentment in her voice.

'Patricia, if you want my help -!'

Uncertainly, her eyes drifting from Peter's pain-wasted features to the harried expression on Lurice's
face, Patricia edged away and settled hersdif.

'Cross-legged, plesse,’ said Lurice, 'Mr. Lang?

Peter grunted, eyes half-closed.

'During the ceremony, I'll ask you for atoken of payment. Some unimportant persona item will
auffice’

Peter nodded. 'All right; let's go," he said, 'l can't take much more.’

Lurice's breasts rose, quivering, as she drew in breath. 'No talking now," she murmured. Nervoudly,
she sat across from Peter and bowed her head. Except for Lang's stentorian breathing, the room grew
desthly still. Jennings could hear, faintly, in the distance, the sounds of traffic. It seemed impossibleto



adjust his mind to what was about to happen: an attempted ritua of jungle sorcery - inaNew York City
gpartment.

Hetried, invain, to clear hismind of misgivings. He didn't believein this. Y et here he sat, his crossed
legs dready beginning to cramp. Here sat Peter Lang, obvioudy close to death with not a symptom to
explanit. Here sat hisdaughter, terrified, struggling mentaly againgt that which she hersdf had initiated.
And there most bizarre of dl, sat - not Dr. Howell, an intelligent professor of anthropology, a cultured,
civilized woman - but a near-naked African witch doctor with her implements of barbarous magic.

Therewas arattling noise. Jennings blinked his eyes and looked at Lurice. In her left hand, she was
clutching the sheaf of what looked like miniature lances. With her right, she was picking up the cluster of
tiny, polished bones. She shook them in her palm like dice and tossed them onto the rug, her gaze intent
onther fdl.

She stared at their pattern on the carpeting, then picked them up again. Acrossfrom her, Peter's
breath was growing tortured. What if he suffered another attack? Jennings wondered. Would the
ceremony have to be restarted?

He twitched as L urice broke the silence.

"Why do you come here? she asked. She looked at Peter coldly, dmost glaring at him. "Why do you
consult me? Isit because you have no success with women?

'What? Peter stared at her bewilderedly.

'[ssomeone in your house sick? Is that why you come to me? asked L urice, her voice imperious.
Jennings realized abruptly that she was - completely now - awitch doctor questioning her male client,
arrogantly contemptuous of hisinferior status.

'Are you sick? She almost spat the words, her shoulders jerking back so that her breasts hitched
upwards. Jennings glanced involuntarily at his daughter. Pat was Sitting like astatue, cheekspale, lipsa
narrow, bloodlessline,

‘Speak up, man!" ordered L urice - ordered the scowling ngombo.

'Yes! I'm sick!" Peter's chest lurched with breath. 'I'msick.

"Then speak of it,' said Lurice, Tell me how this sickness came upon you.'

Either Peter wasin such pain now that any notion of resistance was destroyed - or else he had been
captured by the fascination of Lurice's presence. Probably it was a combination of the two, thought
Jennings as he watched Lang begin to speak, his voice compelled, hiseyesheld by Luricegs burning stare.

'One night, this man came sneaking into camp,’ he said, 'He tried to steal some food. When | chased
him, he got furious and threatened me. He said held kill me." Jenningswondered if Lurice had hypnotized
Peter, the young man's voice was so mechanicd.

'‘And he carried, inasack at hisside - ' Lurice's voice seemed to prompt like a hypnotist's.

'He carried adoll," said Peter. Histhroat contracted as he swallowed. 'It spoke to me," he said.

"Thefetish spoketo you, said Lurice, 'What did the fetish say?

It said that | would die. It said that, when the moon was like abow, | would die.’

Abruptly, Peter shivered and closed his eyes. L urice threw down the bones again and stared at them.
Abruptly, sheflung down thetiny lances.

Itisnot Mbwiri nor Hebiezo,' she said, 'It is not Atando nor Fuofuo nor Sovi. It isnot Kundi or
Sogbla. It isnot ademon of the forest that devoursyoul. It isan evil spirit that belongs to a ngombo who
has been offended. The ngombo has brought evil to your house. The evil spirit of the ngombo has
fastened itself upon you in revenge for your offence againgt its master. Do you understand?

Peter was barely able to speak. He nodded jerkily. 'Yes!

'Say - Yes, | understand.’

'Yes.' He shuddered. 'Yes. | understand.’

"Y ou will pay me now,' shetold him.

Peter stared at her for several moments before lowering his eyes. Histwitching fingers reached into the
pockets of hisrobe and came out empty. Suddenly, he gasped, his shoulders hitching forward as a spasm
of pain rushed through him. He reached into his pockets a second time asif he weren't sure that they
were empty. Then, franticaly, he wrenched the ring from the third finger of hisleft hand and held it out.



Jennings's gaze darted to his daughter. Her face was like stone as she watched Peter handing over the
ring shed given him.

"Now," said Lurice.

Jennings pushed to hisfeet and, stumbling because of the numbnessin hislegs, he moved to the
turntable and lowered the needle arm in place. Before he'd settled back into the circle, the record started
playing.

In amoment, the room wasfilled with drum-besats, with a chanting of voices and adow, uneven
clapping of hands. His gaze intent on Lurice, Jennings had the impression that everything wasfading at the
edges of hisvison, that Lurice, done, wasvisble, sanding in adimly nebulouslight.

She had left her oxhide shield on the floor and was holding the bottle in her hand. As Jennings
watched, she pulled the stopper loose and drank the contents with asingle swallow. Vaguely, through the
daze of fascination that gripped his mind, Jennings wondered what it was sheld drunk.

The bottle thudded on the floor.

L urice began to dance.

She darted languidly. Only her arms and shoulders moved at firdt, their restless sinuating timed to the
cadence of the drumbests. Jennings stared at her, imagining that his heart had dtered its rhythm to that of
the drums. He watched the writhing of her shoulders, the serpentine gestures she was making with her
arms and hands. He heard the rustling of her necklaces. Time and place were gone for him. He might
have been stting in ajungle glade, watching the somnolent twisting of her dance.

'Clap hands,' said the ngombo.

Without hesitation, Jennings started clapping in time with the drums. He glanced at Patricia. Shewas
doing the same, her eyes till fixed on Lurice. Only Peter sat motionless, looking straight aheed, the
muscles of hisjaw quivering as he ground histeeth together. For aflegting moment, Jenningswasa
doctor once again, looking at his patient in concern. Then turning back, he was redrawn into the mindless
captivation of Lurice's dance.

The drumbesats were accelerating now, becoming louder. L urice began to move within the circle,
turning dowly, arms and shoulders still in undulant motion. No matter where she moved, her eyes
remained on Peter, and Jennings redlized that her gesturing was exclusively for Lang - drawing, gathering
gestures asif she sought to lure him to her Sde.

Suddenly, she bent over, her breasts dropping heavily, then jerking upward as their muscles caught.
She shook hersdlf with feverish abandon, swinging her breasts from side to side and rattling her
necklaces, her wild face hovering inches over Peter's. Jennings felt his somach muscles pulling in as
Lurice drew her talon shaped fingers over Peter's cheeks, then straightened up and pivoted, her
shouldersthrust back carelesdy, her teeth bared in a grimace of savage zedl. In amoment, she had spun
around to face her client again.

A second time she bent herself, thistime stalking back and forth in front of Peter with acatlike gait, a
rabid crooning in her throat. From the corners of his eyes, Jennings saw his daughter straining forward
and he glanced & her. The expression on her face wasterrible.

Suddenly, Patriciaslipsflared back asin asoundless cry and Jennings looked back quickly at Lurice.
His breath choked off. Leaning over, she had clutched her breasts with digging fingers and was thrusting
them at Peter's face. Peter stared at her, his body trembling. Crooning again, Lurice drew back. She
lowered her hands and Jennings tightened as he saw that she was pulling at the skirt of handkerchiefs. In
amoment, it had fluttered to the carpeting and she was back at Peter. It was then that Jennings knew
exactly What shed drunk.

No." Patricia's venom thickened voice made him twist around, his heartbest lurching. She was starting
to her feet.

'Pat!" he whispered.

She looked at him and, for amoment, they were staring at each other. Then, with aviolent shudder,
she sank to the floor again and Jennings turned away from her.

Luricewas on her kneesin front of Peter now, rocking back and forth and rubbing at her thighswith
flattened hands. She couldn't seem to breathe. Her open mouth kept sucking at the air with wheezing



noises. Jennings saw perspiration trickling down her cheeks; he saw it glistening on her back and
shoulders. No, he thought. The word came automatically, the voicing of some dien dread that seemed to
rise up, choking, in him. No. He watched L urice's hand clutch upwards at her breasts again, preferring
them to Peter. No. The word was lurking terror in hismind. He kept on staring at L urice, fearing what
was going to happen, fascinated at its possibility. Drumbests throbbed and billowed in hisears. His
heartbeat pounded.

Nol!

Lurice's hands had clawed out suddenly and torn apart the edges of Lang's robe. Patricias gasp was
hoarse, astounded. Jennings only caught a glimpse of her distorted face before his gaze was drawn back
to Lurice. Swallowed by the frenzied thundering of the drums, the howl of chanting voices, the explosve
clapping, hefet asif his head were going numb, asif the room weretilting. In adreamlike haze, he saw
Lurice's hands begin to rub at Peter's flesh. He saw alook of nightmare on the young man'sface as
torment closed avice around him - torment that was just as much carndity as agony. Lurice moved
closer to him. Closer. Now her writhing, sweet-laved body pendulated inches from his own, her hands
caressing wantonly.

'‘Comeinto me." Her voice was bestid, gluttonous. 'Comeinto me!'

'Get away from him." Patricias guttural warning tore Jennings from entrancement. Jerking around, he
saw her reaching for Lurice - who, in that ingtant, clamped hersalf on Peter's body.

Jennings lunged at Pet, not understanding why he should restrain her, only sensing that he must. She
twisted wildly in hisgrip, her hot breath spilling on his cheeks, her body violent in rage.

'Get away from him!" she screamed at L urice, 'Get your hands away from him!'

‘Petricial’

'Let mego!'

Lurice's scream of anguish paraysed them. Stunned, they watched her flinging back from Peter and
collapsing on her back, her legsjerked in, amsflung across her face. Jenningsfelt aburst of horror in
himsalf. His gaze leaped up to Peter'sface. Thelook of pain had vanished fromit. Only stunned
bewilderment remained.

'What isit? gasped Patricia

Jennings voice was hollow, awed. 'She's taken it away from him," hesaid.

'Oh, my God -' Aghast, Patriciawatched her friend.

The feeling that you have to pull yourself into a hall in order to crush the snake uncoiling in
your belly. Thewords assaulted Jennings mind. He watched the rippling crawl of muscles undernesth
Luricesflesh, the spastic twitching of her legs. Across the room, the record stopped and, in the sudden
dtillness, he could hear adhrill whine quavering in Luricésthroat. The feeling that your blood has
turned to acid, that, if you move, you'll crumble because your bones have all been sucked hollow.
Eyes haunted, Jennings watched her suffering Peter's agony. The feeling that your brain is being eaten
by a pack of furry rats, that your eyes are just about to melt and dribble down your cheeks like
jely. Lurice'slegskicked out. She twisted onto her back and started rolling on her shoulders. Her legs
jerked in until her feet were resting on the carpet. Convulsively, she reared her hips. Her ssomach heaved
with tortured bregth, her swollen breastsolled from sideto side.

'Peter!’

Patricias horrified whisper made Jennings head snap up. Peter's eyes were glittering as he watched
Lurice'sthrashing body. He had started pushing to his knees, alook not human drawn across his
features. Now his hands were reaching for Lurice. Jennings caught him by the shoulders, but Peter didn't
seem to notice. He kept reaching for Lurice.

'Peter.”

Lang tried to shove him aside but Jenningstightened hisgrip. 'For God's sake - Peter!

The noise Lang uttered made Jenningss skin crawl. He clamped hisfingersbrutdly in Peter'shair and
jerked him around so that they faced each other.



'Use your mind, man!" Jennings ordered, 'Y our mind!'

Peter blinked. He stared at Jennings with the eyes of a newly awakened man. Jennings pulled his
hands away and turned back quickly.

Lurice was lying motionless on her back, her dark eyes staring at the celling. With agasp, Jennings
leaned over and pressed afinger underneath her left breast. Her heartbeat was nearly imperceptible. He
looked at her eyes again. They had the glassy stare of a corpse. He gaped at them in disbelief. Suddenly,
they closed and a protracted, body-wracking shudder passed through L urice. Jennings watched her,
open-mouthed, unable to move. No, he thought. It was impossible. She couldn't be -

‘Luricel" hecried.

She opened her eyesand looked at him. After severa moments, her lips stirred feebly as shetried to
amile

It's over now,' she whispered.

The car moved aong Seventh Avenue, itstyres hissing on the dush. Acrossthe seat from Jennings, Dr.
Howell dumped, motionless, in her exhaugtion. A shamed, remorseful Pat had bathed and dressed her,
after which Jennings had hel ped her to his car. Just before they'd lft the gpartment, Peter had attempted
to thank her, then, unable to find the words, had kissed her hand and turned away in silence.

Jennings glanced at her. 'Y ou know,' he said, 'if | hadn't actualy seen what happened tonight, |
wouldn't believeit for amoment. I'm till not surethat | do.’

Itisn't easy to accept,’ she said.

Jennings drove in silence for awhile before he spoke again. 'Dr. Howel?

'Y es?

He hesitated. Then he asked, "Why did you do it?

'If | hadn't,’ said Lurice, ‘your future son-in-law would have died before the night was over. Y ou have
no idea how close he came!’

'Granting that,' said Jennings, ‘what | mean is- why did you ddliberately subject yourself to such -
abasement?

"There was no aternative,' she answered, 'Mr. Lang couldn't possibly have coped with what was
happening to him. | could. It was as Ssmple asthat. Everything e se was - unfortunate necessity.

'‘And something of a Pandoras box aswell,' he said.

'l know,' she said, 'l was afraid of it but there was nothing | could do.’

'Y ou told Patriciawhat was going to happen?

'No,' said Lurice, 'l couldn't tell her everything. | tried to brace her for the shock of what was coming
but, of course, | had to withhold some of it. Otherwise she might have refused my help - and her fiance
would have died.

It was an aphrodisiac in that bottle, wasn't it?

'Yes,' sheanswered, 'l had to lose mysdlf. If | hadn't, persona inhibitions would have kept me from
doing what was necessary.'

'What happened just before the end of it - ' Jennings began.

'Mr. Lang's apparent lust for me? said L urice, 'It was only a derangement of the moment. The sudden
extraction of the pain left him, for aperiod of seconds, without conscious valition. Without, if you will,
civilized restraint. It was an anima who wanted me, not aman. Y ou saw that, when you ordered him to
use hismind, the lust was controlled.’

'But the anima wasthere,' said Jennings, grimly.

'It'sawaysthere,’ she answered. Thetroubleisthat peopleforget it.'

Minutes later, Jennings parked in front of Dr. Howeil's apartment house and turned to her.

'I think we both know how much sickness you exposed - and cured tonight,’ he said.

I hope so," said L urice. 'Not for myself but - * She smiled alittle ‘Not for myself | make this prayer,’
sherecited, 'Areyou familiar with that?

I'm afraid I'm not.'



Helistened quietly as Dr. Howell recited again. Then, as he started to get out of the car, she held him
back. 'Please don't,’ she said, 'I'm fine now." Pushing open the door, she stood on the sidewalk. For
severa moments, they looked at each other. Then Jennings reached over and squeezed her hand.

'‘Good night, my dear,' he said.

Lurice Howdll returned his smile. 'Good night, Doctor." She closed the door and turned away.

Jennings watched her walk across the sdewalk and enter her gpartment house. Then, drawing his car
into the street again, he made a U turn and started back towards Seventh Avenue. As he drove, he
began remembering the Countee Cullen poem that L urice had spoken for him.

Not for myself I make this prayer

But for thisrace of mine

That stretches forth from shadowed places
Dark hands for bread and wine.

Jennings fingerstightened on the whed. 'Use your mind, man, he said, 'Y our mind."

10- Big Surprise

Old Mr. Hawkins used to stand by his picket fence and call to the little boys when they were coining
home from school.

‘Lad!" hewould call. 'Come here, lad!" Most of the little boys were afraid to go near him, so they
laughed and made fun of him in voicesthat shook. Then they ran away and told their friends how brave
they'd been. But once in awhile aboy would go up to Mr. Hawkinswhen he called, and Mr. Hawkins
would make his strange request. That was how the verse got started:

Dig me a hole, he said, Winking his eyes,
And you will find A big surprise.

No one knew how long they'd heard the children chanting it. Sometimes the parents seemed to recall
having heard it years ago.

Oncealittle boy started to dig the hole but he got tired after awhile and he didn't find any big surprise.
He was the only one who had ever tried -

One day Ernie Willaker was coming home from school with two of hisfriends. They walked on the
other sde of the street when they saw Mr. Hawkinsin hisfront yard standing by the picket fence.

‘Lad!" they heard him call. ‘Come here, lad!’

'He means you, Ernie," teased one of the boys.

'Hedoesnot,' said Ernie.

Mr. Hawkins pointed afinger at Ernie. '‘Come here, lad!" he called.

Ernie glanced nervoudy at hisfriends.

'Go on," said one of them. 'What're ya scared of ?

'Who's scared? said Ernie. 'My masays| have to come homeright after school isall.’

'Yella' said hisother friend. "Y ou're scared of old man Hawkins''

'Who's scared!"

'‘Go on, then.'

‘Lad!’ cdled Mr. Hawkins. ‘Come here, lad.’

'Well.' Ernie hesitated. 'Don't go nowhere,' he said.

'Wewon't. Welll stick around.’

'Well - ' Ernie braced himsalf and crossed the street, trying to look casud. He shifted hisbooksto his
left hand and brushed back hishair with hisright. Dig me a hole, he says, muttered in hisbrain.



Ernie stepped up to the picket fence. 'Yes, sir? he asked.

'‘Come closer, lad,' the old man said, his dark eyes shining.

Ernie took aforward step.

‘Now you aren't afraid of Mister Hawkins, are you? said the old man winking.

'No, sr,' Erniesaid.

'Good," said the old man. 'Now listen, lad. How would you like abig surprise?

Ernie glanced across his shoulder. Hisfriends were still there. He grinned at them. Suddenly he gasped
asagaunt hand clamped over hisright arm. 'Hey, leggo!" Ernie cried ouit.

‘Takeit easy, lad,’ soothed Mr. Hawkins. ‘'No one's going to hurt you.'

Ernietugged. Tears sprang into his eyes as the old man drew him closer. From the corner of an eye
Ernie saw histwo friends running down the street.

'L-leggo, Ernie sobbed.

'Shortly," said the old man. 'Now then, would you like abig surprise?

‘No-no, thanks, mister.’

‘Sure you would,' said Mr. Hawkins. Ernie smelled his bresth and tried to pull away, but Mr.
Hawkinssgrip waslikeiron.

Y ou know where Mr. Miller'sfield is? asked Mr. Hawkins.

'Y -yeah.'

'Y ou know where the big oak tree is?

'Yeah. Yeah, | know.'

'Y ou go to the oak tree in Mr. Miller'sfield and face towards the church steeple. Y ou understand?

'Y-y-yeah.'

The old man drew him closer. "Y ou stand there and you walk ten paces. Y ou understand? Ten paces!

'Y eah -

"Y ou walk ten paces and you dig down ten feet. How many feet ? He prodded Ernie's chest with a
boney finger.

‘T-ten,' said Ernie.

That'sit, said the old man. 'Face the steeple, walk ten paces, dig ten feet - and there you'll find abig
surprise’ Hewinked a Ernie. 'Will you do it, lad?

'l - yeah, sure. Sure!

Mr. Hawkinslet go and Ernie jJumped away. His arm felt completely numb.

‘Don't forget, now,' the old man said.

Ernie whirled and ran down the street asfast as he could. He found hisfriends waiting at the corner.

'Did he try and murder you? one of them whispered.

‘Nanh,' said Ernie, 'He ain't so m-much.’

'‘What'd he want?
'What d'ya spose?
They started down the street, dl chanting it.

Dig me a hole, he said,, Winking his eyes,
And you will find A big surprise.

Every afternoon they went to Mr. Miller'sfield and sat under the big oak tree.

"Y ou think theré's somethin' down thereredly?

‘Nanh.'

'Wheat if there was though?

'What?

'‘Gold, maybe.'

They talked about it every day, and every day they faced the steeple and walked ten paces. They



stood on the spot and scuffed the earth with the tips of their sneakers.

'Y ou spose theré's gold down there redly?

'Why should hetdll us?

'Y egh, why not dig it up himself?

'‘Because he'stoo old, stupid.’

'Y eah? Wdll, if theré's gold down there we split it three ways.'

They became more and more curious. At night they dreamed about gold. They wrote gold intheir
school books. They thought about al the things they could buy with gold. They started walking past Mr.
Hawkinss houseto seeif held call them again and they could ask himif it was gold. But he never caled
them.

Then, one day, they were coming home from school and they saw Mr. Hawkinstalking to another
boy.

'Hetold us we could have the gold!" said Ernie.

'Y eah!’ they stormed angrily. 'Let's go!'

They ran to Ernie's house and Ernie went down to the cellar and got shovels. They ran up the street,
over lots, across the dump, and into Mr. Miller'sfield. They stood under the oak tree, faced the steeple,
and paced ten times. 'Dig," said Ernie.

Their shovels sank into the black earth. They dug without speaking, breath whistling through their
nostrils. When the hole was about three feet deep, they rested.

'Y ou think there's gold down thereredly?

'l don't know but we're gonnafind out before that other kid does.’

'Y eah!'

'Hey, how we gonnaget out if we dig ten feet? one of them said.

'WEell cut out steps,’ said Ernie.

They started digging again. For over an hour they shovelled out the cool, wormy earth and piled it high
around the hole. It stained their clothes and their skin. When the hole was over their heads one of them
went to get apail and arope. Ernie and the other boy kept digging and throwing the earth out of the hole.
After awhilethe dirt rained back on their heads and they stopped. They sat on the damp earth wearily,
waiting for the other boy to come back. Their hands and arms were brown with earth.

'How far're we down? wondered the boy.

'Six feet,' estimated Ernie.

The other boy came back and they started working again. They kept digging and digging until their
bones ached.

'Aaah, the heck with it," said the boy who was pulling up the pall. Therésan't nothin' down there.'

'He said ten feet,' Ernieinsisted.

'Wdll, I'm quittin',’ said the boy.

Youreydla'

"Tough," said the boy.

Ernie turned to the boy beside him. 'Y ou'll haveto pull the dirt up,’ he said.

'Oh - okay," muttered the boy.

Ernie kept digging. When he looked up now, it sesemed asif the Sdes of the hole were shaking and it
wasal going to cavein on him. He was trembling with fatigue.

‘Come on," the other boy finally called down. There ain't nothin' down there. Y ou dug ten feet.'

'Not yet,' gasped Ernie.

'How deep yagoin', China?'

Ernieleaned againgt the Side of the hole and gritted histeeth. A fat worm crawled out of the earth and
tumbled to the bottom of the hole.

I'm goin" home," said the other boy. 'I'll catchit if I'm late for supper.’

"You'reydlatoo, sad Ernie miserably.

'‘Aaaah - tough.'



Ernietwisted his shoulders painfully. 'Well, the gold isdl mine," he caled up.

Thereain't no gold,' said the other boy.

‘Tie the rope to something so | can get out when | find the gold,' said Ernie,

The boy snickered. He tied the rope to a bush and let it dangle down into the hole. Ernie looked up
and saw the crooked rectangle of darkening sky. The boy's face appeared, |ooking down.

'Y ou better not get stuck down there," he said.

I a@nt gettin' stuck.' Ernie looked down angrily and drove the shove into the ground. He could fedl his
friend's eyes on his back.

'Ain't you scared? asked the other boy.

'What of 7 snapped Ernie without looking up.

'l dunno, said the boy.

Ernie dug.

'Well,' said the boy, I'll seeya.' Ernie grunted. He heard the boy's footsteps move away. He looked
around the hole and afaint whimper sounded in histhroat. Hefdt cold. 'Well, | ain't leavin', he mumbled.
Thegoldwashis.

Hewasn't going to leave it for that other kid.

He dug furioudy, piling the dirt on the other sde of the hole. It kept getting darker.

‘A little more," hetold himsdif, gasping. Then I'm goin' home with the gold.'

He stepped hard on the shovel and there was a hollow sound benegath him. Ernie felt a shudder running
up hisback. Heforced himself to keep on digging. Will I give them the horse laugh, he thought. Will |
givethem -

He had uncovered part of abox - along box. He stood there looking down at the wood and
shivering. And you will find -

Quivering, Ernie stood on top of the box and stamped on it. A deeply hollow sound struck his ears.
He dug away more earth and his shovel scraped on the ancient wood. He couldn't uncover the entire box
- itwastoo long.

Then he saw that the box had atwo-part cover and there was a clasp on each part.

Ernie clenched histeeth and struck the clasp with the edge of his shovel. Half of the cover opened.

Ernie screamed. Hefell back against the earth wall and stared in voiceless horror at the man who was
gtting up.

‘Surprise!” said Mr. Hawkins.

11 - Lazarusl|

‘But | died,' hesaid.

Hisfather looked at him without speaking. There was no expression on hisface. He stood over the
bed and -

Or wasit the bed?

His eyesleft hisfather's face. He looked down and it wasn't the bed. 1t was an experimental table. He
wasin the laboratory.

His eyes moved back to those of hisfather. He felt so heavy. So iff. 'What isit? he asked.

And suddenly redlized that the sound of hisvoice was different. A man didn't know the actua sound of
hisvoice, they said. But when it changed so much, he knew. He could tell when it was no longer the
voice of aman.

'Peter,’ hisfather spoke at last, ‘| know you'll despise me for what I've done. | despise mysdlf aready.’

But Peter wasn't listening. He was trying to think. Why was he so heavy? Why couldn't helift his
head?

'Bring meamirror,' hesaid.

That voice. That grating wheezing voice.



He thought he trembled.
Hisfather didn't move.

'Peter,’ he said, 'l want you to understand this wasn't my idea. It was your -'

‘Amirror.’

A moment longer hisfather stood looking down at him. Then he turned and walked acrossthe
dark-tiled floor of the |aboratory.

Peter tried to Sit up. At first he couldn't. Then the room seemed to move and he knew he was sitting

but there was no feding. What was wrong? Why didn't hefed anything in his muscles? His eyes|ooked
down.

Hisfather took amirror from his desk.

But Peter didn't need it. He had seen his hands.

Metal hands.

Metal arms. Metd shoulders. Metal chest. Meta trunk, metal legs, metal feet.

Metal man!

Theideamade him shudder. But the metal body was till. | sat there without moving.

His body?

Hetried to close his eyes. But he couldn't. They weren't hiseyes. Nothing was his.

Peter was arobot.

Hisfather cameto him quickly.

'Peter, | never meant to do this,' he said in aflat voice. 'l don't know what came over me - it was your
mother.’

'Mother," said the machine hollowly.

'She said she couldn't live without you. Y ou know how devoted sheisto you.'

'Devoted,’ he echoed.

Peter turned away. He could hear the clockwork of himsdlf ticking in adow, precise way. He could
hear the machinery of hisbody with the tissue of hisbrain.

"Y ou brought me back," he accused.

Hisbrain felt mechanica too. The shock of finding hisbody gone and replaced with this. 1t numbed his
thinking.

'I'm back," he said, trying to understand. 'Why?
Peter's father ignored his question.
Hetried to get off the table, tried to raise hisarms. At first they hung down, motionless. Then, he heard

aclicking in his shoulders and hisarmsraised up. Hissmal glass eyes saw it and hisbrain knew that his
armswere up.

Suddenly it swept over him. All of it.

‘But I'm dead!" he cried.

Hedid not cry. The voice that spoke his anguish was a soft, rasping voice. An unexcited voice.

'Only your body died," hisfather said, trying to convince himself.

'But I'm dead!" Peter screamed.

Not screamed. The machine spokein aquiet, orderly way. A machine like way.

It made his mind seethe.

'Wasthis her idea? he thought and was appalled to hear the hollow voice of the machine echo his
thought.

Hisfather didn't reply, standing miserably by thetable, hisface gaunt and lined with weariness. Hewas
thinking that al the exhaugting struggle had been for nothing. He was wondering, haf in fright, if towards
the end he had not been more interested in what he was doing than in why.

He watched the machine walk, clank rather, to the window, carrying hisson'sbrainin its metd case.

Peter stared out of the window. He could see the campus. Seeit? Thered glass eyesin the skull could
see, the stedl skull that held his brain. The eyesregistered, hisbrain trandated. He had no eyes of his



own.

'What day isit? he asked.

‘Saturday, March tenth,’ he heard the quiet voice of hisfather say, 'Ten o'clock at night.'

Saturday. A Saturday he'd never wanted to see. The enraging thought made him want to whirl and
confront hisfather with viciouswords. But the big stedl frame clicked mechanically and eased around
with acreaking sound.

'I've been working on it since Monday morning when -'

'When | killed mysdlf,' said the machine,

Hisfather gasped, stared at him with dull eyes. He had always been so assured, so brittle, so
confident. And Peter had always hated that assurance. Because he had never been assured of himsdlf.

Himsdf.

It brought him back. Was this himsdlf? Was aman only his mind? How often had he claimed that to be
s0. On those quiet evenings after dinner when other teachers came over and sat in the living room with
him and his parents. And, while his mother sat by him, smiling and proud, he would claim that a man was
his mind and nothing more. Why had she done thisto him?

Hefdt that fettered hel plessness again. Thefegling of being trapped. He was trapped. In agredt,
stedl-jawed snare, this body his father had made.

He had felt the samerigid terror for the past six months. The same fedling that escape was blocked in
every direction. That hewould never get away from the prison of hislife; that chains of daily schedule
hung heavy on hislimbs. Often he wanted to scream.

He wanted to scream now. Louder than he ever had before. He had chosen the only remaining exit
and even that was blocked. Monday morning he had dashed open hisveins and the blanket of darkness
had enveloped him.

Now hewas back again. His body was gone. There were no veinsto cut, no heart to crush or stab,
no lungsto smother. Only hisbrain, lean and suffering. But he was back.

He stood facing the window again. Looking out over the Fort College campus. Far across he could
See - thered glass lenses could see - the building where he had taught Sociological Surveys.

'Ismy brain uninjured? he asked.

Strange how the feeling seemed to abate now. A moment ago he had wanted to scream out of lungs
that were no longer there. Now hefelt apathetic.

‘Asfar as| cantell,' said hisfather.

‘That'sfine,' Peter said, the machine said, That'sjust fine.'

'Peter, | want you to understand thiswasn't my idea.’

The machine stirred. The voice gears rubbed alittle and grated but no words came. The red eyes
shone out the window at the campus.

'l promised your mother," hisfather said, 'l had to, Peter. She was hysterica. She - there was no other
way.'

'And besides, it was amost interesting experiment,’ said the voice of the machine, his son.

Silence.

'Peter Dearfidld,’ said Peter, said the turning, twinkling gearsin the stedl throat, 'Peter Dearfield is
resurrected!’ He turned to look at hisfather. He knew in hismind that aliving heart would have been
beating heavily, but the little whed s turned methodically. The hands did not tremble, but hung in polished
muteness at his stedl Sides. There was no heart to beat. And no breeath to catch, for the body was not
divebut amechine.

"Take out my brain,' Peter said.

Hisfather began to put on hisvest; histired fingers buttoned it dowly.

'Y ou can't leave melikethis!'

'Peter, | - | must.'

'For the experiment?

'For your mother.'

"Y ou hate her and you hate me!'



Hisfather shook his head.
Then I'll do it mysdlf,’ intoned the machine.
The steel hands reached up.

You cant,' said hisfather, 'Y ou can't harm yoursdf.' 'Damn you!'

No outraged cry followed. Did hisfather know that, in his mind. Peter was screaming? The sound of
his voice was mild. It could not enrage. Could the well-modulated requests of a machine be heeded?
Thelegs moved heavily. The clanking body moved toward Doctor Dearfield. Heraised his eyes.

'And have you taken out the ability to kill? asked the machine.

The old man looked at the machine standing before him. The machine that was his only son.

'No," hesaid, wearily, "Y ou can kill me.'

The machine seemed to falter. Gears struck teeth, reversed themsdlves.

'Experiment successful,' said theflat voice, "Y ou've made your own son into amachine!

Hisfather stood there with atired look on hisface.

'Havel? hesaid.

Peter turned from his father with aclicking of gears not trying to spesk, and moved over to the wall
mirror.

'‘Don't you want to see your mother? asked hisfather.

Peter made no answer. He stopped before the mirror and the little glass eyes|ooked at themselves.

He wanted to tear the brain out of its steel container and hurl it away.

No mouth. No nose. A gleaming red eye on the right and agleaming red eye on the | eft.

A head like abucket. All with little rivetslike tiny bumps on his new meta skin.

'‘And you did all thisfor her,' hesaid.

Heturned on well-oiled hedls. The red eyes did not show the hate behind them. ‘Liar,’ said the
machine. 'Y ou did it for yoursdlf- for the pleasure of experimenting.’

If only he could rush at hisfather. If he could only stamp and flail hisarmswildly and scream until the
laboratory echoed with screams.

But how could he? His voice went on as before. A whigper, aturning of oiled whedls, spinning like
gearsinaclock.

Hisbrain turned and turned.

"Y ou thought you'd make her happy, didn't you? Peter said, Y ou thought she'd run to me and
embrace me. Y ou thought she'd kiss my soft, warm skin. Y ou thought she'd look into my blue eyesand
tell me how handsome -'

'Peter thiswill dono -

" - how handsome | am. Kiss me on the mouth.’

He stepped toward the old doctor on dow, stedl legs. His eyesflickered in the fluorescent light of the
smadl laboratory.

'Will she kiss my mouth? Peter asked, 'Y ou haven't given me one!’

Hisfather's skin was ashen. His hands trembled.

You did it for yoursdf,' said the machine, 'Y ou never cared about her - or about me.’

'Y our mother iswaliting," hisfather said quietly putting on his coat.

'I'm not going.'

'Peter, she'swaiting.'

The thought made Peter's mind swell up in anguish. It ached and throbbed in its hard, meta casing.
Mother, mother, how can | look at you now? After what I've done. Even though these aren't my own
eyes, how can | look at you now?

'‘She mustn't see melike this,' inssted the machine.

'She'swaiting to seeyou.'

Wo/'

Not acry, but amannerly turning of whedls.



'She wants you, Peter.'
Hefet helplessagain. Trapped. He was back. His mother was waiting for him.

The legs moved him. Hisfather opened the door and he went out to his mother.

She stood up suddenly from the bench, one hand clutching her throat, the other holding her dark,
leather handbag. Her eyes were fastened on the robot. The colour |eft her cheeks.

'Peter,’ she said. Only awhisper.

Helooked at her. At her grey hair, her soft skin, the gentle mouth and eyes. The stooped form, the old
overcoat she'd worn so many years because sheld inssted that he take her extramoney and buy clothes
for himsdlf.

He looked at his mother who wanted him so much shewould not let even desth take him from her.

‘Mother,' said the machine, forgetting for amoment.

Then he saw the twitching in her face. And he redlized what he was.

He stood motionless; her eyesfled to hisfather standing beside him. And Peter saw what her eyes
sad.

They said - why like this?

He wanted to turn and run. He wanted to die. When he had killed himself the despair was aquiet one,
adespair of hopelessness. It had not been this brain-bursting agony. Hislife had ebbed away slently and
pescefully. Now he wanted to destroy it in an ingtant, violently.

'Peter,’ she said.

But she did not smother him with kisses. How could she, his brain tortured. Would anyone kiss a suit
of armour?

How long would she stand there, staring a him? He felt the rage mounting in hismind.

'Aren't you satisfied? he said.

But something went wrong insgde him and his words were jumbled into a mechanica croaking. He saw
hismother'slipstremble. Again shelooked at hisfather. Then back a the machine. Guiltily.

'How do you - fed, Peter?

There was no hollow laughter even though his brain wanted to send out hollow laughter. Instead the
gears began to grind and he heard nothing but the friction of gnashing teeth. He saw his mother try to
amile, then fail to conced her look of sick horror.

'Peter,' shewailed, dumping to thefloor.

'l tear it gpart,’ he heard hisfather saying huskily,

I'll destroy it.'

For Peter there was an upsurge of hope.

But then his mother stopped trembling. She pulled away from her husband's grip.

'No," she said and Peter heard the granite like resolve in her voice, the strength he knew so well.

I'll bedl right inaminute,’ she said.

She walked gtraight towards him, smiling.

'It'sdl right, Peter,' she said.

'‘Am | handsome, Mother? he asked.

'Peter, you -'

'Don't you want to kiss me, Mother? asked the machine.

He saw her throat move. He saw tears on her cheeks. Then she leaned forward. He could not feel her
lips press againgt the cool stedl. He only heard it, adight thumping againgt the metal skin.

'Peter,’ she said, 'Forgive us for what we've done.’

All he could think was -

Can a machine forgive?

They took him out the back doorway of the Physical Sciences Centre. They tried to hustle him to the
car. But hdfway down thewalk Peter saw everything spin around and therewas astabbing in hisbrain
as the mass of his new body crashed backward on the cement.



His mother gasped and looked down at himin fright.

Hisfather bent over and Peter saw hisfingers working on the right knee joint. His voice was muffled
as he worked.

'How does your brain fedl ?

He didn't answer. Thered eyes glinted.

'Peter,’ hisfather said urgently.

Hedidn't answer. He stared at the dark trees that lined Eleventh Street.

"Y ou can get up now," hisfather said.

‘No.'

'Peter, not here.'

'I'm not getting up,’ the machine said.

'Peter, please," his mother begged.

'No, | can't, Mother, | can't.’

Spoken like a hideous metal mongter.

'Peter, you can't stay there."

The memory of al the years before stopped him. He would not get up.

‘Let them find me,’ he said, 'Maybe they'll destroy me!’

Hisfather looked around with worried eyes. And, suddenly, Peter redlised that no one knew of this
but his parents. If the board found out, his father would be pilloried. He found the idea pleased him.

But hiswired reflexes were too dow to stop hisfather from placing hands on his chest and pulling
open asmdl hinged door.

Before he could swing one of hisclumsy arms, hisfather flicked his mechanism and, druptly, thearm
stopped as the connection between hiswill and the machinery was broken.

Doctor Dearfield pushed a button and the robot stood and walked stiffly to the car. He followed
behind, hisfrail chest labouring for breath. He kept thinking what a horrible mistake he had madeto listen
to hiswife. Why did he dways et her dter hisdecisons?

Why had he dlowed her to control their son when he lived? Why had he let her convince him to bring
their son back when he had made alast, desperate attempt to escape?

Hisrobot son sat in the back seat iffly. Doctor Dearfield did into the car beside hiswife.

'Now he's perfect,’ he said, 'Now you can lead him around as you please. A pity he wasn't so
agreeablein life. Almogt as pliable, dmost as machine-like. But not quite. He didn't do everything you
wanted himto.’

Shelooked at her husband with surprise, glancing back at the robot asif afraid it might hear. It was
her son's mind. And she had said a man was his mind.

The sweet, unsullied mind of her son! The mind she had dways protected and sheltered from the ugly
taint of worldliness. He was her life. She did not fedl guilty for having him brought back. If only he werentt
...

'Areyou satisfied, Ruth? asked her husband, 'Oh, don't worry; he can't hear me!'

But he could. He sat there and listened. Peter's brain heard.

'Y ou're not answering me,' said Doctor Dearfidd, starting the motor.

'l don't want to talk about it.'

'Y ou haveto talk about it," he said, "What have you planned for him now?'Y ou dways made it a point
tolivehislife before!

'Stopit, John.’

'No, you've broken my silence, Ruth. | must have been insaneto listen to you. Insaneto let myself get
interested in a such - hideous project. To bring you back your dead son.’

Isit hideousthat | love my son and want him with me?

'It's hideous that you defy hislast desire on Earth! To be dead and free of you and at peace at last.'

'Free of me, free of me,’ she screamed angrily, 'Am | such amonster?



'No," he said quietly, '‘But, with my help, you've certainly made our son amonster.’

Shedid not speak. Peter saw her lipsdraw into athinline.

'What will he do now? asked her husband, 'Go back to his classes? Teach sociology?

'l don't know," she murmured.

'No, of course you don't. All you ever worried about was his being near you.'

Doctor Dearfield turned the corner. He started up College Avenue.

I know," he said, 'Well use him for an ashtray.’

‘John, stop it!"

She dumped forward and Peter heard her sobbing. He watched his mother with the red glass eyes of
the machine helivedin.

'Did you - h-have to make him so-so -'

'So ugly?

-

‘Ruth, | told you what held look like. Y ou just glossed over my words. All you could think of was
getting your clawsinto him again.'

'l didn't, I didn't,’ she sobbed.

'Did you ever respect asingle one of hiswishes? her husband asked. 'Did you? When he wanted to
write, would you let him? No! Y ou scoffed. Be practical, darling, you said. It's a pretty thought but we
must be practical. Y our father will get you anice position with the college.’

She shook her head silently.

"When we wanted to go to New Y ork to live, would you let him? When he wanted to marry Elizabeth,
would you let him?

The angry words of hisfather faded as Peter looked out at the dark campus on hisright. Hewas
thinking, dreaming, of a pretty, dark-haired girl in his class. Remembering the day she'd spoken to him.
Of thewalks, concerts, the soft, exciting kisses, the tender, shy caresses.

If only he could sob, cry out.

But a machine could not cry and it had no heart to break.

'Y eax after year,' hisfather'svoice fluttered back into hearing, "'Turning him into amachine even then.’

And Peter's mind pictured the long, liptica walk around the campus. Thewak he had so many times
trudged to and from classes, briefcase gripped firmly in hishand. The dark grey hat on his balding head,
balding at twenty-eight! The heavy overcoat in winter, the grey tweed suit in fal and spring. Thelined
seersucker during the hot months when he taught summer session.

Nothing but depressing daysthat stretched on endlessly.

Unitil he had ended them.

'He's il my son,” he heard his mother saying.

'Ishe? mocked hisfather.

Its4till hismind, and aman's mind is everything.

'What about his body? her husband persisted, 'What about his hands? They are just two pronged
clawslike hooks. Will you hold his hands as you used to? Those riveted metal arms - would you let him
put those arms around you and embrace you?

‘John, please -

"What will you do with him? Put him in a closet? Hide him when guests come? What will you -

'l don't want to talk about it!"

"You must talk about it! What about hisface? Can you kiss that face?

She trembled and, suddenly, her husband drove the car to the kerb and stopped it with ajerk. He
grabbed her shoulder and turned her forcibly around.

'‘Look at him!' Can you kissthat metal face? Isit your son, is that your son?

She could not look. And it wasthe final blow at Peter's brain. He knew that she had not loved his
mind, his persondlity, his character at all. It wasthe living person she had doted upon, the body she could
direct, the hands she could hold - the responses she could control.



'Y ou never loved him," hisfather said crudlly. Y ou possessed him. Y ou destroyed him!'
'Destroyed!’ she moaned in anguish.

And then they both spun around in horror. Because the machine had said, Y es. Destroyed.’
Hisfather was staring at him.

'l thought -' he said, thinly.

'l am now, in objective form, what | have dways been,’ said the robot. ‘A well-controlled machine.’
The throat gears made sound.

'Mother, take home your Little boy," said the machine.

But Doctor Dearfield had aready turned the car around and was heading back.

12 - Graveyard Shift

DEARPA:

| am sending you this note under Rex's collar because | got to stay here. | hope this note getsto you all
right.

| couldn't deliver the tax letter you sent me with because the Widow Blackwell iskilled. Sheis
upstairs. | put her on her bed. Shelooks awful. I wish you would get the sheriff and the coronor Wilks.

Little Jm Blackwell, | don't know where heisright now. Heis so scared he goes running around the
house and hiding from me. He must have got awful scared by whoever killed hisma. Hedon't say a
word. Hejust runs around like a scared rat. | see his eyes sometimesin the dark and then they are gone.
They got no eectric power here you know.

| came out toward sundown bringing that note. | rung the bell but there was no answer so | pushed
open the front door and looked in.

All the shades was down. And | heard someone running light in the front room and then feet running
updtairs. | caled around for the Widow but she didn't answer me.

| started upstairs and saw Jim looking down through the banister posts. When he saw melooking at
him, herun down the hall and | ain't seen him since.

| looked around the upstairs rooms. Findly, | went in the Widow Blackwell's room and there she was
dead on the floor in apuddie of blood. Her throat was cut and her eyes was wide open and looking up at
me. It was an awful sght.

| shut her eyes and searched around some and | found the razor. The Widow hasal her clotheson so
| figureit were only robbery that the killer meant.

WEéll, Pa, please come out quick with the sheriff and the coroner Wilks. | will stay here and watch to
seethat Jm don't go running out of the house and maybe get lost in the woods. But come asfast asyou
can because | dont like sitting here with her up there like that and Jim sneaking around in the dark house.

LUKE

DEAR GEORGE:

We just got back from your sister's house. We haven't told the papers yet so I'll have to be the oneto
let you know.

| sent Luke out there with a property tax note and he found your sister murdered. | don't liketo bethe
oneto tell you but somebody hasto. The sheriff and his boys are scouring the countryside for thekiller.
They figureit was atramp or something. She wasn't rgped though and, far aswe can tell, nothing was
golen.

What | mean moreto tell you about islittle Im.

That boy isfixing to die soon from Starvation and just plain scaredness. He won't et nothing.
Sometimes, he gulps down a piece of bread or apiece of candy but as soon as he sartsto chewing, his
face getsdl twisted and he gets violent sick and throws up. | don't understand it at al.



Luke found your sister in her room with her throat cut ear to ear. Coroner Wilks saysit was astrong,
steady hand that done it because the cut is deep and sure. | am terribly sorry to be the oneto tell you al
thisbut | think it is better you know. Thefunera will bein aweek.

Lukeand | had along time rounding up the boy. He was like lightning. He ran around in the dark and
sueded like arat. He showed histeeth at uswhen wed corner him with alantern. Hisskinisal white
and the way herolls his eyes back and foams at his mouth is something awful to see.

Wefindly caught him. He bit us and squirmed around like an edl. Then he got dl tiff and it waslike
carrying atwo-by-four, Luke said.

Wetook him into the kitchen and tried to give him something to eat. He wouldn't take abite. He
gulped down some milk like hefdt guilty about it. Then, in asecond, his face twists and he draws back
hislipsand the milk comesout.

He kept trying to run away from us. Never asingle word out of him. He just squeaks and mutterslike
amonkey taking to itsaf.

Wefinaly carried him upgtairsto put him to bed. He froze soon as we touched him and | thought his
eyeswould fal out he opened them so wide. Hisjaw fell dack and he stared at us like we was boogie
men or trying to dice open histhroat like hismals.

Hewouldn't go into hisroom. He screamed and twisted in our hands like afish. He braced hisfeet
againgt thewall and tugged and pulled and scratched. We had to dap hisface and then hiseyes got big
and he got like aboard again and we carried him in hisroom.

When | took off his clothes, | got ashock like | haven't had in years, George. That boy isdl scarsand
bruises on hisback and chest like someone has strung him up and tortured him with pliers or hot iron or
God knowswhat dl. | got adownright chill seeing that. | know they said the widow wasn't the samein
her head after her husband died, but | can't believe she donethis. It isthework of a crazy person.

Jm was deepy but he wouldn't shut his eyes. He kept looking around the celling and the window and
his lips kept moving like he was trying to talk. He was moaning kind of low and shaky when Luke and |
went out inthe hall.

No sooner did we leave him than he's screaming at the top of hisvoice and thrashing in hisbed like
someone was strangling him. We rushed in and | held the lantern high but we couldn't see anything. |
thought the boy was sick with fear and seeing things.

Then, asif it was meant to happen, the lantern ran out of oil and al of asudden we saw white faces
garing at usfrom thewals and ceiling and the window.

It was a shaky minute there, George, with the kid screaming out hislungs and twisting on his bed but
never getting up. And Luke trying to find the door and me fedling for amatch but trying to look at those
horrible faces at the sametime.

Findly, | found amatch and | got it lit and we couldn't see the faces any more, just part of one on the
window.

| sent Luke down to the car for some oil and when he come back we lit the lantern again and looked
at thewindow and saw that the face was painted on it so'sto light up in the dark. Same thing for the
faces on the wals and the ceiling. It was enough to scare aman haf out of hiswitsto think of anybody
doing that insde alittle boy's room.

Wetook him to another room and put him down to bed. When we left him he was squirming in his
deep and muttering words we couldn't understand. | left Luke in the hall outside the room to watch. |
went and looked around the house some more.

In the Widow'sroom | found awhole shelf of psychology books. They was dl marked in different
places. | looked in one place and it told about athing how they can make rats go crazy by making them
think thereisfood in aplace when there isn't. And another one about how they can make adog loseits
appetite and starve to death by hitting big pieces of pipe together at the same time when the dog istrying
to eat.

| guessyou know what | think. But it isso terrible | can hardly believeit. | mean that Jm might have
got so crazy that he cut her. Heisso small | don't see how he could.

Y ou are her only living kin, George, and | think you should do something about the boy. We don't



want to put him in an orphan home. Heisin no shapefor it. That iswhy | am telling you al about him so
you can judge.

There was another thing. | played arecord on a phonograph in the boy's room. It sounded like wild
animasal making terrible noises and even louder than them was aterrible high laughing.

That isabout dl, George. We will et you know if the sheriff finds the onewho killed your sster
because no oneredlly believesthat Jm could have doneit. | wish you would take the boy and try to fix
him up.

Until | hear,

SAM DAVIS

DEAR SAM:

| got your letter and am more upset than | can say.

| knew for along time that my sister was mentally unbalanced after her husband's degth, but | had no
ideain the world shewas gone sofar.

Y ou see, when shewas agirl shefdl in love with Phil. There was never anyone dsein her life. Thesun
rose and descended on her love for him. She was so jed ous that, once, because he had taken another
girl to aparty, she crashed her hands through awindow and nearly bled to degth.

Findly, Phil married her. There was never ahappier couple, it seemed. She did anything and
everything for him. Hewas her wholelife.

When Jim was born | went to see her at the hospital. She told me she wished it had been born dead
because she knew that the boy meant so much to Phil and she hated to have Phil want anything but her.

She never was good to Jim. She always resented him. And, that day, three years ago, when Phil
drowned saving Jm'slife, she went out of her mind. | was with her when she heard about it. Sheran into
the kitchen and got acarving knife and took it running through the streets, trying to find Jim so she could
kill him. Shefindly fainted in the road and we took her home.

She wouldn't even look at Jm for amonth. Then she packed up and took him to that house in the
woods. Sincethen | never saw her.

Y ou saw yourself, the boy isterrified of everyone and everything. Except one person. My sister
planned that. Step by step she planned it - God help me for never redlizing it before. Inawhole,
monstrous world of horrors she built around that boy she left him trust and need for only one person -
her. Shewas Jm's only shield against those horrors. She knew that, when she died, Jim would go
completely mad because there wouldn't be anyone in the world he could turn to for comfort.

| think you see now why | say thereisn't any murderer.
Just bury her quick and send the boy to me. I'm not coming to the funeral.
GEORGE BARNES

13- TheMan Who Made TheWorld

Doctor Janishefsky sat in his office, leaning back in a great leather chair, hands folded. He had a
reflective air and a well-trimmed goatee. He hummed a few bars of - ‘It Ain't Whatcha Do, It's The
Way That You Do It: He broke off and looked up with a kindly smile as the nurse entered. Her
name was Mudde.

NURSE MUDDE: Doctor, thereisaman in the waiting room who says he made the world.
DOCTOR J Oh?

NURSE MUDDE: Shdl | let himin?

DOCTOR J By dl means, Nurse Mudde. Show themanin.

Nurse Mudde left. A small man entered. He was five foot five wearing a suit made for a man six



foot five. His hands were near-hidden by the sleeve ends, his trouser-leg bottoms creased sharply
at the shoe tops, assuming the function of unattached spats. The shoes were virtually invisible. As
was the gentleman’s mouth lurking behind a moustache of mouse-like proportions.

DOCTOR J: Won't you have a seat Mr. -

SMITH: Smith. (He sits))

DOCTOR J Now. (They regard each other.)

DOCTOR J My nurse tells me you made the world.

SMITH: Yes. (In a confessional tone) | did.

DOCTOR J (settling back in his chair): All of it?

SMITH: Yes.

DOCTOR J. And everything iniit?

SMITH: Takealittle, givealittle,

DOCTOR J You'resure of this?

SMITH (with an expression that clearly says - | amtelling the truth the whole truth and nothing
but the truth so help me): Quitesure.

DOCTOR J (nods once): When did you do thisthing?

SMITH: Fiveyears ago.

DOCTOR J. How old areyou?

SMITH: Forty-seven.

DOCTOR J. Where were you the other forty-two years?

SMITH: | wasn't.

DOCTOR J: Y ou mean you Started out -

SMITH: Forty-two years old. That's correct.

SMITH (shaking his head): No. Itisn't.

DOCTOR J It'sfiveyearsold.

SMITH: That's correct.

DOCTOR J What about fossils? What about the age of rocks? Uranium into lead. What about
diamonds?

SMITH (not to be bothered): Illusons

DOCTOR J Y ou made them up.

SMITH: That's-

DOCTOR J (breaking in): Why?

SMITH: To seeif | could.

DOCTOR J | don't -

SMITH: Anyone can make aworld. It takes ingenuity to make one and then make the people on it
think that it's existed for millions of years.

DOCTOR J How long did dl thistake you?

SMITH: Three and ahdf months. World time.

DOCTOR J: What do you mean by that?

SMITH: Beforel made theworld | lived beyond time.

DOCTOR J: Where'sthat?

SMITH: Nowhere.

DOCTOR J: In the cosmos?

SMITH: That's correct.

DOCTOR J You didnt likeit there?

SMITH: No. It was boring.

DOCTOR J: And that'swhy -

SMITH: | made the world.

DOCTOR J: Yes. But - how did you makeit?

SMITH: | had books.



DOCTOR J Books?

SMITH: Ingtruction books.

DOCTOR J Where did you get them?

SMITH: | made them up.

DOCTOR J Y ou mean you wrote them?

SMITH: | - made them up.

DOCTOR J: How?

SMITH (moustache bristling truculently): | made them up.
DOCTOR J (lips pursed): So there you were out in the cosmos with a handful of books.
SMITH: That's correct.

DOCTOR J What if you had dropped them?

SMITH: (chooses not to answer this patent absurdity).
DOCTOR J Migter Smith.,

SMITH: Yes?

DOCTOR J. Who made you?

SMITH: (shakes his head): | don't know.

DOCTOR J Wereyou dwayslike this? (He points at Mr. Smith's lowly frame.)
SMITH: | don't think so. | think that | was punished.

DOCTOR J: For what?

SMITH: For making the world so complicated.

DOCTOR J: | should think so.

SMITH: It'snot my fault. | just madeit, | didn't say it would work right.
DOCTOR J You just started your machine and then walked away.
SMITH: That's-

DOCTOR J Then what are you doing here?

SMITH: | told you. | think I've been punished.

DOCTOR J: Oh yes. For making it too complicated. | forgot.
SMITH: That's correct.

DOCTOR J Who punished you?

SMITH: | don't remember.

DOCTOR J That's convenient.

SMITH (looks morose).

DOCTOR J. Might it be God?

SMITH (shrugs): It might.

DOCTOR J He might have afew fingersin the rest of the Universe,
SMITH: He might. But | made the world.

DOCTOR J Enough, Mr. Smith, you did not make the world.
SMITH (insulted): Yes, | did too.

DOCTOR J: And you created me?

SMITH (concedingly): Indirectly.

DOCTOR J: Then uncreate me.

SMITH: | cant.

DOCTOR J. Why?

SMITH: | just sarted things. | don't control them now.

DOCTOR J (dghs): Thenwhat are you worried about, Mr. Smith.
SMITH: | have a premonition.

DOCTOR J: What about?

SMITH: I'mgoing to die.

DOCTOR J. So-?

SMITH: Someone has to take over. Or else -

DOCTOR J Or ese-?



SMITH: Thewholeworld will go.

DOCTOR J: Go where?

SMITH: Nowhere. Just disappear.

DOCTOR J How can it disgppear if it worksindependently of you?

SMITH: It will be taken away to punish me.

DOCTOR J: You?

SMITH: Yes.

DOCTOR J You meanif you die, the entire world will disappear?

SMITH: That's correct.

DOCTOR J If | shot you, the instant you died | would disappear?

SMITH: That's-

DOCTOR J: | have advice.

SMITH: Yes?You will help?

DOCTOR J: Go to see areputable psychiatrist.

SMITH (standing): | should have known. | have no moreto say.

DOCTOR J (shrugs): Asyouwill.

SMITH: I'll go but you'll be sorry about this.

DOCTOR J: | dare say you are aready sorry, Mr. Smith.

SMITH: Goodbye. (Mr. Smith exits. Doctor Janishefsky calls for his nurse over the interphone.
Nurse Mudde enters.)

NURSE M: Y es, doctor?

DOCTOR J. Nurse Mudde, stand by the window and tell me what you see.

NURSE M: What | -?

DOCTOR J What you see. | want you to tell me what Mr. Smith does after he comes out of the
building.

NURSE M (shrugs): Yes, doctor. (She goes to the window.)

DOCTOR J. Has he come out yet?

NURSE M: No.

DOCTOR J. Keep watching.

NURSE MUDDE: There heis. He's stepping off the kerb. He's walking across the street.

DOCTOR J Yes.

NURSE M: He's stopping now in the middle of the street. He'sturning. He'slooking up at this
window. There'salook of - of - realization on hisface. He's coming back. (She screams.) He's been
hit by acar. HEslying on the Strest.

DOCTOR J What isit, Nurse Mudde?

NURSE M (redling): Everythingis- isfading! Doctor Janishefsky, it'sfading! (Another scream.)

DOCTOR J. Don't be absurd, Nurse Mudde. Look at me. Can you honestly say that. {He stops
talking. She cannot honestly say anything. Sheis not there. Doctor Janishefsky, who is not really
Doctor Janishefsky, floats alone in the cosmosin his chair, which is not really a chair. He looks at
the chair beside him.) | hope you've learned your lesson. I'm going to put your toy back but don't you
dare go near it. So you're bored are you? Scaliwag! Y ou just behave yoursdf or I'll take away your
bookstoo! (He snorts.) So you made them up, did you? (He looks around.) How about picking them
up, jackanapes!

SMITH (who isnot really Smith): Y esfather.

14 - Deadline

There are at least two nights ayear a doctor doesn't plan on and those are Christmas Eve and New



Y ear's Eve. On Christmas Eve it was Bobby Dascouli's arm burns | was salving and swathing them about
thetime | would have been nestled in an easy chair with Ruth eyeing the Technicolor doings of the
Chrigmastree.

So it came as no surprise that ten minutes after we got to my sister Mary's house for the New Year's
Eve party my answering service phoned and told me there was an emergency cal downtown.

Ruth smiled at me sadly and shook her head. She kissed me on the cheek. 'Poor Bill,' she said.

'Poor Bill indeed,’ | said, putting down my first drink of the evening, two-thirdsfull. | patted her
much-evident ssomach.

'‘Don't have that baby till | get back,' | told her.

I'll do my bestest,' she said.

| gave hurried goodbyes to everyone and |&ft; turning up the collar of my overcoat and crunching over
the snow-packed walk to the Ford; milking the choke and finally getting the engine arted. Driving
downtown with that look of dour reflection I've seen on many a GPsface a many atime.

It was after eleven when my tyre chainsrattled onto the dark desertion of East Main Street. | drove
three blocks north to the address and parked in front of what had been arefined apartment dwelling
when my father wasin practice. Now it was a boarding house, ancient, smelling of decay.

In the vestibule | lined the beam of my pencil flashlight over the mail boxes but couldn't find the name. |
rang the landlady's bell and stepped over to the hall door. When the buzzer sounded | pushed it open.

At the end of the hall adoor opened and a heavy woman emerged. She wore a black sweater over
her wrinkled green dress, striped anklets over her heavy stockings, saddle shoes over the anklets. She
had no make-up on; the only colour in her face was a chapped rednessin her cheeks. Wisps of
stedl-grey hair hung across her temples. She picked at them as she trundled down the dim halway
towards me.

"Y ou the doctor? she asked.

| said | was.

I'mtheone cdled ya,' shesaid. There€'san old guy up the fourth floor says he'sdyin'.'

'What room? | asked.

'l show ya'

| followed her wheezing ascent up the stairs. We stopped in front of room 47 and she rapped on the
thin pandling of the door, then pushed it open.

'In here," she said.

Asl| entered | saw him lying on aniron bed. His body had the flaccidity of adiscarded doll. At his
sdes, frail handslay motionless, topographed with knots of vein, idanded with liver spots. His skin was
the brown of old page edges, hisface awasted mask. On the casdless pillow, hishead lay ill, itswhite
hair straggling across the siripes like threading drifts of snow. There was apallid stubble on his cheeks.
His pae blue eyes were fixed on the ceiling.

As| dipped off my hat and coat | saw that there was no suffering evident. His expression was one of
peaceful acceptance. | sat down on the bed and took hiswrist. His eyes shifted and he looked at me.

'Hello,' | said, amiling.

'Hello." | was surprised by the cognisancein hisvoice.

The beat of hisblood waswhat | expected however -abaretrickle of life, apulsing dmost lost
benegth the fingers. | put down his hand and laid my pam across his forehead. There was no fever. But
then he wasn't sck. He was only running down.

| patted the old man's shoulder and stood, gesturing towards the opposite side of the room. The
landlady clumped there with me.

'How long has he been in bed? | asked.

‘Just since this afternoon,’ she said. 'He come down to my room and said he was gonna die tonight.'

| stared at her. I'd never come in contact with such athing. I'd read about it; everyone has. Anold
man or woman announcesthat, at a certain time, they'll die and, when the time comes, they do. Who
knowswhat itis, will or prescience or both. All oneknowsisthat it isastrangely awesome thing.

'Has he any relatives? | asked.



‘None | know of,' she said.

| nodded.

'Don't understand it,’ she said.

'What?

"When he first moved in about amonth ago he was dl right. Even this afternoon he didn't look sick.'

'Y ou never know," | said.

'No. You don't.' There was a haunted and uneasy flickering back deep in her eyes.

'Well, therésnothing | can do for him," | said. 'Hesnot in pain. It'sjust ametter of time.'

The landlady nodded.

'How old ishe? | asked.

'Henever said.’

I see.’ | walked back to the bed.

'l heard you,' the old man told me.

'Oh?

'Y ou want to know how old | am.’

'How old are you?

He started to answer, then began coughing dryly. | saw aglass of water on the bedside table and,
gtting, | propped the old man while he drank alittle. Then | put him down again.

'I'm one year old, he said.

It didn't regigter. | stared down at his calm face. Then, smiling nervoudy, | put the glass down on the
table.

'Y ou don't believe that," he said.

'‘Well -' | shrugged.

'It'strue enough,’ he said.

| nodded and smiled again.

'I was born on December 31, 1958," he said, ‘At midnight.’

He closed hiseyes. 'What's the use? he said, 'I've told a hundred people and none of them
understood.'

Tell meabout it,' | said.

After afew moments, he drew in breath, dowly.

'A week after | was born,' he said, 'l was walking and talking. | was eating by myself. My mother and
father couldn't believe their eyes. They took me to adoctor. | don't know what he thought but he didn't
do anything. What could he do? | wasn't sick. He sent me home with my mother and father. Precocious
growth, he said.

'In another week we were back again. | remember my mother's and father's faces when we drove
there. They were afraid of me.

"The doctor didn't know what to do. He called in specidists and they didn't know what to do. | wasa
normal four-year old boy. They kept me under observation. They wrote papers about me. | didn't see
my father and mother anymore.'

The old man stopped for amoment, then went on in the same mechanica way.

'In another week | was six," he said. 'In another week, eight. Nobody understood. They tried
everything but there was no answer. And | was ten and twelve. | was fourteen and | ran away because|
was sick of being stared at.'

Helooked &t the ceiling for dmost aminute.

'Y ou want to hear more? he asked then.

'Yes,' | said, automatically. | was amazed a how easily he spoke.

'Inthe beginning | tried to fight it, he said. 'l went to doctors and screamed at them. | told them to find
out what was wrong with me. But there wasn't anything wrong with me. | wasjust getting two years older
every week.

‘Then | got theidea.



| started alittle, twitching out of the reverie of staring at him. ‘Idea? | asked.

‘Thisis how the story got started,' the old man said.

'What story?

'‘About the old year and the new year, he said. 'The old year isan old man with abeard and a scythe.
Y ou know. And the new year isalittle baby.’

The old man stopped. Down in the street | heard atyre-screeching car turn a corner and speed past
the building.

'l think there have been men like me al through time,' the old man said. 'Men who livefor just ayear. |
don't know how it happens or why; but, once in while, it does. That's how the story got Started. After a
while, peopleforgot how it started. They think it'safable now. They think it's symbolic; but it isn't.'

The old man turned hisworn face towards thewall.

'And I'm 1959," he said, quietly. ‘That'swho | am.’

Thelandlady and | stood in silence looking down at him. Findly, | glanced at her. Abruptly, asif
caught in guilt, she turned and hurried across the floor. The door thumped shut behind her.

| looked back at the old man. Suddenly, my breath seemed to stop. | leaned over and picked up his
hand. There was no pulse. Shivering, | put down his hand and straightened up. | stood |ooking down at
him. Then, from where| don't know, achill laced up my back. Without thought, | extended my left hand
and the deeve of my coat did back across my watch.

To the second.

| drove back to Mary's house unable to get the old man's story out of my mind - or the weary
acceptancein hiseyes. | kept telling mysdlf it was only a coincidence, but | couldn't quite convince
mysdif.

Mary let mein. Theliving room was empty.

'Don't tell me the party's broken up aready? | said.

Mary smiled. 'Not broken up,’ she said, ‘Just continued at the hospital .

| stared at her, my mind swept blank. Mary took my arm.

'And you'll never guess.' she said, 'what time Ruth had the sweetest little boy.'

15 - Buried Talents

A maninawrinkled, black suit entered the fairgrounds. He wastall and lean, his skin the color of
drying legther. He wore afaded sport shirt underneath his suit coat, white with yellow stripes. His hair
was black and greasy, parted in the middle and brushed back flat on each sde. His eyes were pale blue.
Therewas no expression on hisface. It was ahundred and two degrees in the sun but he was not

persoiring.

He walked to one of the booths and stood there watching people try to toss ping-pong ballsinto
dozens of little fish bowls on atable. A fat man wearing astraw hat and waving abamboo canein his
right hand kept telling everyone how easy it was. "Try your luck!" hetold them. "Win aprizel There's
nothing to it!" He had an unlit, half-smoked cigar between hislips which he shifted from sideto sdeashe

spoke.

For awhile, thetal man in thewrinkled, black suit stood watching. Not one person managed a
ping-pong ball into afish bowl. Some of them tried to throw the ballsin. Otherstried to bounce them off
the table. None of them had any luck.

At the end of seven minutes, the man in the black suit pushed between the people until he was standing
by the booth. He took a quarter from his right hand trouser pocket and laid it on the counter. "Yes, sir!™
said thefat man. "Try your luck!" He tossed the quarter into ametal box beneath the counter. Reaching
down, he picked three grimy ping-pong balls from a basket. He clapped them on the counter and the tall



man picked them up.

"Tossabal inthefish bowl!" said thefat man. "Win aprize! Thereésnothing to it!" Sweet wastrickling
down hisflorid face. He took a quarter from ateenage boy and set three ping-pong ballsin front of him.

The man in the black suit looked at the three ping-pong balls on hisleft pam. He hefted them, hisface
immobile. The man in the straw hat turned away. He tapped at the fish bowls with his cane. He shifted
the ssump of cigar in hismouth. "Tossabdl in thefish bowl!" he said. "A prizefor everybody! Nothing to
it!"

Behind him, aping-pong ball clinked into one of the bowls. He turned and looked at the bowl. He
looked at the man in the black suit. "There you are!™ he said. "Seethat? Nothing to it! Easiest game on
thefargroundd”

Thetal man threw another ping-pong ball. It arced across the booth and landed in the same bowl. All
the other people trying missed.

"Yes, gr!" thefat man said. "A prizefor everybody! Nothing to it!" He picked up two quarters and set
Sx ping-pong bals before aman and wife.

He turned and saw the third ping-pong ball dropping into the fish bowl. It didn't touch the neck of the
bowl. It didn't bounce. It landed on the other two balls and lay there.

"See?' theman in the straw hat said. "A prize on hisvery first turn! Easiest game on the fairgrounds!™
Reaching over to a set of wooden shelves, he picked up an ashtray and set it on the counter. "Y es, Sir!
Nothing toit!" he said. Hetook aquarter from aman in overals and set three ping-pong balsin front of
him.

The man in the black suit pushed away the ashtray. He laid another quarter on the counter. Three
more ping-pong balls" he said.

Thefat man grinned. "Three more ping-pong balsitis!" he said. He reached below the counter,
picked up three more balls and set them on the counter in front of the man. "Step right up!” he said. He
caught aping-pong ball which someone had bounced off the table. He kept an eye on the tal man while
he stooped to retrieve some ping-pong balls on the ground.

The man in the black suit raised his right hand, holding one of the ping-pong balls. He threw it
overhand, hisface expressionless. The bal curved through the air and fell into the fish bowl with the other
three balls. It didn't bounce.

The man in the straw hat stood with agrunt. He dumped a handful of ping-pong ballsinto the basket
undernegth the counter. Try your luck and win aprizel" he said. "Easy aspiel" He set three ping-pong
balsinfront of aboy and took his quarter. His eyes grew narrow as he watched the tall man raise his
hand to throw the second ball. "No leaning in," hetold the man.

Theman inthe black suit glanced a him. "I'm not," he said.

Thefat man nodded. "Go ahead,” he said.

Thetall man threw the second ping-pong ball. It ssemed to float across the booth. It fdl through the
neck of the bowl and landed on top of the other four balls.



"Wait asecond,” said the fat man, holding up his hand.

The other people who were throwing stopped. The fat man leaned across the table. Sweat was
running down benegth the collar of hislong-deeved shirt. He shifted the soggy cigar in hismouth ashe
scooped the five balls from the bowl. He straightened up and looked at them. He hooked the bamboo
caneover hisleft forearm and rolled the bals between hispams.

"Okay, folkd" he said. He cleared histhroat. "Keep throwing! Win aprize!" He dropped the ballsinto
the basket underneath the counter. Taking another quarter from the man in overdls, he set three
ping-pong ballsin front of him.

The man in the black suit raised his hand and threw the sixth ball. The fat man watched it arc through
theair. It fl into the bowl hed emptied. It didn't roll around inside. It landed on the bottom, bounced
once, straight up, then lay motionless.

The fat man grabbed the ashtray, stuck it on the shelf and picked up afish bowl like the oneson the
table. It wasfilled with pink colored water and had a goldfish fluttering around init. " There you go!™ he
said. Heturned away and tapped on the empty fish bowlswith hiscane. "Step right up!” he said. "Tossa
bal inthe fish bowl! Win aprizel Therésnothing toit!"

Turning back, he saw the man in the wrinkled suit had pushed away the goldfish in the bowl and
placed another quarter on the counter. " Three more ping-pong bals," he said.

Thefat man looked a him. He shifted the damp cigar in his mouth.
"Three more ping-pong balls" thetall man said.

The man in the straw hat hesitated. Suddenly, he noticed people looking a him and, without aword,
he took the quarter and set three ping-pong balls on the counter. He turned around and tapped the fish
bowlswith his cane. " Step right up and try your luck!" he said. "Easiest game on the fairgrounds!” He
removed his straw hat and rubbed the left deeve of his shirt across hisforehead. He was amost bald.
The small amount of hair on his head was plastered to his scalp by sweat. He put his straw hat back on
and set three ping-pong balsin front of aboy. He put the quarter in the meta box undernegth the
counter.

A number of people were watching the tall man now. When he threw thefirst of the three ping-pong
balsinto the fish bowl some of them gpplauded and asmall boy cheered. The fat man watched
sugpicioudy. Hissmall eyes shifted as the man in the black suit threw his second ping-pong ball into the
fish bowl! with the other two balls. He scowled and seemed about to speak. The scatter of applause
gppeared to irritate him.

The man in thewrinkled suit tossed the third ping-pong ball. It landed on top of the other three.
Severd people cheered and dl of them clapped.

The fat man's cheeks were redder now. He put the fish bowl with the goldfish back on its shelf. He
gestured toward a higher shdlf. "What'll it be?" he asked.

Thetal man put aquarter on the counter. "Three more ping-pong balls" he said in abrisk voice. He
picked up three more ping-pong balls from the basket and rolled them between his pams.



"Dont give him the bad ones now," someone said in amocking voice.

"No bad oned" the fat man said. "They're dl the same!" He set the balls on the counter and picked up
the quarter. He tossed it into the metal box underneath the counter. The man in the black suit raised his
hand.

"Wait asecond,” the fat man said. He turned and reached across the table. Picking up the fish bowl,
he turned it over and dumped the four ping-pong balsinto the basket. He seemed to hesitate before he
put the empty fish bowl back in place.

Nobody e se was throwing now. They watched the tall man curioudly as heraised his hand and threw
thefirgt of histhree ping-pong bals. It curved through the air and landed in the same fish bowl, dropping
straight down through the neck. It bounced once, then was till. The people cheered and applauded. The
fat man rubbed hisleft hand across his eyebrows and flicked the sweet from hisfingertipswith an angry
gediure.

The man in the black suit threw his second ping-pong ball. 1t landed on the same fish bowl.

"Holdit," said thefat man.

Thetal man looked at him.

"What are you doing?" the fat man asked.

"Throwing ping-pong bals" thetal man answered. Everybody laughed. The fat man'sface got redder.
"I know that!" he said.

"It'sdone with mirrors," someone said and everybody laughed again.

"Funny,” said the fat man. He shifted the wet cigar in his mouth and gestured curtly. "Go on," he said.

Thetal man in the black suit raised his hand and threw the third ping-pong bdll. It arced acrossthe
booth asthough it were being carried by an invisible hand. It landed in the fish bowl on top of the other
two balls. Everybody cheered and clapped their hands.

The fat man in the straw hat grabbed a casserole dish and dumped it on the counter. The manin the
black suit didn't ook at it. He put another quarter down. "Three more ping-pong balls," he said.

The fat man turned away from him. " Step right up and win aprize!" he cdled. "Toss aping-pong
ball-1"

The noise of disgpprova everybody made drowned him out. He turned back, bristling. "Four rounds
to acustomer!" he shouted.

"Where doesit say that?' someone asked.

"That'sthe rulel" the fat man said. He turned his back on the man and tapped the fish bowlswith his
cane. "Step right up and win aprizel” he said.

"l came here yesterday and played five rounds!" aman said loudly.



"That's because you didn't win!" ateenage boy replied. Most of the people laughed and clapped but
some of them booed. "Let him play!" aman's voice ordered. Everybody took it up immediately. "Let him
play! they demanded.

The man in the straw hat swalowed nervoudy. He looked around, atruculent expression on hisface.
Suddenly, hethrew hishands up. "All right!" he said. "Don't get so excited!" He glared at thetall man as
he picked up the quarter. Bending over, he grabbed three ping-pong bals and dammed them on the
counter. He leaned in close to the man and muitered, "If you're pulling something fast, you'd better cut it
out. Thisisan honest game."

Thetal man stared a him. Hisface was blank. His eyes|ooked very palein the leathery tan of his
face. "What do you mean?' he asked.

"No one can throw thai many ballsin succession into those bowls,” the fat man said.
The man in the black suit looked at him without expression. "'l can,” he said.

Thefat man felt acoldness on his body. Stepping back, he watched the tall man throw the ping-pong
balls. Aseach of them landed in the same fish bowl, the people cheered and clapped their hands.

The fat man took a set of steak knivesfrom the top prize shelf and set it on the counter. He turned
away quickly. "Step right up!" he said. "Tossabal in the fish bowl! Win aprizel" Hisvoice was
trembling.

"Hewantsto play again,” somebody said.

The man in the straw hat turned around. He saw the quarter on the counter in front of thetal man. "No
more prizes," he said.

Theman in the black suit pointed at the items on top of the wooden shelves-afour-dice eectric
toaster, ashort waveradio, adrill set and a portable typewriter. "What about them?" he asked.

The fat man cleared histhroat. "They're only for display,” he said. Helooked around for help.
"Where does it say that?' someone demanded.

"That'swhat they are, so just take my word for it!" the man in the straw hat said. His face was dripping
with swest.

"I'll play for them," thetall man said.
"Now look!" Thefat man'sface wasvery red. "They're only for display, | said! Now get the hell-!"

He broke off with awheezing gasp and staggered back against the table, dropping his cane. The faces
of the people siwvam before his eyes. He heard their angry voices as though from a distance. He saw the
blurred figure of the man in the black suit turn away and push through the crowd. He straightened up and
blinked his eyes. The steak knives were gone.

Almost everybody |eft the booth. A few of them remained. The fat man tried to ignore their threatening
grumbles. He picked a quarter off the counter and set three ping-pong bdlsin front of aboy. "Try your
luck,” he said. His voice was faint. He tossed the quarter into the metal box undernesth the counter. He



leaned againgt a corner post and pressed both hands againgt his scomach. The cigar fell out of his mouth.
"God," hesad.

It felt asthough he was bleeding inside.

16 - Saughter House

| submit for your consideration, the following manuscript which was mailed to this office some
weeks ago. It is presented with neither evidence nor judgment asto its validity. This
determination isfor the reader to make.

Samued D. Machildon, Associate Secretary, Rand Society for Psychical Research

This occurred many years ago. My brother Saul and | had taken afancy to the old, tenantless
Slaughter House. Since we were boys the yellow-edged pronouncement-FOR SALE- had hung
lopsided in the grimy front window. We had vowed with boyish ambition that, when we were old
enough, the Sgn must come down.

When we had attained our manhood, this aspiration somehow remained. We had ataste for the
Victorian, Saul and I. His painting was akin to that roseate and buxom transcription of nature so
endeared by the nineteenth century artists. And my writing, though far from satisfactory redlization, bore
the definite slamp of prolixity, was marked by that meticul ous sweep of ornate phrase which the
modernists decry as dullnessand artifice.

Thus, for the headquarters of our artistic labours, what better retreat than the Slaughter House, that
structure which matched in cornice and frieze our intimate partidities? None, we decided, and acted
readily on that decision.

The yearly endowment arranged by our deceased parents, abeit meager, we knew to suffice, sncethe
house wasin gross need of repair and, moreover, without el ectricity.

Therewas aso, if hardly credited by us, arumour of ghosts. Neighbourhood children quite excelled
each other in relating the harrowing experiences they had undergone with various of the more eminent
spectres. We smiled at their clever fancies, never once losing the conviction that purchase of the house
would bewhally practica and satisfactory.

Thered edtate office bumbled with financial delight the day we took off their hands what they had long
considered alost cause, having even gone so far asto remove the house from their listings. Convenient
arrangements were readily fashioned and, in amatter of hours, we had moved dl belongings from our
uncommodiousflat to our new, relatively large house.

Severd dayswere then spent in the most necessary task of cleaning. This presented itself asfar more
difficult aproject than first anticipated. Dust lay heavy throughout the halls and rooms. Our energetic
dusting would send clouds of it billowing expansvely, filling the air with powdery ghosts of dirt. We noted
in respect to that observation that many aspectra vison might thus be made explicable if the proper time
were utilized in experiment.

In addition to dust on dl places of lodgement, there was thick grime on glass surfaces ranging from
downstairs windows to silver scratched mirrorsin the upstairs bath. There were loose banistersto repair,
door locksto recondition, yards of thick rugging out of whose mat to beat decades of dust, and a
multitude of other choreslarge and small to be performed before the house could be deemed liveable.

Y et, even with grime and age admitted, that we had come by an obvious bargain was beyond dispute.
The house was completely furnished, moreover furnished in the delightful mode of the early 1900s. Saul
and | were thoroughly enchanted. Dusted, aired, scrubbed from top to bottom, the house proved indeed
afascinating purchase. The dark luxurious drapes, the patterned rugs, the graceful furniture, the yelow
keyed spinet; everything was complete to the last detail, that detail being the portrait of arather lovely



young woman which hung above theliving room mantel.

When first we came upon it, Saul and | stood speechless beforeits artistic quality. Saul then spoke of
the painter's technique and finaly, in rapt adulation, discussed with methe various possibilities asto the
identity of the modd!.

It was our final conjecture that she was the daughter or wife of the former tenant, whoever he had
been, beyond having the name of Saughter.

Severd weeks passed by. Initia delight was daked by full-time occupancy and intense cregtive effort.

Werose a nine, had our breskfast in the dining room, then proceeded to our work, | in my deeping
chamber, Saul in the solarium, which we had been able to improviseinto asmal studio. Eachin our
places, the morning passed quietly and effectively. We lunched at one, asmal but nourishing med and
then resumed work for the afternoon.

We discontinued our labours about four to have teaand quiet conversation in our elegant front room.
By thishour it wastoo late to go on with our work, since darkness would be commencing its surrounding
pal onthe city. We had chosen not to install eectricity both for reasons of monetary prudence and the
less sordid one of pure aesthetics.

Wewould nat, for the world, have distorted the gentle charm of the house by the addition of blatant,
derile dectric light. Indeed we preferred the flickering silence of candidight in which to play our nightly
game of chess. We needed no usurping of our silence by noxious radio Heeting's, we ate our bakery
bread unsinged and found our wine quite adequately cooled from the old icebox. Saul enjoyed the sense
of living in the past and so did |. We asked ho more.

But then began the little things, the intangible things, the things without reason.

Waking on the gairs, in the halway, through the rooms, Saul or I, singly or together, would stop and
receive the srangest impulsein our minds; of fleeting moment yet quite definite while existent.

Itisdifficult to expressthe feding with adequate clarity. It was asif we heard something dthough there
was no sound, as though we saw something when there was nothing before the eye. A sense of shifting
presence, delicate and tenuous, hidden from al physical senses and yet, somehow, perceived.

Therewas no explaining it. In point of fact we never spoke of it together. It was too nebulous afedling
to discuss, incapable of being materiaized into words. Restless though it made us, there was no mutual
comparison of sensation nor could there be. Even the most abstract of thought formation could not
approach what we were experiencing.

Sometimes | would come upon Saul casting a hurried glance over his shoulder, or surreptitioudy
reaching out to stroke empty air as though he expected hisfingersto touch someinvisible entity.
Sometimes he would catch me doing the same. On occasion we would smile awkwardly, both of us
gppreciating the moment without words.

But our smiles soon faded. | dmost think we were afraid to deride this unknown aegisfor fear that it
might prove itsdlf actud. Not that my brother or | were superdtitiousin the least degree. The very fact
that we purchased the house without paying the dightest feasance to the old wives tales about its
supposed anathema seems to belie the suggestion that we were, in any manner, inclined toward mystic
apprehensions. Y et the house did seem, beyond question, to possess some strange potency.

Often, late a night, | would lie awake, knowing somehow that Saul was aso awake in hisroom and
that we both were listening and waiting, conscioudly certain about our expectation of some unknown
arrival which was soon to be effected.

And effected it was.

It was perhaps amonth and a hdf after we had moved into Slaughter House that the first hint was
shown asto the house's occupants other than ourselves.

| wasin the narrow kitchen cooking supper on the smal gas stove. Saul wasin the dining alcove
arranging the table for supper. He had spread awhite cloth over the dark, glossy mahogany and, on it,
placed two plates with attendant silver. A candelabrum of six candles glowed in the center of thetable



casting shadows over the snowy cloth.

Saul was about to place the cups and saucers beside the plates as | turned back to the stove. | twisted
the knob atrifle to lower the flame under the chops. Then, as| began to open theicebox to get the wine,
| heard Saul gasp loudly and, something thumped on the dining-room rug. | whirled and hurried out of the
kitchen asfast as| could.

One of the cups had falen to the floor, its handle snapping off. | hurriedly picked it up, my eyeson
Saul.

He was standing with his back to the living room archway, his right hand pressed to his cheek, alook
of gpeechless shock contorting his handsome features.

"What isit?' | asked, placing the cup on thetable.

He looked a me without answering and | noticed how his dender fingers trembled on hiswhitening
cheek.

"Saul, what isit?"

"A hand,” hesaid. "A hand. It touched my cheek."

| believe my mouth fell openin surprise. | had, deep within the inner passages of my mind, been
expecting something like thisto happen. So had Saul. Y et now that it had, anatural sense of oppressive
impact was on both of our shoulders.

We stood there in sllence. How can | express my fedling at that moment? It was as though something
tangible, atide of choking air, crept over us like some shapeless, |ethargic serpent. | noticed how Saul's
chest moved in convulsive leaps and depressions and my own mouth hung open as | gasped for breeth.

Then, in an added moment, the breathl ess vacuum was gone, the mindless dread dissolved. | managed
to speak, trusting to break this awesome spell with words.

"Areyou sure?' | asked.

His dender throat contracted. He forced asmileto hislips, asmile more frightened than pleasant.

"l hope not," hereplied.

Hereinforced his smile with some effort.

"Canitredly be?' hewent on, hisjovidity faling noticesbly.

"Can it redlly be that we've been duped into buying oursalves a haunted house?"

| maintained an effort to join in with his spirit of artificia gusto for the sake of our own minds. But it
could not long last nor did | fed any abiding comfort in Saul's feigned composure. We were both
exceptiondly hypersengtive, had been ever since our births, mine some twenty-seven years before, his
twenty-five. We both felt this bodiless premonition degp in our senses.

We spoke no more of it, whether from distaste or foreboding | cannot say. Following our unenjoyable
mesdl, we spent the remainder of the evening at pitifully conducted card games. | suggested, in one
unguarded moment of fear, that it might be worth our consideration to have dectrica outletsingaledin
the house.

Saul scoffed at my gpparent submission and seemed alittle more content to retain the relative dimness
of candlelight than the occurrence before dinner would have seemed to make possiblein him.
Notwithstanding that, | made no issue of it.

We retired to our rooms quite early as we usually do. Before we separated, however, Saul said
something quite odd to my way of thinking. He was standing at the head of the stairs looking down, | was
about to open the door to my room.

"Doesnt it al seem familiar?' he asked.

| turned to face him, hardly knowing what he was talking about.

"Familiar?' | asked of him.

"I mean," hetried to clarify, "as though we'd been here before. No, more than just been here. Actudly
lived here”

| looked at him with adisturbing sense of alarm gnawing a my mind. Helowered hiseyeswith a
nervous smile as though he'd said something he was just redlizing he should not have said. He stepped off
quickly for hisroom, muttering amost uncordia good night to me.



| then retired to my own room, wondering about the unusua restlessness which had seemed to
possess Saul throughout the evening manifesting itsaf not only in hiswords but in hisimpatient card play,
hisfidgety pose on the chair upon which he s, the agitated flexing of hisfingers, theroving of his
beautiful dark eyes about the living room. Asthough he were looking for something.

In my room, | disrobed, effected my toilet and was soon in bed. | had lain there about an hour when |
felt the house shake momentarily and the air seemed abruptly permeated with aweird, discordant
humming that made my brain throb.

| pressed my hands over my ears and then seemed to wake up, my ears ill covered. The house was
gill. I was not at dl surethat it had not been adream. It might have been aheavy truck passing the
house, thus setting the dream into motion in my upset mind. | had no way of being absolutely certain.

| sat up and listened. For long minutes | sat stock still on my bed and tried to hear if there were any
soundsin the house. A burglar perhaps or Saul prowling about in quest of amidnight snack. But there
was nothing. Once, whilel glanced at the window, | thought | saw, out of the corner of my eye, a
momentary glare of bluish light shining underneath my door.

But, when | quickly turned my head, my eyes saw only the deepest of blackness and, at length, | sank
back on my pillow and fel into afitful deep.

The next day was Sunday. Frequent wakings during the night and light, troubled deep had exhausted
me. | remained in bed until ten-thirty although it was my generd habit to rise promptly at nine each day, a
habit | had acquired when quite young.

| dressed hastily and walked acrossthe hal, but Saul was dready up. | fet adight vexation that he
had not comein to speak to me as he sometimes did nor even looked into tell meit was past rising time,

| found himin the living room eating breakfast from asmal table he had placed in front of the
mantel piece. He was Sitting in a chair that faced the portrait.

His head moved around quickly as| camein. He appeared nervousto me.

"Good morning,” he said.

"Why didn't you wake me up?' | said. "Y ou know | never deep thislate."

"| thought you weretired,” he said. "What difference does it make?'

| sat down across from him, fedling rather peevish as| took awarm biscuit from beneath the napkin
and broke it open.

"Did you notice the house shaking last night?" | asked.

“No. Didit?'

I made no reply to the flippant air of his counter-question. | took abite from my biscuit and put it
down.

"Coffee?' he said. | nodded curtly and he poured me a cup, apparently obliviousto my pique.

| looked around the table.

"Whereisthe sugar?' | asked.

"l never useit," he answered. "Y ou know that."

"l useit," | said.

"Widl, you weren't up, John," he replied with an antiseptic smile.

| rose abruptly and went into the kitchen. | opened up one side of the cabinet and retrieved the sugar
bowl with irritable fingers.

Then, as | passed it, about to leave the room, | tried to open the other side of the cabinet. It would not
open. The door had been stuck quite fast since we moved in. Saul and | had decided in facetious keeping
with neighbourhood tradition that the cabinet contained shelf upon shelf of dehydrated ghosts.

At the moment, however, | wasin little humour for droll fancies. | pulled at the door knob with risng
anger. That | should suddenly insist on that moment to open the cabinet only reflected theill-temper
Saul's neglect could so easily createin me. | put down the sugar bowl and placed both hands on the
knob.



"What on earth are you doing?" | heard Saul ask from the front room.

I made no answer to his question but pulled harder on the cabinet knob. But it was asif the door were
imbedded solidly into theframe and | could not loosen it the least fraction of aninch.

"What were you doing?' Saul asked as| sat down.

"Nothing," | said and the matter ended. | sat eating with little if any appetite. | do not know whether |
felt more anger than hurt. Perhapsit was more a sense of injury since Saul isusuadly keenly sengitiveto
my responses, but that day he seemed not the dightest particle receptive. And it wasthat blase
dispas-sonin him, so different from hisusua disposition, that had so thoroughly upset me.

Once, during the medl, | glanced up at him to discover that his eyes were directed over my shoulder,
focusing on something behind me. It caused adigtinct chill to excite itself across my back.

"What are you looking at?' | asked of him.

His eyesrefocused themsalves on me and the dight smile he held was erased from hislips.

"Nothing," hereplied.

Nonetheless | twisted about in my chair to look. But there was only the portrait over the mantel and
nothing more.

"The portrait?' | asked.

He made no answer but stirred his coffee with deceptive composure.

| said, "Saul, I'm talking to you."

His dark eyes on me were mockingly cold. Asthough they meant to say, Well, so you are but that is
hardly aconcern of mine, isit?

When he would not speak | chose to attempt an dleviation of thisinexplicable tenson which had risen
between us. | put down my cup.

"Did you deepwell?' | asked.

His gaze moved up to me quickly, amogt, | could not avoid the redlization, amost suspicioudy.

"Why do you ask?" he spoke distrustingly.

"Isit such an odd question?’

Again he made no reply. Instead he patted histhin lipswith his napkin and pushed back hischair as
thoughto leave.

"Excuse me," he muttered, more from habit than politeness, | sensed.

"Why are you being so mysterious?"' | asked with genuine concern.

He was on hisfest, ready to move away, hisface virtudly blank.

"I'mnot,” hesad. "Y ou'reimagining things.”

| smply could not understand this sudden dteration in him nor relate it to any equivalent cause. | sared
increduloudy a him as he turned away and began walking toward the hallway with short, impatient steps.

Heturned left to pass through the archway and | heard his quick feet jumping up the carpeted steps. |
sat there unable to move, looking at the spot from which he had just disappeared.

It was only after along whilethat | turned once more to examine the portrait more carefully.

There seemed nothing unusua about it. My eyes, moved over the well-formed shouldersto the
dender, white throat, the chin, the cupid-bowed red lips, the delicately upturned nose, the frank green
eyes. | had to shake my head. It was only the portrait of awoman and no more. How could this affect
any man of sense? How could it affect Saul?

| could not finish my coffee but let it stand cold on thetable. | rose, pushed back my chair and started
updtairs. | went directly to my brother's room and turned the knob to enter, then felt agtiffening in my
body as| redlized he had locked himsdlf in. | turned away from his door, tight-lipped and thoroughly
annoyed, disturbed beyond control.

Asl sat in my room most of the day, sporadicaly reading, | listened for hisfootstepsin thehal. | tried
to reason out the Situation in my mind, to resolve this alien transformation in his attitude towards me.

But there seemed no resolution save that of assuming headache, imperfect deep or other equally
dissatisfying explanations. They served not at dl to decipher his uneasiness, the foreign way in which his
eyeregarded me, his marked disinclination to spesk civilly.



It wasthen, againgt my will | must state clearly, that | began to suspect other than ordinary causes and
to yield amomentary credenceto loca accounts of the house in which we lived. We had not spoken of
that hand he had felt, but was it because we believed it was imagination or because we knew it wasn't?

Once during the afternoon, | stood in the halway with closed eyes, listening intently asthough | meant
to capture some particular sound and ferret it out. In the deep quiet | stood wavering back and forth on
thefloor, the very tillnessringing in my ears.

| heard nothing. And the day passed with dow, lonely hours. Saul and | had a morose supper together
during which he rgjected al extended conversation and multiple offers of card games and chess during
the later evening.

After he had finished hismed, he returned immediately to hisroom and I, after washing the dishes,
returned to mine and soon retired.

The dream returned again, yet not in certainty adream, | thought lying therein the early morning. And
had it not been adream only a hundred trucks could have made such a vibration as that which shook the
housein my fancy. And the light which shone beneath the door wastoo bright for candldlight, aglaring
blue lucency of illumination. And the footsteps | heard were very audible. Were they only in my dream
however? | could not be sure.

v

It was nearly nine-thirty before | rose and dressed, strongly irritated that my work schedule was being
thus dtered by concern. | completed my toilet quickly and went out into the hall, anxiousto lose mysdlf in
occupation.

Then, as| looked automaticaly toward Saul's room | noticed that the door was dightly gar. |
immediately assumed he was aready up and at work above in the solarium, so | did not stop to see.
Instead, | hurried downstairs to make myself a hasty breskfast, noticing as | entered the kitchen that the
roomwasjust as| had left it the night before.

After amoderate breskfast | went upstairs again and entered Saul's room.

It was with some congternation that | found him gtill on hisbed. | say "on" rather than "in" sincethe
blankets and sheets had been, and violently s, it gppeared, thrown aside and were hanging downin
twisted swirls upon the wooden floor.

Saul lay on the bottom shest, clad only in apyjamatrousers, his chest, shoulders and face dewed with
tiny drops of perspiration.

| bent over and shook him once, but he only mumbled in deep-ridden lethargy. | shook him again with
hardened fingers and herolled over angrily.

"Leavemeaone," he spokein thickened irritability. ™Y ou know I've been..."

He stopped, as though, once more, he was about to speak of something he should not.

"Youve beenwha?' | inquired, feding arising heat of aggravation in my system.

He said nothing but lay there on his ssomach, hisface buried in the white pillow.

| reached down and shook him again by the shoulder, thistime more violently. At this he pushed up
abruptly and amost screamed at me.

"Get out of herel”

"Areyou going to paint?' | asked shaking nervoudly.

Herolled on his side and squirmed alittle, preparatory to deeping again. | turned away with aharsh
breath of anger.

"Y ou make your own breskfast,” | said, feding yet more fury a the senselessimport of my words. As
| pulled shut the door in leaving | thought | heard Saul laughing.

| went back to my room and started to work on my play though hardly with success. My brain could
not grasp concentration. All | could think of was the uncommon way in which my plessant life had been
usurped.

Saul and I had dways been exceptionaly close to one another. Our lives had always been inseparable,
our planswere dways mutud plans, our affectionsinvariably directed primarily upon each other. Thishad



been so since our boyhood when in grade school other children laughingly called us The Twinsin
contraction of our fuller title-The Siamese Twins. And, even though | had been two years ahead of Saul
in school we were always together, choosing our friends with aregard to each other'stastes and
digtasgtes, living, in short, with and for each other.

Now this; thisenraging schismin our reationship. This harsh severance of comradely association, this
abrupt, painful transmutation from intimacy to calous inattention.

The change was of such agravity to methat amost immediately | began to look for the most grave of
causes. And, athough the implied solution seemed at the very least tenuous, | could not help but entertain
it willingly. And, once more entertained, | could not remove mysdf from the notion.

In the quiet of my room, | pondered of ghodts.

Wasit then possible that the house was haunted? Hagtily | mulled over the variousimplications, the
variousintimations that the theory was verifigble.

Excluding the possibility that they were dream content, there were the heaving vibrations and the
weird, high-pitched humming which had assailed my brain. There wasthe eerie bluelight | had dreamed
or actually seen beneath my door. And, finaly, the most damning of evidence, there was Saul's statement
that he had felt ahand on his cheek. A cold, damp hand!

Y et, despite dl, it isadifficult thing to admit the existence of ghostsin acoldly factua world. One's
very inginctsrebd a the admission of such maddening possibility. For, oncetheinitia stepismadeinto
the supernaturd, there is no turning back, no knowing where the strange road |eads except that it is quite
unknown and quiteterrible.

So actual were the premonitions | began to fed that | put aside my unused writing tablet and pen and
rushed into the hall and to Saul's room as though something were awry there,

The ludicrous, unexpected sound of his snoring set me momentarily at ease. But my smilewas
short-lived, vanishing ingtantly when | saw the half-empty liquor bottle on hisbedsdetable.

The shock of it made my flesh grow cold. And the thought came-he is corrupted, although | had no
knowledge of its source.

As| stood there above his spread-eagled form, he groaned once and turned on his back. He had
dressed, but his dept-in attire was now dishevelled and crumpled. Hisface, | noted, was unshaven and
extremely haggard and the bloodshot gaze he directed at me was that of one stranger to another.

"What do you want?' he asked in hoarse, unnatural tones.

"Areyou out of your mind?' | said. "What in God's name...?"

"Get out of here," he said again to me, hisbrother.

| stared at hisface and, dthough | knew it could be only the result of drink distorting his unshaven
features, | could not dispel the apprehension that he was, somehow, coarse, and a shudder of strange
revulson ran through me.

| was about to take the bottle away from him when he swung at me, awildly inaccurate flinging of the
arm, his sense of direction blunted by a drink-thickened brain.

"l said, get out of herel" he shouted in afury, streaks of mottled red legping into his cheeks.

| backed away, dmost in fright, then turned on my hedl and hurried into the hal, trembling with the
shock of my brother's unnatural behaviour. | stood outside his door for along time, listening to him toss
restlesdy on hisbed, groaning. And | felt closeto tears.

Then, without thought, | descended the darkening stairway, moved across the living room and dining
acove and entered the smdll kitchen. There, inthe black silence, | held doft a spluttering match and then
lit the heavy candle | retrieved from the stove.

My footsteps, as | moved about the kitchen, seemed oddly muffled, asthough | were hearing them
through thick, cotton padding in my ears. And | began to get the most incongruous sensation that the very
dlence was drumming roughly in my ears.

Asl| passed the left hand side of the cabinet | found mysdlf swaying heavily asthough the dead,
motionless air had suddenly become mobile and were buffeting me about. The silence was aroaring now
and, suddenly, I clutched out for support and my twitching fingers knocked a dish onto thetile floor.



A positive shudder ran through me then because the sound of the breaking dish had been hollow and
unred, the sound of something greetly distant. If | had not seen the porcelain fragments lying on the dark
tilel might have sworn the dish had not shattered &t al.

With a sense of mounting restlessness | pushed my index fingersinto my ears and twisted them around
asif to ease what seemed an obstruction. Then | clenched my fist and struck the fastened cabinet door,
amost desperate for the comfort of logical sound. But no matter how strong my blows, the sound came
to my ears no louder than that of someone far away knocking at some door.

I turned hatily to the smal icebox, very anxious now to make my sandwiches and coffee and be out
of there, up in my room once more.

| put the bread on atray, poured a cupful of the steaming black coffee and put the coffee pot down on
its burner again. Then, with distinct trepidation, | bent over and blew out the candle.

The dining acove and living room were oppressively dark now. My heart began to thud heavily as|
moved acrossthe rug, my footsteps muffled as| walked. | held thetray in tiff, unfedling fingers, my gaze
directed straight ahead. As| moved, my breeth grew more harsh, bursting from my nostrilsas| held my
lips pressed tightly together lest they begin shaking with fright.

The blackness and the dead, utter silence seemed to crush in on melike solid walls. | held my throat
gtiff, my every muscle suspended by will for fear that relaxation would cause me to shake without control.

Hafway tothehdl | heardit.

A soft, bubbling laughter which seemed to permeate the room like acloud of sound.

A swamping wave of coldness covered my body and my footsteps hated abruptly as my legsand
body diffened.

The laughter did not cease. It continued, moving about me asif someone-or some thing-circled me on
soundlesstread, its eyes dways on me. | began to tremble and, in the stillness, | could hear the rattling of
the cup on my tray.

Then, suddenly, adamp, cold hand pressed against my cheek!

With aterrified howl of fear, | dropped the tray and ran wildly into the hal and up the Sairs, my
weakening legs propelling me forward in the blackness. As| ran there was another gush of liquid laughter
behind me, likeathintral of icy ar inthe illness.

I locked the door to my room and hurled mysalf on the bed, pulling the bedspread over mysdlf with
shaking fingers. My eyestightly shut, | lay there with heart pounding againgt the mattress, And, in my
mind, the hideous cognition that al my fears were justified was a knife stabbing a delicate tissues.

It wasadll true.

Asactudly asif aliving human hand had touched me, | had felt that cold and soggy hand on my cheek.
But what living person was down there in the darkness?

For ashort time | belied to tell mysdlf it had been Saul executing acrudl and viciousjoke. But | knew
it had not been, for | would have heard hisfootsteps and | had heard none, either before or now.

The clock was chiming ten when | was &t |ast able to summon the courage to throw off the spread,
scrabble for the box of matches on my bedside table and light the candle.

At firg the guttering light assuaged fear dightly. But then | saw how littleit illuminated the silent
darkness and | avoided, with a shudder, the sight of huge and shapelesswalls. | cursed the old house for
itslack of eectricity. Fear might be eased in blazing lamplight. Asit was, theimperfect flickering of that
tiny flame did nothing to dlay my fears.

| wanted to go acrossthe hall and seeif Saul weredl right. But | was afraid to open my door,
imagining hideous agpparitions lurking there in the blackness, hearing once morein my mind the ugly,
viscid laughter. | hoped that Saul was so hopelesdy under acohoalic influence that nothing short of an
earthquake could awaken him.

And, though | yearned to be near him even if he were tresting me faithlessly, | felt no courage
whatsoever. And, quickly undressing, | hastened to my bed and buried my head benegath the blankets

again.



Vv

| woke suddenly, shivering and afraid. The bedclothes were gone from my body, the black silence as
awful asit had been earlier inthe night.

| reached for the blankets anxioudly, my fingers groping for them. They had falen from the edge of the
bed. | rolled on my side hurriedly and reached down, my fingers recoiling asthey camein contact with
theicy floorboards.

Then, as| reached for the blankets, | saw the light beneath the door.

It remained in sight only the fragment of asecond but | knew | had seenit. And, asit passed abruptly
from my eyes, the throbbing began. My room seemed filled with the humming pulsations. | could fed the
bed shaking beneath me and my skin growing taut and frigid; my teeth chattering together.

Then the light appeared again and | heard the sound of bare feet and knew it was Saul walking in the
night.

Driven more by fear for his safety than by courage, | threw my legs over the side of the bed and
padded to the door, shuddering at the iciness of the flooring beneath my soles.

Sowly | opened the door, my body held tight in anticipation of what | might see.

But the hall was pitch black and | walked out and over to the door of Saul'sroom, listening to seeif |
could hear the sound of his bresthing. But before | could judge anything, the hall below was suddenly
illumined with that unearthly blue glow and | turned and rushed, again ingtinctively, to the head of the
gairs and stood there clutching the old banister, staring down.

Below, an auraof intense brilliant blue light was passing through the hall moving in the direction of the
living room.

My heart legped! Saul wasfollowing it, arms ahead of him in the familiar pose of the somnambulist, his
eyes saring ahead and glittering in the shapel ess blue effulgence.

| tried to call his name but found that my voice could make no utterance. | tried to move for the Sairs
to wrest my Saul away from thisterror. But awall, invisible in the blackness, held me back. It grew close
and airless. | struggled violently but it wasto no avail. My muscles were strengthless against the horrible,
impossible power that clutched me.

Then, suddenly, my nostrils and brain were assaulted by a pungent, sickly odour that made my senses
red. My throat and stomach burned with amost tangible fire. The darkness grew more intense. It seemed
to cling to me like hot, black mud, congtricting my chest so that | could hardly bregthe. It waslike being
buried divein ablack oven, my body bound and rebound with heavy grave wrappings. | trembled,
sobbing and ineffectud.

Then, abruptly, it al passed and | stood there in the cold hallway soaked with perspiration, weak from
my frantic efforts. | tried to move but could nat, tried to remember Saul, but was incapable of preventing
the thought of him from dipping from my numbed brain. | shivered and turned to go back to my room
but, at thefirst step, my legs buckled and | pitched forward heavily on thefloor. Theicy surface of it
pressed againgt my flesh and, my body wracked by shivering, | lost consciousness.

When my eyes opened again | till lay crumpled on the cold floor.

| roseto agitting position, the hall before my eyeswavering in aternate tides of light and darkness. My
chest fdt tight and aremorseless chill gripped my body. | pulled mysdlf up to a bent-over stance and
staggered to Saul'sroom, a cough burning in my throat as | stumbled across the floor and against his bed.

He was there and looked emaciated. He was unshaved and the dark wiry beard on his skin seemed
like some repugnant growth. His mouth was open and emitting sounds of exhausted dumber and his
smooth, white chest rose and fell with shallow' movements.

He made no motion as | tugged weakly at his shoulder. | spoke his name and was shocked at the
hoarse, grating sound of my own voice. | spokeit again, and he stirred with a grumble and opened one
eyetolook at me.

"I'msick,” | muttered, "Saul, I'm sick.”

Herolled on one side, turning on his back to me. A sob of anguish tore at my throat.



"Saul!”

He seemed to snap his body around insanely then, his hands clenched into bony, whitefists at his
Sdes.

"Get out of here!" he screamed. "Leave meadoneor I'll kill you!™

The body-shaking impact of hiswords drove me back from the bed to where | stood dumbly staring
at him, bresth stabbing at my throat. | saw him toss his body back over asif he wanted to break it. And |
heard him muitter to himself miserably, "Why does the day have to last so long?"

A gpasm of coughing struck me then and, my chest aching with fiery pains, | struggled back to my own
room and got into bed with the movements of an old man. | fell back on the pillow and pulled up the
blankets, then lay there shivering and helpless.

Therel dept al day in spasmodic periods offset by waking moments of extreme pain. | was unableto
riseto get mysdf food or water. All | could do was lie there, shaking and weeping. | felt beaten as much
by Saul's crudty to me as by the physica suffering. And the painin my body was extremey severe. So
much so that during one seizure of coughing it was so awful | began to cry like achild, hitting the mattress
with week, ineffective fisgs and kicking my legsdelirioudy.

Y et, even then, | think | wept for more than the pain. | wept for my only brother who loved me not.

It seemed that night came more swiftly than | had ever seen it come before. | lay alone in the darkness
praying through mute lips that no harm should cometo him.

| dept awhile and then, abruptly, | was avake, staring at the light beneeth the door, hearing the
high-pitched humming in my ears. And | redized in that moment that Saul <till loved me but that the house
had corrupted hislove.

And from this knowledge came resolution, from despair | gained amazing heart. | struggled to my feet
and swayed there dizzily until the streaks before my eyes dispersed. Then | put on my robe and dippers,
went to the door and threw it open.

What made things happen asthey did | cannot say. Perhapsit was my fedling of courage that caused
the black obstruction in the hal to melt before me. The house was trembling with the vibrations and the
humming. Y et they seemed to lessen as| moved down the stairway and, al of a sudden, the blue light
vanished from theliving room and | heard loud and furious rumblingsthere.

When | entered, theroom wasinitsusua order. A candle was burning on the mantel. But my eyes
were riveted to the center of thefloor.

Saul stood there, half naked and motionless, his body poised as though he were dancing, his eyes
fastened to the portrait.

| spoke his name sharply. His eyes blinked and, dowly, his head turned to me. He didn't seemto
comprehend my presence there for, suddenly, his glance flew about the room and he cried out in
despairing tones:

"Come back! Come back!"

| called his name again and he stopped |ooking around but directed his gaze a me. His face was gaunt
and cruely lined in the flickering candldight. It was the face of alunatic. He gnashed histeeth together
and started to move toward me.

"I'll kill you," he muttered in liquid tones. "I'll kill you."

| backed away.

"Saul, you're out of your mind. Y ou dont..."

| could say no morefor he rushed a me, his hands extended asif he would clutch at my throat. | tried
to step aside but he grabbed hold of my robe and pulled me against him.

We began to struggle, | begging him to throw off thisterrible spell he was under, he panting and
gnashing histeeth. My head was being shaken from sideto side and | saw our monstrous shadows
heaving onthewadls.

Saul's grip was not hisown. | have aways been stronger than he but, at that moment, his hands
seemed like cold iron. | began to choke and his face blurred before my eyes. | lost balance and we both
fdll heavily to thefloor. | felt the prickly rug against my cheek, his cold handstightening on my throat.



Then my hand camein contact with something cold and hard. It wasthe tray | had dropped the night
before, | realized. | gripped it and, redlizing that he was out of hismind and meant to kill me, | picked it
up and droveit across his head with dl the power | had remaining.

It was aheavy metal tray and Saul sank to the floor asif struck dead, his hands dipping from my
bruised throat. | struggled up, gasping for breath, and looked at him.

Blood was running from a deep gash in his forehead where the edge of the tray had struck.

"Saul!" | screamed, horrified at what I'd done.

Frantically | legped up and rushed to the front door. As| flung it open | saw aman waking by inthe
dreet. | ran to the porch railing and caled to him.

"Help!" | cried. "Cdl an ambulance!”

The man lurched and looked over a mewith startled fright.

"For God's sake!" | beseeched him. "My brother has struck his head! Please call an ambulance!™

For along moment he stared a me, open-mouthed, then broke into a nervousflight up the street. |
caled after him but he would not stop to listen. | was certain he would not do asI'd asked.

Asl| turned back, | saw my bloodlessfacein the hal mirror. and redlized with astart that | must have
frightened the wits out of the man. | felt week and afraid again, the momentary strength sapped from me.
My throat was dry and raw, my stomach on edge. | was barely able to walk back to the living room on
trembling staks of legs.

| tried to lift Saul to acouch but dead weight was too much for me and | sank to my knees beside him.
My body dumped forward and, haf crouched, half lay by the side of my brother. The harsh sound of my
breathing was the only sound | could hear. My left hand stroked Saul's hair absently and quiet tears
flowed from my eyes.

| cannot say how long | had been there when the throbbing began again; asif to show methat it hadn't
reglly gone away.

| still crouched there like adead thing, my brain dmost in coma. | could fed my heart besting like
some old clock in my chest, the dull-edged and muffled pendulum hitting againgt my ribswith alifeless
rhythm. All sound registered with smilar force, the clock on the mantel, my heart and the endless
throbbing; al blending into one horrible beat that became a part of me, that became me. | could sense
myself snking deeper and deeper as adrowning man dips helplessy beneath the sllent waters.

Then | thought | heard atapping of feet through the room, the rustling of skirtsand, far off, ahollow
laughter of women.

| raised my head abruptly, my skin tight and cold.

A figurein white stood in the doorway.

It began to move toward me and | rose with a strangled cry on my lips only to collgpse into darkness.

Vi

What | had seen had been not a ghost but an intern from the hospital. The man | had called in the
street had, apparently, done what 1'd asked. It will give some indication of the sate | wasinwhen |
reved that | heard neither the ringing of the front doorbell nor the pounding of the intern'sfist on the
half-open door. Indeed, had the door not been open, | am certain that | would be dead now.

They took Saul to the hospitd to have his head cared for. There being nothing wrong with me but
nervous exhaustion, | remained in the house. | had wanted to go with Saul, but wastold that the hospital
was overcrowded and | would do more good by staying home in bed.

| dept late the next morning, rising about eeven. | went downstairs and had a substantial breskfadt,
then returned to my room and dept afew hours more. About two, | had some lunch. | planned to leave
the house well before darkness to make sure nothing further happened to me. | could findaroomina
hotel. It was clear that we would have to desert the place regardiess of whether we sold it or not. |
anticipated some trouble with Saul on that point but made up my mind to stand firm on my decision.

About five o'clock | dressed and left my room, carrying asmall bag for the night. The day was dmost
gone and | hurried down the stairs, not wishing to remain in the house any longer. At the bottom of the



daircase | stepped acrossthe entry hall and closed my hand over the doorknob.

The door would not open.

At first | would not dlow myself to believethis. | stood there tugging, trying to combat the cold
numbness that was spreading itself over my body. Then | dropped my bag and pulled a the knob with
both hands but to no avail. It was as securely fastened as the cabinet door in the kitchen.

Suddenly, I turned from the door and ran into the living room but dl the windows were jammed fast
into their frames. | looked around the room, whimpering like achild, feding unspoken hate for mysdf for
letting mysdlf be trapped again. | cursed loudly and, as| did, acold wind lifted the hat from my head and
hurled it acrossthefloor.

Abruptly, | placed my shaking hands over my eyes and stood there trembling violently, afraid of what
might happen any second, my heart hammering againgt my chest. The room seemed to chill markedly and
| heard that grotesque humming noise again that came asiif from another world. It sounded like laughter
to me, laughter that mocked me for my poor, feeble efforts to escape.

Then, with equal suddenness, | remembered Saul again, remembered that he needed meand | pulled
away my hands from my eyes and screamed aoud:

"Nothing in this house can harm me!™

Sudden cessation of the sound gave me added courage. If my will could successfully defy the ungodly
powers of the place, then perhapsit could also destroy them. If | went upstairs, if | dept in Saul's bed,
then | too would know what he had experienced and thus be enabled to help him.

| felt no lack of confidencein my will to resst, never once stopping to think that my ideas might not be
my own.

Quickly, two steps at atime, | rushed up the stairs and into my brother'sroom. There | quickly
removed my hat, overcoat and suit coat, loosened my tie and collar and sat down on the bed. Then, after
amoment, | lay down and looked up at the darkening ceiling. | tried to keep my eyes open but, ill
fatigued, | soon fell adeep.

It seemed only amoment before | was fully awake, my body tingling with sensations of not unplessant
character. | could not understand the strangeness of it. The darkness seemed dive. It shimmered under
my gaze as| lay there, warm with a heat that betokened sensudism athough there was hardly any
gpparent cause for such afeding.

| whispered Saul's name without thinking. Then the thought of him was taken from my brain asif
invisblefingershad plucked it away.

I remember rolling over and laughing to myself, behaviour most extraordinary if not unseemly for a
person of my steady inclinations. The pillow felt like silk againgt my face and my senses began to fade.
The darkness crept over me like warm syrup, soothing my body and mind. | muttered senselesdy to
mysdf, feding asif my muscleswere sucked dry of dl energy, heavy asrock and lethargic with a
delicious exhaugtion.

Then, when | had amost dipped away, | felt another presence in the room. To my incredul ous
redization, it was not only familiar to me but | had absolutely no fear of it. Only an inexplicable sense of
languorous expectation.

Then she cameto me, the girl in the portrait.

| stared at the blue haze about her for only a moment for this quickly faded and, in my arms, wasa
vibrantly warm body. | remember no one festure of her behaviour for everything waslogt in overal
sensation, asensation mixed of excitement and revulsion, a sense of hideous yet overpowering rapacity. |
hung suspended in a cloud of ambivaence, my soul and body corroded with unnaturd desire. And in my
mind and echoing on my tongue | spoke aname over and over again.

The name Clarissa.

How can | judge the number of Sick, erotic moments | spent there with her? Sense of time completely
vanished from the scheme of things. A thick giddiness enveloped me. | tried to fight it but it wasno use. |
was consumed as my brother Saul had been consumed by thisfoul presence from the grave of night.

Then, in someinconceivable fashion, we were no longer on the bed but downgtairs, whirling about in



the living room dancing wildly and closdly. There was no music, only that incessant, beating rhythm | had
heard those nights before. Y et now it seemed like music to me as | spun about the floor holding in my
armsthe ghost of adead woman, entranced by her stunning beauty yet, a the sametime, repelled by my
uncontrollable hunger for her.

Oncel closed my eyesfor asecond and felt aterrible coldness crawling in my stomach. But when |
opened them it was gone and | was happy once more. Happy? It seems hardly the word now. Say
rather hypnotized, torpid, my brain anumbed vessdl of flesh unable to remove me oneiotafrom this
dutching spell.

Dancing went on and on. Thefloor wasfilled with couples. | am sure of that and yet | recal no aspect
of their dressor form. All | remember istheir faces, white and glistening, their eyes dull and lifdess, their
mouths hanging open like dark, bloodless wounds.

Around and around and then aman with alarge tray standing in the halway arch and sudden
immersion in the dark; empty and till.

VII

| awoke with asense of complete exhaustion.

| was soaked with perspiration, dressed only in my bottom undergarment. My clothes lay scattered
across the floor, apparently thrown about in afrenzy. The bedclothes also lay in disordered hegps on the
floor. From al appearances, | had gone insane the night before.

Thelight from the window annoyed me for some reason and, quickly, | shut my eyes, reluctant to
believe it was morning again. | turned over onto my stomach and put my head benesth the pillow. | could
gtill remember the enticing odor of her hair. The memory of it made my body shudder with odious
craving.

Then awarmth began to cover my back and | raised mysdlf up with a muttering frown. The sunlight
was streaming through the windows onto my back. With arestless movement | pushed mysdf up, threw
my legs over the side of the bed and got up to draw the shades.

It was alittle better without the glare. | threw mysdlf on the bed again, closed my eyestightly and
crowded the pillow over my heed. | felt thelight.

It soundsincredible, | know, but | felt it as surely as do certain cregper plantsthat climb towardsthe
light without ever seeing it. And, infedling light, | yearned dl the morefor darkness. | fdlt like some
nocturna cresture somehow forced into brightness, repelled and pained by it.

| sat on the bed and looked around, a sound of unremitting complaint in my throat. | bit my lips,
clenched and unclenched my hands, wanting to strike out violently at something, at anything. | found
myself standing over an unlit candle, blowing sharply onit. | knew, even then, the senselessness of the act
andyet | did it neverthdess, trying, inanely, to make an invisible flame go out so that night could return
through its dark roads. Bringing back Clarissa

Clarissa.

A dlicking sound filled my throat and my body positively writhed. Not in pain or pleasure but in a
combination of the two. | put my brother's robe over my body and wandered out into the silent hallway.
There were no physical wants, no hunger, thirst, or other needs. | was a detached body, a comatose
daveto the tyranny which had shackled me and now refused to let me go.

| stood at the head of the stairway, listening intently, trying to imagine her gliding up to meet me, warm
and vibrant in her migt of blue. Clarissa. | closed my eyes quickly, my teeth grated together and, for a
gplit second, | felt my body stiffen with fright. For amoment | was returned to myself.

But then, in another breeth, | was endaved again. | stood there, fedling myself apart of the house, as
much a portion of it asthe beams or the windows. | breathed its breath, felt its soundless heartbeat in my
own. | became at one with an inanimate body, knowing its past life, sensing the dead hands that had
curled their fingers on the arms of the chairs, on banisters, on doorknobs, hearing the labored tread of
invisble footstleps moving through the house, the laughter of long-consumed humour.

If, in those moments, | lost my soul, it became apart of the emptiness and stillnessthat surrounded me,



an emptiness| could not sense nor agtilinessfed for being drugged. Drugged with the formless presence
of the past. | wasno longer aliving person. | was dead in al but those bodily functions which kept me
from complete satisfaction.

Quietly, and without passion, the thought of killing mysdlf drifted through my mind. It wasgoneina
moment but its passage had tirred no more in me than apathetic recognition. My thoughts were on the
life beyond life. And present existence was no more than aminor obstruction which | could tumble with
the dightest touch of razored sted, the minutest drop of poison. | had become the master of lifefor |
could view its destruction with the most complete gpathy.

Night. Night! When would it come? | heard my voice, thin and hoarse, crying out in the sllence.

"Why doesthe day havetolast so long!"

The words shocked me back again, for Saul had spoken them. | blinked, looked around me asif just
realizing where | was. What was this terrible power over me? | tried to break its hold but, in the very
effort, dipped back again.

To find mysdf once morein that strange comawhich suspends the mortdly ill in that dender portion of
exigtence between life and death. | was hanging on athread over the pit of everything that was hidden to
me before. Now | could see and hear and the power to cut the thread wasin my hands. | could let
myself hang until the strands parted one by one and lowered me dowly down. Or | could wait until driven
beyond endurance, then end it suddenly, cut myself loose and plunge down into the darkness; that sgnd
darkness where she and hers remained dways. Then | would have her maddening warmth. Maybe it was
her coldness. Her comfort then. | could pass eternal moments with her and laugh at the robot world.

| wondered if it would help to get dead drunk and lose al consciousnesstill night.

| descended the stairs on unfedling legs and sat for along time before the mantel looking up &t her. |
had no ideawhat timeit was nor did | care. Time was relative, even forgotten. | neither knew of it nor
cared about it. Had she smiled at methen? Y es, her eyes glowed, how they glowed in the dimness. That
amell again. Not pleasant yet something excitingly musky and pungent abot it.

What was Saul to me? The ideafilled my mind. He was no relation of mine. He was a stranger from
another society, another flesh, another life. | felt complete dispassion toward him. Y ou hate him, said the
voicein my mind.

That waswhenit dl collapsed like aflimsy house of cards.

For those words caused such arebellion in my innermost mind that, suddenly, my eyeswere cleared
asthough scales had fallen from them. | looked about, my head snapping crazily. What in God's name
was| doing, il herein the house?

With ashiver of angry fear | jumped to my feet and ran upstairsto dress. As| passed the hal clock |
saw with agtart that it was past three in the afternoon.

As| dressed, norma sensations returned one by one. | felt the cold floor beneath my bare feet,
became aware of hunger and thirst, heard the deep silence of the house.

Everything flooded over me. | knew why Saul had wanted to die, why he loathed the day and waited
for the night with such angry impatience. | could explain it to him now and he would understand because |
had been through it myself.

And, as| ran down the stairs, | thought about the dead of Saughter House, so outraged at their own
inexplicable cursethat they tried to drag the living down into their endless hell.

Over, over!-exulted my mind as | locked the front door behind me and started through the misty rain
to the hospital.

| did not see the shadow behind me, crouching on the porch.

VI

When the woman at the hospital desk told me that Saul had been discharged two hours before my
arrival, | wastoo stunned to speak. | clutched at the counter, staring at her, hearing mysdlf tell her that
she must be mistaken. My voice was hoarse, unnatura. The woman shook her head.

| sagged againgt the counter then, dl the drive gone out of me. | felt very tired and afraid. A sob broke



inmy throat as | turned away and | saw people staring at me while | moved across the tile floor with
unsteady motions. Everything seemed to swirl about me. | stlaggered, dmost fell. Someone clutched my
arm and asked meif | weredl right. | muttered something in reply and pulled away from the person
without even noting if it were aman or awoman.

I pushed out through the door and into the gray light. It wasraining harder and | pulled up my coat
collar. Where was he? The question burned in my mind and the answer to it came quickly, too quickly.
Saul was back inthe house. | felt sure of it.

The idea made me start running up the dark street toward the trolley-car tracks. | ran for endless
blocks. All | remember istherain driving againgt my face and the gray buildingsfloating by. Therewere
no peoplein the streets and all the taxicabs were full. It was getting darker and darker.

My legs dmost buckled and | wasthrown against alamppost and clung to it, afraid of falling into the
sreaming gutter.

An ugly clanging filled my ears. | looked up, then chased after thetrolley car and caught it at the next
block. | handed the conductor adollar and had to be called back for my change. | stood hanging from a
black strap, swaying back and forth with the motion of the car, my mind tormented by thoughts of Saul
aoneinthat house of horror.

Thewarm, stdeair of the car began to make me sick to the ssomach. | could smell the raincoats and
the wet clothes of the people caught in therain aswell asthe smell of dripping umbrelas and packages
soaked. | closed my eyes and stood there, teeth clenched, praying that | would get home before it was
too late.

| got off the car at last and ran up the block asfast as| could. Therain sprayed over my faceand ran
into my eyes, dmost blinding me. | dipped and went sprawling on the sidewalk, skinning my hands and
knees. | pushed up with awhine, feding the clothes soaked againgt me. | kept running wildly, only
sensing the direction by ingtinct until | stopped and saw through the thick vell of rain, the house in front of
me, high and dark.

It seemed to crawl over the ground toward me and clutch meto itsdf for | found mysdlf standing and
shivering on the wooden porch. | coughed and felt the chill through my flesh.

| tried the door. At first | could not believeit. It was still locked and Saul had no key! | dmost cried in
gratitude. | ran down from the porch. Where was he then? | had to find him. | started down the path.

Then, assurely asif | had been tapped on the shoulder | whirled about and stared up at the porch. A
flash of lightning illuminated the darkness and | saw the broken, jagged-edged window. My breath caught
and | gtared at it, my heart pounding like aheavy piston in my chest.

He was in there. Had she come dready? Was he lying upstairsin bed smiling to himsdf in the
blackness, waiting for her luminous self to come and envelop him?

| had to save him. Without hesitation | ran up on the porch and unlocked the door, leaving it wide
open so that we could escape.

I moved across the rug and onto the steps. The house was quiet. Even the storm seemed gpart fromiit.
The rushing sound of the rain seemed to grow less and lessdistinct. Then | turned with agasp asthe front
door dammed shut behind me.

| was trapped. The thought drove barbs of fear into me and | amost ran down to try and escape. But
I remembered Saul and fought to quicken resolution. | had conquered the house once and | could do it
again. | had to. For him.

| started up the Sairs again. Outside the flashes of lightning were like false neon trying to invade the
audterity of the house. | held onto the banister tightly, muttering beneath my breath to keep attention from
degrading into fright, afraid to let the spell of the house beset me again.

| reached the door to my brother's room. There | stopped and leaned against the wall, eyes closed.
What if | found him dead? | knew the Sght would unnerve me. The house might defeat me then, taking
mein that moment of utter despair and twisting my soul from my grip.

I would not let mysdlf conceive of it. | would not allow myself the redization that without Saul lifewas
empty, ameaninglesstravesty. He was dive.

Nervoudy, my hands numbed with fright, | pushed open the door. The room was a stygian cave. My



throat contracted and | took adeep breath. | clenched tight fistsat my sides.
"Saul?" | called his name softly.

The thunder roared and my voice disappeared beneath the swell. A flash of lightning brought a split
second of daylight into the room and | looked around quickly, hoping to see him. Then it was dark again
and slent except for the endless rain faling on the windows and roof. | took another step acrossthe rug,
cautioudy, my earstense, trying to hear. Every sound made me gtart. | twitched and shuffled acrossthe
floor. Was he here? But he must be. If he were here in the house, thiswas the room hewould bein.

"Saul?' | called, louder. "Saul, answer me."

| began to walk toward the bed.

Then the door dammed behind me and there was a rushing sound behind me in the darkness. | whirled
to meet it. | fet hishand clamp on my arm.

"Saul!" | cried.

Lightning filled the room with hideous light and | saw his twisted white face, the candlestick held in his
right hand.

Then he struck me aviolent blow on the forehead, driving awedge of agonizing pain into my brain. |
felt hishand release me as| dumped to my knees and my face brushed againgt hisbareleg as| fell
forward. Thelast sound | heard before my mind fell into the darkness was laughing and laughing and

laughing.
IX

| opened my eyes. | was till lying on the rug. Outside it was raining even harder. The sound of it was
likethe crashing of awaterfdl. Thunder Hill rolled in the sky and flashes of lightning made the night
brilliant.

In oneflash | looked at the bed. The sght of the covers and sheets dl thrown about insanely made me
push up. Saul was downstairswith her!

| tried to get to my feet but the pain in my head drove me back to my knees. | shook my head feebly,
running trembling hands over my cheeks, feding the gouged wound in my forehead, the dried blood
which had trickled down across one temple. | swayed back and forth on my knees, moaning. | seemed
to be back in that void again, struggling to regain my hold on life. The power of the house surrounded me.
The power which | knew was her power. A crud and malignant vitaity which tried to drink out thelife
force from me and draw me down into the pit.

Then, once more, | remembered Saul, my brother, and the remembrance brought me back the
strength | needed.

"No!" | cried out asif the house had told me | was now its hel pless captive. And | pushed to my fest,
ignoring the dizziness, stumbling through acloud of pain across the room, gasping for breeth. The house
was throbbing and humming, filled with that obnoxious smell.

| ran drunkenly for the door, found mysdlf running into the bed. | drew back with amost asnarl at the
numbing painin my shins. | turned in the direction of the door and ran again. | did not even hold my arms
ahead of me and had no chance to brace myself when | ran into the door dizzily.

The excruciating pain of my nose being near broken caused ahowl of agony to passmy lips. Blood
immediately began gushing down across my mouth and | had to keep wiping it away. | jerked open the
door and ran into the hdll, feling mysdf on the border of insanity. The hot blood kept running down
acrossmy chinand | fet it dripping and soaking into my coat. My hat had fallen off but | till wore my
raincoat over my suit.

| was too bereft of perception to notice that nothing held me back at the head of the gairs. | hdf ran,
haf did down the stairs, goaded on by that humming, formlesslaughter which was music and mockery.
The painin my head wasterrible. Every downward step made it fed asif someone drove one more nail
intomy brain.

"Saul, Saul!" | cried out, running into the living room, gagging as| tried to call hisname athird time.



The living room was dark, permeated with that sickly odour. It made my head redl but | kept moving.
It seemed to thicken as| moved for the kitchen. | ran into the small room and leaned against the wall,
amogt unable to breathe, pinpoints of light spinning before my eyes.

Then, aslightning illumined the room | saw the left cupboard door wide open and, insgde, alarge bowl
filled with what looked like flour. As| stared at it, tearsrolled down my cheeks and my tongue fdt like
dry doth in my mouth.

| backed out of the kitchen choking for breath, fedling asif my strength were amost gone. | turned and
raninto theliving room, still looking for my brother.

Then, in another flash of lightning, | looked at her portrait. It was different and the difference froze me
to the spot. Her face was no longer beautiful. Whether it was shadow that did it or actua change, her
expression was one of vicious cruety. The eyes glittered, there was an insane cast to her smile. Even her
hands, once folded in repose, now seemed more like claws waiting to strike out and Kill.

It was when | backed away from her that | ssumbled and fell over the body of my brother.

| pushed up to my knees and stared down in the blackness. One flash of lightning after another
showed me hiswhite, dead face, the smile of hideous knowledge on hislips, thelook of insanejoy in his
wide-open eyes. My mouth fell open and breath caught in me. It seemed asif my world wasending. |
could not believeit wastrue. | clutched a my hair and whimpered, dmost believing that in amoment,
Mother would wake me from my nightmare and | would look across at Saul's bed, smile at hisinnocent
deep and lie down again secure with the memory of hisdark hair on the white pillow.

But it did not end. Therain dapped frenziedly at the windows and thunder drove deafening fists against
the earth.

| looked up at the portrait. | felt as dead as my brother. | did not hesitate. Calmly | stood and walked
to the mantel. There were matches there. | picked up the box.

Ingtantly, she divined my thoughts for the box was torn from my fingers and hurled againg thewall. |
dovefor it and was tripped by someinvisible force. Those cold hands clutched at my throat. | felt no
fright but tore them away with asnarl and dove for the matches again. Blood began running faster and |
Spat out some.

| picked up the box. It wastorn away again, thistimeto burst and spray matches al over therug. A
great hum of anguish seemed to rock the house as | reached for amatch. | was grabbed. | tore loose. |
fell to my knees and dapped at the rug in the darkness as lightning ceased. My arms were held tightly.
Something cold and wet ran around in my stomach.

With maniaca fury | pressed my teeth against amatch | saw in the lightning and bit at the head. There
was no rewarding flare. The house was trembling violently now and | heard rustlings about me asif she
had called them dl to fight me, to savether cursed existence.

| bit at another match. A white face stared at me from the rug and | spit blood at it. It disappeared. |
tore one arm loose and grabbed amatch. | jerked mysdf to the mantel and dragged the match acrossthe
rough wood. A speck of flame flared up in my fingers and | was released.

The throbbing seemed more violent now. But | knew it was helpless againgt flame. | protected the
flame with my hand though, lest that cold wind come again and try to blow it out. | held the match against
amagazine that was lying on achair and it flared up. | shook it and the pages puffed into flame. | threw it
down on the rug.

| went around in that light striking one match after another, avoiding the sight of Saul lying there. She
had destroyed him but now | would destroy her forever.

| ignited the curtains. | started the rug to smouldering. | set fire to the furniture. The house rocked and
awhistling sgh rose and ebbed like the wind.

Atlast | stood erect in the flaming room, my eyesriveted on the portrait. | walked dowly toward it.
She knew my intentions for the house rocked even harder and a shrieking began that seemed to come
from thewals. And | knew then that the house was controlled by her and that her power wasin that
portrait.

| drew it down from thewall. It shook in my very hands asif it were dlive. With ashudder of
repugnance | threw it on the flames.



| amogt fell while thefloor shuddered dmost asif an earthquake were striking the land. But then it
stopped and the portrait was burning and the last effect of her was gone. | wasaonein an old burning
house,

| did not want anyone to know about my brother. | did not want anyone to see hisface like that.

So | lifted him and put him on the couch. | do not understand to this day how | could lift him up when |
felt so wesk. It was a strength not my own.

| sat at hisfeet, stroking his hand until the flames grew too hot. Then | rose. | bent over him and kissed
him on the lipsfor alast goodbye. And | walked from the houseinto therain.

And | never came back. Because there was nothing to ever come back for.

Thisisthe end of the manuscript. There seems no adequate evidence to ascribe the events
recounted as true. But the following facts, taken from the city's police files, might prove of
interest.

In 1901, the city was severely shocked by the most wholesale murder ever perpetrated inits
history.

At the height of a party being held at the home of Mr. and Mrs. Marlin Saughter and their
daughter Clarissa, an unknown person poisoned the punch by placing a very large amount of
arsenic in it. Everyone died. The case was never solved although various theories were put forth
asto its solution. One thesis had it that the murderer was one of those who died.

As to the identity of this murderer, supposition had it that it was not a murderer but a
mur deress. Although nothing definite exists to go by, there are several testimonies which refer to
that poor child Clarissa" and indicate that the young woman had been suffering for some years
from a severe mental aberration which her parents had tried to keep a secret from the neighbours
and the authorities. The party in mention was supposed to have been planned to celebrate what
her parents took for the recovery of her faculties.

As to the body of the young man later supposed to be in the wreckage, a thorough search has
revealed nothing. It may be that the entire story isimagination, fabricated by the one brother in
order to conceal the death of the other, said death probably being unnatural. Thus, the older
brother knowing the story of the house tragedy may have used it for a fantastic evidence in his
favour.

Whatever the truth, the older brother has never been heard of again either in thiscity or in any
of the adjacent localities.
And that's the story SD.M.

17 - The Near Departed

THE SMALL MAN OPENED the door and stepped in out of the glaring sunlight. Hewasin hisearly
fifties, agpindly, plain looking man with receding gray hair. He closed the door without a sound, then
stood in the shadowy foyer, waiting for his eyesto adjust to the change in light. He was wearing a black
suit, white shirt, and black tie. His face was pae and dry-skinned despite the heeat of the day.

When his eyes had refocused themsalves, he removed his Panama hat and moved aong the halway to
the office, hisblack shoes soundless on the carpeting.



The mortician looked up from his desk. "Good afternoon,” he said.

"Good afternoon.” The small man's voice was soft.

"Can| helpyou?'

"Yes, you can,” the smal man said.

The mortician gestured to the arm chair on the other sde of hisdesk. "Please.”

The small man perched on the edge of the chair and set the Panama hat on hislap. He watched the
mortician open adrawer and remove a printed form.

"Now," the mortician said. He withdrew ablack pen from its onyx holder. "Who isthe deceased?' he
asked gently.

"My wife" the smal man said.

The mortician made asympathetic noise. "I'm sorry,” he said.
"Yes" Thesmal man gazed a him blankly.

"Whét is her name?' the mortician asked.

"Marie," the smal man answered quietly. "Arnold.”
Themorticid wrote the name. "Address?’ he asked.
Thesmdl mantold him.

"|s shethere now?" the mortician asked.

"She'sthere," the smal man said.

The mortician nodded.

"l want everything perfect,” the smal man said. "I want the best you have."
"Of course," the mortician said. "Of course.”

"Cogt isunimportant,” said the smal man. Histhroat moved as he swallowed dryly. "Everything is
unimportant now. Except for this."

" understand.”
"She dways had the best. | saw toiit.”
"Of course.

"Therell be many people,” said the smal man. "Everybody loved her. She's so beautiful. So young.
She hasto have the very best. Y ou understand?’



"Absolutely,” the mortician reassured him. ™Y ou'll be more than satisfied, | guarantee you."
"She's so beautiful,” the smal man said. " So young."
"I'm sure,”" themortician said.

The smdl man sat without moving as the mortician asked him questions. His voice did not vary in tone
as he spoke. His eyes blinked so infrequently the mortician never saw them doing it.

When the form was completed, the small man signed and stood. The mortician stood and walked
around the desk. "'l guarantee you you'll be satisfied,”" he said, his hand extended.

The small man took his hand and gripped it momentarily. His palm was dry and cool.
"WEIl be over a your house within the hour,” the mortician told him.

"Fine" thesmall man said.

The mortician walked beside him down the hdlway.

"l want everything perfect for her,” the small man said. "Nothing but the very best.”
"Everything will be exactly asyou wish."

"She deservesthe best.” The small man stared ahead. " She's so beautiful,” he said. "Everybody loved
her. Everybody. She's so young and beautiful.”

"When did she die?' the mortician asked.

The small man didn't seem to hear. He opened the door and stepped into the sunlight, putting on his
Panama hat. He was halfway to his car when hereplied, afaint smile on hislips, "Assoon as| get home."

18 - The Digtributor
July 20

Timeto move.

Hed found asmdl, furnished house on Sylmar Street. The Saturday morning he moved in, he went
around the neighbourhood introducing himslf.

"Good morning,” he said to the old man pruning ivy next door. "My nameis Theodore Gordon. | just
movedin."

The old man straightened up and shook Theodore's hand. "How do," he said. His name was Joseph
Algon.

A dog came shuffling from the porch to sniff Theodore's cuffs. "He's making up his mind about you,”
sad the old man.

"lan't that cute?’ said Theodore.

Acrossthe street lived Inez Ferrdl. She answered the door in a housecoat, athin woman in her late
thirties. Theodore gpologized for disturbing her.

"Oh, that'sdl right," she said. She had lots of time to herself when her husband was sdlling on the road.

"1 hope well be good neighbors,” said Theodore.



"I'm surewewill," said Inez Ferrel. She watched him through the window as he I ft.

Next door, directly across from his own house, he knocked quietly because there was a Nightwor ker
Seeping sign. Dorothy Backus opened the door-atiny, withdrawvn woman in her middlethirties.

"I'm so glad to meet you," said Theodore.

Next door lived the Walter Mortons. As Theodore came up the walk, he heard Bianca Morton talking
loudly to her son, Walter, Jr.

"Y ou are not old enough to stay out till three o'clock in the morning!" she was saying. "Especidly with
agirl asyoung as Katherine McCann!"

Theodore knocked and Mr. Morton, fifty-two and bald, opened the door.

"] just moved in acrossthe Street,” said Theodore, smiling at them.

Patty Jefferson let himin next door. As he taked to her Theodore could see, through the back
window, her husband Arthur filling arubber poal for their son and daughter.

"They just lovethat pool,” said Petty, smiling.

"| bet they do," said Theodore. As heleft, he noticed the vacant house next door.

Acrossthe street from the Jeffersons lived the M cCanns and their fourteen-year-old daughter
Katherine. As Theodore approached the door he heard the voice of James McCann saying, "Aah, he's
nuts. Why should | take hislawn edger? Just because | borrowed hislousy mower a couple of times."

"Darling, please" said Faye McCann. "I've got to finish these notesin time for the Council's next
medting.”

"Just because Kathy goes out with hislousy son..." grumbled her husband.

Theodore knocked on the door and introduced himsdlf. He chatted briefly with them, informing Mrs.
McCann that he certainly would like to join the Nationa Council for Chrigiansand Jews. It wasa
worthy organization.

"What's your business, Gordon?" asked McCann.

"I'mindistribution,” said Theodore.

Next door, two boys mowed and raked while their dog gambolled around them.

"Hello there," said Theodore. They grunted and watched him as he headed for the porch. The dog
ignored him.

"] just told him." Henry Putnam’s voice came through the living room window: "Put acoon in my
department and I'm through. That's al."

"Yes, dear," said Mrs. [rma Putnam.

Theodore's knock was answered by the undershirted Mr. Putnam. Hiswife was lying on the sofa. Her
heart, explained Mr. Putnam. "Oh, I'm sorry," Theodore said.

In the last house lived the Gorses.

"l just moved in next door," said Theodore. He shook Eleanor Gorse's lean hand and she told him that
her father was at work.

"Isthat him?" asked Theodore, pointing at the portrait of a stony-faced old man that hung above a
mantel crowded with religious objects.

"Yes," sad Eleanor, thirty-four and ugly.

"Wdll, | hopewell be good neighbours,” Theodore said.

That afternoon, he went to his new office and set up the darkroom.

July 23

That morning, before he left for the office, he checked the telephone directory and jotted down four
numbers. He didled thefirg.

"Would you please send acab to 12057 Sylmar Street?' he said. "Thank you.”

He dialled the second number. "Would you please send arepairman to my house,” he said. "I don't get
any picture. | liveat 12070 Sylmar Street.”

He didled the third number: "I'd liketo run thisad in Sunday's edition," he said. "1957 Ford. Perfect



Condition. Seven-hundred eighty-nine dollars. That'sright, seven-hundred eighty-nine. The number is
DA-4-7408."

He made the fourth call and set up an afternoon appointment with Mr. Jeremiah Osborne. Then he
stood by the living room window until the taxicab stopped in front of the Backus house.

Ashewasdriving off, atelevison repair truck passed him. He looked back and saw it stop in front of
Henry Putnam's house.

Dear drs, hetypedinthe officelater, Please send me ten booklets for which | enclose one
hundred dollarsin payment. He put down the name and address.

The envel ope dropped into the out box.

July 27

When Inez Ferrel left her house that evening, Theodore followed in his car. Downtown, Mrs. Ferrel
got off the bus and went into abar called the Irish Lantern. Parking, Theodore entered the bar cautioudy
and dipped into a shadowy booth.

Inez Ferrel was at the back of the room perched on a bar stool. She'd taken off her jacket to reveal a
clinging yellow sweater. Theodore ran his gaze across the studied exposition of her bust.

At length, aman accosted her and spoke and laughed and spent amodicum of time with her.
Theodore watched them exit, arm in arm. Paying for his coffee, he followed. It was ashort walk; Mrs.
Ferrdl and the man entered a hotel on the next block.

Theodore drove home, whistling.

The next morning, when Eleanor Gorse and her father had left with Mrs. Backus, Theodore followed.

He met them in the church lobby when the service was over. Wasn't it awonderful coincidence, he
said, that he, too, was a Baptist? And he shook the indurate hand of Donald Gorse.

Asthey waked into the sunshine, Theodore asked them if they wouldn't share his Sunday dinner with
him. Mrs. Backus smiled faintly and murmured something about her husband. Donad Gorse looked
doubtful.

"Oh, please," begged Theodore. "Make alonely widower happy."”

"Widower," tasted Mr. Gorse.

Theodore hung his head. "These many years," he said. "Pneumonia.”

"Been aBaptist long?' asked Mr. Gorse.

"Since birth," said Theodore with fervour. "1t's been my only solace.”

For dinner he served lamb chops, peas, and baked potatoes. For dessert, apple cobbler and coffee.

"I'm s0 pleased you'd share my humblefood," he said.

"Thisis, truly, loving thy neighbour asthysdlf." He smiled a Eleanor who returned it stiffly.

That evening, as darknessfell, Theodore took a stroll. As he passed the McCann house, he heard the
telephone ringing, then James M cCann shouting, "It'sa mistake, damnit! Why in the lousy hell should |
sl a'57 Ford for seven-hundred eighty-nine bucks!”

The phone dammed down. "God damn\" howled James McCann.

"Darling, please be tolerant!" begged hiswife.

The telephonerang again.

Theodore moved on.

Augus 1

At exactly two-fifteen am. Theodore dipped outside, pulled up one of Joseph Alston's longest ivy
plants and left it on the sdewalk.

In the morning, as he left the house, he saw Walter Morton, Jr., heading for the McCann house with a
blanket, atowel and a portable radio. The old man was picking up hisivy.



"Wasit pulled up?' asked Theodore.

Joseph Alston grunted.

"So that wasit," said Theodore.

"What?" the old man looked up.

"Lagt night," said Theodore, "1 heard some noise out here. | looked out and saw a couple of boys."

"Y ou seen their faces?' asked Alston, hisface hardening.

"No, it wastoo dark," said Theodore. "But I'd say they were-oh, about the age of the Putnam boys.
Not that it was them, of course.”

Joe Alston nodded dlowly, looking up the street.

Theodore drove up to the boulevard and parked. Twenty minutes later, Water Morton, Jr., and
Katherine McCann boarded a bus.

At the beach, Theodore sat afew yards behind them.

"That Mack isacharacter,” he heard Water Morton say. "He getsthe urge, he drivesto Tijuana, just
for kicks"

In awhile Morton and the girl ran into the ocean, laughing. Theodore stood and walked to atelephone
booth.

"I'd like to have aswimming pool ingtaled in my backyard next week," he said. He gave the detalls.

Back" on the beach he sat patiently until Walter Morton and the girl werelying in each other'sarms.
Then, a specific moments, he pressed a shutter hidden in his pam. This done, he returned to his car,
buttoning his shirt front over the tiny lens. On hisway to the office, he stopped a a hardware store to buy
abrush and acan of black paint.

He spent the afternoon printing the pictures. He made them appear asif they had been taken at night
and asif the young couple had been engaged in something ese.

The envelope dropped softly into the out box.

Augug 5

The street was silent and deserted. Tennis shoes soundless on the paving, Theodore moved across the
dreet.

Hefound the Morton's lawn mower in the backyard. Lifting it quietly, he carried it back acrossthe
street to the McCann garage. After carefully raising the door, he did the mower behind the work bench.
The envelope of photographs he put in adrawer behind abox of nails.

Returning to his house then, he phoned James M cCann and, muffledly, asked if the Ford was till for
sde

In the morning, the mailman placed a bulky envelope on the Gorses porch. Eleanor Gorse emerged
and opened it, diding out one of the booklets. Theodore watched the furtive look she cast about, the
rising of dark colour in her cheeks.

As he was mowing the lawn that evening he saw Walter Morton, Sr., march across the street to where
James M cCann was trimming bushes. He heard them talking loudly. Findly, they went into McCann's
garage from which Morton emerged pushing hislawn mower and making no reply to McCann's angry
protests.

Acrossthe street from McCann, Arthur Jefferson was just getting home from work. The two Putnam
boyswere riding their bicycles, their dog racing around them.

Now, across from where Theodore stood, a door dammed. He turned his head and watched Mr.
Backus, in work clothes, sorming to his car, muttering disgustedly, "A swimming pool!" Theodore
looked to the next house and saw Inez Ferrel moving in her living room.

He smiled and mowed aong the side of his house, glancing into Eleanor Gorse's bedroom. Shewas
sitting with her back to him, reading something. When she heard the clatter of his mower she stood and
|eft the bedroom, pushing the bulky envelope into a bureau drawer.



August 15

Henry Putnam answered the door.

"Good evening,” said Theodore. "I hope I'm not intruding.”

"Just chatting in the den with Irmasfolks" said Putnam. "They're drivin' to New Y ork in the mornin'."

"Oh? Wél, I'll only be amoment.” Theodore held out apair of BB guns. "A plant | distribute for was
getting rid of these" he said. "1 thought your boys might like them.”

"Well, sure," said Putnam. He started for the den to get hissons.

While the older man was gone, Theodore picked up a couple of matchbooks whose coversread
Putnam's Wines and Liquors. Hed dipped them into his pocket before the boys were led in to thank
him.

"Mighty nice of you, Gordon," said Putnam at the door. "' Sure appreciateit.”

"My pleasure," said Theodore.

Waking home, he set the clock-radio for three-fifteen and lay down. When the music began, he
moved outside on silent feet and tore up forty-seven ivy plants, strewing them over Alston's sdewalk.

"Oh, No," he said to Alston in the morning. He shook his head, appalled.

Joseph Alston didn't speak. He glanced down the block with hating eyes.

"Here, let me help you," Theodore said. The old man shook his head but Theodore inssted. Driving to
the nearest nursery he brought back two sacks of peat moss; then squatted by Alston's sideto help him
replant.

"Y ou hear anything last night?" the old man asked.

"Y ou think it was those boys again?' asked Theodore, open-mouthed.

"Aintsay in'," Alston said.

Later, Theodore drove downtown and bought a dozen postcard photographs. He took them to the
office.

Dear Walt, he printed crudely on the back of one, Got these here in Tijuana. Hot enough for
you? In addressing the envelope, he failed to add Jr. to Mr. Walter Morton.

Into the out box.

August 23

"Mrs. Ferrd!"

She shuddered on the bar stool. "Why, Migter-"

"Gordon," he provided, smiling. "How niceto seeyou again.”

"Yes." She pressed together lips that trembled.

"Y ou come here often?' Theodore asked.

"Oh, no, never" Inez Ferrel blurted. "I'm-just supposed to meet afriend heretonight. A girl friend.”

"Oh, | see" said Theodore. "Well, may alonely widower kegp you company until she comes?”

"Why..." Mrs. Ferrel shrugged. "I guess." Her lipswere painted brightly red against the aabaster of
her skin. The sweater clung adhesively to the hoisted jut of her breasts.

After awhile, when Mrs. Ferrd'sfriend didn't show up, they did into a darkened booth. There,
Theodore used Mrs. Ferrel's powder room retrest to dip apale and tasteless powder in her drink. On
her return she swallowed thisand, in minutes, grew stupefied. She smiled at Theodore.

"1 likeyou Misser Gor'n," she confessed. The words crawled viscidly across her [olling tongue.

Shortly thereafter, heled her, sumbling and giggling, to his car and drove her to amotel. Ingde the
room, he helped her strip to stockings, garter belt and shoes and, while she posed with drugged
complacency, Theodore took flashbulb pictures.

After sheld collgpsed at two am. Theodore dressed her and drove her home. He stretched her fully
dressed across her bed. After that he went outside and poured concentrated weed killer on Alston's



replanted ivy.

Back in the house he dialed the Jefferson's number.

"Yes," sad Arthur Jefferson irritably.

"Get out of this neighbourhood or you'll be sorry,” whispered Theodore, then hung up.

In the morning he walked to Mrs. Ferrel's house and rang the bell.

"Helo," he said palitely. "Areyou feding better?"

She gtared a him blankly while he explained how sheld gotten violently ill the night before and held
taken her home from the bar. "'l do hope you're fedling better,” he concluded.

"Yes" shesad, confusedly, "I'm-all right.”

As heleft her house he saw ared-faced James M cCann approaching the Morton house, an envelope
in his hand. Beside him walked adistraught Mrs. McCann.

"We must be tolerant, Jm," Theodore heard her say.

August 31

At two-fifteen am. Theodore took the brush and the can of paint and went outside.

Waking to the Jefferson house he set the can down and painted, jaggedly, across the door-nigger!

Then he moved acrossthe street dlowing an occasiond drip of paint. He left the can under Henry
Putnam'’s back porch, accidentally upsetting the dog's plate. Fortunately, the Putnams dog dept indoors.

Later, he put more weed killer on Joseph Alston'sivy.

In the morning, when Donald Gorse had gone to work, he took a heavy envelope and went to see
Eleanor Gorse. "L ook at this," he said, diding a pornographic booklet from the envelope. "I received this
inthemail today. Look at it." Hethrust it into her hands.

She held the booklet asif it were a spider.

"lan't it hideous?' he said.

She made aface. "Revolting," shesad.

"I thought 1'd check with you and severd others before | phoned the police,” said Theodore. "Have
you received any of thisfilth?'

Eleanor Gorse brigtled. "Why should | receive them?" she demanded.

Outside, Theodore found the old man squatting by hisivy. "How are they coming?' he asked.

"They'redyin."

Theodore looked stricken. "How can thisbe?' he asked.

Alston shook his head.

"Oh, thisis horrible." Theodore turned away, clucking. As he walked to his house he saw, up the
street, Arthur Jefferson cleaning off his door and, across the way, Henry Putnam watching carefully.

She waswaiting on his porch.

"Mrs. McCann,” said Theodore, surprised, "I'm so glad to seeyou.”

"What | cameto say may not make you so glad,” she said unhappily.

"Oh?" said Theodore. They went into his house.

"There have been alot of ... things happening in this neighbourhood since you moved in," said Mrs.
McCann after they were seated in the living room.

"Things?' asked Theodore.

"l think you know what | mean," said Mrs. McCann. "However, this-this bigotry on Mr. Jefferson's
door istoo much, Mr. Gordon, too much."”

Theodore gestured helplessly. "I don't understand.”

"Please don't makeit difficult,” shesaid. "I may haveto call the authoritiesif these things don't stop,
Mr. Gordon. | hate to think of doing such athing but-"

"Authorities?" Theodore |ooked terrified.

"None of these things happened until you moved in, Mr. Gordon," she said. "Believe me, | hate what
I'm saying but | smply have no choice. The fact that none of these things has happened to you-"



She broke off startledly as a sob wracked Theodore's chest. She stared at him. "Mr. Gordon-" she
began uncertainly.

"I don't know what these things are you speak of," said Theodore in a shaking voice, "but 1'd kill
myself before | harmed another, Mrs. McCann."

Helooked around asif to make sure they were aone.

"I'm going to tell you something I've never told asingle soul,” he said. He wiped away atear. "My
nameisn't Gordon," he said. "It's Gottlieb. I'm aJew. | spent ayear at Dachau.”

Mrs. McCann'slips moved but she said nothing. Her face was getting red.

"I came from there abroken man,” said Theodore. "I haven't long to live, Mrs. McCann. My wifeis
dead, my three children are dead. I'm all done. | only want to live in peace-in alittle place like
this-among people like you.

"To beaneighbour, afriend..."

"Mr.-Gottlieb" she said brokenly.

After shewas gone, Theodore stood silent in the living room, hands clenched whitely a hissides. Then
he went into the kitchen to discipline himsdif.

"Good morning, Mrs. Backus," he said an hour later when the little woman answered the door, "I
wonder if | might ask you some questions about our church?!

"Oh. Oh, yes." She stepped back feebly. "Won't you- comein?’

"I'll be very still so as not to wake your hushand,” Theodore whispered. He saw her looking at his
bandaged hand. "I burned mysdlf," he said. "Now, about the church. Oh, there's someone knocking at
your back door."

"Thereis?'

When she'd gone into the kitchen, Theodore pulled open the hal closet door and dropped some
photographs behind a pile of overshoes and garden tools. The door was shut when she returned.

"Therewasn't anyone," she said.

"l could have sworn..." He smiled deprecatingly. Helooked down at acircular bag on thefloor. "Oh,
does Mr. Backus bowl!?"

"Wednesdays and Fridays when his shift isover," shesaid. "Thereésan dl-night aley over on Western
Avenue

"l love to bowl," said Theodore.

He asked his questions about the church, then left. As he started down the path he heard loud voices
from the Morton house.

"It wasn't bad enough about Katherine McCann and those awful pictures,” shrieked Mrs. Morton.
"Now this... filth!"

"But, Mom!" cried Walter, Jr.

September 14

Theodore awoke and turned the radio off. Standing, he put asmall bottle of greyish powder in his
pocket and dipped from the house. Reaching his destination, he sprinkled powder into the water bowl
and dtirred it with afinger until it dissolved.

Back in the house he scrawled four letters reading: Arthur Jefferson istrying to pass the colour
line. He is my cousin and should admit he is black like the rest of us. | am doing this for his own
good.

He signed the letter John Thomas Jeffer son and addressed three of the envelopesto Donald Gorse,
the Mortons, and Mr. Henry Putnam.

This completed, he saw Mrs. Backus walking toward the boulevard and followed. "May | walk you?'
he asked.

"Oh," shesad. "All right."

"I missed your husband last night,” hetold her.



She glanced a him.
"I thought I'd join him bowling," Theodore said, "but | guesshewas sick again.”

"Sick?'

"| asked the man behind the counter at the dley and he said that Mr. Backus hadn't been coming in
because hewassick.”

"Oh," Mrs. Backuss voice was thinly stricken.

"Well, maybe next Friday," said Theodore.

Later, when he came back, he saw apand truck in front of Henry Putnam'’s house. A man came out of
the dley carrying a blanket-wrapped body which helaid in the truck. The Putnam boys were crying as
they watched.

Arthur Jefferson answered the door. Theodore showed the letter to Jefferson and hiswife. "It came
thismorning," hesad.

"Thisismonstrous!” said Jefferson, reading it.

"Of courseitis" sad Theodore.

While they were talking, Jefferson looked through the window at the Putnam house across the street.

September 15

Pde morning mist engulfed Sylmar Street. Theodore moved through it silently. Under the back porch
of the Jeffersons house he set fireto abox of damp papers. Asit began to smoulder he walked across
the yard and, with asingle knife stroke, dashed apart the rubber pool. He heard it pulsing water on the
grass as heleft. In the alley he dropped abook of matches that read Putnam's Wines and Liquors.

A little after Six that morning he woke to the how! of srensand felt the small house tremble at the
heavy trucks passing by. Turning on hisside, he yawned, and mumbled, "Goody."

September 17

It was a paste-complexioned Dorothy Backus who answered Theodore's knock.
"May | drive you to church?' asked Theodore.

"l-I don't believe I-I'm not... feding too well," stumbled Mrs. Backus.

"Oh, I'm sorry,” Theodore said. He saw the edges of some photographs protruding from her gpron
pocket.

As heleft he saw the Mortons getting in their car, Biancawordless, both Waltersill at ease. Up the
street, apolice car was parked in front of Arthur Jefferson’s house.

Theodore went to church with Donald Gorse who said that Eleanor wasfedingill.

"I'm so sorry,” Theodore said.

That afternoon, he spent awhile at the Jefferson house helping clear away the charred debris of their
back porch. When he saw the dashed rubber pool he droveimmediately to a drug store and bought
another one.

"But they love that pool,” said Theodore, when Patty Jefferson protested. "Y ou told me so yoursdlf.”

He winked at Arthur Jefferson but Jefferson was not communicative that afternoon.

September 23

Early in the evening Theodore saw Alston's dog walking in the street. He got his BB gun and, from the
bedroom window, soundlesdy, fired. The dog nipped fiercely at its Sde and spun around. Then,
whimpering, it started home.

Severa minutes later, Theodore went outside and started pulling up the door to the garage. He saw
the old man hurrying down hisdley, thedogin hisarms.



"What'swrong?' asked Theodore.

"Don't know," said Alston in abregathless, frightened voice. "He's hurt.”

"Quickly!" said Theodore. "Into my car!"

He rushed Alston and the dog to the nearest veterinary, passing three stop signs and groaning when
the old man held his hand up, pasiedly, and whimpered, " Blood!"

For three hours Theodore sat in the veterinary's waiting room until the old man staggered forth, his
faceagreyish white.

"No," said Theodore, jumping to hisfeet.

He led the old man, weeping, to the car and drove him home. There, Alston said held rather be alone
s0 Theodore l€eft. Shortly afterward, the black and white police car rolled to astop in front of Alston's
house and the old man led the two officers past Theodore's house.

In awhile, Theodore heard angry shouting up the stredt. It lasted quite along time.

September 27

"Good evening," said Theodore. He bowed.

Eleanor Gorse nodded siffly.

"I've brought you and your father a casserole," said Theodore, smiling, holding up atowd-wrapped
dish. When shetold him that her father was gone for the night, Theodore clucked and sighed asif he
hadn't seen the old man drive away that afternoon.

"Well then," he said, proffering the dish, "for you. With my sincerest compliments.”

Stepping off the porch he saw Arthur Jefferson and Henry Putnam standing under a street lamp down
the block. While he watched, Arthur Jefferson struck the other man and, suddenly, they were brawling in
the gutter. Theodore broke into ahurried run.

"But thisisterrible!" he gasped, pulling the men gpart.

"Stay out of this" warned Jefferson, then, to Putnam, challenged, "Y ou better tell me how that paint
can got under your porch! The police may believeit was an accident | found that matchbook in my aley
but I don't!"

"I'll tdl you nothing," Putnam said, contemptuoudy. " Coon."

"Coon! Oh, of course! You'd bethefirg to believe that, you stupid-!"

Five times Theodore stood between them. It wasn't until Jefferson had, accidentally, struck him on the
nose that tension faded. Curtly, Jefferson apol ogized; then, with amurderous|ook at Putnam, |eft.

"Sorry he hit you," Putnam sympathized. "Damned nigger.”

"Oh, surely you're mistaken,” Theodore said, daubing at his nogtrils. "Mr. Jefferson told me how afraid
he was of people believing thistak. Because of the value of histwo houses, you know."

"Two?" asked Putnam.

"Y es, he owns the vacant house next door to his," said Theodore. "1 assumed you knew."

"No," sad Putnam waily.

"Well, you see," said Theodore, "if people think Mr. Jefferson isaNegro, the value of his houses will
go down.”

"Sowill thevauesof dl of them,” said Putnam, glaring acrossthe street. "That dirty, son-of-a&"

Theodore patted his shoulder. "How are your wife's parents enjoying their stay in New York?' he
asked asif changing the subject.

"They're on their way back," said Putnam.

"Good," said Theodore.

He went home and read the funny papers for an hour. Then he went out.

It was aflorid faced Eleanor Gorse who opened to hisknock. Her bathrobe was disarrayed, her dark
gyesfeverish.

"May | get my dish?' asked Theodore politely.

She grunted, stepping back jerkily. His hand, in passing, brushed on hers. She twitched away asif held



stabbed her.

"Ah, you've eatenit dl,"” said Theodore, noticing thetiny residue of powder on the bottom of the dish.
Heturned. "When will your father return?' he asked.

Her body seemed to tense. "After midnight," she muttered.

Theodore stepped to the wall switch and cut off the light. He heard her gasp in the darkness. "No,"
she muttered.

"Isthiswhat you want, Eleanor?' he asked, grabbing harshly.

Her embrace was amindless, fiery swallow. There was nothing but ovening flesh benesth her robe.

Later, when shelay snoring satedly on the kitchen floor, Theodore retrieved the cameraheld | eft
outside the door.

Drawing down the shades, he arranged Eleanor's limbs and took twelve exposures. Then he went
home and washed the dish.

Beforeretiring, he didled the phone.

"Western Union," he said. "I have amessage for Mrs. Irma Putnam of 12070 Sylmar Street.”

"That'sme" shesaid.

"Both parentskilled in auto collision this afternoon,” said Theodore. "Await word regarding disposition
of bodies. Chief of Police, Tulsa, Okla-"

At the other end of the line there was a strangled gasp, a thud; then Henry Putnam's cry of "Irmal”
Theodore hung up.

After the ambulance had come and gone, he went outside and tore up thirty-five of Joseph Alston'sivy
plants. He left, in the debris, another matchbook reading Putnam's Wines and Liquors.

September 28

In the morning, when Donald Gorse had gone to work, Theodore went over. Eleanor tried to shut the
door on him but he pushed in.

"l want money," he said. "These are my collaterd.” He threw down copies of the photographs and
Eleanor recoiled, gagging. "Y our father will recelve a set of these tonight,” he said, "unless| get two
hundred dollars.”

"But I-!"

"Tonight."

He left and drove downtown to the Jeremiah Osborne Redlty office where he signed over, to Mr.
George Jackson, the vacant house at 12069 Sylmar Street. He shook Mr. Jackson's hand.

"Don't you worry now," he comforted. "The people next door are black too."

When he returned home, there was apolice car in front of the Backus house.

"What happened?' he asked Joseph Alston who was sitting quietly on his porch.

"Mrs. Backus," said the old man lifelesdly. " Shetried to kill Mrs. Ferrdl.”

"Isthat right?' said Theodore.

That night, in his office, he made his entries on page 700 of the book.

Mrs. Ferrel dying of knife woundsin local hospital. Mrs. Backusin jail; suspects husband of
adultery. J. Alston accused of dog poisoning, probably more. Putham boys accused of shooting
Alston's dog, ruining hislawn. Mrs. Putnam dead of heart attack. Mr. Putham being sued for
property destruction. Jeffersons thought to be black. McCanns and Mortons deadly enemies.
Katherine McCann believed to have had relations with Walter Morton, Jr. Morton, Jr. being sent
to school in Washington. Eleanor Gorse has hanged herself Job completed.

Timeto move.



19 - Born Of Man And Woman
X

Thisday when it had light mother called mearetch. You retch she said. | saw in her eyesthe anger. |
wonder what it isaretch.

Thisday it had water falling from upgtairs. It fell al around. | saw that. The ground of the back |
watched from the little window. The ground it sucked up the water like thirsty lips. It drank too much and
it got sck and runny brown. | didn't likeit.

Mother isapretty | know. In my bed place with cold walls around | have a paper thingsthat was
behind the furnace. It sayson it SCREEN-STARS. | seein the pictures faces like of mother and father.
Father saysthey are pretty. Once he said it.

And also mother he said. Mother so pretty and me decent enough. Look at you he said and didn’t
have the nice face. | touched hisarm and said it is airight father. He shook and pulled away where |
couldn’t reach.

Today mother let me off the chain alittle so | could look out the little window. That's howl saw the
water faling from upgairs.

XX

Thisday it had goidnessin the upstairs. As| know, when | looked at it my eyes hurt. After | look at it
thecdlar isred.

| think thiswas church. They leave the upstairs. The big machine swallows them and rolls out past and
isgone. In the back part isthelit tie mother. She is much smal than me. | am big. It isa secret but | have
pulled the chain out of thewall. | can see out thelittlewindow al | like.

Inthisday when it got dark | had eat my food and some bugs. | hear laughs upstairs. | like to know
why there are laughsfor. | took the chain from the wall and wrapped it around me. | waked squish to the
dairs. They creak when | walk on them. My legs dip on them because | don’'t walk on stairs. My feet
stick to the wood.

| went up and opened adoor. It was awhite place. White as white jewel s that come from upstairs
sometime. | went in and stood quiet. | hear the laughing some more. | walk to the sound and look
through to the people. More people than | thought was. | thought | should laugh with them.

Mother came out and pushed the door in. It Mt me and hurt. | fell back on the smooth floor and the
chain made noise. | cried. She made a hissing noise into her and put her hand on her mouth. Her eyes got
big.

Shelooked a me. | heard father call. What fell he called. She said airon board. Come help pick it up
she said. He came and said now is that so heavy you need. He saw me and grew big. The anger camein
hiseyes. He hit me. | spilled some of the drip on the floor from one arm. It was not nice. It made ugly
green on thefloor.

Father told meto goto the cellar. | had to go. Thelight it hurt some now in my eyes. Itisnot so like
that inthecdlar.

Father tied my legs and arms up. He put me on my bed. Updtairs| heard laughing while | was quiet
therelooking on ablack spider that was swinging down to me. | thought what father said. Ohgod he said.
And only eight.

XXX
Thisday father hit in the chain again before it had light. | haveto try pull it out again. He said | was bad
to come upstairs. He said never do that again or he would beat me hard. That hurts.

| hurt. | dept the day and rested my head againgt the cold wall. | thought of the white place upstairs.

XXXX



| got the chain from thewall out. Mother was upgtairs. | heard little laughs very high. | looked out the
window. | saw dl little peoplelike thelittle mother and little fatherstoo. They are pretty.

They were making nice noise and jumping around the ground. Their legswas moving hard. They are
like mother and father. Mother says dt right people look like they do.

One of thelittle fathers saw me. He pointed at the window. | let go and did down the wall in the dark.
| curled up asthey would not see. | heard their talks by the window and foots running. Upstairs there
was adoor hitting. | heard the little mother call upstairs. | heard heavy stepsand | rushed to my bed
place. | hit the chaininthewal and lay down on my front.

| heard mother come down. Have you been at the window she said. | heard the anger. Stay away
from thewindow. Y ou have pulled the chain out again.

Shetook the stick and hit mewithiit. | didn’t cry. | can’t do that. But the drip ran al over the bed. She
saw it and twisted away and made a noise. Oh mygod mygod she said why have you done thisto me?1
heard the stick go bounce on the stone floor. She ran upstairs. | dept the day.

XXXXX

Thisday it had water again. When mother was upstairs | heard the little one come dow down the
geps. | hidded myself in the cod bin for mother would have anger if the little mother saw me.

She had alittle live thing with her. It walked on the arms and had pointy ears. She said thingsto it.

It was dl right except the live thing smelled me. It ran up the coa and looked down a me. The hairs
stood up. In the throat it made an angry noise. | hissed but it jumped on me.

| didn’t want to hurt it. | got fear becauseit bit me harder than the rat does. | hurt and the little mother
screamed. | grabbed the live thing tight. It made sounds | never heard. | pushed it dl together. It wasdl
lumpy and red on the black cod.

| hid there when mother called. | was afraid of the stick. Sheleft. | crept over the cod with thething. |
hid it under my pillow and rested oniit. | put the chainin thewall again.

X

Thisisanother times. Father chained metight. | hurt because he beat me. Thistime | hit the stick out of
his hands and made noise. He went away and his face was white. He ran out of my bed place and locked
the door.

| am not so glad. All day it iscold in here. The chain comes dow out of thewall. And | have abad
anger with mother and father. | will show them. I will do what | did that once.

I will screech and laugh loud. | will run onthewalls. Last | will hang head down by al my legsand
laugh and drip green dl over until they are sorry they didn’t be niceto me.

If they try to beat meagain I’ll hurt them. I will

20 - Descent

It wasimpulse, Les pulled the car over to the kerb and stopped it. He twisted the shiny key and the
motor stopped. He turned to ook across Sunset Boulevard, across the green hillsthat dropped away
steeply to the ocean.

'Look, Ruth,' he said.

It was late afternoon. Far out across the palisades they could see the Pacific shimmering with
reflections of the red sun. The sky was atapestry dripping gold and crimson. Streamers of billowy,
pink-edged clouds hung acrossiit.

'It's so pretty,’ Ruth said.

His hand lifted from the car seet to cover hers. She smiled at him amoment, then the smile faded as



they watched the sunset again.

'It'shard to believe,' Ruth said.

'What? he asked.

‘That welll never see another.'

Helooked soberly at the brightly coloured sky. Then he smiled but not in pleasure.

'Didn't we reed that they'd have artificia sunsets? he said. Y ou'll look out the windows of your room
and see asunset. Didn't we read that somewhere?

‘It won't be the same,' she said, ‘will it, Les?

‘How could it be?

'I wonder,' she murmured, 'What it will beredly like.

‘A lot of peoplewould like to know," he said.

They sat in silence watching the sun go down. It'sfunny he thought, you try to get underneath to the
real meaning of amoment like thisbut you can't. It passes and when it's over you don't know or fed any
more than you did before. It's just one more moment added to the past. Y ou don't appreciate what you
have until it'staken away.

He looked over at Ruth and saw her looking solemnly and strangely at the ocean.

'Honey," he said quietly and gave her, with theword, hislove.

Shelooked a him and tried to smile.

'Well still be together, hetold her.

'l know,' she said. ‘Don't pay any attention to me."

‘But | will," he said, leaning over to kiss her cheek. 'I'll look after you. Over the earth -'

'Or under it,' she said.

Bill came out of the house to meet them. Leslooked at his friend as he steered the car into the open
concrete space by the garage. He wondered how Bill felt about leaving the house held just finished
paying for. Free and clear, after eighteen years of payments, and tomorrow it would berubble. Lifeisa
bastard, he thought, switching off the engine.

'Hello, kid,' Bill said to him. 'Hi, beautiful,' to Ruth.

'Hello, handsome," Ruth said.

They got out of the car and Ruth took the package off the front seet. Bill's daughter Jeannie came
running out of the house. 'Hi, Les! Hi, Ruth!"

'Say, Bill, whose car are we going to take tomorrow? Les asked him.

'l don't know, kid, Bill said. "Well talk it over when Fred and Grace get here.’

‘Carry me piggy-back, Les," Jeannie demanded.

He swung her up. I'm glad we don't have a child, I'd hate to take a child down there tomorrow.

Mary looked up from the stove asthey moved in. They al said hello and Ruth put the package on the
table.

'What's that? Mary asked.

'l baked apie,’ Ruth told her.

'Oh, you didn't have to do that,’ Mary said.

'Why not? It may bethelast oneI'll ever bake.'

It'snot that bad,’ Bill said. "They'll have stoves down there.’

Therell be so much rationing it won't be worth the effort,’ Ruth said.

"Theway my true love bakesthat'll be good fortune,’ Bill said.

'Is that so!' Mary glared at her grinning husband, who patted her behind and moved into the living
room with Les. Ruth stayed in the kitchen to help.

Les put down Bill's daughter.

Jeannie ran out. 'Mama, I'm gonna help you make dinner!’

'How nice,' they heard Mary say.

Les sank down on the big cherry-coloured couch and Bill took the chair across the room by the
window.

'Y ou come up through Santa Monica? he asked.



'No, we came aong the Coast Highway,' Les said. 'Why?

‘Jesus, you should have gone through Santa Monica,' Bill said. 'Everybody's going crazy - breaking
gtore windows, turning cars upside down, setting fire to everything. | was down therethismorning. I'm
lucky | got the car back. Some jokers wanted to roll it down Wilshire Boulevard.'

'What's the matter, are they crazy? Lessaid. "Y ou'd think thiswas the end of the world.'

'For some peopleit is,' Bill said. "What do you think M.G.M. is going to do down there, make
cartoons?

'Sure,' said Les. Tom and Jerry in the Middle of the Earth.

Bill shook hishead. '‘Businessis going out of itsmind," he said. There's no place to set up everything
down there. Everybody's flipping. Look at that paper.’

Lesleaned forward and took the newspaper off the coffeetable. It wasthree daysold. Themain
stories, of course, covered the details of the descent - the entry schedules at the various entrances:. the
onein Hollywood, the one in Reseda, the onein downtown Los Angeles. In large type across eight
columns, the front page headline read: Remember! The Bomb Falls At Sunset! Newspapers had been
carrying thewarning for aweek. And tomorrow was the day.

The rest of the stories were about robbery, rape, arson, and murder.

'Peoplejust can't takeit,' Bill said, They havetoflip.'

‘Sometimes | fed likeflipping mysdlf,' said Les.

'Why? Bill said with ashrug. 'So we live under the ground instead of over it. What the hell will
change? Tdevison will ill belousy.'

'Don't tell me we aren't even leaving that above ground?

'No, didn't you see? Bill said. He pushed up and walked over to the coffee table. He picked up the
paper Les had dropped. 'Wherethe hell isit? he muttered to himsdlf, ruffling through the pages.

"There. Bill held out the paper.

TELEVISION TO GO ON SCIENTISTSPROMISE

'Consolation? Les said.

'Sure," Bill said, tossing down the paper. ‘'Now we'll be able to watch the bomb smear us!’
He went back to hischair.

Lesshook his head. "Who's going to build television sets down there?

'Kid, therell be everything down - what's up, beautiful ?

Ruth stood in the archway that opened on the living room.

'‘Anybody want wine? she asked. 'Beer?

Bill said beer and Les said wine, then Bill went on.

'Maybe that promise of televisonisalittle farfetched,’ he said. 'But, otherwise, therell be businessas
usua. Oh, maybeit'll be on adifferent leve, but it'll be there. Christ, somebody's gonnawant something
for dl the money they'veinvested in the Tunnds!

'lsn't their life enough?

Bill went on talking about what he'd read concerning lifein The Tunnels - the exchange set-up, the
transportation system, the plans for substitute food production and al the endless Skein of details that
went into the creation of anew society in anew world.

Lesdidn't listen. He sat looking past hisfriend at the purple and red sky that topped the shifting dark
blue of the ocean. He heard the steedy flow of Bill'swords without their content; he heard the women
moving in the kitchen. What would it be like? - he wondered. Nothing like this. No aguamarine
broadloom, wall to wall, no vivid colours, no fireplace with copper screening, most of al no picture
windows with the beautiful world outside for them to watch. Hefdt histhroat tighten dowly. Tomorrow
and tomorrow and tomorrow -

Ruth came in with the glasses and handed Bill his beer and Les hiswine. Her eyes met those of her



husband for amoment and she smiled. He wanted to pull her down suddenly and bury hisfacein her
hair. He wanted to forget. But she returned to the kitchen and he said 'What? to Bill's question.

'l said | guesswelll go to the Reseda entrance.’

'l guessit'sasgood as any other,' Lessaid.

"Wl | figure the Hollywood and the downtown entrances will bejammed,’ Bill said. 'Christ, you
redly threw down that wine.'

Lesfdt the dow warmth run down into his ssomach as he put down the glass.

"Thisthing getting you, kid? Bill asked.

‘lsn't it getting you?

'Oh..." Bill shrugged. "Who knows? Maybe | just make noiseto hide what it'sdoing to me. | guess. |
fed it for Jeannie more than anything ese. She'sonly five!'

Outside they heard a car pull up in front of the house and Mary called to say that Fred and Grace
were there. Bill pressed pams on his knees and pushed up.

'Don' let it get you, he said with agrin. 'Y ou're from New Y ork. It won't be any different from the
subway.'

Les made asound of disgruntled amusement.

'Forty yearsin the subway,' he said.

It'snot that bad, Bill said, starting out of the room. The scientists claim they'll find some way to
de-radiate the country and get things growing again.’

"When?

'Maybe twenty years,' Bill said, and then he went out to welcome his guests.

'‘But how do we know what they really look like? Grace said. 'All the picturesthey print are only
artist's conceptions of what the living quarters are like down there. They may be holes inthewall for dl
we know.'

‘Don't be aknocker, kid, be abooster," Bill told her.

'Uh!" Grace grunted. 'l think you're obliviousto the -terror of thishorrible descent into the ground.’

They weredl in theliving room full of steak and salad and biscuits and pie and coffee. Les sat on the
cherry-coloured couch, hisarm round Ruth's dender waist. Grace and Fred sat on the yellow studio
couch, Mary and Bill in separate chairs. Jeannie wasin bed. Warmth filtered from the fireplace where a
low, steady log fire burned. Fred and Bill drank beer from cans and the rest drank wine.

‘Not oblivious, kid,' Bill said. 'Just adjusting. We haveto do it. We might aswell make the best of it.'

'Eadily said, easily said,’ Grace repeated. '‘But | for one certainly don't look forward to living in those
tunnels. | expect to be miserable. | don't know how Fred fedls, but those are my sentiments. | don't think
it redly matters to Fred.'

'Fred isan adjuster,’ Bill said. 'Fred is not aknocker.'

Fred amiled alittle and said nothing. He was asmall man sitting by hiswife like apatient boy with his
mother in the dentist's office.

'Oh!" Grace again. 'How can you be so blase about it isbeyond me. How can it be anything but
bad? No theatres, no restaurants, no travelling -'

'No beauty parlours,’ said Bill with ashort laugh.

"Yes, no beauty parlours,’ said Grace. 'If you don't think that's important to awoman - well.’

'WEll have our loved ones,' Mary said. 'l think that's most important. And well be dive!

Grace shrugged. "All right welll be dive, well betogether, she said. 'But I'm afraid | just can't call that
life- livinginacelar therest of my life’

'‘Don't go,' Bill said. 'Show 'em how tough you are.’

"Very funny,’ Grace said.

'l bet some people will decide not to go down there,' Les said.

'If they're crazy," said Grace. 'Uh! What a hideous way to die’

'Maybe it's better than going underground,’ Bill said, 'Who knows? Maybe alot of people will spend a
quiet day a home tomorrow.'

'‘Quiet? said Grace, 'Don't worry, Fred and | will be down in those tunnels bright and early



tomorrow.'

'I'm not worried,' said Bill.

They were quiet for amoment, then Bill said, 'The Reseda entrance dl right with everybody? We
might aswell decide now.’

Fred made asmall pams-up gesture with hishands.

'All right with me," he said. "Whatever the mgority decides.’

'Kid, let'sfaceit,’ Bill said. "Y ou're the most important person weve got here. An eectrician's going to
be abig man down there.’

Fred smiled. 'That's okay," he said. 'Anything you decide.’

Y ou know,' Bill said. 'l wonder what the hell we mailmen are going to do down there.’

'‘And we bank tellers Les said.

'Oh, therell be money down there," Bill said. 'Where America goes, money goes. Now what about the
car? We can only take onefor six. Shall we take mine? It'sthe biggest.'

'Why not ours?' Grace said.

'‘Doesn't matter adamn to me,' Bill said. "We can't take them down with us anyway.'

Grace dtared bitterly at thetire, her frail hands opening and closing in her Iap.

'Oh, why don't we stop the bomb! Why don't we attack first ?

'We can't stop it now,' Les said.

'l wonder if they have tunnelstoo, said Mary.

'Sure,' Bill said. "They're probably sitting in their housesright now just like us, drinking wine and
wondering what'll it be like to go underground.’

'‘Not them," Grace said, bitterly. "What do they care?

Bill smiled dryly. They care’

"There doesn't seem any point,’ Ruth said.

Then they dl sat in sllence watching their last fire of acool Caiforniaevening. Ruth rested her head on
Lessshoulder as he dowly stroked her blonde hair. Bill and Mary caught each other'seye and smiled a
little. Fred sat and stared with gentle, melancholy eyes at the glowing logs while Grace opened up and
closed her hands and looked very old.

And, outsde, the tars shone down for amillion times the millionth year.

Ruth and Leswere sitting on their living room floor listening to records when Bill sounded his horn. For
amoment they looked at each other without aword, alittle frightened, the sunlight filtering between the
blinds and falling like golden ladders across their legs. What can | say? - he wondered suddenly - Are
there any words in the world that can make this minute easier for her?

Ruth moved against him quickly and they clung together as hard asthey could. Outsde the horn blew
agan.

'Weld better go,' Les said quietly.

‘All right,’ she said.

They stood up and Les went to the front door.

'WEell beright out!" he called.

Ruth moved into the bedroom and got their coats and the two small suitcases they were alowed to
take. All ther furniture, their clothes, their books, their records -they had to be left behind.

When she went back to the living room, Les was turning off the record player.

'l wish we could take more books," he said.

‘They'll havelibraries, honey, she said.

'l know," hesaid. 'lItjust - isn't the same.’

He helped her on with her coat and she helped him on with his. The apartment was very quiet and
warm.

'It'sso nice,' shesaid.

Helooked at her amoment asif in question, then, hurriedly, he picked up the suitcases and opened
the door.

'‘Come on, baby," he said.



At the door she turned and looked back. Abruptly she walked over to the record player and turned it
on. She stood there emotionlessly until the musi ¢ sounded, then she went back to the door and closed it
firmly behind them.

‘Why did you do that? Les asked.

Shetook hisarm and they started down the path to the car.

I don't know,' she said, 'Maybe | just want to leave our home asif it were dive.’

A soft breeze blew against them as they walked and, overhead, pam trees swayed their ponderous
leaves.

‘I'saniceday, shesad.

'Yes, itis' hesad and her fingerstightened on hisarm.

Bill opened the door for them.

'Hopin, kids," he said. 'And well get ralling.’

Jeannie got on her knees on the front seat and talked to Les and Ruth asthe car started up the street.
Ruth turned and watched the apartment house disappesar.

'l felt the same way about our house,' Mary said.

'Don't fret, Ma,’ Bill said. "We'll make out down thar.'

'What's down thar?" Jeannie asked.

'‘God knows,' said Bill, then, 'Daddy's joking, baby. Down thar means down there.'

'Say, Bill, do you think well beliving near each other in The Tunnels? Les asked.

I don't know, kid,' Bill said. 'It goes by district. WEII be pretty close together | guess, but Fred and
Gracewon't, living way the hell over in Venicethe way they do.'

'l can't say I'm sorry,' Mary said. 'l don't relish theidea of listening to Grace complain for the next
twenty years.'

'Oh, Graceisadl right,’ Bill said, 'All she needsisagood swift kick whereit countsoncein awhile’
Traffic was heavy on the main boulevards that ran east for the two city entrances. Bill drove dowly
along Lincoln Boulevard towards Venice. Outside of Jeanni€'s chattering none of them spoke. Ruth and
Les sat close to each other, hands clasped, eyes straight ahead. Today, the words kept running through

hismind: we're going underground, we're going underground today.

At first nothing happened when Bill honked the horn. Then the front door of the little house jerked
open and Grace came running wildly across the broad lawn, still wearing her dressing gown and dippers,
her grey-black hair hanging downin long braids.

'Oh my God, what's happened? Mary said as Bill pushed quickly from the car to meet Grace. He
pulled open the gate in time to catch Grace as one of her dipper hedls dug into the soft earth throwing her
off balance.

'What's wrong?' he asked, bracing her with his hands.

It's Fred!" shecried.

Bill'sface went blank and his gaze jumped suddenly to the house standing silent and whitein the
sunshine. Lesand Mary got out of the car quickly.

'What's wrong with - * Bill started, cutting off hiswords nervoudy.

'Hewon't go!' Grace cried, her face amask of twisted fright.

They found him as Grace said held been dl morning -fists clenched, sitting motionlessin his easy chair
by the window that overlooked the garden. Bill walked over to him and laid ahand on his thin shoulder.

'What's up, buddy? he asked.

Fred looked up, asmile starting at the corners of his smal mouth. ‘Hi, he said quietly.

'Y ou're not going? Bill asked.

Fred took a breath and seemed about to say something else, then he stopped. 'No," he said asif he
were politely refusing peas a dinner.

'Oh, my God, | told you, | told you!" Grace sobbed. 'He's insane!’

‘All right, Grace, take it easy." Bill snapped irritably and she pressed the soaked handkerchief to her
mouth. Mary put her arm around Grace.

"Why not, pa? Bill asked hisfriend.



Another smile twitched momentarily on Fred'slips. He shrugged dightly.

'‘Don't want to," he said.

'Oh, Fred, Fred, how can you do thisto me? Grace moaned, standing nervoudy by the front door,
right hand to her throat. Bill's mouth tightened but he kept his eyes on Fred's motionless face.

'What about Grace? he asked.

'Grace should go,’' Fred answered. 'l want her to go, | don't want her to die.’

'How can | live down there alone?" Grace sobbed.

Fred didn't answer, hejust sat there looking straight ahead asif he felt embarrassed by all this
attention, asif hewastrying to gather in hismind theright thing to say.

'Look," he started,’ | know thisisterrible and - and it'sarrogant - but | just can't go down there.!'

His mouth grew firm. 'l won',’ he said.

Bill straightened up with aweary breath.

'Well," he said hopelesdly.

'l -" Fred had opened up hisright fist and was un-crumpling asmall square of paper. 'Maybe - thiswill
say - say what | mean.’

Bill took it and read it. Then he looked down at Fred and patted his shoulder once.

'‘Okay, pal,' he said and he put the paper in his coat. He looked at Grace.

'Get dressed if you're coming,' he said.

'Fred!" shedmost screamed his name. 'Are you going to do thisterrible thing to me?

'Y our husband is staying,' Bill told her. 'Do you want to stay with him?

'l don't want to die!’

Bill looked at her amoment, then turned away.

‘Mary, help her dress,' he said.

While they went to the car, Grace sobbing and stumbling on Mary's arm, Fred stood in the front
doorway and watched hiswife leave. She hadn't kissed him or embraced him, only retreated from his
goodbye with asob of angry fear. He stood there without moving amuscle and the breeze ruffled histhin
hair.

When they were dl in the car Bill took the paper out of his pocket.

'I'm going to read you what your husband wrote," he said flatly and heread: 'If a man dies with the
sunin his eyes, he diesa man. If a man goes with dirt on his nose -he only dies.’

Grace looked at Bill with blegk eyes, her handstwisting endiesdy in her 1ap.

'Mama, why isn't Uncle Fred coming? Jeannie asked as Bill started the car and made a sharp U-turn.

'Hewantsto stay,' was al Mary said.

The car picked up speed and headed toward Lincoln Boulevard. None of them spoke and Les
thought of Fred Sitting back theredonein hislittle house, waiting. Alone. The thought made histhroat
catch and he gritted histeeth. Was there another poem beginning in Fred's mind now, he thought, one
that started - If a man dies and thereis no one there to hold his hand -

'Oh, stop it, stop the car!’ Grace cried.

Bill pulled over to the kerb.

'l don't want to go down there done,"” Grace said miserably, 'It's not fair to makeme go alone. | -'

She stopped talking and bit her lip. 'Oh -' She leaned over. 'Goodbye, Mary," she said and she kissed
her. '‘Goodbye, Ruth,' and kissed her. Then Les and Jeannie, and she managed a brief, rueful smile at Bill.

I hateyou, she said.

'l love you," he answered.

They watched her go back down the block, first walking, then, as she got nearer to the house, half
running with achild-like excitement. They saw Fred come to the gate and then Bill started the car and he
drove away and they were alone together.

'Y ou'd never think Fred felt that way, would you? Lessaid.

'l don't know, kid," Bill said. 'He always used to stay in his garden when he wasn't working. He liked
to wear apair of shorts and tee shirt and let the sun fal on him while he trimmed the hedges or mowed
the lawn or something. | can understand him fedling the way he does. If he wantsto die that way, why



not? He's old enough to know what he wants. He grinned. ‘It's Grace that surprises me.'

'Dont you think it wasalittle unfair of him sort of pushing Graceinto staying with him? Ruth asked.

'What'sfair or unfair? Bill said. 'It'saman'slife and aman'slove. Where's the book that tells aman
how to die and how to love?

He turned the car onto Lincoln Boulevard.

They reached the entrance alittle after noon and one of the hundreds in the concentrated police force
directed them to the field down the road and told them to park there and walk back.

‘Jesus, would you look at those cars,' Bill said as he drove dowly aong the road that was thick with
walking people.

Cars, thousands of them. Lesthought of the field he'd seen once after the Second World War. It had
been filled with bombers, wing to wing asfar asthe eye could see. Thiswasjust likeit, only these were
cars and the war wasn't over, it was just beginning.

'lsn't it dangerousto leave dl the cars here? Ruth asked. 'Won't it make atarget?

'Kid, no matter where the bomb falsit's going to smear everything,’ Bill said.

'Besides, said Les, 'the way the entrances are built | don't think it matters much where the bomb
lands'

They dl got out and stood for amoment asiif they weren't sure exactly what to do. Then Bill said,
'Well, let's go,' and patted the hood of hiscar. 'So long, clunk -R.1.P.

'In pieces? Lessaid.

There werelong lines a each of the twenty desks before the entrance. People filed dowly by and gave
their names and addresses and were assigned to various bunker rows. They didn't talk much, they just
held their suitcases and moved aong with little steps towards the entrance to The Tunnels.

Ruth held Less arm with clenched fingers and he fdlt atautness growing around the edges of his
stomach, asif the muscles there were dowly cacifying. Each short, undramatic step took them closer to
the entrance, further from the sky and the sun and the stars and the moon. And suddenly Lesfet very
sck and afraid. He wanted to grab Ruth's hand and drive back to their partment and stay theretill it
ended. Fred wasright -he couldn't help feding it. Fred was right to know that aman couldn't leave the
only home he'd ever had and burrow into the earth like amole and gtill be himself. Something would
happen down there, something would change. The artificid air, the even banks of bulbed sunshine, the
electric moon and the fluorescent stars invented at the behest of some psychological study that foretold
aberration if they were taken away completely. Did they suppose these things would be enough? Could
they possibly believe that aman might crawl beneath the ground in one greet living grave for twenty years
and keep hissoul?

Hefdt his body tighten involuntarily and he wanted to scream out at al the stupidity in theworld that
made men scourge themsalves before their own whips to then-own destruction in one endless chain of
blind sadisms. His breath caught and he glanced a Ruth and he saw that she waslooking at him.

‘Areyou dl right?

He drew in ashaking breath. 'Yes," he said, 'All right.'

Hetried to numb his mind but without success. He kept looking at al the people around him,
wondering if they felt ashe did thisfierce anger at what was happening, at what, basicaly, they had
allowed to happen. Did they think too of the night before, of the stars and the crisp air and sounds of
earth? He shook his head. It was torture to think about them.

Helooked over at Bill asthe five of them shuffled dowly down the long concrete ramp to the
elevators. Bill was holding Jeannie's hand in his, looking down at her without any expression on hisface.
Then Les saw him turn and nudge Mary with the suitcase he held in his other hand. Mary looked at him
and Bill winked.

'Where are we going, papa? Jeannie asked, and her voice echoed dhrilly off thewhitetilewalls.

Bill'sthroat moved. 'l told you," hereplied. "We're going to live under the ground awhile’

'How long? Jeannie asked.

'Don't talk any more, baby,' Bill said. 'l don't know.'



There was no sound in the elevator. There were ahundred peopleinit and it was as fill asatomb as
it went down. And down. And down.

21 - Girl Of My Dreams

He woke up, grinning, in the darkness. Carrie was having anightmare. Helay on his side and listened
to her breathless moaning. Must be a good one, he thought. He reached out and touched her back. The
nightgown was wet with her perspiration. Great, he thought. He pulled his hand away as she squirmed
agang it, garting to make faint noisesin her throat; it sounded asif she weretrying to say 'No'.

No, hdl, Greg thought. Dream, you ugly bitch; what else are you good for? He yawned and pulled his
left arm from beneath the covers. Three-sixteen. He wound the watch stem duggishly. Going to get me
one of those el ectric watches one of these days, he thought Maybe this dream would do it. Too bad
Carrie had no control over them. If she did, she could redlly makeit big.

Herolled onto his back. The nightmare was ending now; or coming to its peak, he was never sure
which. What difference did it make anyway? He wasn't interested in the machinery, just the product. He
grinned again, reaching over to the bedside table for his cigarettes. Lighting one, he blew up smoke. Now
held have to comfort her, he thought with afrown. That was the part he could live without. Dumb little
creep. Why couldn't she be blonde and beautiful ? He expelled aburst of smoke. Well, you couldn't ask
for everything. If she were good-looking, she probably wouldn't have these dreams. There were plenty of
other women to provide therest of it

Carrie jerked violently and sat up with acry, pulling the coversfrom hislegs. Greg looked at her
outline in the darkness. She was shivering. 'Oh, no," she whispered. He watched her head begin to shake.
'No. No." She started to cry, her body hitching with sobs. Oh, Christ, he thought, thisl| take hours.
Irritably, he pressed his cigarette into the ashtray and sat up.

'‘Baby? hesad.

She twisted around with agasp and stared a him. 'Come 'ere," he told her. He opened hisarms and
sheflung hersdlf againgt him. He could fed her narrow fingers gouging at his back, the soggy weight of
her breasts againgt his chest. Oh, boy, he thought. He kissed her neck, grimacing a the smell of her
swest-damp skin. Oh, boy, what | go through. He caressed her back. Takeit easy, baby," he said, ‘I'm
here.' He let her cling to him, sobbing weakly. 'Bad dream? he asked. He tried to sound concerned.

'Oh, Greg.' She could barely speak. ‘It was horrible, oh, God, how horrible!

Hegrinned. It was agood one.

"Which way? he asked.

Carrie perched stiffly on the edge of the seet, looking through the windshield with troubled eyes. Any
second now, sheld pretend she didn't know; she dways did. Greg's fingers tightened dowly on the whed.
One of these days, by God, he/d smack her right across her ugly face and walk out, free. Damn freak.
Hefdt the skin begin to tighten across his cheeks. 'Well? he asked.

I don't-'

"Which way, Carrie?" God, he'd like to twist back one of her scrawny arms and bresk the damn
thing; squeeze that skinny neck until her breath stopped.

Carrie swdlowed dryly. ‘Left, she murmured.

Bingo! Greg amost laughed doud, dapping down the turn indicator. Left - right into the Eastridge
area, the money area. Y ou dreamed it right thistime, you dog, he thought; thisis|It. All he had to do now
was play it smart and held be free of her for good. HE'd swesated it out and now it was payday!

The tyres made a crisp sound on the pavement as he turned the car onto the quiet, tree-lined street.
'How far? he asked. She didn't answer and he looked at her threateningly. Her eyes were shuit.

'How far?| said.'

Carrie clutched her hands together. 'Greg, please - she Started. Tears were squeezing out beneath her
lids

‘Damnit!



Carrie whimpered and said something. 'What? he snapped. She drew in wavering breath. The middle
of the next block,' she said.

'Which side?

Theright.'

Greg smiled. He leaned back against the seat and relaxed. That was more like it. Dumb bitch tried the
same old I-forget routine every time. When would she learn that he had her down cold? He dmost
chuckled. She never would, he thought; because, after this one, he'd be gone and she could dream for
nothing.

‘Tell mewhen wereach it,' he said.

'Y es,' she answered. She had turned her face to the window and was leaning her forehead againgt the
cold glass. Don't cool it too much, he thought, amused; keep it hot for Daddy. He pressed away the
risng smile as she turned to look at him. Was she picking up on him? Or wasit just the usud? It was
awaysthe same. Just before they reached wherever they were going, sheld ook at him intently asif to
convince hersdf that it was worth the pain. Hefdt like laughing in her face. Obvioudy, it wasworthiit.
How dse could abeast like her land someone with his class? Except for him, her bed would be the
emptiest, her nightsthe longest.

'‘Almost there? he asked.

Carrie looked to the front again. 'The white one,' she said.

'With the hdf-circle drive?

She nodded tightly. 'Yes!'

Greg clenched histeeth, aspasm of avidity sweeping through him. Fifty thousand if it wasworth a
nickel, he thought. Oh, you bitch, you crazy bitch, you redlly nailed it for methistime! Heturned the
whed and pulled in at the kerb. Cutting the engine, he glanced across the street. The convertible would
come from that direction, he thought. He wondered who'd be driving it Not that it mattered.

'‘Greg?

Heturned and eyed her coldly. 'What?

She bit her lip, then started to speak.

'‘No," he said, cutting her off. He pulled out the ignition key and shoved open the door. ‘Let'sgo, he
said. He did out, shut the door and walked around the car. Carrie was ill inside. 'Let's go, baby,' he
sad, the hint of venomin hisvoice.

'Greg, please -'

He shuddered at the cost of repressing an intense desire to scream curses at her, jerk open the door
and drag her out by her hair. Hisrigid fingers clamped on the handle and he opened the door, waited.
Chrigt, but she was ugly - the features, the skin, the body. She'd never looked so repugnant to him. 'l
said lets go? hetold her. He couldn't disguise the tremble of fury in hisvoice.

Carrie got out and he shut the door. It was getting colder. Greg drew up the collar of his topcoat,
shivering asthey started up the drive towards the front door of the house. He could use aheavier codt,
he thought; with anice, thick lining. A real sharp one, maybe black. HEd get one, one of these days -
and maybe real soon too. He glanced at Carrie, wondering if she had any notion of his plans. He doubted
it even though she looked more worried than ever. What the hell was with her? She'd never been this bad
before. Was it because it was akid? He shrugged. What difference did it make? She'd perform.

'Cheer up,' he said, 'It'sa school day. Y ou won't have to see him.' She didn't answer.

They went up two steps onto the brick porch and stopped before the door. Greg pushed the button
and, deep insde the house, melodic chimes sounded. While they waited, he reached insde histopcoat
pocket and touched the small lesther notebook. Funny how he dwaysfelt like some kind of weird
salesman when they were operating. A salesman with adamned closed market, he thought, amused. No
one el se could offer what he had to sdll, that was for sure,

He glanced at Carrie. '‘Cheer up,’ hetold her, "We're hel ping them, aren't we?

Carrie shivered. ‘It won't be too much, will it, Greg?

I'll decide on-'

He broke off as the door was opened. For amoment, he felt angry disappointment that the bell had



not been answered by amaid. Then he thought: Oh, whét the hell, the money's ftill here - and he smiled
at the woman who stood before them. 'Good afternoon,’ he said.

Thewoman looked a him with that half polite, half suspicious smile most women gavehim &t first.

'Y es? she asked.

'It's about Paul,' he said.

The smile disappeared, the woman's face grew blank. 'What? she asked.

"That's your son's name, isn't it?

The woman glanced a Carrie. Already, she was disconcerted, Greg could see.

'He'sin danger of hislife hetold her, 'Are you interested in hearing more about it?

" What’ s happened to him?'

Greg smiled affably. 'Nothing yet," he answered. The woman caught her breath asif, abruptly, she
were being strangled.

'Y ou've taken him," she murmured.

Greg's smile broadened. 'Nothing like that,’ he said.

'Whereis he then? the woman asked.

Greg looked at hiswristwatch, feigning surprise. 'lsn't he at school ? he asked.

Uneasly confused, the woman stared at him for several moments before she twisted away, pushing at
the door. Greg caught hold of it beforeit shut. 'Insde,’ he ordered.

‘Can't wewait out -7

Carrie broke off with agasp as he clamped hisfingers on her arm and pulled her into the hall. While he
shut the door, Greg listened to the rapid whir and click of atelephone being dialed in the kitchen. He
smiled and took hold of Carriesarm again, guiding her into the living room. 'Sit," hetold her.

Carrie settled gingerly on the edge of a chair while he gpprai sed the room. Money wasin evidence
wherever helooked; in the carpeting and drapes, the period furniture, the accessories. Greg pulledina
tight, exultant breath and tried to keep from grinning like an eager kid; thiswasit al right. Dropping onto
the sofa, he stretched luxurioudly, leaned back and crossed hislegs, glancing at the name on amagazine
lying on the end table beside him. In the kitchen, he could hear the woman saying, 'He'sin Room
Fourteen; Mrs. Jennings class.’

A sudden clicking sound made Carrie gasp. Greg turned his head and saw, through the back drapes, a
collie scratching at the diding glass door; beyond, he noted, with renewed pleasure, the glint of swimming
pool water. Greg watched the dog. It must be the one that would -

‘Thank you," said the woman gratefully. Greg turned back and looked in that direction. The woman
hung up the telephone receiver and her footsteps tapped across the kitchen floor, becoming soundless as
she stepped onto the hallway carpeting. She started cautioudy toward the front door.

'We'rein here, Mrs. Whedler,' said Greg.

The woman caught her breath and whirled in shock. ‘What is this? she demanded.

'Isheadl right? Greg asked.

"What do you want?"

Greg drew the notebook from his pocket and held it out. "Would you like to look at this? he asked.

The woman didn't answer but peered at Greg through narrowing eyes. That'sright,' he said, 'We're
sling something.

Thewoman's face grew hard.

"Your son'slife,” Greg completed.

The woman gaped at him, momentary resentment invaded by fear again. Jesus, you look stupid, Greg
felt liketdling her. Heforced asmile. 'Are you interested? he asked.

'Get out of here before | call the police.” The woman's voice was husky, tremulous.

'Y ou're not interested in your son'slife then?

The woman shivered with fear-ridden anger. 'Did you hear me? she said.

Greg exhded through clenching teeth.

'Mrs. Wheder, he said, 'unless you listen to us -carefully - your son will soon be dead.’ From the
corners of hiseyes, he noticed Carrie wincing and felt like smashing in her face. That'sright, he thought



with savage fury. Show her how scared you are, you stupid bitch!

Mrs. Wheder'slips stirred fateringly as she stared a Greg. 'What are you talking about? she findly
asked.

Your son'slife, Mrs. Whedler.'

'Why should you want to hurt my boy? the woman asked, a sudden quaver in her voice. Greg felt
himsdf rlax. She was amost in the bag.

'Did | say that we were going to hurt him? he asked, smiling at her quizzicaly, 'l don't remember
saying that, Mrs. Wheder.'

Then-?

‘Sometime before the middle of the month,’ Greg interrupted, 'Paul will be run over by acar and
killed.

'What?

Greg did not repest.

'‘What car? asked the woman. She looked at Greg in panic. 'What car? she demanded.

'We don't know exactly.'

'Where? the woman asked. "When?

"That information,’ Greg replied, 'iswhat we're sdlling.”

The woman turned to Carrie, looking at her frightenedly. Carrie lowered her gaze, teeth digging at her
lower lip. The woman looked back at Greg as he continued.

'Let meexplain,' hesad, 'My wifeiswhat'sknown asa"sengtive'. Y ou may not be familiar with the
term. It means she hasvisons and dreams. Very often, they have to do with real people. Like the dream
she had last night - about your son.’

The woman shrank from hiswords and, as Greg expected, an element of shrewdness modified her
expression; there was now, in addition to fear, suspicion.

'I know what you're thinking, he informed her. 'Don't waste your time. Look at this notebook and
you'll see-'

'Get out of here,' the woman said.

Greg'ssmile grew strained. 'That again? he asked. 'Y ou mean you redly don't care about your son's
life?

The woman managed a smile of contempt. 'Shal | cal the police now? she asked. 'The bunco
squad?

'If you realy want to," answered Greg, 'but | suggest you listen to me first." He opened the notebook
and began to read. 'January twenty-second: Man named Jimto fall from roof while adjusting
television aerial Ramsay Street. Two-story house, green with white trim. Here'sthe newsitem.’

Greg glanced at Carrie and nodded once, ignoring her pleading look as he stood and walked across
the room. The woman cringed back apprehensively but didn't move. Greg held up the notebook page.
'Asyou can see,' he said, 'the man didn't believe what we told him and did fal off hisroof on January
twenty-second; it's harder to convince them when you can't give any details so asnot to giveit dl away.’
He clucked asif disturbed. 'He should have paid us, though," he said. 'It would have been alot less
expensive than a broken back.’

"Who do you think you're -?

'Herés another,’ Greg said, turning a page. 'This should interest you. February twelfth, afternoon:
Boy, 13, name unknown, to fall into abandoned well shaft, fracture pelvis. Lives on Darien
Circle, etcetera, etcetera, you can see the details here,' he finished, pointing at the page. 'Here'sthe
newspaper clipping. Asyou can see, his parentswerejust in time. They'd refused to pay at firs,
threatened to cdl the police like you did." He smiled at the woman. "Threw us out of the house asa
matter of fact,’ he said. 'On the afternoon of the twelfth, though, when | made alast-minute phone check,
they were out of their minds with worry. Their son had disappeared and they had no idea where he was -
| hadn't mentioned the well shaft, of course.’

He paused for amoment of dramatic emphasis, enjoying the moment fully. 'l went over to their house,’



he said, 'they made their payment and | told them where their son was." He pointed at the clipping. 'He
was found, as you see - down in an abandoned well shaft. With abroken pelvis!

'‘Doyouredly -?

- expect you to believe adl this? Greg completed her thought. 'Not completely; no one ever does at
firs. Let metel you what you're thinking right now. Y ou're thinking that we cut out these newspaper
items and made up this story to fit them. Y ou're entitled to believe that if you want to -' his face hardened,
- but, if you do, you'll have adead son by the middie of the month, you can count on that."

He smiled chearfully. 'l don't believe you'd enjoy hearing how it's going to happen,’ he said.

The smile began to fade. 'And it is going to happen, Mrs. Wheder, whether you believeit or not.’

The woman, gill too dazed by fright to be completely sure of her suspicion, watched Greg ashe
turned to Carrie.'Wdl? he sad.

'l don't -'

'Let'shaveit," he demanded.

Carrie bit her lower lip and tried to restrain the sob.

'What are you going to do? the woman asked.

Greg turned to her with asmile. 'Make our point,' he said. He looked at Carrie again. "Well?

She answered, eyes closed, voice pained and feeble.

"Theresathrow rug by the nursery door,' she said. 'Y ou'll dip on it while you're carrying the baby.'

Greg glanced at her in pleased surprise; he hadn't known there was a baby. Quickly, helooked at the
woman as Carrie continued in atroubled voice, There's ablack widow spider underneath the playpen on
the patio, it will bite the baby, theré'sa-'

'Careto check theseitems, Mrs. Wheder? Greg broke in. Suddenly, he hated her for her downess,
for her failure to accept. 'Or shdl we just walk out of here," he said, sharply, 'and let that blue
convertible drag Paul's head along the street until his brains spill out?”

The woman looked a him in horror. Greg felt amomentary dread that he had told her too much, then
relaxed as heredlized that he hadn't. 'l suggest you check,' hetold her, pleasantly. The woman backed
away from him alittle bit, then turned and hurried toward the patio door. 'Oh, incidentaly,’ Greg said,
remembering. Sheturned. "That dog out there will try to save your son but it won't succeed; the car will
kill it, too."

The woman stared at him, asif uncomprehending, then turned away and, diding open the patio door,
went outside. Greg saw the callie frisking around her as she moved across the patio. Leisurely, he
returned to the sofaand sat down.

'‘Greg-?

He frowned grimacingly, jerking up his hand to silence her. Out on the patio, there was a scraping
noise as the woman overturned the playpen. He listened intently. There was a sudden gasp, then the
stamping of the woman's shoe on concrete, an excited barking by the dog. Greg smiled and leaned back
withasgh. Bingo.

When the woman came back in, he smiled at her, noticing how heavily she bresthed.

"That could happen any place,’ she said, defensively.

'Could it? Greg's smile remained intact. 'And the throw rug?

'Maybe you looked around while | wasin the kitchen.’

'We didn't.

'‘Maybe you guessed.’

'‘And maybe we didn't, hetold her, chilling his smile. ‘Maybe everything weve said istrue. Y ou want
to gambleon it?

Thewoman had no reply. Greg looked at Carrie. '‘Anything else? he asked. Carrie shivered fitfully.
'An electric outlet by the baby's crib,’ she said. 'She has a bobby pin beside her, she's been trying to put
itintheplugand -'

'Mrs. Wheder? Greg looked inquisitively at the woman. He snickered as she turned and hurried from
the room. When she was gone, he smiled and winked at Carrie. "Y ou'reredlly on today, baby,' he said.
She returned hislook with glistening eyes. 'Greg, please don't make it too much,’ she murmured.



Greg turned away from her, the smile withdrawn. Relax, hetold himself; relax. After today, you'l be
free of her. Casudly, he dipped the notebook back into histopcoat pocket.

The woman returned in several minutes, her expression now devoid of anything but dread. Between
two fingers of her right hand she was carrying abobby pin. "How did you know?' she asked. Her voice
was hollow with dismay.

'l believe | explained that, Mrs. Wheder,' Greg replied. 'My wife has a gift. She knows exactly where
and when that accident will occur. Do you careto buy that information?

The woman's hands twitched at her sides. "What do you want? she asked.

"Ten thousand dollarsin cash,’ Greg answered. Hisfingers flexed reactively as Carrie gasped but he
didn't look at her. He fixed his gaze on the woman's stricken face. "Ten thousand...' she repeated
dumbly.

‘That's correct. Isit adeal?

'‘But wedon't -'

‘Takeit or leaveit, Mrs. Wheeler. You'renot in abargaining position. Don't think for a second that
there's anything you can do to prevent the accident. Unless you know the exact time and place, it'sgoing
to happen.' He stood abruptly, causing her to start. "Well? he snapped, ‘'what'sit going to be? Ten
thousand dollars or your son'slife?

The woman couldn't answer. Greg's eyes flicked to where Carrie sat in mute despair. 'Let'sgo,' he
said. He started for the hall.

"Wait:

Greg turned and looked at the woman. 'Y es?

'How - do | know -7 shefaltered.

'Y ou dont, he broke in, 'you don't know athing. We do.'

He waited another few moments for her decision, then walked into the kitchen and, removing his
memo pad from an ingde pocket, dipped the pencil free and jotted down the telephone number. He
heard the woman murmuring pleadingly to Carrie and, shoving the pad and pencil into histopcoat
pocket, left the kitchen. 'Let's go," he said to Carrie who was st