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| nNew York, it never fails, the doorbell ri ngsjust when you've plopped down onto the couch for a
well-deserved snooze. Now, a person of character would say, "To hell with that, aman'shomeishis
castle and they can dide any telegrams under the door.” But if you're like Edelstein, not particularly strong
on character, then you think to yourself that maybe it's the blonde from 12C who has come up to borrow
ajar of chili powder. Or it could even be some crazy film producer who wants to make amovie based
on the letters you've been sending your mother in Santa Monica. (And why not; don't they make movies
out of worse materia than that?)

Y et thistime, Edelstein had redlly decided not to answer the bell. Lying on the couch, hiseyes il
closed, hecaled out, "I don't want any."

"Yesyou do," avoicefrom the other side of the door replied.

"I've got al the encyclopedias, brushes, and waterless cookery | need,” Edelstein called back wearily.
"Whatever you've gaot, I've got it dready.”

"Look," thevoice said, "I'm not sdlling anything. | want to give you something.”

Ede stein smiled the thin, sour smile of the New Y orker who knowsthat if someone made him a gift of
apackage of genuine, unmarked $20 bills, he'd still somehow end up having to pay for it.

"If it'sfree," Eddstein answered, "then | definitely can't afford it.”

"But | mean really freg" thevoice said. "'l mean free that it won't cost you anything now or ever."

"I'm not interested,” Edelstein replied, admiring hisfirmness of character.

Thevoice did not answer.

Edelstein called out, "Hey, if you're ill there, please go away.”

"My dear Mr. Edelstein,” thevoice said, "cynicismismerely aform of naivete. Mr. Edestein, wisdom
isdiscrimination.”

"He givesmelecturesnow," Edelstein said to thewall.

"All right," the voice said, "forget the whole thing, keep your cynicism and your racid prejudice; do |
need thiskind of trouble?’

"Just aminute," Edelstein answered. "What makes you think I'm pregjudiced?”

"Let'snot crap around,” the voice said. "'If | wasraising funds for Hadassah or sdlling Isragl bonds, it



would have been different. But, obvioudy, | amwhat | am, so excuse mefor living."

"Not so fadt,” Edelstein said. "Asfar asI'm concerned, you're just avoice from the other side of the
door. For al | know, you could be Catholic or Seventh-Day Adventist or even Jewish."

"You knew," the voice responded.

"Miger, | swear to you—"

"Look," the voice said, "it doesn't matter, | come up against alot of thiskind of thing. Good-bye, Mr.
Eddgen.”

"Just aminute" Eddstein replied.

He cursed himsdlf for afool. How often had he fallen for some huckster's line, ending up, for example,
paying $9.98 for an illustrated two-volume Sexual History of Mankind, which hisfriend Manowitz had
pointed out he could have bought in any Marboro bookstore for $2.98?

But the voice wasright. Edelstein had somehow known that he was dedling with agoy.

And the voice would go away thinking, The Jews, they think they're better than anyone else.
Further, hewould tell thisto hisbigoted friends at the next meeting of the Elks or the Knights of
Columbus, and there it would be, another black eye for the Jews.

"I do have awesk character," Eddstein thought sadly.

Hecdled out, "All right! Y ou can comein! But | warn you from the start, | am not going to buy
anything."

He pulled himsdf to hisfeet and started toward the door. Then he stopped, for the voice had replied,
"Thank you very much," and then aman had walked through the closed, double-locked wooden door.

The man was of medium height, nicely dressed in agray pinstripe modified Edwardian suit. His
cordovan boots were highly polished. He was black, carried a briefcase, and he had stepped through
Edelstein'sdoor asif it had been made of Jell-O.

"Just aminute, stop, hold on one minute,”" Edelstein said. He found that he was clasping both of his
hands together and his heart was beating unpleasantly fadt.

The man stood perfectly still and at his ease, one yard within the apartment. Edelstein started to
breathe again. He said, "Sorry, | just had a brief attack, akind of halucination—"

"Want to seemedo it again?' the man asked.

"My God, no! So you did wak through the door! Oh, God, I think I'min trouble.”

Edel stein went back to the couch and sat down heavily. The man sat down in anearby chair.

"What isthisall about?' Edelstein whispered.

"I do the door thing to savetime," the man said. "It usually closesthe credulity gap. My nameis
Charles Stwdll. | am afield man for the Devil."

Edelstein believed him. He tried to think of aprayer, but al he could remember was the one he used to
say over bread in the summer camp he had attended when hewas aboy. It probably wouldn't help. He
also knew the Lord's Prayer, but that wasn't even hisreligion. Perhapsthe saluteto theflag . . .

"Don't get al worked up,” Sitwell said. "I'm not here after your soul or any old-fashioned crap like
that.”

"How can | believeyou?' Edelstein asked.

"Fgureit out for yoursdf," Sitwell told him. "Consider only thewar aspect. Nothing but rebellions and
revolutionsfor the past fifty years or so. For us, that means an unprecedented supply of condemned
Americans, Viet Cong, Nigerians, Biafrans. Indonesians, South Africans, Russans, Indians, Pakistanis,
and Arabs. Isradlis, too, I'm sorry to tell you. Also, were pulling in more Chinese than usud, and just
recently, we've begun to get plenty of action on the South American market. Speaking frankly, Mr.
Edegtein, we're overloaded with souls. If another war startsthis year, well have to declare an amnesty
onvenid 9ns”

Ede stein thought it over. "Then you're redly not here to take meto hell?*



"Hell, no!" Sitwell said. "1 told you, our waiting list islonger than for Peter Cooper Village; we hardly
have any room leftinlimbo.”

"Well ... Then why are you here?’

Sitwell crossed hislegs and leaned forward earnestly. "Mr. Edelstein, you have to understand that hell
isvery much like U.S. Sted or ITT. Wereabig outfit and we're more or lessamonopoly. But, like any
redlly big corporation, we are imbued with the ideal of public service and welike to be well thought of."

"Makes sense)" Eddstein said.

"But, unlike Ford, we can't very well establish afoundation and start giving out scholarships and work
grants. People wouldn't understand. For the same reason, we can't start building model cities or fighting
pollution. We can't even throw up adam in Afghanistan without someone questioning our motives.”

"| seewhereit could be a problem,” Edelstein admitted.

"Y et welike to do something. So, from time to time, but especidly now, with business so good, we
liketo distribute asmall bonusto arandom selection of potentia customers.”

"Cusomer? Me?'

"No oneiscdling you asinner," Sitwel pointed out. "1 said potential —which means everybody."
"Oh...What kind of bonus?"

"Threewishes" Sitwdl said briskly. "That'sthe traditiond form."

"Let meseeif I'vegot thisstraight,” Edelstein said. "'l can have any three wishes | want? With no
pendty, no secret ifsand buts?

"Thereisonebut,” Sitwdl said.

"I knew it," Edelstein said.

"It's S mple enough. Whatever you wish for, your worst enemy gets double.”
Ede stein thought about that. "So if | asked for amillion dollars—"

"Y our worst enemy would get two million dollars.”

"Andif | asked for pneumonia?'

"Y our worst enemy would get double pneumonia.”

Edestein pursed hislips and shook his head. "L ook, not that | mean to tell you people how to run your
business, but | hope you redlize that you endanger customer goodwill with aclause like that.”

"It'sarisk, Mr. Edelstein, but absolutely necessary on a couple of counts,” Sitwell said. "Y ou see, the
clauseisapsychic feedback device that acts to maintain homeostasis.”

"Sorry, I'm not following you," Edelstein answered.

"Let me put it thisway. The clause acts to reduce the power of the three wishes and, thus, to keep
things reasonably norma. A wish isan extremely strong instrument, you know."

"I canimagine," Eddstein said. "Isthere a second reason?”

"Y ou should have guessed it ready,” Sitwell said, baring exceptiondly white teeth in an
gpproximation of asmile. "Clauseslike that are our trademark. That's how you know it'sagenuine hdlish
product.”

"l see, | see" Edelstein said. "Wl I'm going to need some time to think about this."

"The offer isgood for thirty days," Sitwell said, standing up. "When you want to make awish, smply
date it—clearly and loudly. I'll tend to the rest.”

Sitwell walked to the door. Edelstein said, "Theré's only one problem | think | should mention.”

"What'sthat?" Sitwell asked.

"Well, it just so happensthat | don't have aworst enemy. Infact, | don't have an enemy in theworld.”

Sitwell laughed hard, then wiped his eyeswith amauve handkerchief. "Edelstein,” he said, "you're
redlly too much! Not an enemy in theworld! What about your cousin Seymour, who you wouldn't lend
five hundred dollarsto, to start adry-cleaning business? Ishe afriend dl of asudden?



"I hadn't thought about Seymour," Edelstein answered.

"And what about Mrs. Abramowitz, who spits a the mention of your name, because you wouldn't
marry her Marjorie? What about Tom Cassiday in gpartment 1C of this building, who has acomplete
collection of Goebbe s speeches and dreams every night of killing adl of the Jawsin theworld, beginning
withyou?. . . Hey, areyou dl right?"

Ede stein, stting on the couch, had gone white and his hands were clasped tightly together again.

"I never redized," hesad.

"No oneredizes" Sitwell said. "Look, takeit easy, Sx or seven enemiesisnothing; | can assure you
that yourewell below average, hatewise.”

"Who else?' Eddstein asked, bregthing heavily.
"I'm not going to tell you," Sitwell said. "1t would be needless aggravation.”
"But | haveto know who ismy worst enemy! Isit Cassiday? Do you think | should buy agun?"

Sitwell shook hishead. "Cassiday isaharmless, haf-witted lunatic. Hell never lift afinger, you have
my word on that. Y our worst enemy isaman named Edward Samuel Manowitz."

"You're sure of that?' Edelstein asked increduloudly.

"Completdy sure.”

"But Manowitz happensto be my best friend.”

"Also your worst enemy,” Sitwdll replied. " Sometimes it works like that. Goodbye, Mr. Edelstein, and
good luck with your three wishes."

"Wait!" Edelstein cried. He wanted to ask amillion questions; but he was embarrassed and he asked
only, "How canit bethat hell is so crowded?’

"Because only heavenisinfinite Sitwell told him.
"Y ou know about heaven, too?"

"Of course. It'sthe parent corporation. But now | really must be getting aong. | have an appointment
in Poughkeepsie. Good luck, Mr. Edelgtein.”

Sitwell waved and turned and walked out through the locked solid door.

Edelstein sat perfectly il for five minutes. He thought about Eddie Manowitz. Hisworst enemy! That
was laughable; hell had really gotten itswires crossed on that piece of information. He had known
Manowitz for twenty years, saw him nearly every day, played chess and gin rummy with him. They went
for walks together, saw moviestogether, at least one night aweek they ate dinner together.

It wastrue, of course, that Manowitz could sometimes open up abig mouth and overstep the
boundaries of good taste.

Sometimes Manowitz could be downright rude.

To be perfectly honest, Manowitz had, on more than one occasion, been insulting.

"But were friends,” Edelstein said to himsalf. "We are friends, aren't we?"

Therewas an easy way to test it, he redlized. He could wish for $1,000,000. That would give
Manowitz $2,000,000. But so what? Would he, awedthy man, care that his best friend was wed thier?

Y esl Hewould care! He damned well would care! It would egt hislife away if awise guy like
Manowitz got rich on Eddstein'swish.

"My God!" Edelstein thought. "An hour ago, | was a poor but contented man. Now | have three
wishesand an enemy.”

Hefound that he was twisting his hands together again. He shook his head. Thiswas going to need
some thought.

In the next week, Edelstein managed to get aleave of absence from hisjob and sat day and night with a
pen and pad in hishand. At first, he couldn't get hismind off castles. Castles seemed to go with wishes.



But, on second thought, it was not asmple matter. Taking an average dream castle with aten-foot-thick
stonewall, grounds and the rest, one had to consider the matter of upkeep. There was heating to worry
about, the cost of severd servants, because anything less would look ridiculous.

So it came at last to amatter of money.

| could keep up a pretty decent castle on $2000 aweek, Edelstein thought, jotting figures down
rgpidly on hispad.

But that would mean that Manowitz would be maintaining two castles on $4000 aweek!

By the second week, Eddlstein had gotten past castles and was speculating feverishly on the endless
possibilities and combinations of travel. Would it be too much to ask for a cruise around the world?
Perhapsit would; he wasn't even sure he was up to it. Surely he could accept asummer in Europe? Even
atwo-week vacation at the Fontainebleau in Miami Beach to rest his nerves.

But Manowitz would get two vacationd! If Edelstein stayed at the Fontainebleau, Manowitz would
have a penthouse suite at the Key Largo Colony Club. Twice.

It was almost better to stay poor and to keep Manowitz deprived.

Almogt, but not quite.

During the final week, Edelstein was getting angry and desperate, even cynical. He said to himsdlf, I'm an
idiot, how do I know that there's anything to this? So Sitwell could walk through doors; does that make
him amagician? Maybe I've been worried about nothing.

He surprised himself by standing up abruptly and saying, in aloud, firm voice, "I want twenty thousand
dollarsand | want it right now."

Hefdt agentletug at hisright buttock. He pulled out hiswallet. Insdeit, hefound a certified check
made out to him for $20,000.

He went down to his bank and cashed the check, trembling, certain that the police would grab him.
The manager looked at the check and initided it. Theteller asked him what denominations he wanted it
in. Eddstein told the teller to credit it to his account.

As heleft the bank, Manowitz came rushing in, an expression of fear, joy and bewilderment on his
face.

Ede stein hurried home before Manowitz could speak to him. He had apain in his ssomach for the rest
of the day.

Idiot! He had asked for only alousy $20,000. But Manowitz had gotten $40,000!
A man could die from the aggravation.

Ede stein spent his days dternating between apathy and rage. That pain in the ssomach had come
back, which meant that he was probably giving himself an ulcer.

It was al so damned unfair! Did he haveto push himsdf into an early grave, worrying about
Manowitz?

Yed

For now heredlized that Manowitz wasredly his enemy and that the thought of enriching his enemy
wasliterdly killing him.

He thought about that and then said to himself, Edeltein, listen to me; you can't go on like this, you
must get some satisfaction!

But how?

He paced up and down his apartment. The pain was definitely an ulcer; what el se could it be?

Then it cameto him. Edelstein stopped pacing. His eyesrolled wildly and, seizing paper and pencil, he
made some lightning cal culations. When he finished, he was flushed, excited—happy for thefirg time



gnce Stwell'svist.

He stood up. He shouted, "I want six hundred pounds of chopped chicken liver and | want it at once!™

The caterers began to arrive within five minutes.

Edelstein ate severd giant portions of chopped chicken liver, stored two pounds of it in hisrefrigerator
and sold most of therest to acaterer at half price, making over $700 on the dedl. Thejanitor had to take
away seventy-five pounds that had been overlooked. Edestein had agood laugh at the thought of
Manowitz standing in his apartment up to his neck in chopped chicken liver.

His enjoyment was short-lived. He learned that Manowitz had kept ten pounds for himsdlf (the man
always had had a gross appetite), presented five poundsto adrab little widow he wastrying to make an
impression on and sold the rest back to the caterer for one third off, earning over $2000.

| am the world's prize imbecile, Edelstein thought. For aminute's stupid satisfaction, | gave up awish
worth conservatively $100,000,000. And what do | get out of it? Two pounds of chopped chicken liver,
afew hundred dollars and the lifelong friendship of my janitor!

He knew hewaskilling himsalf from sheer brute aggravation.

He was down to one wish now.

And now it was crucial that he spend that fina wish wisely. But he had to ask for something that he
wanted desperated y—something that Manowitz would not likeat dl.

Four weeks had gone by. One day, Edelstein redlized glumly that histime was just about up. He had
racked hisbrain, only to confirm hisworst suspicions: Manowitz liked everything that he liked. Manowitz
liked castles, women, wedlth, cars, vacations, wine, music, food. Whatever you named, Manowitz the
copycat liked it.

Then he remembered: Manowitz, by some strange quirk of the taste buds, could not abide [ox.

But Edestein didn't like lox, either, not even Nova Scotia.

Edelstein prayed: Dear God, who isin charge of hell and heaven, | have had three wishes and used
two miserably. Listen, God, | don't mean to be ungrateful, but | ask you, if a man happensto be granted
three wishes, shouldn't he be able to do better for himsalf than | have done? Shouldn't he be able to have
something good happen to him without filling the pockets of Manowitz, hisworst enemy, who does
nothing but collect double with no effort or pain?

Thefina hour arrived. Edelstein grew cam, in the manner of aman who had accepted hisfate. He
redized that his hatred of Manowitz was futile, unworthy of him. With anew and sweet serenity, he said
to himsdlf, | am now going to ask for what |, Edelstein, persondly want. If Manowitz hasto go dong for
theride, it Smply can't be hel ped.

Edelstein stood up very straight. He said, "Thisis my last wish. I've been abachelor too long. What |
want isawoman whom | can marry. She should be about five fet, four inchestall, weigh about 115
pounds, shapely, of course, and with naturdly blond hair. She should beintelligent, practica, in love with
me, Jewish, of course, but sensua and fun-loving—"

The Eddstlein mind suddenly moved into high gear!

"And especially," he added, "she should be—I don't know quite how to put this—she should be the
most, the maximum, that | want and can handle, speaking now in apurely sexua sense. Y ou understand
what | mean, Sitwell? Delicacy forbidsthat | should spdll it out more specifically than thet, but if the
matter must beexplainedtoyou . . ."

Therewasalight, somehow sexual tapping at the door. Edelstein went to answer it, chuckling to
himself. Over twenty thousand dollars, two pounds of chopped chicken liver and now thisl Manowitz, he
thought, | have you now: Double the most aman wantsis something | probably shouldn't have wished on
my worst enemy, but | did.



